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chapter 1 

Typical story; guy walking home from work one day gets 
jumped by two big goons, gets knocked on the head, rushed to the 
hospital, slips into a coma for a day or two, appears fine with only 
a mild concussion and a few bumps and bruises then goes home 
and takes it easy for another day or two. Now, minus wallet, 
including ID card, maxed out credit card and various but still 
mighty important business cards, guy begins to think that this 
ordinary knock on the head, two day coma and resulting 
concussion might not be so ordinary. Guy begins to see things, 
things that are far out of the ordinary, things that people normally 
don't see. Even worse, things begin to see guy.  

This guy is me; and calling myself a guy is just me being silly. 
That's actually my name; Guy. But not like "a guy," meaning a 
male of the species. Like "gee" but with a hard "g" sound, as in 
"grog" and not like "golly gee whillikers." Rhymes with see? Get 
it? I hope so because I do not want to go about trying to explain 
how to pronounce my name for the rest of my story. It's the French 
pronunciation and since my mother was French, it all makes sense. 
So let's stop talking about how to pronounce my name. There are 
more important things to be talking about.  

I'm twenty years old, not even old enough to drink in my 
home state, and my story is as true as they come. In September I 
was on my way home from work, right after depositing my measly 
pay check in the bank when I was mugged. I had no money on me, 
not even a buck. I wasn't wearing nice clothes, just a really cheap 
suit I bought when the Mervyns department store went belly up a 
few years ago. The price tag read $150.00 and I paid $29.99. Good 
bargain, if you ask me. I don't know what the men wanted from 



me, aside from the typical want of money, or why they picked me, 
but being mugged is what led to where I am now.  

You probably won't believe my story, but there are still people 
who don't believe we landed a man on the moon or that kissing a 
frog will give you a prince. Of course, nobody tells you that 
princes only get turned into terribilis frog, also known as the 
golden poison frog, which, just as its names suggests, is poisonous 
and will kill you if you kiss it, which is why nobody believes in the 
legend of kissing a frog and getting a prince. Nobody has ever 
kissed the terribilis frog. Don't ask me why I know this.  

* * * * 

I was walking home from the bank with zip in my pockets and 
less in my bank account, having spent the majority of my money 
on bills, bills and more bills. My shoes were scuffed, my stomach 
was empty, and my mind was telling me it was time to either get 
yet another part time job or ask again if I could get full time hours 
at the bank I worked for. Being the only child of two dead parents 
who were also only children, I had no one to fall back on, to beg 
money from or borrow from. I had no relatives, friends or the like 
in any other way, shape or form. I had no one and nothing. Perhaps 
that's why fate chose me at that moment to get mugged. 

Two men stepped out of an alley right in front of me. One of 
them was holding what looked to be a pretty realistic plastic gun. 
"Give me your wallet," the gunman said. 

I actually laughed. I put my hand on my chest and said, "Me? 
You want my wallet?" I dug it out of my pocket and tossed it to 
him. "Take it. It's all yours." 

The gunman caught the dollar store wallet in midair and 
tossed it right over to his buddy. His buddy opened it up and rifled 
through it. "It's empty." 

The gunman turned, keeping his gun aimed at my chest. 
"Where's the money?" the gunman said. 

"Ain't any," I said. "I'm as broke as apparently you two are." 
"No funny business," the gunman said. To his friend, he said, 

"Does he have any credit cards? An ATM card?" 
"One credit card." The buddy pulled out the MasterCard that 



was at its limit.  
"It's maxed out." I indicated the card. "Good luck with it." 
"Shut up!" the gunman screamed at me, obviously becoming 

just a little annoyed. "You just came from the ATM, mister. 
Where's the money?" 

"Paid the bills," I said. "I put money in. Didn't take money out. 
Sorry I did it backwards." 

Now, I'll admit I wasn't completely unafraid of these two. 
Having a gun, plastic or not, pointed at your chest isn't exactly my 
idea of a super duper fun Wednesday night. But what had I to lose? 
I had no money or anything else these two would value. They 
could have my wallet. All that required was a couple of phone calls 
to let MasterCard know I'd lost my card and a trip to the DMV for 
a new ID. Not that anyone wanted to spend a day at the DMV but I 
didn't mind all too much. Oh yeah, and a call to the cops to report 
the crime. No big deal. Yet these two were not thinking this was all 
fun and games. They wanted money, and if they didn't get money, 
they were going to take something else. 

The gunman was a big guy, approximately five-eight with 
brawny shoulders and a fat head. His eyes were dark and spooky 
but that was probably because he was standing under a street light 
and the glow kept bouncing off his pupils, making his eyes look 
creepy and crawly. I'm only five-six so he had a couple inches on 
me. Plus, I'm not exactly the Arnold Schwarzenegger muscle man 
of the year. I'm more like scrawny minus a few pounds. No 
muscles whatsoever. My tongue can hardly be classified as a 
muscle; it was so out of shape. So I wasn't planning on fighting. I 
didn't have anything to fight with. 

When the gunman came at me with the gun raised, I saw my 
life ending right then and there. Nothing flashed before my eyes 
because there was nothing to flash. But I did what I could to save 
my measly life. I ran. 

The gunman followed me, like I knew he would. Gunmen can 
be so predictable sometimes. We weren't exactly on the busiest 
street in town, so there was no one to see this pursuit. Not like it 
lasted very long. The gunman caught up with me and grabbed me 
around the middle, taking me face first to the ground. My chin hit 



concrete and jarred my brain into pudding. Dazed, I lay there, my 
lip bleeding into a little puddle on the ground. The gunman got off 
of me and kicked me hard in the ribs, causing me to double over in 
pain.  

Through a groan that had to have come from me, I heard him 
say, "Get up. Now." 

I couldn't so I just lay there, my arms wrapped around my 
stomach, thinking he'd broken at least two ribs and maybe even my 
jaw.  

"Get up, asshole," the gunman said. "Get up or you're gonna 
end up with a hole in your head." I was beginning to think that 
maybe the gun wasn't so plastic after all.  

At that point, I didn't really care. He could have shot me and 
all it would have done was end the pain in my midsection and put 
an end to the miserable excuse of my life. I would have been okay 
with that. Instead, I began to hear voices; strange nearby voices. 
Then I heard footsteps running along the pavement. 

"Let's get out of here," I heard the buddy say. Then he added, 
"Al, we can't even steal his identity. He's got the weirdest name I 
ever heard." 

As the gunman stood over me, he said, "Yeah, What's that?" 
"Guy Fractious," the buddy said, pronouncing my first name 

as if he were calling me a male of the species. I was glad he left off 
my middle name. Those two names were bad enough. 

Both men laughed, which they were entitled to do. Then the 
voices began to get closer and closer and the two men beat it. But 
not before the gunman brought the butt of his weapon down on the 
back of my head with all the force he could muster, sending me 
into a less than enjoyable darkness. 

* * * * 

I woke in a hospital room two days later. Three good 
Samaritans had come around a far corner and seen me being 
tackled and had come to my aid. The gunman and buddy had 
gotten away but the good Samaritans had given descriptions that 
matched mine. Along with the name I'd heard, "Al," the police had 
good leads to go on. All I had was a splitting headache and a loss 



of a couple of days.  
The doctors said the gunman had hit me just right to cause me 

to slip into a mild coma, but I'd be okay in a day or two. All I 
needed was a good rest and possibly some aspirin. The first thing I 
did as I lay in my own bed later that evening after being released 
from the hospital was to call my job. Much to my dismay, I no 
longer had a job. 

"What?" was my first exclamation upon hearing that I'd been 
fired. "I got mugged, knocked unconscious, put in a coma for two 
days and you fire me?" 

"Sorry, Guy," my boss said with no hint of the sympathy his 
words conveyed. "You didn't call. For two days. That's considered 
job abandonment. We had no choice but to fire you." 

I clenched my teeth, wanting to reach through the phone and 
strangle him. Instead of doing the impossible, I said, "I was 
comatose." I made sure to say the words slowly so he'd be sure to 
understand. Apparently he didn't. 

"Then you should have had someone call for you," my boss 
said calmly and seriously. 

"Are you kidding me?" I hollered, now wringing the phone's 
neck. 

"Sorry, Guy," the jerk repeated. "Your last check is in the 
mail." Then he hung up. 

The phone landed on the floor on the other side of the room, 
no longer in only one piece. Bits of wiring and computer chips 
scattered all over the place. I didn't care about the sudden broken 
state of my phone. Now I had a splitting headache, no job, no 
driver's license and was still flat broke. AND I had who knew how 
much in hospital bills to pay. Sure, I had insurance at the time of 
incident, but that didn't cover much more than the basics. I won't 
even go into detail about the details of that stupid HMO. 

So, feeling more than a little lost, I sat in a corner of my beat 
up old couch with a Barry Manilow record playing. Yes, I know 
we've moved on from vinyl, but it just has this scratchy quality that 
CDs can't duplicate. I sang along to the songs I knew and hummed 
the ones I didn't, but not even Barry could pull me out of my funk. 
I didn't know what to do. Finding a new job was the first priority 



but I couldn't think much past the pounding of my head. I downed 
a few aspirin with a cold glass of water and decided to go for a 
walk. 

It was cool outside and the air felt good, even did a little to 
clear my head, but as I rounded a corner, headed for the park, I got 
a sudden feeling of agoraphobia. How could I escape if I was 
suddenly attacked again? I began scouting escape routes, looking 
around for open doors and glancing at people out of the corner of 
my eyes, lest they jump out and grab me.  

Could I go into the grocery store and find someone there who 
would protect me? Was it easier to run back to my apartment or 
take off for open spaces? Where were there to be found the most 
people so there would be plenty of witnesses if it were to happen 
again? And if there were witnesses, would one of them come to my 
aid if I was attacked? Or was one of the witnesses going to be my 
next attacker?  

I was outside for no more than a minute before I turned and 
bolted back to my apartment, taking the stairs two at a time until I 
reached safety. I locked the door behind me and put a chair 
beneath the knob. You know, like they do in the movies? 

Had you walked into my apartment just then, you would have 
found me curled up in a ball in the corner, my head buried under 
my arms with my eyes closed as tightly as they could be. You 
probably would have laughed, but I most certainly was not 
laughing. I was post-coma, post-mugging, post-job-loss terrified. 
There is no better word to describe my breakdown. Ter-ri-fied.  

I stayed inside my house for two weeks exactly. I didn't try 
and find a new job. I didn't take my last paycheck to the bank to 
deposit it when it finally appeared in the mail. I didn't go buy 
groceries. I lived off what I could find in the apartment, even going 
so far as to mix flour and water and eat the paste when I 
completely ran out of food. I think spending that night vomiting 
that gunk back up is what yanked me out of my slump. 

The next day, pale and pasty from my grotesque night, I 
ventured out of my apartment. I took two things with me; my keys 
and a glass bottle filled with water. The keys were for getting back 
inside my well-locked apartment. The water was for when and if I 



got thirsty. And the glass bottle was my weapon. Just in case. I 
went to the park and sat on a bench, making sure that I was in sight 
of as many people as possible. There were kids playing with their 
parents, and the parents probably thought I was some kind of 
perverted freak. I probably looked like some perverted freak since 
I was still sweating out the flour paste I'd eaten like the dope I was. 

I didn't care what they thought of me. If anyone had bothered 
to talk to me, they would have discovered a lonely guy who was 
scared to death of being outside where the bad men could get at 
me. My apartment was safe and safety meant not getting mugged 
again. Not getting mugged again meant not being in pain from the 
cracked ribs or bruised jawbone. Not getting mugged meant not 
losing my ID and having a gunman point a deadly weapon at my 
chest. Not getting mugged meant being okay. It meant being alive. 
It meant not being scared.  

But it had happened. And I could not make it un-happen. 
I watched the little man walk toward me for a few seconds 

before I had to shake my head and take an honestly good look. I'm 
not one for staring at people who are different from me, or freaks 
as some would call them, but this dude caught my eye. He was 
about three feet tall with shaggy black hair and some mean ass blue 
eyes. He was looking at me just as I was looking at him.  

He walked by with a scowl on his face that said I should not 
be staring like a fool. Yet I couldn't look away. It wasn't his small 
stature or his intense eyes that made it almost impossible for me to 
look away. It was his bright green top hat that caught my eye. 

I couldn't hold my tongue. It's a gift. "St. Paddy's was months 
ago." 

He gave me the finger and walked into a tree.  
Now, I say walked into a tree in a certain way. He didn't 

smack into it because he wasn't watching where he was going. He 
walked right up to the tree and disappeared into it. Merged with it. 
Became one with the tree. Passed through it. Walked through solid 
matter. I can't think of any other ways to describe it. But he walked 
right into the tree. And he didn't come out the other side.  

I shook my head. "Did that just happen?" 
"Yeah," someone said. I lifted my head to see a burly parent 



walk by, dragging a poor kid along by the hand.  
"I just let one off, buddy. Sorry about that." He also gave me 

the finger, which sent the kid into gales of laughter as he was 
pulled off his feet, but Mr. FoulMouth did not walk into a tree. He 
continued on down the path, dragging the now laughing kid, who 
apparently did not mind so much the being dragged part of his life, 
along behind him.  

I went to investigate the tree.  
First I walked around it, my hand brushing the rough surface. 

The bark felt like normal tree bark and the tree itself was solid all 
the way around. It felt like a real tree. I made quite sure that it was 
a real tree, crouching down on each side and feeling the tree up and 
down. As I was getting fresh with this poor elm, people began to 
point and stare and talk amongst themselves, yet I didn't care. It 
felt good not to care. This was normal stuff, anyway. The pointing 
and staring, not feeling up a tree.  

Eventually I just sat down in front of said elm tree, my back to 
the park, stumped. I even called out, "Here little leprechaun," a 
couple of times, but I got no direct answer. What else could I do 
but sit there and wait for the little man in the bright green top hat to 
return and explain things to me.  

Instead, a former coworker found me first. "Guy?" she said 
from behind me. "Is that you?" 

Still sitting on the ground, I turned my head and looked up. 
"Hey, Crista. What are you doing here?" 

"I'm babysitting my neighbor's kid," Crista Himmelmen 
pointed over her shoulder at an insignificant kid. "What happened 
to you? You just up and disappeared from work." 

"I got fired," I said, not ready to get up and admit defeat in not 
finding my leprechaun.  

"Why?" 
"I was in a coma." 
She lifted an eyebrow and said, "Oh. Well." 
I took one last look at the elm tree before me and made good 

use of it to get to my feet. Then I turned to Crista. "What are you 
doing here?" 

She raised both eyebrows. "I told you, babysitting my 



neighbor's kid. That one. Over there." She pointed and this time I 
followed her finger to where a small boy sat in the sand tossing 
said sand into the air. The other parents weren't saying anything, 
which made me think they weren't as annoyed as they appeared. "I 
hate that kid." Crista snorted in disgust. "In fact, I hate kids in 
general." 

"Then why babysit?" 
"I need the extra money," she said. "Part time doesn't cut it 

nowadays." 
I couldn't resist looking back at the mysterious tree that had 

somehow swallowed a leprechaun and left no trace whatsoever. 
Just in case he'd decided to show his face again. 

"So." She drew out the word until it sounded like it had fifteen 
o's attached to it. "I better get back to that kid. Eventually I have to 
stop him from throwing sand or else the cops will show up again. I 
guess that means you can get back to your tree." 

"It ate a leprechaun," I found myself saying. 
Crista gave me an incredulous look look before saying, "Yeah, 

trees'll do that." 
I realized that she was making a joke at my expense. "Not 

funny," I said to myself. Then I went back to watching the tree. 



 

chapter 2 

That tree and I became really good friends. I sat and watched 
it for another week before things got really weird. I didn't see 
anything else strange, at least nothing that caught my eye. I was 
there twenty four seven, so I couldn't have missed anything.  

I was eating leaves and begging water off passers by so I was 
able to live, but still, I was skinnier at the end of that week than I 
had been before my two week seclusion from the world. I began to 
think that the leprechaun knew I was watching his tree and 
wouldn't come out again. So, on a Friday, I went back to my bench 
and stopped watching the tree.  

But the tree continued to watch me. Much to my dismay, 
Crista was also watching me.  

Now Crista is a pretty girl. She's a few inches shorter than me 
and has long blonde hair that she ties back in a pony tail. She's slim 
but not too slim, with a little meat on her, that gives her some nice 
curves. Pretty but not my type, although I don't really have a type 
so maybe she was my type, after all. I liked her because she 
seemed to be a somewhat nice girl, but as far as going any farther, 
I doubted she saw me that way.  

I was annoyed by the fact that she saw me making friends with 
an elm tree on a daily basis. I wasn't ready to give up my 
leprechaun quest, and she obviously wasn't about to just let me go 
insane without an intervention. 

"Look, Guy," she said, as she sat down next to me on the park 
bench one day. "I think you've lost it." 

"Lost what?" I said, looking at her with curiosity. 
"Your mind?" she said with a hint of sarcasm. "That ball of 

muscle inside your skull." 



"Yeah," I muttered, "I think the leprechaun might be 
responsible for part of that." 

"What's all this about leprechauns?" she said. "I've heard of 
obsessions, but man." 

"I'm serious." I had no clue as to why I was even talking to her 
when my feet and legs worked well enough to get me the hell out 
of there without too much embarrassment. Instead, I was still 
talking and well on the way to mortification. "I saw a leprechaun. 
He walked past me, flipped me off and went into that tree right 
over there." 

Crista raised one eyebrow and looked over at the tree. I was 
beginning to think that her eyebrow was actually stuck there and I 
had never noticed that before. Then it happened. Not her eyebrow 
raising or even lowering for that matter, but the tree.  

Out of the side of the elm, the little man emerged. He came 
right over to me, jumped up on the bench, took off his bright green 
top hat and whacked me over the head with it. 

Stunned, I rubbed my head. Even though it hadn't really hurt, I 
was still shocked. "What'd you do that for?" 

I heard Crista say, "Who are you talking to?" 
The leprechaun said, "Fuck's your problem?" in a perfectly 

normal American accent.  
I was expecting the typical Irish accent typically associated 

with leprechauns and was highly disappointed. "I don't have a 
problem," I told him. 

He stood before me, real as the pigeons on the statue of Frank 
Sinatra that dominated the park. "You have been sitting in front of 
my fucking tree for the last week," he said. "You gotta have some 
kinda problem to be doing that." 

"What difference does it make?" I said, still rubbing my head 
where his bright green top hat had hit me. "You'll just disappear 
into it anyway." 

"Well you've been sitting your dumb ass in front of my door, I 
can't leave if you're sitting in front of my door." 

"You live in a tree?" I said. 
"Where else should I live?!" he yelled, and planted his hands 

on his hips. 



"I dunno," I shrugged. "A house maybe? An apartment? In the 
sewer? Hell, live in your car, but people do not live in trees!" 

Now, during this little exchange Crista had moved to the far 
end of the bench and looked as if she was getting ready to bolt. 
You have to give her props for not getting up and running away the 
instant I began talking to the leprechaun she so obviously could not 
see.  

"So," I said after a moment had passed during which I stopped 
rubbing my head, "are you a leprechaun?" 

"Fuck you!" 
"A foul mouthed leprechaun?" 
"I'm not a damn leprechaun!" he yelled at me. "Stay away 

from my tree. Stay away from my door. And stay the hell away 
from this park! I catch you here again and you're gonna lose what's 
most precious to you." 

Unable to think of anything precious at all, I said, "What 
would that be?" 

"Your balls, damn it!" He whacked me over the head with his 
bright green top hat once more, before donning it and sauntering 
off to his tree. He disappeared into it again and was gone 
completely. 

I sat there, more dumbfounded than usual.  
"What was that?" she said.  
Her voice brought me back to what I usually knew as reality. 

"The leprechaun," I said matter-of-factly. "He told me to stop 
sitting in front of his door. And he hit me with his bright green top 
hat." I rubbed my head again, realized what I was doing, and 
stopped. "He cusses a whole hell of a lot." 

"A cussing, green top hat wearing leprechaun," Crista said, as 
if she were trying to get her head around the concept and failing 
miserably.  

"Bright green top hat," I corrected. "Did I forget to mention 
that it was bright green?" 

"Yes," she said. "And I think you should go see a doctor. Like, 
now." 

"He was here!" I insisted, suddenly and insistently. I grabbed 
her hand and put it on top of my head. "Feel the lump? Right there. 



That's where his hat hit me!" 
Crista pulled her hand away. "You should really go see 

someone," she said. Then she walked away. 
I watched her go, thinking to myself about what had just 

occurred. A little man who stated that he was not a leprechaun and 
apparently did not want to be called such had just hit me over the 
head with a bright green top hat, cussed at me, and then gone back 
into his tree. I was just beginning to think that maybe the gunman 
had hit me harder than the doctors thought when the little man, 
who was not a leprechaun and apparently did not want to be called 
such, suddenly reappeared out of his tree again. He sauntered over 
to me, bright green top hat in hand then used said bright green top 
hat to hit me in the face. My head rocked backwards on my neck 
before I turned and locked my eyes on his face.  

"What was that for?" I said with a slur. 
"I don't fucking like you." He returned to his tree and 

disappeared. 
I went home. 

* * * * 

I tried really hard to draw the leprechaun that was not a 
leprechaun but who I could not stop calling a leprechaun because 
that was what I first identified him as. The best I could come up 
with was a stick figure wearing a bright green top hat. The bright 
green top hat was definitely the best part of my drawing and there 
was no other likeness to the real figure at all. I wasn't ready to 
doubt myself though. I'd seen him a total of three times. Twice he'd 
hit me and once he'd given me the finger. There was nothing in his 
demeanor to make me believe that he wasn't real.  

"Okay, Fractious," I said to myself, "the real question isn't is 
he a leprechaun or not but how the hell does he get in and out of 
that tree?" 

I began to devise a plan. Using a disguise, I would go down to 
the park and sit on a bench but not my normal bench. He knew my 
normal bench, of that I was sure. In my clever disguise, I would 
wait and watch until the leprechaun who was not a leprechaun 
reappeared, no matter how long it took.  



The next morning I put on a fedora, a trench coat and a pair of 
dark sunglasses I just happened to have in my closet for such an 
occasion and went to sit on a bench on the opposite side of the park 
from where I usually sat. I still had a good view of the leprechaun's 
tree and my disguise was good enough so he would never 
recognize me. Hopefully, if Crista was there with her neighbor's 
kid, she wouldn't recognize me either. And hopefully no one would 
call the cops. 

I sat for two hours, pretending to read the newspaper. I never 
noticed it was upside down until the leprechaun who was not a 
leprechaun appeared from his tree. He sauntered right over to me, 
took off his bright green top hat and whacked me over the head.  

"How'd you know it was me?" I said, rubbing my head in a 
general repeat of the previous day. 

"You think that just because I'm short that I'm stupid?" 
"I'm not sure," was my answer. 
"What's your name, kid?" he said, and settled down on the 

bench beside me. 
I took off my dark sunglasses and stashed them in one of the 

many pockets of my borrowed trench coat. "Guy," I said, 
pronouncing it properly so he'd make no mistake. 

He repeated it properly, although with a touch of disbelief. 
"Serious? Who gave you a shitty name like that?" 

"My mother," I said defensively. "She was French." 
He threw his hands up in the air. "That explains everything. 
"Not everything," I said. "Doesn't explain why I can see you." 
"Yeah," he said with a growl. "I don't know why you can see 

me either. That reminds me." He took off his bright green top hat 
and hit me again. 

Angry, I said, "Why do you keep doing that?!" 
"Doesn't make sense," the leprechaun who didn't like being 

called a leprechaun muttered to himself. "Usually I find them in 
the emergency room," he continued, still muttering to himself. 
"You been hit on the head recently?" he said. 

"Yes." 
"Okay, now it makes sense." 
I blinked. 



"I'm Cu," he said. 
"Koo?" I repeated, while still blinking rapidly in a futile 

attempt to un-see him. 
"It's Irish, asshole." 
"So you really are a leprechaun," I said, feeling a bit 

triumphant. 
"Cu," he repeated. "C-u. And I'm not a fucking leprechaun. I'm 

one of the Tuatha Dé." 
"What the hell's that?" I said. 
The leprechaun who was not a leprechaun and apparently 

wanted to be called one of the Tuatha Dé said, "Never you mind. 
Point is, a certain somebody likes you and since that certain 
somebody has authority over me, I'm here to bring you with me." 

"To where? Leprechaun land?" I ducked the swinging bright 
green top hat but he clocked me in the back of the head. "I mean, 
to Tuatha Dé land?" 

"Listen to me, fucker," the Tuatha Dé who I will no longer call 
a leprechaun because it apparently pisses him off royally said. 
"You come with me or I kill you. ¿Comprende?" 

"What's that mean?" I said, rubbing the back of my head. 
"Get up," he said.  
I did. "Is that what comprende means?" I said. 
He ignored this to say, "Since you're so damned interested in 

that tree which happens to be my home, I'm going to take you 
there. Get it?" 

I nodded, then shook my head.  
He hopped down off the bench and grabbed hold of my right 

hand and began to drag me. I planted my feet but he was 
surprisingly strong for a leper-- A Tuatha Dé. He yanked me right 
off my feet and began to drag me back to his elm tree.  

There wasn't much I could do about it, since he was so 
damned strong, so I just went along with it. I didn't fight him nor 
did I make any attempt to get back on my feet and walk like a 
normal human being, although I was beginning to feel less and less 
than a normal human being as the minutes passed.  

Anybody who was watching this scene unfold would have 
seen a man in a fedora and detective-like trench coat sliding along 



the ground without any help from any seen being. Anybody 
probably would have either been intrigued or gone to a 
psychiatrist, which is probably what I should have done upon first 
seeing the little man in the bright green top hat. Instead, I was 
being dragged towards a tree.  

Cu stopped before his tree and looked down at my baffled 
face. "Now, this might feel a little funny, but you'll get used to it." 

I wouldn't have been able to heed his warning even if I'd tried. 
But since I had no idea what exactly was in store for me, I didn't 
even bother to try. 



 

chapter 3 

I found myself face up on the floor of what appeared to be a 
home cut into the middle of a tree that was much larger than the 
tree I'd come to think of as The Leprechaun Tree. I knew I'd have 
to rethink that name, since what I was dealing with apparently 
wasn't a leprechaun but a Tuatha Dé. Whatever the hell that meant.  

Cu bent over me and set a metal bucket down on my chest. 
"You might need that." 

I sat up and promptly made good use of the bucket. 
Cu gave me a disgusted look as I handed it back to him. 

"Gross," he said. "What the hell have you been eating?" 
"Flour paste," I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my 

hand. "Not bad once you get used to it." 
"You're disgusting," he said, putting the bucket aside. He 

stuck out his tongue in a grossed out manner and sat on the floor 
beside me. He grabbed my chin in his hand and moved my head 
around, examining me closely. "You'll live. Not much good you'll 
do me, though." 

"Then why'd you bring me here?" I said, as I looked around. 
"I was ordered," Cu said. 
"Oh," was my answer.  
The room I was in looked like something out of a Tolkien 

novel. I half expected a couple of Hobbits to come waltzing by. 
The walls were obviously part of the tree and there were roots 
strangling a coat rack in the far corner. The furniture was plain 
wood with no stain whatsoever and looked to be made from 
untouched and untainted tree branches. The dining table's legs had 
knobs and knots in them as did the chairs'. A bed sat in a corner 
with brown burlap-looking linens on it. The bed was unmade, if 



that makes any difference.  
The kitchen looked like the rest of the place, except there was 

a mini-Frigidaire rumbling away, with its white polished front 
surface showing a wavy reflection of the room. It was the only 
modern amenity I could see. A tree root studio apartment. 
Everything was Hobbit sized. I couldn't have fit my top half in the 
bed let alone my long legs. Perfect Cu sized furniture.  

"So where am I?" I said as I got to my feet. 
"Mind your head," Cu said. 
I promptly smacked the top of my head against the ceiling. 
"You need to work on your timing," I said, as I once again 

found myself rubbing the top of my head. "Again I ask, where am 
I?" 

"This is my home," Cu said, standing as well, although his 
head came nowhere near the ceiling, even with his bright green top 
hat on. "Wanna beer?" 

"Um, sure?" I said, standing bent over to accommodate the not 
so high as I first thought ceilings. "And where exactly is your 
home?" 

"In your favorite elm tree," Cu said, opening the Frigidaire and 
bringing me a Stella Artois.  

"Seriously?" I took the beer.  
"Yes, I live in that tree," Cu said. He rolled his eyes as if he 

had already explained this to me a dozen times and not just a 
couple. As if he expected me to get it after only a couple of 
explanations. 

"No," I said, since I hadn't been talking about the tree at all. "I 
mean you seriously drink this crap?" 

"What do you expect me drink?" he snarled. 
"I dunno, Guinness?" 
He took off his bright green top hat. 
I ducked, expecting an impact, but instead he just hung it up 

on a coat rack.  
"Some people never learn," he said. 
"Especially if you don't teach them properly," I muttered. "Or 

let them ditch class." 
"What did you say?" He turned on me as if he was going to 



attack, with or without his bright green top hat. 
I felt a hint of my old fear again and cringed.  
"You're messed up, man," he said. "What did you say your 

name was again?" 
"Did I?" 
"Did you what?" 
"Tell you my name?" 
Cu raised an eyebrow. "That's why I'm asking, isn't it?" He 

gave his head a shake and made a disgusted sound. 
"Guy," I said quietly. 
He chuckled. "Oh, yeah, you did tell me. You gotta last 

name?" 
"Fractious," I said. "Guy Fractious." 
"What kind of stupid name is that?" 
"Not one I would have given myself," I said. And seriously; 

Guy was not my first choice in names. If I had had a say, I'd have 
been named Carlo or Brad. Certainly not Guy. And certainly not 
Cu. And most certainly not Fractious. My middle name makes it 
all the more worse but I'm not about to reveal that until the perfect 
plot point. Hell, I never revealed my middle name to anyone until 
about a quarter of the way into this story. But anyway, "What the 
hell kinda name is Cu?" I said. 

"I told you, it's Irish." 
"But you don't sound Irish. You don't have the accent. And 

you said you aren't a leprechaun." 
He glared at me with his badass blue eyes. "You think all short 

people are leprechauns? And you think all leprechauns are Irish?" 
"If they wear green top hats I do." 
Cu had me back on the ground in a second, before I even 

knew what had happened. Even now, I still can't figure out what 
happened. He showed me one of his pudgy, balled up fists and held 
it in front of my nose for emphasis. "I don't like you," he said. "I 
don't want you here and if I could just dump you back in your 
world I would. But I was told to bring you here so I did. There are 
some people you just don't argue with. Now you are coming with 
me and you aren't going to make anymore cracks or you'll be 
prying my fist out of your brain with a crowbar." 



I couldn't help myself. It's just my nature. Or maybe I can 
blame it on my name… "How could I be functioning to even use a 
crowbar if your fist is wedged in my brain?" 

* * * * 

I followed behind Cu with two pieces of tissue paper stuffed 
into my still-bleeding nose, although the river had finally dwindled 
to a simple trickle. Finally. Every now and then I sniffed and tasted 
blood in my mouth but the first time I spit it out, Cu turned on me 
and struck me with his bright green top hat. He couldn't reach my 
head if I wasn't sitting or bending down so he hit me where he 
could reach me, which was my midsection. Since I still had at least 
one minor crack in one of my ribs, a strike with a bright green top 
hat just once was enough to make me learn my lesson. It hurt 
enough to make me stop spitting and start swallowing.  

A couple of times during our trek I wished for that good old 
metal bucket I'd encountered upon my arrival in this world, but 
then I thought about Cu making me clean it out before we left on 
this part of our journey and decided I didn't so much want the 
bucket anymore. I say "this part of our journey" because I knew, 
even then, that this little trip in Tuatha Dé world wasn't going to be 
just some three hour tour. If Cu was that pissed about my being in 
his world, I had a feeling I'd be here a while.  

Cu wasn't too much of a host. He had tied a rope tightly 
around my left wrist to keep me in tow, and he kept pulling on this 
rope when I slowed down. For a little man, he walked pretty fast 
and yanked pretty hard. At times I was trotting just to keep up, and 
my wrist was red and raw by the time we go to where we were 
going. Which, by the way… 

"Where are you taking me?" I said when we were about a mile 
out from his tree home, which looked exactly like the same tree 
from the park except now it was in a forest full of other similar 
trees.  

"How many times do I have to tell you to shut the fuck up?" 
he shouted back at me. "We're almost there and then you'll see 
where the hell I'm taking you." 

"Okay," I muttered. "I was just asking." 



So I followed like a bummed out dog behind Cu through a 
woods full of similar looking trees. The ground beneath my feet 
was much like the floor of his house; dirt enhanced with dried 
leaves and more dirt. The sky above was much like the sky of 
home; blue. There were birds calling in the trees and I could hear 
animals rustling, but I never saw anything. All I saw was a bright 
green top hat on the shaggy head of a man who called himself Cu 
and was a part of something else called the Tuatha Dé. Whatever 
that meant. 

Another half mile went past before we came across a stream 
with a quaint little bridge built over it. We went over the bridge 
and Cu made a right turn when the path came to a fork. I barely 
had time to read the names on the sign, which had no meaning to 
me. Off in the direction we were headed was a place called Murias 
and in the opposite direction was Magh Tuiredh. I couldn't even 
pronounce the second name and wasn't quite sure about the first. 
Whatever they meant and however they were pronounced, Cu was 
taking me to Murias. I didn't have much to say on the matter since 
I was tied to Cu, so I followed obediently.  

The landscape began to change after we walked another half 
mile. The elms thinned out and the forest with its similar trees 
disappeared. We entered a large plain that supported a bustling 
burg. I felt like I'd just walked into a medieval market place 
surrounded by thatched roofed huts. The people there were all 
much like the man who was leading me around like a donkey; 
short with shaggy hair and looking much like leprechauns. A few 
even wore bright green top hats.  

"What's with the bright green top hats?" I felt the need to ask, 
after which I ducked in expectation of a smack with said bright 
green top hat. 

Instead, Cu answered me as if he'd always been a gentleman 
and was not leading me around with a rope tied to my wrist. "It 
marks us as members of the king's company," he said with pride. 
"Only the elitist of the elite wear these hats." 

We entered the township as I thought over why someone 
would choose bright green top hats as a symbol of anything, 
especially the elite. I towered over everybody and felt a little like 



Bill Murray in Japan in that movie Sophia Coppola made, 
something about translating? I forget. But I felt like Bill Murray in 
that movie. The tallest person in the town came up to my waist and 
the shortest was below my knees. The kids were part of the 
shortest category, and there were a lot of them running amok and 
laughing and pointing at me. I only laughed and pointed back but 
that did nothing to deter them in any way. It only made me feel 
stupid. 

As we walked through the market place, I saw chickens that 
were too small to be chickens, a dude wearing a purple sash and 
plaid pants on a very small pony, and a cart full of something that 
looked like beets. They were alive and kicking, -and were being 
sold to the unwary people around the cart.  

Cu veered off to the left and took me down another pathway to 
a large hut. Another man in a bright green top hat nodded and 
opened the wood-grained door to the hut. I had to duck until I was 
nearly bent in half to get inside but the hut's ceilings were high 
enough so I could almost stand upright. Cu gave a yank on my lead 
and I followed him until we stood before a raised platform. On said 
platform was a throne that appeared to be made out of the twisted 
branches of some kind of tree. The branches were so twisted that 
the throne looked unsteady and about to fall over. Cu and I just 
stood there alone for a moment before a man came out from a side 
chamber.  

"Ah, Cu," the man said as he sat in the throne that apparently 
wasn't unsteady at all, since it didn't fall over when it took his 
weight. And the way he said the leprecha… eh, Tuatha Dé's name, 
he might as well have been sneezing. 

"Okay." Cu hooked his thumb over his shoulder at me. "You 
wanted him. I brought him. Can I go now?" 

The man, who must have been the king since he was sitting on 
a throne and wore a red robe with white trim but looked more like 
a thin, smaller version of Santa Claus, actually smiled down at me.  

I felt a little unnerved by said smile, mainly because he looked 
like a psychopathic Santa ready to chuck gifts at my head. Even 
though he didn't chuck anything at me, I still felt unnerved.  

"Welcome," the king said. "I am Mac Gréine, king of the 



Tuatha Dé." 
Still unnerved. "Is anyone ever going to tell me what the hell 

the Tuatha Dé are?" I said instead of voicing my uneasiness.  
The king was more patient and less violent and virile than Cu. 

He didn't even have a bright green top hat to hit me with. "We are 
the gods' chosen people."  

"You're Jewish?" 
Mac Gréine raised an eyebrow in an uncanny imitation of my 

former workmate, Crista. People are always raising their eyebrows 
at me for some reason.  

"Okay, so you're not Jewish," I muttered. "What the hell are 
you?" 

The king gave a loud sigh, as if I was irritating him or 
something. "We are the former inhabitants of what is now called 
Ireland," he said, "cast out by a druid warlock who had a long-
standing feud with one of my ancient ancestors." 

"Oh.," was my answer to his explanation. 
"The Tuatha Dé have been at peace for many years," Mac 

Gréine continued. "But now war is upon us again." 
I held up a hand. "Let me guess, that's where I come in, right?" 
"I am to assume Cu explained that to you then," Mac Gréine 

said. 
I shook my head. "Nah, that's just the way these fairy quest 

things go, isn't it?" 
"Asshole,"" I heard Cu mumble behind me.  
"Can I hit him?" I asked the king, pointing over my shoulder 

at the man with the bright green top hat.  
"Cu is my most trusted advisor," King Mac Gréine said firmly. 

"No, you cannot hit him." 
"He hits me all the time." I pouted. "With his bright green top 

hat. And he cusses a lot. A whole lot." 
Cu grumbled something from behind me but I didn't quite 

catch what he said. All I caught were the words "donkey" and 
"fruitcake." I couldn't formulate a single sentence that would have 
both words in it at once. Must have been a Tuatha Dé kind of 
thing.  

"So," I continued after being faced with a bit of silence. "What 



exactly am I doing here anyway, Mac?" 
"Mac?" the king repeated.  
"Yeah," I said with a shrug. "I thought that was your first 

name. Mac," I gestured with one hand. "Gréine." I gestured again 
with my other hand. "That makes you Mac. Right?" 

"Whatever," the king said with a nonchalant shake of his head 
and a blasé wave. I don't think he cared in the least what I called 
him, as long as I did whatever it was that he wanted me to do. But 
apparently his people weren't too keen on explaining outright, for 
he said, "What do they call you?" 

"Well, Cu calls me asshole," I said. 
"Okay, Asshole"' Mac said. 
I held up my hands in protest. Then I pointed back over my 

shoulder at the bright green top-hatted man. "No, that's just what 
Cu calls me. That isn't my name." 

"Then why did you tell me it was your name?" Mac said.  
"I didn't," I said. "I said that's what he called me." 
"Then what the fuck is your name?" 
"Are you all so foul mouthed?" I said. 
"Yes." 
"Okay then." I muttered, satisfied with his answer. "My actual 

name is Guy Fractious." 
"What kind of stupid name is that?" 
"Yeah, tell me about it." I cleared my throat as Mac just stared 

at me, contemplating who knew what. "So. Is anybody gonna tell 
me what this is all about?" 

Mac echoed my clearing of the throat. "A long time ago, the 
Tuatha Dé came to Ireland from Nemed." 

"What's a Nemed?" 
"It's where we're from," Mac said. 
"Yeah, but where is that?" 
"No one is really sure," he said. 
"Then how do you know you're from there?" I said, my 

curiosity piqued to the point of lack of oxygen. 
"Legend says." 
"But how do you know it's really where you're from?" 
"Do you ever stop asking questions?!" 



I shook my head. "No." 
"Well stop it, shut up and listen!" 
I crossed my arms over my chest and pouted. "Fine. I'm 

listening. But don't tell me anything that you don't know is true. 
And I mean real true. Not true according to legend or I heard it 
through the grapevine true. Real true. The truest true." 

Mac was silent. 
I stared at him for a while before I couldn't take it anymore. 

"Why'd you stop talking?" 
"Because nothing I can tell you is most definitely true. " 
I rolled my eyes. I was already getting really tired of these 

Tuatha Dé people, who didn't seem to have a clue who the hell 
they were, where they came from or what the hell they wanted to 
do with me. Whatever Mac had to tell me was probably just 
hearsay, anyway.  

Cu, who was still standing at attention behind me, cleared his 
throat. "Now can I go?" 

"No, dammit!" Mac shouted, thumping a meaty fist down on 
the arm of his wobbly throne.  

Much to my surprise, the thing still did not collapse. Some 
kind of miracle Tuatha Dé engineering, I guessed. I really wanted 
one of those things to take home with me.  

I swayed back and forth on my feet, bored. "Is anyone ever 
going to tell me why I'm here? Or should I just find a seat and 
order dinner?" 

"Listen up, you--" Cu came over to me, clutching his bright 
green top hat in a threatening manner.  

"That's enough, Cu," Mac said, holding up a hand.  
Much to the return of my surprise, Cu put his bright green top 

hat back safely on his head where it couldn't hurt me.  
Mac turned his attention to me. "My people fought three great 

battles and lost many great kings and warriors," he said seriously. 
"We lost the final battle and were banished here by the Milesian 
sorcerer, Amergin and his fellows, Eithear and Uar." 

"Huh?" I asked but Mac ignored me and went on. "Of the 
three druids, Amergin was strongest but his fellows soon 
overpowered him and sent him away to the underworld. Now 



Amergin has returned with an army and he looks to destroy our 
world." 

"So what does that have to do with me?" I said. 
"We want you to stop him." He pointed at me so I'd get the 

picture. 
I didn't. "Stop who?" 
"Amergin," Mac said. 
"How?" 
"Well how the fuck should I know?" Mac said. "We brought 

you here to figure that out on your own. If we knew how to stop 
him, why the hell would we need you?" 

"Good question," I said. 
Mac stared. 
I lifted my empty palms in a shrug that said, I'm clueless. 

Which I was. "How am I supposed to stop a druid sorcerer dude 
from destroying your world? And why should I even care?" 

"Because," Mac said. 
"Because why?" 
"Because you cannot return to your home world unless you do 

what we ask," Mac said. 
"What if I don't want to return to my home world?" 
"Are you shitting me?" Mac said. 
"Maybe," I said, making the word sound a lot longer than it 

really was. "Don't I at least get a reward or something? A pot of 
gold maybe?" 

Cu's bright green top hat hit me on the head. "We're not 
fucking leprechauns!" he hollered as he came around to face me, 
fists up, ready for a boxing match. He might have been small but 
he had fists like ham hocks.  

I couldn't help myself. I rarely can. "You aren't fucking 
anyone," I said under my breath, risking a strike of the bright green 
top hat that didn't come. 

"Why does he think we're leprechauns?" Mac said. 
"You wear bright green top hats and come from Ireland," I 

spoke up. "That would classify you as leprechauns." 
"We come from Nemed," Mac corrected. 
"Yet you don't know where that is," I raised a finger like I'd 



made a score, as if that would fix my entire situation. Yet…  
What did I really have to lose? I'd never been on an adventure. 

Better than going back home to my lonely apartment and 
joblessness and the possible return of my agoraphobia, which 
hadn't reared its ugly head since the first time I saw Cu, back when 
I thought he was a leprechaun. Shit, I hadn't even filed for 
unemployment yet. Who was going to pay my rent now? "Buy me 
a house," I said suddenly. 

"A what?!" This from Cu. 
"Buy me a house and we have a deal," I said then held up a 

finger. "A house in my home world. And not some shit shack. I 
want a nice house in Beverly Hills with a yard and a butler. Do that 
and I'll vanquish this Amergin for you. Whoever he is." 

Mac raised both his eyebrows at me then dropped his chin into 
his hand in deep concentration. "That would require an entire pot 
of gold," he said under his breath. 

"Ah hah!" I yelled at the top of my lungs. 
"Ah hah what?" said the king. 
"You said pot of gold! That proves it! You are leprechauns!" I 

punched my fist in the air and did a little dance of absolute victory. 
Nobody echoed my overjoyed battle cry, but Mac said, "Just 

for that, you have to take Cu with you." 
"What?!" Cu and I yelled at the same time. 
"Take him," Mac said with yet another wave of his hand. "He 

gets on my goddamned nerves anyway." 
Cu and I glared at each other. I didn't like him because he'd 

made me look like some kind of crazy fool who hung out in the 
park every day and stared at elm trees. He didn't like me because 
I'd been sitting in front of his door and had vomited flour paste into 
the bucket he seemed to keep around for just such an occasion.  

The last person I wanted to have along with me was Cu, 
simply because I thought he'd keep me tied to him for the entire 
length of our journey or else find some other way to torture me. 
I'm sure Cu felt the same way about me, which he demonstrated in 
the usual way. I began to wonder how his bright green top hat kept 
its perfect shape after so much hitting. 

I was rubbing my head as I agreed. "Okay then. You buy me 



the house I want and get me a butler so I don't have to do laundry 
and our deal is settled." 

"Okay then," Mac echoed. "You and Cu will leave 
immediately. I've already arranged for a pair of horses and a pack 
mule to accompany you." 

"That's accompaniment?" I said, but Mac ignored me. 
"So stop standing around and get the hell out of here!" the 

king yelled. "You two look like doofs. Go away!"  
I followed a reluctant Cu out of the building and back out into 

the sunshine of Tuatha Dé land, or whatever it was they called it. 

* * * * 

"Come on, Fractious," Cu said, but he wasn't talking to me. 
He'd named the stubborn mule Fractious, which was going to 
create some confusion as I too, answered to that name. 

"That mule doesn't like you," I said to Cu as I trotted, 
completely unbalanced on my pony. The little horse was so small 
that my feet dragged on the ground and I had to cross my ankles on 
his neck to sit even somewhat comfortably.  

"Asshole," Cu muttered but I wasn't sure if he was talking to 
me or to the mule, although I doubted he'd use such a bad name 
when speaking to the mule.  

Poor Fractious the mule was laden with burlap bags filled with 
food and stuffs. A wineskin thumped against his rump, and I 
longed to get my hands on it, but the first time I'd reached for it, 
Cu had thumped me on the shin with his bright green top hat, 
claiming the entire skin for himself.  

"Fine, have your wine from a goat's stomach," I had said to 
him, sticking out my tongue for good measure and emphasis. Now 
I wished I'd been nicer so maybe he'd let me have a sip sometime. 
It would have been nice to have some alcohol on that journey. Cu 
and I had been riding two of our three four-legged companions for 
two hours now through dense forests and denser silence. At least 
he'd untied my wrist.  

I didn't blame Cu for not talking to me and having long and 
intimate conversations with Fractious the mule. He didn't want to 
be here any more than I did. And he was here because of one of my 



stupid cracks. Though his being here with me was apparently 
punishment on my account, because there seemed to be nothing to 
punish him for except for being completely annoying to his king, 
Mac Gréine. I wasn't sure I really understood these Tuatha Dé 
people and I'm not really sure I do now. 

"So, Cu," I said, after standing around for fifteen minutes 
watching him try to get the mule to move from its position with its 
gray ass on the ground. Fractious the mule was having no more of 
this journey, apparently, but that didn't mean I couldn't try my hand 
at small talk. "Where ya from?" 

"Brooklyn," Cu said. 
"You don't have a Brooklyn accent," I said. 
"And you don't have that asshole accent though you are 

definitely from Asshole Land!" 
I shut up. 
Fractious the mule gave a perturbed bray before hauling his 

great gray butt off the ground and getting on the move again. I 
went to my brown eyed, brown haired pony and straddled him. He 
turned back to look at me, probably thinking this whole charade of 
my riding him was really ridiculous. Which it was. So was going 
on a mysterious quest to find some dude named Amergin, who had 
once vanquished the entire population of the Tuatha Dé to this land 
for no reason I could fathom, so I could stop him from bringing 
about death and destruction once more. If death and destruction 
were really his intent. He could just be trying to bring about the 
end of the world for all I knew, and who was I to try to stop that? 

I attempted small talk again as Cu mounted his pony, who was 
a lot better suited to his size, or maybe that's the other way around. 
"So, Cu," I said, "is everyone in this place the same size as you?" 

"No," Cu said firmly. "Some of them are the same size as you. 
Just as stupid, too." 

"Good to know," I said. "What else should I know about this 
place?" 

"Don't run into that low hanging tree branch," he suggested. 
The tree branch slapped me in the face, cutting a two inch 

gash in my cheek. As blood trickled down my skin, I glared at the 
little man who was turned around in his saddle, grinning at me. 



"I warned you, didn't I?" Cu said. 
I rolled my eyes. "Where are we going?" 
"To a place called Tara." 
"Tara? Who's that? Or what's that?" 
"That's the last place Amergin was seen alive." 
"How long ago was that?" 
"Two hundred sixty years ago." 
"Oh." I thought about that for a moment. "So how old are 

you?" 
"One hundred and seventy eight," Cu said. 
"And you don't look a day over a hundred and fifty." 
"Asshole," Cu said. 
"I'm only twenty," I told him. "I can't even drink in my home 

state." 
"Well then, that not only makes me the leader but also makes 

me your elder," Cu said, turning his head so he could see my face. 
"Doesn't your race expect you to respect your elders?" 

"Yeah," I said, "but only until you're ten." 
Fractious the mule brayed in response, but I ignored him. He 

could bray all day but that didn't make him right. 
Soon we came to a town that looked a lot like the town we'd 

already left. Cu didn't hesitate but went straight down the lane, 
headed for the marketplace that looked almost exactly like the 
marketplace of the town we'd already left. It was so uncanny, and 
when I saw the same dude tip his bright green top hat to Cu, I 
dragged my heels to stop the pony I was riding. 

"Cu," I said, reaching out to grab the tail of Fractious the mule 
to get Cu's attention. 

"What?!" my guide yelled. 
"Isn't this the same town we left like two or three hours ago?" 
Cu pulled up his pony. The mule, who had already stopped 

when I yanked his tail, rolled his brown eyes. Cu looked around. 
"You know," he said, pulling at his chin. "I think you might be 
right." 

"You took us around in a circle?!" I hollered. 
"Guess so," Cu said.  
"What the hell?" I yelled, throwing up my hands, ready to give 



up on the whole ordeal.  
"Well," Cu said with a big stupid grin on his face, "now we 

can start our quest." 
I sighed and picked up my pony and turned him around in the 

opposite direction. "I lead this time." I mounted and kicked my feet 
Flintstones style to get my pony moving again.  

"Whatever, shithead," Cu said. He followed me this time, with 
Fractious the mule balking behind him.  



 

chapter 4 

Two hours later we came across a town that looked absolutely 
nothing like the town we'd already left twice before. We passed by 
a sign that named the town Camhail. At least, that's what the sign 
said. I would have called it Pub Town because there seemed to be 
nothing else in this town except for pubs. Drunken little men 
spilled into the cobblestone streets, each and every one with a pint 
mug in each hand. I instantly liked this town. 

"Can we get a beer?" I said. 
"You don't fit," Cu said. 
I looked at the size of the buildings on the street. The tallest 

one came to about a foot below my head. "Hhm," I said, assessing 
the situation at hand. Beer was at hand and I really wanted some. 
After hours with Cu, who didn't seem to know up from down yet 
could go back and forth between his world and mine, I needed 
something to ease the annoyance. "So, can you get me one?" 

"No." 
"No?" 
"No." 
"But why not?" 
"Because I hate you," Cu said.  
"Then maybe I'll ask this dude." I grabbed the arm nearest to 

me, which happened to be attached to a shaggy blond man who 
stood about as high as my knee. I had to bend over to be at eye 
level with the little man. "Will you buy me a beer?" I said. 

He had crap-colored brown eyes that were red rimmed, 
probably from copious amounts of alcohol. This made me want 
some even more. I wanted to have red-rimmed eyes and copious 
amounts of alcohol. But instead of smiling and going to buy me 



beer like a regular dude would have done, the dude yanked his arm 
out of my grasp and said, "Fuck're you?" 

"Guy Fractious," I said. 
"Who gave you that stupid ass name?" 
"My mom," I said.  
"Your mom was fucked up," he said. 
I grabbed Cu's bright green top hat off his head and whacked 

the new man with it. "Nobody talks shit about my mother!" I 
yelled, standing over him and threatening another bright green top 
hat attack, this one more violent than the first. 

"You're starting to talk like one of us," Cu said from behind 
me. "Gimme back my hat." 

I set it back on his head, taking care to set it straight, so as not 
to offend anybody. I tapped the top of the bright green top hat and 
returned to my quest for beer. Cu went in the opposite direction to 
try and find lodgings for us and Fractious the mule. I had serious 
doubts about finding a bed big enough or even a house big enough 
for me. Fractious the mule was smaller than any mule I'd ever 
seen, and he'd fit in a bed better than I would. For a moment, I 
hated the small world I'd been chucked into.  

Nothing a good mug of beer or twelve wouldn't cure. 
I accosted the next small person who had a pint of beer in his 

stubby hands. "Excuse me, sir," I said, trying to appear as polite as 
possible. I bent over so I was at eye level with the person, who was 
about the same height as my anti-friend, Cu, except he was lacking 
the bright green top hat. Instead he wore a baker's hat and a filthy 
apron that could have been dotted with blood or possibly 
strawberry juice. He raised an eyebrow at me and it disappeared 
into his shaggy blonde hair. "Will you buy me some beer?"  

"Ain't you old enough to buy your own damned beer?" 
"Yes, or at least, I think so. In this world, maybe" I said, "But I 

have no money. And my guide won't share." 
The dirty dude in the baker's outfit sucked his teeth in thought 

then handed over his half-empty pint. "Here," he said. 
I felt like getting down on my hands and knees and kissing his 

hairy toes but I didn't. Instead I took the offered glass and drank 
down the beer in one suffocating swallow. "Yum." 



"Glad you like it," the man said. "Now here's a wicket. Go buy 
your own." He tossed a coin into the air and it flipped end over 
end, finally landing safely in my open palm. 

"A wicket?" I repeated as I turned the coin over. It was silver 
and had the face of Tom Cruise on one side, with old Tom looking 
half-assed and happy. "What the hell is this?" I asked no one in 
particular. 

"A wicket," someone said as they passed by.  
I rolled my eyes. On the other side of the coin was a picture of 

a dodo bird. I guess I should have anticipated that. Before I could 
spend said wicket and rid myself of the accursed image of Tom 
Cruise, Cu came and tugged at my pant leg.  

"Got us a room," he said. Then he took that back. "Okay, I got 
me a room. I got you a barn." 

"A barn?" 
"A barn." 
"Oh goody." 
I followed behind my so-called guide and found myself 

outside of an old, wooden barn. It looked big enough to house both 
me and Fractious the mule, who stood no taller than my hip, 
anyway. Fractious the mule would definitely be more comfortable 
in this dwelling, but at least it had a roof and I could keep my head 
dry if it should rain. If it even rained in this realm.  

"Thanks," I said, not feeling very thankful.  
"Don't mention it," Cu growled. "I'll bring you some dinner or 

something." 
"Or something?" 
"Or something," Cu repeated.  
Fractious the mule and Fractious the man watched Cu the 

Tuatha Dé walk away and duck into a building on the opposite side 
of the street. I stood and waited, watching the multitudes of people 
who were all smaller than I was bump up and down the 
cobblestone streets, drinking and being merry. I wanted to be 
merry. I wanted to have fun and smile. Instead, I was standing 
beside a mule who had been given the outlandish name of 
Fractious, which was also my name, having no fun at all.  

Fractious the mule gave the impression he wasn't enjoying 



himself at all either. He gave a deep bray and knocked his long 
head against my leg, probably wanting food. I had nothing to give 
though, so only patted his gray head and continued to wait for Cu. 
The town grew quiet as the people went inside of all the bars and I 
was left alone on the street, waiting patiently. 

Cu returned well after nightfall, after I'd been standing there 
for hours and hours. It was long after Fractious the mule had 
settled down on the ground and fallen asleep with his nose on the 
toe of my shoe. Rather than wake the finally quiet mule, I let him 
sleep and stood like the tallest statue in this strange new world. Of 
course, I'd rather not be there. I'd rather be back in the park 
wearing my trench coat, fedora and dark glasses, still waiting for 
the little man in the bright green top hat to appear from within his 
tree. Ah, the good old days. 

Cu brought a small satchel with him and my mouth watered 
with the thought of food. Cu tossed the satchel to me as he passed 
by. I caught it deftly and watched him stroll into the inn nearby, 
shutting the door behind him. Fractious the mule lifted his head, 
looked at me with his great, brown eyes then went back to sleep. 
Alone in the street with a mule asleep on my foot, I opened the 
satchel. Inside, I found a loaf of bread no bigger than my hand. 
And nothing else. 

Sighing, I slipped my foot out from under Fractious the mule's 
nose, trying not to wake him but he woke anyway and brayed. 
Someone yelled, "Keep that damned mule quiet!" but I had no 
control over Fractious the mule's vocal cords.  

"Fractious," I said to the mule, "keep it down." 
The mule blew a nose-full of snot at me, which struck me dead 

center in the chest. I stuck my tongue out in disgust but shrugged it 
off. I had no control over the mule's mucus either. So I went inside 
the barn, with the little mule on my heels, to get a good night's 
sleep. 

* * * * 

A good night's sleep is not what I got since my legs stuck out 
of the door of the barn when I stretched out. That, and Fractious 
the mule decided that I made a better bed than a pile of straw, and 



he slept mostly on my chest. 
The ball of snot he'd snorted my way the night before had 

crusted into a white crust that I had to chip away at with a 
fingernail or two in order to make my shirt appear not so snot-
crusted. When I looked more like a human being and not so much 
of a mule snot ball, I shuffled out of the barn and dragged the mule 
out by his heels. Outside, whether out of spite or by accident, 
Fractious the mule blew snot at me again, coating my shirt once 
more. I sighed and used his tufted tail to wipe the snot away. 

"Do that again," I told the mule, "and I'll make you wear this 
shirt." I pointed my forefinger at his black rimmed nose. "Got it?" 

Fractious the mule brayed curtly, getting the message. 
"Now, where's Cu?" 
Fractious the mule flipped his tail. He obviously didn't know. 
I stepped out into the town, pausing only to take a quick drink 

from a horse trough that stood outside one of the hundred or so 
bars that dominated the town. Fractious the mule put his nose 
down into the same horse trough beside me but I didn't care much 
that I had to share. I had eaten the bread last night but it had barely 
made a meal. Maybe it was a good meal for a member of the 
Tuatha Dé, but it made a measly mouthful for me. I was hungry. 
And I still had my wicket with its image of Tom Cruise on one side 
and a fitting dodo bird on the other. I wondered what I could get 
with it.  

I knelt down and stuck my head inside the small door of the 
nearest bar. There weren't any people outside to beg a beer off of, 
but there were plenty of people inside the bar, already drinking and 
becoming merry. I wished I was merry. 

"Any food to spare?" I said, my head stuffed inside the 
doorway. 

A baker's dozen folks stopped what they were doing and 
looked my way.  

"Get out, giant!" a woman yelled. 
I realized that I hadn't seen any women yet and should have 

wondered earlier about such a thing. People needed women to 
reproduce but I had thought little about it. I suddenly longed for a 
woman of my own to reproduce with, but then I shook my head. 



Hunger was my priority. Not sex.  
Ooohh, sex…. 
Fractious the mule brayed at my heels and knocked his head 

against my ass. I found this rather funny and began to laugh but got 
control of myself long enough to realize that the big breasted little 
person and all her friends were staring at me, wondering why I was 
laughing since they couldn't see around my big head at the mule 
bumping my butt. 

"Food," I said simply. 
A man chucked a loaf of bread at my head. The bread struck 

my smack between the eyes, leaving crumbs in its wake. I 
muttered a thanks and withdrew my head from the doorway. 

Sitting back by the barn with Fractious the mule, who was 
looking longingly at my bread, I nibbled at said bread. At least it 
was tasty. I half expected Napoleonic era weevils to come 
maggotting their way out of the bread at me, but the bread was 
clean and fresh. The crust crackled and steam escaped from the hot 
loaf when I broke it in half. I made the loaf last, but gave a little bit 
to the mule, wondering why he didn't go chop at some of the green 
grass that grew around the back of the barn. Apparently the bread 
tasted better than grass for he just sat on his haunches before me 
and drooled.  

Cu came sauntering out of the nearby inn an hour after I'd 
finished my bread. I was attempting to teach Fractious the mule 
how to play Tic-Tac-Toe on a game board scratched out in the dirt. 
He just wasn't getting the hang of it. I was about ready to give up 
the attempt when my Tuatha Dé guide appeared. Cu was drinking 
down the last of a pint of beer and eating the last of what appeared 
to be a hamburger with all the trimmings when he reached me. I 
found myself drooling into Fractious the mule's already significant 
drool puddle, which had been muddying up our Tic-Tac-Toe game. 
How the hell do you stop a mule from drooling, anyway? 

"How come you get beef but I only get bread?" I said, getting 
to my feet.  

"You have to ask?" Cu said. 
"I just did so I guess so." 
"'Cause giant idiots only get bread. Now pack up Fractious 



and let's get moving. Today we'll probably reach the dragon's lair 
and I want to make sure we can pick up a sword." 

My jaw struck the ground. "A sword?" I said. "What are we 
going to do with a sword?" 

"Fighting the dragon, of course," Cu said. "If it comes down to 
it." 

"Who said anything about fighting a dragon?" I asked as Cu 
began to pack up the mule himself, since I obviously wasn't going 
to do it. I was too absorbed in the idea of fighting a dragon and 
wielding a sword and doing both at the same time, neither of which 
I'd ever done before. "Nobody told me anything about a dragon. 
How come nobody told me anything about a dragon?!" 

Cu rolled his eyes as he tied the packs on the mule's back. 
Fractious the mule stood stalk still, taking the abuse with only a 
waggle of his eyebrows. Finally, Cu decided to answer my 
questions, but only after two hours had passed and we were deep 
into an elm forest. 

"'Cause maybe he'll just let us pass by without incident," Cu 
said suddenly. 

"Huh?" I had no idea what he was talking about.  
"The dragon," Cu said. "You asked why no one had told you 

about the dragon." 
"Dragon?" I muttered. 
"Never mind"' Cu muttered back. 
"No wait," I said, kicking my pony and pushing my feet on the 

ground to make him go faster to catch up to Cu, who was up ahead 
on his pony, dragging the mule by his lead line. "Tell me about the 
dragon." 

Cu sucked his teeth. "He lives on a mountain top, a mountain 
top that we have to cross to get to where we want to go." 

"Where do we want to go?" I said. 
"Do you want to hear about the dragon or not?" Cu yelled 

back at me. 
I held up my hands. "Okay, I get it. Dragon. Go." 
Cu went on. "The dragon lives on a mountain top--" 
"You already said that." I dodged a swing of his bright green 

top hat. 



He settled his bright green top hat back on his head and 
continued. "The dragon lives on a mountain top, a mountain top 
that we have to cross to get to where we want to go." 

I almost spoke, but bit my tongue to make myself stop. 
Cu waited for my words but saw the blood dripping from my 

bit tongue and smiled. "That's better. The dragon's about ten times 
your size. Massive with a long neck and big wings. He can fly, but 
he's almost too fat for that. Maybe he's finally gained too much 
weight and can't fly, which will give you an advantage. And he's 
got lots of teeth. Gotta watch out for those teeth." 

"Obviously," I whimpered, unable to stop myself. 
Cu ignored me. "Now, the dragon will either let us pass 

without incident if we give him the mule to snack on or he'll make 
us fight him until he's satisfied." 

"Satisfied?" I whispered. 
"Until either he's dead or you are." 
"Wait!" I yelled, once again kicking up poor pony until he was 

abreast of Cu's. "Him or me?" 
"Yeah," Cu said. "Nobody's killed him yet, so it'll probably be 

you that ends up pushing up marigolds." 
"Why me?" And then I said, "Marigolds?" 
Cu ignored the marigold comment. "Well, I obviously am not 

going to risk my life to get past the damned dragon." He laughed 
raucously at my stupidity. "And if he kills you then he'll let me 
pass." 

"So I get the sword, right?" I said. 
Cu laughed some more. "No, I get the sword." 
"How come I don't get the sword?" 
"What do you need a sword for?" 
My jaw dragged on the dirty ground. "To kill the dragon?" 
"You can't kill him with a sword," Cu said, still laughing. 
I was getting way tired of him laughing at me. I clenched my 

fists but composed myself before I could begin beating him to 
death. "So," I began after a moment, "how do I kill the dragon?" 

"With your wit, of course!" Cu said, his laughter getting 
louder and full of more hilarity. "How else do you kill a dragon?" 

"Uh… With the sword?" 



"Then how will we kill Amergin?" 
"Uh… With the sword?" 
"How will we do that if the sword is lodged in the dragon?" 
"Uh…" was all I could come up with. 
"See," Cu said, glancing at me out of the corner of his eye. 

"Foolish Guy Fractious who has the worst name ever. You know 
nothing of the ways of dragons." 

"He's gonna eat me, isn't he?" 
"Probably." 
"Wait!" I yelled, throwing up my arms. "You can't feed 

Fractious the mule to a dragon!" 
"Oh, he won't mind," Cu said. 
"He might," I said, finding I'd become kind of fond of that 

stupid mule who bore my name.  
Fractious the mule gave a quick bray, but that was only 

because Cu yanked on his lead line as he kicked his pony to a trot.  
I tottered along behind them, my pony kicking up his heels 

and me kicking my feet to catch up. My pony purposefully ran 
beneath a low hanging branch in a pretty good attempt to knock me 
off. His success only lasted a moment when I got up, dusted myself 
off and took a couple of running steps to catch up to his little self. I 
vaulted over his back end like Zorro onto Tornado and got myself 
seated again, my feet once more dragging on the ground. I felt I 
would have been faster if I was walking, but I didn't want to make 
the pony feel bad or, even worse, feel useless. 

* * * * 

Later in the day, we came to the base of a decent sized 
mountain range. I stood at the bottom of a trail, looking up as it 
wound away deeper into the mountain. "We're gonna ride up that?" 

Cu was on his feet too, holding the reins of his pony. He was 
drinking from his wine skin and making me jealous. "No, we're not 
riding," he said, wiping red wine droplets from his chin, making 
me even more jealous. "We walk. It's too steep to ride the ponies. 
They can walk. We'll need them when we get to the top." 

"Where the dragon is," I said with a gulp. 
"Shut up." 



We began to lead our ponies up the trail, me following behind 
Cu and the mule. I began to feel some sadness at the possible loss 
of Fractious the mule, but I thought it was better to lose him then 
to have to give up my life to this dragon. Then again, that would 
probably make me next in line to be the pack mule, which wouldn't 
be the highlight of my day.  

The path wound around and around, sometimes narrowing to 
the point where rock walls crowded us on two sides. Sometimes 
the rock walls would drop away and a steep cliff would appear off 
to one side. I led my pony, who seemed indifferent to the varying 
surroundings. Fractious the mule gave a snort each time the rock 
walls dropped off and cliffs appeared, but that was the extent of his 
complaints. Cu said nothing and neither did his pony. 

So I trailed along behind all of them, with my pony leading me 
as I hung onto his tail. I watched carefully where I was putting my 
feet, lest I step wrong and end up slipping and possibly falling off a 
cliff. It wasn't the most pleasant hike I'd ever done, but it wasn't the 
most unpleasant either.  

The most unpleasant was one where I'd lost my right shoe in a 
deep mud puddle and had to walk around with only the left shoe. 
After a while I lost the left one in a pile of what I could only 
assume was bear dung. At least this all occurred on the way back 
down a trail so I didn't have to hike all the way to my destination 
without shoes. It was the longest and hardest walk to my 
girlfriend's house I've ever done.  

I'll never date a woman from Sierra Madre ever again. 
Any hoot, Cu and I walked for more hours than I cared to 

count. Finally we reached the end of the path. It wasn't too bad of a 
hike after all except for the sheer cliffs, the occasional vertigo and 
the threat of falling to my death. No big deal.  

At the top of the mountain, at the end of the trail, we came to a 
large cave cut into the side of the mountain itself. It led off into the 
darkness, deep into the rock, and I could only assume that it came 
out the other side. Somewhere inside, also just an assumption, was 
a dragon who was going to probably eat both me and Fractious the 
mule. I wasn't looking forward to either meal. 

"You coming?" Cu said as he began to venture inside. 



"Have you ever been here before?" I said, tentatively 
following in his wake as he disappeared into the darkness.  

"No," Cu said. "Why would I have ever come here before?" 
"Dunno," I muttered. "You seem to know where you're going." 
"Do you see any other route?" 
"No," I said as darkness swallowed me and my pony and I 

waited for the mountain's stomach acids to begin digesting us all. 
"How are we going to find our way around in the darkness?" 

I got no response. 
"Cu?" I said, then yelled, "Cu!" in a panic. 
"What?" he hollered back, his voice echoing around me. 
"Nothing," I said. "Just wanted to make sure you hadn't left 

me alone." 
"Don't give me any ideas," Cu said with a chuckle. "But that's 

the best idea you've had since I've met you." 
I pouted, although he couldn't see me. Instead of trying to 

make a snide remark, I just continued to walk along, keeping my 
pony's reins tight in my hand lest I lose the only link I had to any 
living thing.  

It only took a couple of minutes to come into the light. 
Surprised, I stood blinking behind Fractious the mule, who had 
halted when we entered the lit chamber. On the walls there were 
torches with fake bulbs that were flickering and made to look like 
firelight. I examined one with curiosity, wondering just how 
anyone obtained electricity in this place. It was a bit weird and 
unnerving.  

I didn't get much time to think on it as Cu gave a huge yank on 
Fractious the mule's lead line and the mule got going again. Once 
more I found myself following in his wake. He seemed to know 
this place pretty well for never having been there.  

I was really beginning to hate my lot in life as we walked 
along, finally coming out of the cavern and back onto the pathway 
through the mountain. I didn't much like being a follower. Not that 
I wanted to be the leader in this caper. It was bad enough that I was 
most likely going to be fed to a dragon after said dragon had eaten 
Fractious the mule as a starter. Then I had a sudden revelation.  

"Uh... So where do we get the sword?" 



"At the swordsmith," Cu said in his typical matter-of-fact tone, 
as if I should really know all this already.  

"Which is where…?" 
"Round the bend," Cu said as we rounded the bend. 
Around the bend, we came across a small grass hut that looked 

more like it belonged on the beach of Tahiti rather than in the 
mountain passes of God-knew-where. Nemed. Ireland. 
Loompaland. I wasn't exactly sure. Either way, this thatched hut 
did not belong there. 

There was a small corral set up beside said hut with a small 
herd of goats corralled within. The goats began to bleat, sounding 
mildly amused when they saw us coming up the pathway. Their 
bleating alerted a man about half my size which made him almost 
twice the size of Cu. Cu didn't seem to mind the size difference, for 
he went right up to the dude and extended a hand.  

"Good mornin'," Cu said.  
To this day I still hear that said with an Irish accent, for some 

odd reason since Cu had no accent to speak of.  
"We've come to buy a sword." 
"Good thing," the wizened old man said, "because that's all I 

have to sell." 
I eyed the little dude. He looked to be at least a hundred years 

old, which, in this realm, meant that he was probably about five 
hundred years old. But that was only my estimate. He was about 
four feet high, with the same shaggy hair that everyone in this 
midget world seemed to have, except his was stone gray. He had 
crinkly eyes and a droopy mustache that looked like it belonged on 
the face of an old Chinese man. You know, the ones you see in 
really bad, stereotypical kung fu movies? I had significant doubts 
about his sword making skills. Yet he looked nice enough.  

When he saw me, he frowned and squinted his eyes. "What 
the hell is this thing you've brought with you?" His voice was all 
broken and hoarse but he sounded strong enough.  

"Ain't you ever seen a mule before?" Cu said. 
"Not the mule." The old man pointed at me. "That tall thing." 
"Might as well be a mule," Cu muttered. 
I took initiative and stepped forward, holding out my hand, 



which the old man shook tentatively. It was like shaking the 
hand…er, fin...of a wet fish. "I'm Guy Fractious." I waited for what 
was becoming the usual remark and was rewarded for my patience.  

"What kind of fucked up name is that?" 
I sighed and rubbed my eyes. "I don't know. I didn't name 

myself." 
"Whatever," the old man said. "Fuck it." He held up his 

knuckles, which he knocked against mine. 
The gray and wrinkly old man just watched, intrigued. After 

Cu had whacked me for the millionth time with that damned bright 
green top hat, the old man said, "So, do you need a sword or what? 
I got better things to do than stand around here, watching you beat 
that giant with a top hat, and a bright green one, besides." 

Cu didn't answer, just followed behind the old man as he went 
into his hut.  

* * * * 

The hut was the size of King Mac Gréine's place back in the 
city of Murias. I couldn't stand in it, but I could comfortably hunch 
over so that at least I was inside. The ponies seemed content to 
stand tied to a nearby tree that might or might not have been a 
pine, and both seemed happy to be cropping grasses. Fractious the 
mule was more interested in the goats than anything else. He was 
probably trying to convince one of them about how divine it was to 
be a sacrifice to a dragon and how one of them could take his place 
if they wanted. By the way they were bleating, I assumed they 
weren't having any of the mule's lies. 

Inside the hut, I sat cross legged on the dirt floor. I should 
never have doubted the old man's skills at making swords because 
the room was full of them. There was a little hole in the top of the 
hut that let out the smoke from his forge, which was glowing red 
hot. We'd apparently interrupted him but he didn't seem to mind. 

He'd introduced himself as Tat, which I made him repeat 
seven or eight times before I figured out that he wasn't pulling my 
leg. Tat was a master swordsman who hated the outside world so 
he'd left the cities for the safety and snow of the mountain. And 
since there was a dragon nearby who would someday have to be 



slain, he thought this mountain path was a good place to set up 
shop. Many people had crossed through his territory but he 
couldn't remember a one who had come back. That did nothing to 
lift my spirits.  

"So, Tat" I said over a steamy cup of something that was 
probably tea, but like the pines, I wasn't exactly sure. " How did 
you learn to be a sword smith?" 

"College," the old man said. "What the hell do you do, giant?" 
"Me?" I said, stabbing myself in the chest with my thumb. 
"Ain't no other giant I see around." 
"I'm a banker." 
Tat laughed out loud, his voice crackly like dried old paper.  
I saw Cu smiling at me and said, "What's so funny about 

that?" 
"You don't look like you could count to ten with your shoes 

off," Tat said. 
It was my turn to laugh. "Actually, I can only count to nine 

with my shoes off." 
Tat and Cu looked at me in morbid curiosity. 
They left me no choice but to remove my left shoe and show 

them my missing little toe. I wiggled the ones that were left and 
said, "Lost it in a tragic accident involving a TV tray and a garage 
door. I could reenact it, but we don't have a garage door." 

Both men sidled up to me and bent over my foot. Cu made a 
face but the old man seemed even more intrigued then he was 
before. "Now that's cool," Tat said, twirling his kung fu movie 
style mustache about his forefinger.  

"I don't know if cool is the word for it," I muttered. "Nothing I 
can do about it now." 

"What about a prosthetic?" Cu said. 
I blinked at him but didn't answer. "Anyway, how about this 

tea stuff? What is it?" 
Tat drank from his cup, savoring the taste. "Just a little 

concoction I make from the bark of the pine trees and the dung of 
my goats." 

The liquid in my mouth suddenly sprayed out onto the floor of 
its own accord. I wiped the back of my hand over my lips and 



apologized. 
Tat stared for a moment before saying, "Get out." 
"Why?" 
"Because you insulted my cooking," Tat said, rising to his feet 

and putting his wrinkled hands on his knobby hips.  
"You didn't cook anything," I said sternly.  
"I don't care. I don't like you. Go outside." 
I sighed and clambered to my feet, hunched over in this 

thatched hut. "Fine," I said under my breath. "Nobody here likes 
me and I didn't even ask to come." I continued to grumble quietly 
as I went outside and shut the door behind me. I decided that I felt 
more comfortable hanging out with Fractious the mule, so I went 
and sat by the corral and listened to the mule try to convince the 
goats to take his place as the sacrifice. After an hour had gone by, 
Fractious had had no luck and I wasn't having much either. I'd 
found a chicken and was attempting to teach her to play Tic-Tac-
Toe, since the mule had had no head for the game. 

The chicken was winning when Cu came out of the hut with a 
broadsword strapped to his back. The chicken scratched her last X, 
taking me out easily, and I got up in a huff, kicking the bird across 
the yard in my anger. The chicken fluttered her useless wings yet 
landed safely. She looked at me with contempt then clucked and 
began pecking at the ground. I stuck out my tongue at the dastardly 
bird before I went to take a look at Cu's new sword. 

"Pretty," was the first word that shuffled out of my mouth. 
"Swords aren't pretty," I heard Tat say from behind me. 
I turned to face the old man. 
"Swords are deadly," Tat said. "And fancy." 
"Fancy?" I repeated. 
Tat shrugged. "Whatever." 
I didn't know what else to say except, "Can I hold it?" 
Cu turned to face me and said, "No." 
And that was that. 
We had a sword and Tat made me take a goatskin canteen full 

of his wonderfully tasting yet nasty ass tea. If I forgot about what 
was in it, it tasted pretty damned good. I couldn't quite get past the 
lingering flavor of goat dung. In the end I shared most of it with 



Fractious the mule, who didn't seem to mind the goat dung in the 
slightest. He did seem a little bit bummed about the goats not 
wanting to come along for the fun, adventure and sacrifice to a 
dragon. 

We continued along the path through the mountains. The air 
got thinner and the path got windier, but I couldn't think of 
anything to talk about so I kept my mouth shut. I just trudged along 
behind Cu, pulling my pony by his reins and looking past Fractious 
the mule's gray ass to the sword on Cu's back. It looked like what I 
imagined a Scottish broadsword to look like. It had a long blade, 
almost too long for Cu, and it shone bright and new in the dim 
light in the mountains. There was a groove in the blade that I knew 
was for letting blood run down it. The hilt was wrapped in black 
leather and it had a silver cross piece where the hilt met the blade. 
A Claymore I think is what they call it. 

I wanted to hold it, just so I could say I knew what holding a 
sword felt like, even though this sword was half the size of a sword 
in my world and would probably be classified as a dagger instead. 
I knew that Cu would never allow me to hold such a thing, but I 
daydreamed about it just the same. I saw myself wielding it, 
pretending like I was Sean Connery in Highlander. I couldn't do a 
Scottish accent, not even in my wildest dreams, nor were there any 
heads to lop off, but it was fun anyway. It kept me occupied as we 
trudged along.  

I was beginning to wonder if it ever got dark here in the 
mountains, when it suddenly began to get dark. 

"Where are we going to sleep tonight?" I said to Cu's back as 
it moved along before me.  

"There's a cave up ahead," he said without looking back. 
"How do you know this area so well?" I wondered how he 

knew about the sword smith's house and the cave. I had a hunch 
he'd been down this road before so I said, "How many people have 
you brought up this road to feed to the dragon?" 

"Oh, a couple," was his reply. 
"A couple?!" I shrieked. It was the answer I was expecting but 

I still wasn't really expecting it. "Are you serious?!" 
"Quite," Cu said. 



I stopped short and my pony accidentally ran his head into my 
rear. He snorted at my back then moved away from me. Cu 
stopped just up ahead but neither Fractious the mule nor his pony 
ran into him. I was just lucky in that, I guess. Things like to bump 
my butt… 

"Come on," Cu said. "It'll be dark in ten minutes and we're 
almost there. You don't want to be out in the dark." 

"I don't want to be out, period," I said, planting my feet in the 
manner I'd learned from Fractious the mule.  

"Fine," Cu muttered. "Suit yourself. But when you start 
screaming, don't blame me." He tugged at the reins of his pony and 
the lead of the mule and went around a corner in the rugged path.  

It only took a minor rustle of the bushes beside me for me to 
yank on my pony's reins and run to catch up to him.  

The cave was big enough for both us, the ponies, the mule and 
a bear. Thankfully, there wasn't a bear present at the time. There 
was a black spot on the floor where someone had, at one point, 
built a fire. There were sticks stacked in a corner and Cu began 
gathering some, building a little teepee in the center of the black 
mark. I watched, standing at the mouth of the cave with my arms 
crossed over my chest. I was pissed and hoped my stance showed 
as much. 

Cu didn't even notice, so I had to say, "Do you not see me 
standing here mad at you?" 

"I see," he answered. "I've never cared before. What makes 
you think I'll care now?" 

I dropped my arms and huffed. "I hate you." 
"I hate you, too," he said back. 
"Good!" I yelled, my voice echoing back in the rear of the 

cave. Fractious the mule gave a quick bray that bounced off the 
cavern walls, chasing my voice around. He was standing near me 
and I stroked one of his big, soft ears, both for my own comfort 
and for his. 

Cu didn't say anything. 
I felt compelled to say, "I'm not going any farther with you 

until you explain everything to me. 
"No one's gotten past the dragon," Cu said. "And no one until 



you has even had the brains to question me." 
I blinked.  
Cu rolled his eyes. "Nobody ever seemed to notice that I know 

my way around really well. I just go to the emergency ward at a 
hospital and find someone who's been bonked on the head. I try to 
choose the dumbest fuck I can find, and there's always a couple of 
dumb fucks in the ER. They've run into trees or slipped on apple 
peels. Something stupid. And they never question me. Ever. So far, 
you aren't quite fitting the typical profile of a stupid human being." 

I huffed some more. "Oh yeah? And what's the profile?" 
"Tall," Cu said, examining me. "Lanky. Big, dumb eyes. 

Round head. Trench coat. Dark glasses. Fedora." 
I laughed out loud. "That was just a disguise," I said, "to fool 

you." 
"Fool me into what?" 
"Thinking I wasn't watching you anymore," I told him. 

"Which reminds me, that was my best fedora and I left it in your 
house. Don't let me forget about it when I leave. If I leave? Am I 
ever going to leave." 

"I was kidding," Cu said.  
I stood with my mouth open for a minute. "Oh," was all I 

could manage. 
"But," he continued, "since you have seen past the others, I'll 

tell you what's up." He cleared his throat. "We have been trying to 
get to Amergin for the last six months. Every month I've brought 
back a mortal from your realm to aid us in getting past the dragon 
on the top of this mountain so I can continue on and kill Amergin 
myself. But no one has made it past the dragon." 

"Why me?" I said, then corrected myself. "Why us? I mean, 
why pick a human being to bring back? There must be other realms 
that this one and mine. Why pick us?" 

"Because you're funny," Cu said. 
I crossed my arms over my chest, huffing once again. "Well, 

I'm glad you find me hilarious." 
Cu rolled his eyes until I thought they were going to come 

unscrewed and bounce down onto the ground. "You understand 
comedy," Cu said finally, stopping his eye rolling.  



"What does that have to do with anything?" I barked. 
"The dragon likes jokes," Cu said. 
"The dragon likes jokes," I repeated thoughtfully. 
"The dragon likes jokes," Cu said again. 
I was tempted to continue the repeating game but held my 

tongue on that. I only said, "What makes you think I know any 
jokes?" 

"I don't," Cu said. "I bring back the people who can see me. I 
wasn't even looking for you. People who can see me are the ones 
who've gotten a bad knock on the head. Like you. And humans and 
dragons understand comedy. The Tuatha Dé don't." 

I rubbed my head, which was apparently the source of my 
current predicament. Or maybe I should just blame the muggers, 
Al and friend. I thought it over for a minute. "When I get back…" I 
began, then corrected, "If I get back, will I still be able to see you? 
After all this is over?" 

"Why worry about that," Cu said. "You're gonna die 
tomorrow." 

"I'm not going to die," I said. "Because I'm not going to face 
your stupid dragon." 

"Yes," Cu said, "you are." 
"Am not." 
"Are too." 
"Am not!" I stamped my foot for final emphasis. 
"You will," Cu said, "and you know why?" 
"Why?" I muttered. 
"Because I'm gonna let you take the sword." 
I could feel my eyes grow big and a smile forced its way onto 

my face. "Really?" I said, excited. 
"Really," Cu said, unstrapping the sword and holding it out to 

me. 
I reached for it but he pulled it back. I pouted. 
"One condition," Cu said. "You take it, and you go with me 

tomorrow. Right?" 
"Right." I reached for the sword and tried to take it.  
"Here," Cu said, holding it out once more.  
I took it, one hand carefully on the flat edge of the blade and 



the other on the hilt. "Cool," I breathed, watching my breath fog on 
the silver blade.  

"And now tomorrow you fight the dragon," Cu said. 
I protested. "But I--" 
Cu pointed at what I was holding. "You took the sword! You 

took it knowing the condition and you still took it!" 
"Shit," I muttered, dropping the sword to waist level, but 

holding onto it tightly lest I drop it. "I really wanted it." 
Cu gave me a wicked smile. "I know," he said. "Now, here's 

some bread and water. Eat it all and go to bed. Big day tomorrow!" 
I took the bread as I sat down, laying the sword that was really 

more dagger sized across my knees. Not that size matters in any 
instances save for TVs. I stroked the sword lovingly as I nibbled 
on what could very well have been my last bit of bread. I didn't 
mind it all that much until Cu pulled out what appeared to be a 
turkey club sandwich. Only then was my mind filled with jealousy. 
I chewed on my bread and hated him for various reasons. 



 

chapter 5 

I slept well on the hard stone floor, using Fractious the mule's 
gray back as a pillow, which he didn't seem to mind much. He 
slept beneath me and didn't even move when I got up to take a piss. 
Outside in the darkness, I kept my ears pricked for rustling 
brushes, but I heard and saw nothing. That didn't stop me from 
rushing back into the cave when I was done with my whiz.  

The fire had gone down to nothing but a bunch of red embers. 
It gave me enough light to see my way back into the cave, and I 
was surprised to suddenly find myself standing over a sleeping Cu. 
Had I taken one more step, I probably would have stumbled over 
him, which surely would have earned me a beating with his ever 
present bright green top hat. Said bright green top hat now sat 
upright beside him on its brim, glittering in the glow of the embers 
like the wings of a green fairy, mocking me all the while. Cu was 
sleeping soundly except for the occasional loud snore. I felt odd 
standing there, knowing I could rid myself of this annoying little 
man with one swipe of the sword he had given me, but I didn't. 
Instead, I went back to Fractious the mule who was now Fractious 
my pillow and went back to sleep. 

I slept for another hour or so before the light of dawn came 
creeping silently into the cave. It struck me like a slap to the face 
and I jolted awake. I sat bolt upright and rubbed my eyes. Cu was 
already awake and building another teepee beneath which he 
would start the morning's fire.  

"Good to see nothing ate you in the night," was Cu's good 
morning to me. 

I blew out a breath and got to my feet, stretching out the 
night's stiffness, which I hadn't done during my short waking to 



potty. "What's for breakfast?" I said. "Or let me guess. Bread for 
me. Filet mignon for you." 

"Funny," Cu said. He paused then pointed at me. "See, you are 
funny! All you have to do is joke the dragon to death." 

"I was serious," I said. 
Cu pulled out a center cut filet mignon, stuck a sharp stick 

through it, and held it out over the fire to cook. 
I sat down beside the fire in a typical huff. To my surprise, 

Fractious the mule got up, came to stand beside me then fell down 
on the ground in a perfect echo of my huffiness. I smiled at him as 
he looked up at me with his great, brown eyes. Then I patted his 
head, rubbed his soft ears and went back to my argument with Cu. 
"Where's my bread?" I said demandingly. 

Cu held out a half loaf to me. 
I took it and pulled off a piece, taking huge bites out of it. 

"Thank you," I said without a hint of honest thanks in my voice. 
We ate in silence, me watching him take slow, juicy bites out 

of his steak and me eating my dry bread and drinking water from a 
goat skin canteen. I tried to show him up by drinking the remainder 
of Tat's goat dung tea. That didn't seem to make any impression on 
him whatsoever, so I gave the last few swallows to Fractious the 
mule, who still didn't care about the goat dung flavor.  

Once he saw I was done with my half loaf, Cu announced it 
was time to go. "And today we'll reach the dragon," he added as he 
packed up Fractious the mule. 

"Goody," was my response.  
I strapped the sword onto my back and leaned backwards 

when I stood up. It was heavier than Cu made it out to seem but I 
could manage. After fifteen minutes, I took off the sword and 
hooked it on the pommel of my pony's saddle. He minded a whole 
lot less than I did so I let him carry it.  

The path through the mountains wound around and around. It 
felt like we were walking all the way around the damned mountain 
instead of just over it. We might have been doing just that, to tell 
the truth. I couldn't really be sure. Cu had gotten us lost once 
before, just after we left the city of Murias, but he'd been pretty 
sure of himself since then. The rocky path stopped at a set of steep 



stairs that were carved right into the granite. 
"We're really going up those?" I said, while glancing back at 

my pony and wondering. 
"Yep," Cu said. He took the first couple of steps, dragging his 

pony behind him. The pony didn't even really balk but began 
climbing, which didn't warrant all the pulling and dragging Cu was 
doing. I think Cu just enjoyed pulling and dragging.  

I followed suit, right behind Fractious the mule's big rump, but 
I did no pulling or dragging. Fractious the mule's tail swished in 
my face as he went up step by step. I held back a bit but my pony 
kept nudging my butt with his nose so I had to keep going. With 
Fractious the mule's ass in my face and my pony behind me, I 
climbed up the steps without a thought to anything but my safety 
until we reached the top.  

At the top was the last thing I expected to see. 
A lush green field spread before me. Two white mesh goals 

stood at either end of two giant half circles drawn with white 
chalk. There was a small stadium-style seating area on the opposite 
end, but there was nobody anywhere to be seen, seated or no.  

"What the hell is this?" I said as I walked out onto the field 
with my pony in tow. 

"Soccer field," Cu answered. 
"I can see that," I said. 
"Then why ask?" 
"Why is it here?" 
"So people can play soccer," Cu said. 
"What people?" 
"Oh, nobody lives here," he answered. "It's here just in case." 
"Of course," I muttered. "So where's this dragon you keep 

telling me nothing about?" 
"He'll be around in a few minutes, I suspect," Cu said. "I'm 

sure he can smell you by now." 
A few minutes passed.  
No dragon. 
I waited patiently after venturing over to the little grandstand 

and taking a seat. The seats were obviously made for people 
smaller than me. My knees were at my chin when I sat on the 



bottom row. I didn't much care, just rested my chin where it 
apparently belonged and waited. And waited.  

And waited some more. 
I got very good at waiting as the hours passed. Fractious the 

mule and I ran around in circles for a while until the mule got tired 
and went to sit under the shade of a tree. He stared at me and 
mocked me for a bit, trying to pass the time. I tried to teach Cu to 
play Tic-Tac-Toe, but he wasn't getting the hang of it and it was 
getting really dull. I walked along the white chalk lines, pretending 
I'd been pulled over by a cop and was being tested for 
drunkenness.  

I would much rather have been back home being pulled over 
by a cop and being tested for drunkenness then waiting for a 
dragon who seemed reluctant to show. Not that I wanted him to 
show, since the plan was for him to eat me. And Fractious the 
mule. Neither of which sounded very appetizing to me, but who 
am I to mock the taste buds of a dragon? 

Said dragon made his appearance a couple of eons after we 
arrived. I heard the flap-flap of giant wings and looked up. The 
dragon apparently wasn't too fat yet to fly for, to my genuine 
surprise, it swooped down out of the sky and landed right in front 
of me.  

He looked like any other dragon you'd see in a movie. Except 
for the pot belly, he was a normal, healthy looking dragon. I 
reached for the sword, but I'd forgotten that I'd left it on the 
grandstand. I went to get it while Cu made introductions. 

"Hey, Balor," Cu said, waving in the most unafraid and 
friendly manner. "It's me again." 

The dragon gave a mighty laugh that sounded all too much 
like a roar to me. "Cu, my man!" he said, holding out a large, 
scaled and clawed hand.  

Cu went up and gave the clawed hand a high five. "How's it 
been?" 

"I been waitin' for ya, bro!" the dragon said, clapping his 
hands together with a thunderous bang. "What took ya so long?" 

"Had to find another fool to bring over," Cu said. "This one is 
just a tad bit smarter than the rest." 



"Just a tad, eh?" the dragon, whose name apparently was 
Balor, said.  

Cu held his forefinger and thumb a few centimeters apart for 
emphasis.  

I got the picture. 
"So," I said, strolling forward and awkwardly holding the 

sword out at this not-so-ferocious dragon. The sword's pointy tip 
shook slightly. "What's a Balor?" I said, trying to sound brave, yet 
failing quite miserably. 

"That's my name, brother!" the dragon bellowed. He turned his 
head and I caught sight of a disgusting eye. It was pussy and 
weeping yellow fluids, swollen and red around the edges.  

"Ew," was all I could muster. 
"Call me Balor. 'cause of the eye, man. Pus is poison, son. 

King Balor had the same kinda eye." He yelled all this, which was 
apparently how he said everything. "I's named after King Balor, 
who slew King Nuada back in the Fomorian days." 

"What's a Fomorian?"  
The dragon stood tall over me. He was as big as a couple of 

small houses and his wings were spread wide as he stood on his 
two hind legs, which also ended in clawed feet. His claws were 
each as big as my hand. I didn't much like the look of them. 

"What's a Fomorian?" he roared, laughing. "Dude, where'd 
you get this guy?" 

Cu shrugged.  
I drew back my lips in an attempt at a snarl, trying to look 

mean and evil, which I wasn't. "So," I said less than ferociously, "I 
guess I'm here to slay you." 

"Slay me?" the dragon said, pointing a clawed finger at his 
chest. "Slay me?" he repeated. "You joking." 

I couldn't help myself. "You sound like the Oogie Boogie Man 
from The Nightmare before Christmas." 

Balor looked to Cu and then back to me, then back to Cu again 
with a curious expression on his long, scaled face. His drippy eye 
oozed. "Dude," he said to Cu, "you said he was a tad smarter than 
the others. You lost your mind?" 

Cu shrugged. "I said just a tad." 



I hefted the sword so the point was right up against Balor's 
green midsection. The dragon gave a mighty laugh. "You think 
you gonna slay me with that measly piece o' metal? You jokin', 
boy! So, what's your name?" 

"You'll just laugh at me," I said to him. "And not in a good 
way." 

"Fine, no names then," Balor said. "You ready to use your 
funny bone?" 

"I'm not very funny," I said. "But I know a couple of jokes. 
Ready?" 

Balor sat back on his dragon haunches and clapped his hands 
together eagerly. His tail, which ended in a spiky diamond, 
swished impatiently on the ground. 

I cleared my throat. "Will you really die if I tell you a good 
joke?" 

"No," Balor said.  
"Will I really die if I can't tell a good joke?" 
"Yep," Balor said. "Ain't no helpin' that. Just the way o' the 

world." 
"So if I tell you a joke, you'll let us go past?" 
"I'll let you pass." 
My next sentence was directed at Cu. "Hey, Cu," I said. "How 

come we didn't just walk past this place when it was unguarded? 
Before Balor with his pussy eye got here?" 

Cu shrugged his shoulders. He was now seated in the perfect 
viewing area on the top row of the mini-grandstand. The mule and 
the two ponies were seated beside him. "We could have." 

"So why didn't we?" 
"It's more fun this way," Cu said. "Besides, you didn't mention 

that you didn't want to meet with the dragon." 
"Yes, I did!" 
"Oh, yeah." Cu scratched his chin. "You did. I remember 

now." 
"Hey, kiddo!" Balor yelled. "Get on with it! I wanna hear 

some jokes, son!" 
"Okay," I said, giving him my full attention. "Here goes. Your 

mama is so old that she remembers the Grand Canyon as a ditch." 



"So?" Balor said. "What if she does?" 
I didn't quite know how to respond to that so I tried again. 

"Okay, so have you ever seen Stevie Wonder's wife?" 
The dragon shook his head. "Nope." 
"Well, neither has he." 
"True," Balor said. "When you gonna get to the jokes, man?!" 
"I'm doing the best I can," I mumbled to myself. And tried 

again. "A man walks into a bar with a ham sandwich. He says to 
the bartender, 'A pint of beer for me and one for the ham 
sandwich.' The bartender says, 'We don't serve food here.'" 

"Don't get it," Balor said.  
I tried to explain. "See, the guy wants beer for himself and for 

his sandwich. Bartender says they don't serve food there." 
"Don't make it funny," Balor said, crossing his arms over his 

chest. "Eddie Murphy you ain't." 
"Never claimed to be," I said. "You're gonna kill me, aren't 

you?" 
"Probably." Balor made a continue gesture with his claws. "I'll 

give you a few more tries." 
"Can I borrow your face for a few days?" I said. 
"Why?" Balor said. 
"Because my ass is going on vacation." 
"Oh, yeah?" Balor said. "To where?" 
I cleared my throat. "Where do you find a mule with no legs?" 
"Where?" said the dragon. 
"Right where you left him." 
The dragon gave a mighty sigh. "Okay, enough of your 

blubberin'. I'm ready to kill and eat you now. Where's my mule 
snack?" 

Fractious the mule could be seen out of the corner of my eye. 
He was silently backing away from the grandstand, trying to hide 
behind a big tree. The dragon saw him anyway.  

I suddenly had an idea. "Wait!" I called out. 
Balor, who had spread his wings and was bunched up, ready to 

take off to catch Fractious the mule, stopped mid leap.  
"Give me one last try," I pleaded. 
Balor snorted laughter. "After that mess? You ain't nothing but 



a stupid human." 
"Stupid human I may be," I said, suddenly standing tall, "but I 

have something you'll certainly laugh at." 
Balor settled back onto the ground and looked at me with his 

good eye and his pussy eye. "Shoot." 
"My name…" I said, drawing out the words. 
Balor's eyes grew big and one ridge above one eye raised in 

anticipation. 
"Is Guy Fractious." 
Balor snorted more laughter. "You serious?" he said, now 

sniggering.  
"Totally serious," I said, trying not to smile.  
"You jokin'," Balor said. "You gotta be jokin'!" 
"No joke," Cu suddenly stepped to my side. "That's really his 

name." 
Balor laughed and laughed. Smoke eventually began to stream 

out of his nose. He rolled over onto his back, folding up his wings 
as he bawled with laughter. His good eye cried clear, perfect tears 
like little diamonds. His poison eye dripped yellow pus and white 
liquid that looked like glue--or something else I won't even begin 
to mention. But, despite the variation in his tears, he continued to 
laugh until he sputtered and forced himself upright, wiping away 
the tears from his face with a clawed hand. 

"That is the funniest thing I ever heard," Balor said, sniffing. 
"I still don't hardly believe it's true. Yo' mama really named you 
that?" 

I nodded proudly. 
"Whatcho middle name, bro?" 
"You'll start laughing all over again," I said.  
Balor made a come-on gesture with both his hands. "Come on, 

gimmee." 
"Ready? Guy Alamode Fractious." 
Balor gave a huge roaring laugh. "Alamode? Like "A la 

mode," right? Kiddin'? Please tell me you kiddin'?" 
I shook my head. "Nope." 
Once again the dragon bellowed huge bellows of laughter, 

rolling about on the ground and holding his belly as if it was fit to 



burst. 
Cu yanked on my shirt to get my attention. "I think you won," 

he said. 
I smiled down at him.  
"Is that really your name?" 
I nodded. "Told you my mother was French." 
Cu chuckled then gave a belting laugh. ""Well, at least your 

name is finally good for something." 
"What are you talking about?" I said. "My name has always 

been good for a laugh. By everyone who isn't me, anyway." 
So we ended up having dinner with the dragon, not being 

dinner for the dragon. 
Balor didn't kill Fractious the mule but went out for a moment, 

flying off on his big, veiny wings with his big, fat belly hanging 
down, to go catch a wild boar. He spitted the tusked thing and lit a 
fire with a belch of flame from his own toothy mouth.  

He turned the spit as he sat and talked with us. "Can't believe 
you named your mule Fractious. Funny as shit." 

Cu poked me in the ribs and grinned. "See, told you it was a 
good idea." 

I shrugged, taking in the smells of the roasting boar that I 
probably wouldn't even get to taste. "I'm just glad to still be alive." 
I nodded towards the mule who bore my name. "I'm sure he's 
happy, too." 

Fractious the mule seemed less stressed since he now knew he 
was not going to become dragon food. He was happily chomping 
down on some tasty looking alfalfa, along with the two ponies. The 
three of them seemed quite content, and I almost wanted to taste 
their dinner since I doubted I'd be getting a hunk of roast boar. 

I was wrong in that, though. Balor served carefully, mindful of 
his claws. He handed both Cu and me fancy dinner plates with rose 
borders and gave us each a fork and a cloth napkin that was just 
about the same shade as his skin.  

Sitting just off to the side of the soccer field, cross legged on 
the green grass, I forgot all about home and my life as it had been. 
The roast boar was moist and delicious, the first good meal I'd had 
in a while, since back home I'd been eating flour paste and here I'd 



only been eating bread. There was water aplenty, fresh from a 
nearby stream and it tasted like nothing I'd ever tasted before. It 
was cool and crisp, like juice from the first bite of a summer 
watermelon. I almost never wanted to leave this magical soccer 
field. 

Balor broke my thoughts. "So, you guys off to kill Amergin?" 
He sucked his claws after finishing off the entire rump of the boar 
in one gulp.  

"Yes," Cu said. "The mission remains the same." 
"How you plan on findin' that dude?" 
Cu sighed. "Starting in the last place he was seen. In the city 

of Tara, up in the North Country." 
"And you takin' this mortal boy with you? To Tara?" 
Cu nodded. 
"I'm not a boy," I said. "I'm twenty years old." 
"Baby then," Balor said, eying me with his good eye, which 

gleamed a bright gold in the light from the roaring fire. "Either 
way, you bested me, made me laugh for the first time in a hundred 
so years. You might have a chance at killing Amergin." 

"Might?" 
"Might," Balor repeated. "He's a powerful wizard, you know." 
"Really?" 
Balor nodded his massive head, blowing two rings of smoke 

from his nostrils. "He banished an entire people to this place. 
Imagine what he could do to you, Guy Alamode Fractious." 

I rolled my eyes. He'd been repeating my name for the last few 
hours. If my mother were still alive, I'd be on the phone with her 
right that instant, telling her that my name was finally good for 
something. What had she been thinking anyway? "Good boar," I 
said. 

Cu licked his lips then licked his fingers. "Very good. We'll 
stop by on the way back, eh? Bring some good wine?" 

"Sounds great," Balor said, stretching his long neck. "You 
dudes wanna stay the night here? I got beds." 

Cu looked at me, but he was the leader and I told him to make 
the decision. After a moment, He said, "Sure. We'd love to stay." 

"Great!" the dragon roared, clapping his hands together with a 



loud slap. "Awesome! Love it! You like the king?" 
I shook my head quickly and said, "Mac Gréine?" 
Balor laughed out loud. ""Now you just gonna keep 'em 

comin', eh? Not that old bastard. The king of pop." 
"Elvis?" 
"He's da king of rock, man." Balor belted a hearty laugh. "Be 

right back." 
He thundered off, leaping over the edge of his soccer field and 

stretching his wings. He disappeared over the side of the mountain 
and in a few moments, I heard the unmistakable sounds of "Beat 
It". I found myself bopping to the beat. 

Balor returned and snapped his clawed fingers. "MJ, man! 
Like?" 

"The king is dead," I said solemnly. 
"Yeah," Balor said thoughtfully. "If I'd bought the rights to 

this song like I wanted, I woulda made a fuckin' fortune!" 
"That…sucks," was all I could think of to say, but Balor was 

too caught up in the song to hear my statement. I sat back and 
watched as the dragon began to moonwalk across the field, 
twitching along to the beat of the song and the next and the next. 
He sang what few lyrics he knew, mostly making them up as he 
went along.  

A few hours later I lay in a bed of soft straw, hearing more 
songs played throughout the mountains and valleys, echoing 
through the midnight hours and beyond. I'll tell ya, it's really hard 
to sleep when Michael Jackson is playing full blast and a dragon is 
dancing just beyond your bedroom door. 

* * * * 

The next morning, after not much sleep, but still the best 
night's sleep I'd had in days, I rose to the braying of Fractious the 
mule. Once the bray had dissipated, a huge roar echoed 
throughout. I had slept in a cavernous area carved out of the 
mountainside. It was the cave from the previous night times thirty. 
It was big enough for Balor to sleep in but he said he preferred to 
sleep outside, under the stars. Another bray broke through my 
thoughts and a sudden fear for Fractious the mule made me leap to 



my feet.  
I bounded outside, mindlessly naked, and ran out onto the 

soccer field. Much to my relief, all I saw was Fractious the mule 
being chased by Balor the dragon. Both seemed to be having pants-
loads of fun. I took a moment to catch my breath. From the sound 
of Fractious the mule's braying, I had thought Balor had changed 
his mind and wanted a mule meal after all. But they were only 
playing. 

The sun beat on my private parts as I watched Fractious the 
mule running before Balor, kicking a soccer ball along with his 
hooved feet. The ball slipped between the poles of the farthest goal 
and Fractious the mule gave a wild bray, kicking up his back feet.  

Balor stopped mid-field and scratched his head. "How the hell 
am I being beaten by a donkey?" 

Fractious the mule gave yet another bray and trotted past 
Balor, his heels and head high. He saw me and snorted in my 
general direction. 

I smiled at the sight of the dragon and mule playing soccer. "I 
tried to teach him Tic-Tac-Toe," I said, "but he never got the hang 
of it. Guess soccer was his game." 

Balor gave me a look. "Why would you teach a mule Tic-Tac-
Toe?" 

"Dunno," I said. "Seemed like a good idea at the time." 
"Not like running around mother naked," Balor commented. 
I looked down at my dangling stuff. "Oh, that." I turned a 

couple of shades of red and maybe some purple thrown in for good 
measure. "Maybe I should go put some clothes on." I spun around 
and went back into the mouth of the cave, back to the comfy bed of 
straw that I'd slept on where I'd dropped my clothing in a pile upon 
removing it the previous night.  

I wished for clean jeans when I donned the crusty old ones. 
But I had nothing else so I settled for what I had. I had no damned 
choice anyway. It was dirty clothes or no clothes, and as much as I 
liked wearing no clothes, Balor and Fractious the mule didn't seem 
too keen on it. So, wearing my grubby old clothes, I headed back 
outside. Balor was sitting beside Fractious the mule and both of 
them were staring off at the orange glow of the rising sun. They 



seemed to be enjoying each other's company.  
"Sup," I said as I joined them, mimicking the tones used by 

Balor the dragon in his every day conversation. 
"Sup, bro," Balor said to me, holding out his clawed hand for a 

high five. 
I leaped up and slapped his scaled palm.  
"I like your mule," the dragon said. "He's pretty cool. Can I 

keep him?" 
It wasn't the last thing I expected him to ask but it was close. 

"Um," was all I could think of to say. 
Fractious the mule looked at me with begging eyes. 
"Well," I said after a moment, "he isn't my mule to give 

away." 
Fractious the mule gave a whiney snort.  
Balor put his hands together in prayer fashion, his eyes also 

taking on a begging pallor. "I like him," Balor repeated. "Come on, 
man. Show some love." 

"Love?" I said. "What does love have to do with anything?" 
"You love me?" 
I was shocked. "No!"  
"Damn," Balor said, shaking his head. Then he gave me a 

toothy grin. "I's just teasin'," he said. "I'll ask Cu if I can keep the 
mule." 

Cu appeared a few minutes later and the question was posed to 
him. Cu looked at me. I put up my hands in a gesture of innocence.  

"He likes Fractious," I said to Cu. "They played soccer 
together." 

"Who will carry our packs?" Cu said. 
"My pony," I suggested.  
My pony, who was standing with his companion nearby, 

jerked his head up at the suggestion. He gave a whinny and snorted 
loudly, obviously protesting, but Cu didn't seem to notice or 
perhaps just didn't care. I did the only thing I could; I shrugged in 
the pony's general direction and mouthed, Sorry! 

"You don't mind not riding?" Cu said to me. 
I turned my attention back to him. This was the nicest thing he 

had ever said to me. I wiped an imaginary tear from my eye. "Are 



you concerned about me doing all that walking?" I said. 
Cu opened his mouth to speak then snapped it shut with an 

audible snap. 
"My feet drag on the ground," I said, looking back at the little 

horse. "I can walk faster anyway. I think the pony minds more than 
I would." 

The pony gave another snort and stomped a hoof.  
"You'll have to carry some of the stuff," Cu said. 
I found myself agreeing easily. All I wanted was for Fractious 

the mule to be happy, and if staying with Balor made him happy 
then I was all for it. 

"Okay," Cu said after an instance of thought. "Then yes. The 
mule can stay." 

Fractious grinned, showing his square teeth. He gave a 
delighted bray and came over to me, butting me in the stomach 
with his long head. I rubbed his soft ears and patted his head.  

"Have fun, buddy," I said to the mule who bore my name. 
"When I come back, we'll work on Tic-Tac-Toe again, okay?" 

Fractious the mule rolled his eyes and licked my cheek. Drool 
ran down my skin and I used the hem of my shirt to wipe it away. 
The mule just licked me again, wanting me to keep his spittle as a 
souvenir of our time together. This time I didn't wipe it away, just 
let it slowly slide down my cheek and drip off my chin. I smiled 
through my disgust, but only because I had a fondness for that 
damned mule. 

Balor was clapping his hands together in delight. "Got me a 
mule!" he hollered. "Friend mule," he said. "What they call you, 
mule?" 

Cu looked to me to answer. I said, "Fractious," very softly, 
though I swore Balor already knew this. 

"What you say?" Balor said. 
"His name is Fractious," I said louder.  
Balor burst out laughing. "Haha, I knew dat. Just wanted to 

hear you say it again! You named the ass after yourself. Funny, 
fucker!" 

I stuffed my hands into my pockets and kicked my toe in the 
dirt. "I didn't name him," I said quietly.  



Cu stood up for himself and said, "I named the mule that. 
Seemed fitting at the time." 

I raised my eyebrows at him and gave him a tiny smile.  
Cu only lifted his middle finger in reply. 
Balor was still obviously delighted despite the fact that the 

mule bore my name. "Got me a mule!" he bellowed. "Gonna play 
lotsa soccer, ain't we, Fractious?!" 

"Can we go now?" I said. 
"Yes," Cu said. "Let's pack up and be outta here." 
We did just that, with half our stuff piled onto my back and 

my pony giving me looks that told me I wasn't as smart as I 
thought I was. I asked Cu twice where we were headed, but he 
gave me no answer so I stopped asking. He'd only just hit me with 
his bright green top hat or give me the finger or something of that 
nature. I was cool with not knowing. 



 

chapter 6 

Down the mountain path we headed now, away from Balor the 
dragon's soccer field and away from Tat the sword maker and 
away from the doorway to my own home world. I began to wonder 
if I'd ever see my realm again or if I'd be permanently stuck here 
with Cu and his kind. I'd never be accepted, that was for sure. A 
giant among small people? I felt like Gulliver and wished for the 
kinder, gentler methods of the Lilliputians rather than the 
somewhat sanity-lacking Tuatha Dé .  

After we'd been walking in silence for hours on end, I finally 
got up the courage to ask a question. "So, Cu," I began, "what's this 
Amergin dude like?" 

"Evil." He said no more.  
I felt the need to prompt even further. "But what is he?" 
"Evil." 
I decided upon a different tactic. "How old is he?" 
"Old.," was Cu's answer.  
I sighed in frustration. "How many years old?" 
"A lot," Cu said. 
I balled up my fists. "Is he bigger than you?" 
"He's your size." 
I started. "He's human?" 
"I don't know if human is the word for him," Cu said, "but he's 

about your height." 
"Cool," I said, excited to meet someone of my stature, even if 

he was evil. 
"He's a killer," Cu told me sternly, looking back over his 

shoulder at me. "He banished my people to this world and 
murdered thousands before he did so. We had to rebuild our lives 
here. We did nothing but fight for our own rights, for our own 



country, but we lost. Amergin is a powerful sorcerer. And he is 
certainly no coward." 

I raised an eyebrow at him, but he just put his attention back 
on the road ahead. There was enough room for both of us to walk 
abreast so I yanked on my pony's reins and jogged to catch up to 
Cu. When we were walking side by side, I said, "Do you think I 
can beat him?" 

"You won't be able to laugh him to death, if that's what you're 
thinking." 

"I admit that the thought had crossed my mind," I said. "But 
how can I defeat him? And why the hell should I?" 

Cu suddenly came to a stop. He touched my shin with a gentle 
hand, one I assumed would be resting on my shoulder had he been 
tall enough.  

I angled my head to look down at him in curiosity. "What?" 
"Amergin aims to destroy this world," Cu said. "Then he will 

move on to yours." 
"What!" 
Cu nodded somberly. "I've never told any of the others I 

brought through the door in the tree. I never thought any of them 
would make it past my buddy, Balor. Amergin had been hatching 
his plan for years now, and only in the last few months have we 
gotten wind of the extent of his plans. Though we were banished 
from our homeland in Ireland, we do not want to see it destroyed." 

"Why don't you all just go back?" I said. "To Ireland?" 
Cu gave me an inquisitive look. 
"I mean," I muttered, "you obviously have a portal. You can 

obviously go into my world. Why don't you all just go through the 
portal into the park and take a plane to Ireland? You wouldn't even 
have to pay because no one can see you. Unless they've been hit on 
the head, I guess." 

Cu gave me a weak and pained smile. 
I regretted having asked.  
My guide patted his pony on the head before saying, "We used 

to be a harmonious people. We lived in peace with nature and 
everything around us. Ireland is now populated with big cities and 
cars. It has buildings a thousand times the height of a Tuatha Dé. It 



hosts Madonna concerts, for gods' sake. It isn't our home anymore. 
That doesn't mean we don't feel…an affinity for it. We just can't go 
back there. It just isn't home." 

I kind of got it. I wasn't really sure what all the big fuss about 
cities and Madonna concerts was, but I was trying to understand. 
Not that I had anything to say about it.  

Cu apparently had a bit more to say. "When we lived in 
Ireland, we could be seen by all. We were accepted and we cared 
for the land we lived on. We were a part of the land. If we went 
back now, we'd be the laughing stock. We would have to form a 
circus act or something because we'd have nothing to offer your 
world. It's just…different now." 

I got it. It would be like me going back to work at the bank. It 
would be a familiar job, but it wouldn't be the same as it was. So I 
nodded at Cu and gave him a smile. Then I dropped back with my 
pony and resumed walking behind him. He moved slowly now, his 
head down, his bright green top hat tipped forward on his head. I 
sincerely regretted bringing up old wounds.  

We walked on, slowly making our way down steep paths and 
rounded corners. Far in the distance, I began to see the faint outline 
of a city of some kind. I could see large homes and the spire of 
something that might have been a church, or possibly a bank. A 
wall surrounded the city, a tall wall built of white and red bricks. It 
appeared to be made of candy canes and I felt a sudden craving for 
peppermint.  

It was getting late. We'd taken all day to walk down the 
mountainside. I missed Fractious the mule, especially since I was 
now carrying most of the baggage. Our load was lighter than it was 
when we'd started, since we'd eaten a lot of our food. The city in 
the distance only meant that we'd be refitting and there'd be more 
for me to carry. I wouldn't be surprised if Cu asked me to carry my 
pony too. My pony had bitten me back at the soccer field when I 
tried to put everything on his back and not carry anything on mine. 
I had gotten the hint when I saw his flat teeth had drawn an oddly 
perfect ring of blood on my arm, and that's why I was carrying 
pretty much everything.  

Not that any of that really matters in the slightest, except to let 



you know that I was carrying nearly everything.  
As we got closer to the city, I asked Cu what its name was. 
"That is Tara," Cu said.  
"Have you ever been there?" I said. 
"I've never been past Balor's soccer field," he told me. "I've 

spent six months and four humans trying to get to this place. I 
know others have been there, but I haven't. It's not like anyone 
comes back from Tara to tell tales, anyway." 

"You lied," I said. "You told me that you'd go on alone after 
Balor killed me. But he never even let you pass, did he?" 

"I had to tell you a convincing story," he said, with a shrug. 
"And did you?" 
"Were you convinced?" 
"Yes," I said.  
"Then I did." 
"Does it always take a human to get past Balor?" 
Cu nodded. "Yep. A few have tried to go beyond the dragon 

before you. But nobody ever comes back. Not even if they are of 
the Tuatha Dé." 

"Why not?" 
"Did I not just say that I'd never been there?" 
"I know," I said. "I know. Don't ask stupid questions." 
"Precisely," was Cu's response. 
"But if nobody makes it past Balor, how do you know that no 

one returns from Tara? How do they get to Tara if they can't get 
past Balor?" 

Cu grinned. "There are other routes to Tara," he said. "Nobody 
has to go through the mountains and face Balor." 

I felt my eyes go wide and my fists clench into little balls at 
my side. I pointed back in the direction we'd come. "You mean I 
never had to go face that damned dragon in the first place?" 

"Hey, I thought you liked Balor." 
"I do," I said. "He's a pretty cool dude, but still. We could 

have gotten here without going through all that? So why didn't 
we?" 

"Because Balor gave you something," Cu said. 
I patted my pockets, looked down my shirt and checked the 



bottom of my shoes. "I don't remember getting anything," I said 
after thorough examination. "What did he give me?" 

"Did I not tell you to stop asking stupid questions?" Cu said. 
I sighed. I gave up on asking stupid questions and tried using 

my talents of deduction to ascertain exactly what was going on. I 
came up blank. But when we got to the city of Tara, I saw why no 
one, if they even made it past Balor the dragon or simply bypassed 
him all together, had ever returned.  

The place was an orgy. There was sex going on in the streets, 
in the gutters, on the rooftops and on horseback. There was sex 
going on in the grocery store, in the granary and quietly going on 
in the library. At least they had enough respect to be quiet in the 
library, not to mention the church.  

The people were mostly the size of my guide, ranging from 
two feet to five feet tall at the very largest. There were also people 
of my height but only a couple and they were engaged in having 
sex with each other. As we walked through the city proper, we 
became the only two people who were not engaged in a sexual act. 
I kept my gaze on the cobble stones, not wanting to get involved. I 
knew I'd never leave if I did. 

Cu watched the sexual activities going on around us with a 
keen and eager eye, but he seemed unconcerned.  

"I'm hungry," I said, just to say something. 
"No," Cu said. 
"No, I'm not hungry?" I said. 
"No, we cannot stay," Cu said.  
"But--but the sex--" I said with a pout, while pointing at the 

people who were my size. "How many of people my size did you 
say made it past Balor or went around him to get here?" 

"I didn't." 
"Didn't what?" 
"Say." 
"Oh." I sighed. "Well, how many do you think made it past 

Balor or went around him to get here?" 
"Do you have to keep repeating yourself?" 
"Yes. How many do you think--" 
"A couple." 



"Yeah, but like, how many?" 
Cu stopped in the middle of the street and counted the number 

of people he saw who were roughly my size. "Ten," he said. 
"Though that one might just be an abnormally large Tuatha Dé." 

"Oh." I eyed one pretty woman who was sexually engaged 
with a tall, lanky man. He had her pressed up against the side of a 
barn and was thrusting himself against her with all the vigor and 
vim he could muster. She appeared less enthused. And strangely 
familiar.  

I veered off our straight path and walked up to the fucking 
couple. My pony followed behind me with wide eyes, probably 
wishing there was a filly somewhere who was unoccupied so he 
could join in on the fun. The girl engaged in the riotous sex had 
long blonde hair that flowed loose down her back in golden waves 
like grain. Her body was lithe and supple, what I could see of it, 
anyway. She had a small tattoo on her left butt cheek of an ivy leaf 
and that's how I recognized her. But please don't ask me how I 
knew about the tattoo, because that would mean explaining a 
banker's version of truth or dare, which isn't as tame as it sounds.  

"Holy crap!" I hollered. "Crista?" 
She disengaged her lips from the dude's. A line of spit clung 

between them like spaghetti, and she blushed bright red. "Shit!" 
she yelled back. "Guy?" 

"What are you doing here?"  
"What does it look like I'm doing?" she asked me, hiding her 

breasts against the chest of the dude, as if she should be ashamed 
just because I was there.  

"Um…" was all I could think of to say. 
Crista Himmelmen turned her attention back to her partner and 

said, "Can you excuse me for a minute, Ken?" 
"Ken?" I muttered. "Hope he's better endowed than the Kens I 

know." 
Crista disentangled herself and rose, bending over, not to 

better show me her ample buttocks, but to pick up a discarded 
robe, bra and panties that lay in a pile of discarded robes, bras and 
panties nearby. She slipped her legs into the panties, her boobs into 
the bra and her arms into the silky arm holes and tied the belt 



around her thin waist. She cleared her throat, ran a hand through 
her blonde hair and turned back to me.  

I was staring at the better endowed Ken. I watched his 
package swinging out to the sides of his thighs as he walked away 
from me. Crista's throat clearing brought me back to reality, or 
what was currently passing for reality in my life. "What?" I said, 
when I saw her staring with curved eyebrows raised so high they 
were almost hidden in her hair. 

"What are you doing here?" she said, moving herself closer to 
me, almost hiding behind me, as if she didn't want to be seen 
talking to the likes of me. Which was probably a bit true. 

"I'm off to kill a wizard," I said in a singsong.  
"What?" 
"Long story," I said. "Better question. What are you doing 

here?" 
"Remember what you said about a leprechaun that got eaten 

by a tree?" 
"Uh, yes?" I'd long since forgotten my mistake of calling Cu a 

leprechaun basically because I'd long since gotten tired of being 
beaten by a bright green top hat. I hate being abused. 

"Well," she continued, "when you disappeared, I began to 
wonder what happened to you." 

"I disappeared?" I said, dumbfounded. I couldn't remember 
disappearing. 

"Yeah," she said. "I saw you being dragged away by some 
unseen force and you disappeared into that tree. Remember?" 

"Oh, that disappearing. I didn't really disappear, you know. I 
just…came to exist in another place." I gestured around me, 
spreading my arms wide.  

Crista rolled her eyes at me. "Well, I was sitting out in the 
park with that kid I hate. My neighbor's kid? Remember him? The 
one who likes to throw sand? Anyway, it was late. A guy jumped 
me and tried to rape me but I fought him off. Who jumps a girl and 
tries to rape her in a park where little kids are watching?" 

"We live in a really bad neighborhood," I said. 
"Obviously," Crista muttered. "Well, I took out my pepper 

spray and got the guy in the face. He got pissed and cracked my 



head up against that tree you were so interested in. I woke up on 
the ground with a sprinkler head under my butt. And I saw one. A 
leprechaun. He came out of that same tree that you were humping 
that day. Remember? Well, he dragged me here, all the way here in 
fact, then ditched me for some chick. It was a long way to be 
dragged, but eventually I stopped struggling and went along with 
it. Not much else I could do. And I thought I'd find you here too, 
but once I found Ken, I kinda forgot to look for you. And here you 
are!" 

I squinted my eyes. "So, what happened to your neighbor's 
kid?" 

"Huh?" 
"You said you were watching your neighbor's kid in the park 

when some dude jumped you. The one that throws sand? Not the 
jumper, the kid, I mean. What happened to the kid?" 

"Why do you care? I thought you hated kids." 
"He got away, right?" 
"I'm… not… sure," she said, while scratching her head.  
I lifted my eyebrows. 
"Oh yeah," she continued, purposefully going off in another 

direction, "and he told me not to call him a leprechaun." She 
pointed to a small couple who appeared to be exploring the 
creative world of sixty-nine, but there was a goat present who was 
licking various asses. Hers was obviously one of the Tuatha Dé, as 
well, except he wore no bright green top hat. 

"Ah," I said. "That one's mine." I pointed at Cu, who stood in 
the middle of the road, drooling over a particularly lovely Tuatha 
Dé woman who was humping a wooden post. I sneered at the 
spectacle. 

"Yeah," Crista muttered. "She'll be asking me later to pull out 
the splinters. So, what are you doing here?" 

"I'm off to kill a wizard," I sang again. "At least, that's what 
I've been told." 

"Stop singing," Crista said. 
I stopped singing. 
"I don't know why I'm here," she said, tucking her hair behind 

her ears. "There might have been a reason, but once we ended up 



in this city, there was nothing to do but fuck. So we fucked. Fuck!" 
"What?" I hollered at her sudden exclamation. 
"I wonder what day it is…?" 
I shrugged. 
"How long have you been here?" 
"Couple days," I said.  
"Couple days?" she said with a laugh. 
"You asked," I muttered. 
"You were gone from our world for a good couple of weeks 

before I got yanked over here." 
"Weeks?" I whispered.  
"At least two, maybe almost three," Crista said. "Time passes 

different here, I guess. I was just wondering because I've been 
otherwise engaged during the last day or so." 

"Noticed," I said in a grumble. 
"Jealous much?" she said with a grin. 
"No," I grumbled some more. "It's just that I never figured 

upon running into someone I know here. Where's your buddy Ken 
from?" 

"Denver," she said, as she looked over at Ken. He had already 
found a small Tuatha Dé woman and was standing up, moving the 
woman up and down over his groin area. Crista gave another laugh 
and waved at Ken. Ken waved back. The Tuatha Dé woman rolled 
her eyes in something that might have been ecstasy but I couldn't 
be totally sure.  

"And he isn't my buddy," she added.  
"Oh," I said. "I just thought…" I made some lewd gestures 

with my hands to get my point across. 
"That's not exactly how it works out here." 
"How does it work?" 
"You have to drink the water." 
"Like in Mexico?" I said. 
"Except Montezuma doesn't get his revenge," she said. 

"Where are you going? In general, I mean?" 
"Here, actually," I said. "The magician we're looking for, the 

one I'm supposed to kill, he was last seen here." 
"In Tara?" 



I nodded.  
"Don't blame him," she said. "But I haven't heard about any 

magician in town." 
I chuckled. "You haven't heard much past Ken's moaning and 

groaning."  
Ken moaned and groaned loudly to emphasize my point.  
Crista only shrugged. "True. But can I go with you?" 
"To where?" I said. 
"To wherever it is your going?" 
"Wish I knew," I said. "We go wherever the sorcerer went." 
"But can I go?" 
"I don't see why not," I said. "But why would you want to go 

with me?" 
"It's like you said," she said, "I never expected to run into 

someone I know here. Besides, if I'm with you, I won't want to just 
have sex." 

"No?" I said, somewhat disappointed. 
"No," she said, not catching my disappointment. 
"Just let me go check with my guide," I told her, hooking my 

thumb in the direction of Cu. "We only have two ponies." 
"That isn't a pony," Crista said, examining the little horse who 

had stood quietly beside me during our entire conversation.  
"What is it then?" 
"Looks like a Great Dane," she said.  
The pony snorted his disapproval of such a title and turned up 

his nose at her.  
"You insulted him," I said, while rubbing my pony's soft ear, 

and missing Fractious the mule all of a sudden.  
"Sorry, pony," Crista said. "Will you go ask your guide if I can 

go, too?" 
"Going," I said, going. 
Cu was otherwise engaged, as was everybody in this town, 

with masturbating over a threesome consisting of two beautiful 
Tuatha Dé women and what appeared to be a woman with goat 
legs. I cleared my throat, looking away while Cu quickly put his 
schwanz back in his pants. "What?" he said as I continued to stare. 

I shook my head and said, "Can I bring a friend?" 



"No," Cu said sternly, trying very hard to keep his eyes on me 
and not on the orgy going on just a foot away from him, and pretty 
much everywhere else you turned in this town.  

I pouted. "Why not?" 
"Because I said so," Something over my shoulder apparently 

caught his eye for he started to drift in that direction. 
I turned around and followed him. Crista was already engaged 

in another sexual act, this time with a man half her size who 
seemed to be enjoying the fact that he was screwing a human 
being. "Yeah, I'm screwing a human! That's right, bitches!" he was 
yelling out as he slapped her butt like she was a rodeo bull. 

Cu's eyes rolled back into his head and he stumbled back into 
me. I leaned down and caught him before he could fall over. I up-
righted him, pointed and said, "That's my friend." 

"Yes," Cu said immediately. "Yes. Bring her. I like her." 
"I don't know if she's that kind of girl," I said as I watched her 

apparently being that type of girl. She noticed I was watching and 
stood, the Tuatha Dé man clinging to her and finishing up even 
while she stood there. It was like watching a dog hump a person's 
leg while the person stood ultimately still. It was kinda funny. I 
couldn't help giggling. 

"Don't care," Cu was saying. "She's coming with us." 
Crista gave a smile and lifted the man off of her. He 

immediately went about humping her leg but she shook it to 
disengage him. The Tuatha Dé man went flying but quickly found 
himself another partner. "So I can go?" Crista said, once again 
righting her under things and pulling her robe back around her. 

"Yes," drooled my guide. "Yes yes yes!" 
"Cool," Crista said. "Just let me get my things." She quickly 

ducked into a doorway and came back moments later with a duffle 
bag in her hand that proclaimed she was a member of Gryffindor 
House. "It was free," she said when she saw me eying the duffle. 
"Can't pass up free." 

"I didn't ask," I said. I turned to Cu who was still drooling, 
even though there was a significant puddle at his feet. "This is Cu," 
I told her, making an introductory gesture. "Cu, this is Crista 
Himmelmen." 



"Crista Himmelmen," Cu said, in gurgling Homer Simpson 
fashion.  

Crista ignored him long enough to put on some shoes that 
looked more like slippers, and then we were off again, now a group 
of three. It took a while to find the place where Amergin was last 
seen because Cu kept stopping to watch certain sexual activities 
and I occasionally had to drag Crista around by the belt of her 
robe, but eventually we found the inn.  

It was called The Inn and the owner/proprietor/pimp was a 
little dude named Nemain who sat us down and gave us pints of 
beer. He did this because Cu insisted that we ignore the water. 
Everyone else in the place was downing gallons of it and getting 
off any way they could.  

"See," Crista said. "Told you it was the water." 
I only smirked as I watched some Tuatha Dé getting it on with 

the leg of a piano, which was mildly protesting in notes that oddly 
enough produced the tune of Barry Manilow's "Mandy".  

Nemain sat across from the three of us and said, "So, you're 
looking for Amergin?" 

"How come you aren't sexually engaged?" I said. 
"No drinking on the job," he said.  
"Oh.," was my answer to that. 
"Amergin?" Nemain repeated. 
"Oh, yeah," I said. "When was he last here?" 
"About a month ago," Nemain answered. "You just missed 

him. You friends of his?" 
"No," Cu said. "We're looking to kill him." 
"Oh. Good. I was wondering when someone would go and do 

that." Then he muttered, "Stupid bastard." 
"Him or me?" Cu demanded. 
"Amergin, of course," Nemain said.  
"Good," Cu said, leaning back and crossing his arms over his 

chest. "Any idea where he was going?" 
"Yeah," Nemain said. "Probably back to Black Mountain." 
"Black Mountain?" I repeated ominously. 
"Yeah," Nemain said quietly, echoing my ominous tone. 

"Black Mountain." 



"It has an English name?" I said. 
"Yeah," Nemain said, still speaking ominously.  
"Okay." 
"Yeah," Nemain said, still being ominous. 
"Stop that!" Cu belted. He drank down a big gulp of his pint.  
I suddenly realized that I now had beer in front of me and 

down my entire glass in one gulp.  
"Damn, Fractious," Cu said, "slow the fuck down. I don't need 

you drunk." 
"But I need to be drunk," I slurred. "More beer!" 
Nemain gestured to a wench who brought me another pint. I 

paid for it with the last wicket I had in my pocket and, to my 
surprise, the wench brought me a second pint. I blinked at Nemain 
in surprise. 

"You wanted change you shoulda asked for it," Nemain said. 
"We don't give change unless you ask."  

"No change!" I yelled, downing my second pint. "More beer!" 
Cu ignored my desires and said, "So what makes you think 

Amergin went to Black Mountain?" 
"A little bird told me," Nemain said. 
"Seriously?" Cu said seriously. 
"Seriously!" Nemain echoed. "I have this bird, see. I had him 

follow Amergin home just in case some people eventually came to 
kill him. I really hate that guy. He never pays his tab. He just 
waves his magic staff and turns someone into a bullfrog instead of 
paying up." Then he muttered, "Jerk." 

I yelled, "More beer!" and was significantly ignored.  
"Can I speak to your bird?" Cu said.  
"Sure," Nemain said, pushing himself to his feet. "Just let me 

go get him." 
When Nemain was gone, Crista said, "You really think he has 

a talking bird?" 
"Why not?" Cu said. "He talks," he added, pointing at me. 
At this point, I was hoisting my glass and singing an Irish 

drinking song. The wench and a few of her friends had joined in 
and had even given me a free pint. I couldn't have been happier.  

Nemain returned as I went into the third verse. He held a 



blanket-covered bird cage in his hand. When he lifted the blanket, 
a bird that could have been or could not have been a parrot 
immediately joined in on my drinking song. I was surprised that he 
knew all the words.  

"Shut up!" Nemain shouted at the bird. 
"Whatcho want, Nemain?" the bird squawked.  
"Details," Cu said to the bird. 
"You ugly!" the bird squawked.  
"About Amergin," Cu said. 
"He ugly, too!" 
Cu rolled his eyes. "Where did Amergin go?" 
"Ugly black mountain!" the bird squawked. "He always go 

there!" 
"You're sure?" Cu said. 
"Sure as you ugly!" the bird squawked.  
"That's pretty sure," Nemain said with a grin and a nod. 
Cu ignored him, then took off his bright green top hat and 

whacked me over the head with it. 
I fell down, and woke slung over the back of my pony, my 

head and feet dragging in the dirt. My nose was filled with dust 
and I blew out a muddy snot cloud when I came to. Through the 
dust cloud, I could see Cu and Crista engaged, not in sex 
thankfully, but in conversation. I stuck my fingers into my nose to 
dislodge more dirt, then hollered, "Somebody get me off this 
pony!" 

The pony came to a halt and dislodged me easily enough. He 
kicked up his back legs and I flew over his head, landing on my 
face a few feet ahead of him. I slowly got up and brushed myself 
off. I faced my guide and Crista, who were both smiling. Crista 
was trying to hide her smile behind her hand, and she was 
obviously trying even harder not to laugh. She lost that battle and 
burst out laughing. 

"Funny," I said. "Why'd you put me on the pony like that?" 
"We couldn't very well wait until you'd sobered up," Cu said, 

still grinning. "Three pints of beer in five minutes. Hell, that 
woulda put me under!" 

"I think I had more than three," I said, swallowing something 



disgusting that suddenly came up from my stomach. "Anybody 
mind if I go vomit?" Nobody minded so I walked off into the 
woods and did just that. I examined said woods as I returned. 
"Where are we?" 

"The woods," Cu said. 
"Oh," I said, looking around as if I hadn't already noticed that. 

"Are we going to Black Mountain?" 
"Yep," Cu said. "Can you walk?" 
I nodded a headachy head. "Hey, I didn't fuck the wench, did 

I?" 
"No," Crista said with a smile. "We managed to keep you 

away from the water." 
"Maybe next time," I said. The two of them began walking. 

Crista led my pony and I trudged along behind them.  
Crista was telling Cu all about her life, how she hated her job 

at the bank, how she hated the place where she'd been living, how 
she was looking for a hero to take her away from it all, and how 
she really hated the kid she babysat. "He's the worst!"  

"Babysitting sucks," Cu said. 
"You babysat?" 
"Naw. I saw Adventures in Babysitting once." 
"So what really lies ahead of us?" Crista said. "All I really got 

to see of this world was Orgyville back there. I mean, I like Sodom 
and Gomorrah. Who doesn't? But that? That was out of this 
world!" 

"It was very much in this world," Cu corrected. 
Crista rolled her eyes. 
"Well, Amergin is a very powerful magician," Cu said. "He 

banished my people to this place…" 
I'd already heard this story so I drowned it out. Instead, I went 

and got my sword that was still really just a dagger and took to 
practicing with it again. I swung it over my head and around 
myself in an arcing whirlwind. I lagged behind so I wouldn't lop 
off the tails of the ponies, and I began to lag sufficiently behind as 
time went on. I'm pretty good at lagging. I swung and whirled, 
lopped at overhanging branches and drew lines in the dirt. I felt I 
was getting very good at hefting the heavy thing when I suddenly 



realized I couldn't hear Crista or Cu talking anymore. I stopped 
dead in my tracks and the sword hung limp at my side.  

I was alone in the woods.  
The trail spread out before me and I ran down it, keeping my 

head low so I could keep an eye on it. The last thing I wanted was 
to be forever lost in the woods on the way to kill the wizard. That 
would leave the task to Crista, who I doubted would be much good 
at anything but screwing a guy like Ken. Oh, I didn't doubt her 
banking abilities. She had a way with numbers, but as far as being 
a warrior, well… She hadn't had as much practice as I had. She 
hadn't bested a dragon with only her name. Of course, that might 
or might not have been pure luck. Plus, I had the sword. They'd be 
lost in their attempts to kill Amergin without said sword. 

I reached a point in the trail where it split down two paths. 
There was a sign post standing in the fork with two arrows nailed 
to it. Unfortunately for me, the signs were so faded that I couldn't 
make them out. Wondering how long they'd been there, I stood and 
scratched my head. I looked down at the ground and saw pony 
tracks but they went in both directions. There were fewer in one 
direction, so I took that path, hoping it would lead to Black 
Mountain, a place where I figured few would want to go.  

I ran until I ran out of breath then I walked until I was even 
more out of breath. I walked for a long time, listening, hoping I 
would hear someone calling my name or the whicker of one of the 
ponies. I thought that they might notice I was missing, but then I 
thought Cu might be so happy at my loss that he might convince 
Crista it was a good thing.  

I had a flash of the two of them rolling naked on a bed of pine 
leaves and picked up the pace. I can't tell you how long I trotted 
down the wrong path before I even knew it was the wrong path. 
And I knew it was the wrong path when I came to a little cottage.  

Feeling like I'd walked into a fairy tale and I was about to be 
accosted by seven dwarves and quite possibly the Mad Hatter, I 
went up and knocked on the front door. I waited impatiently, 
shifting from one foot to the other. It was getting dark, and I hated 
to think about what lurked in the darkness in these woods. I'd heard 
the rustling of something in the dark of the mountains, and I wasn't 



too sure if there was something like that out here, in these woods, 
something that would rustle. 

After a moment or two during which I contemplated the 
meaning of death, a small old woman answered the door. She was 
wearing a flower print shift and had long, flowing white hair. She 
could have been anybody's grandmother except short. "Who is it?" 
she said, staring at my knees. 

"Up here," I said. 
She lifted her chin as high as it would go and I bent down a 

bit. Then I saw her snow white eyes. "Up where?" she said. She 
was staring at the eaves of her home. 

"Sorry," I said. "I didn't realize you were blind." 
"I'm not blind!" she said forcefully, shaking a walking stick at 

my head, which I expertly dodged, having learned from 
experience. "I can see you just fine!" 

"Oh yeah?" I said. "Then what color are my eyes?" 
"Purple!" she yelled. People in this place do a lot of yelling, I 

suddenly thought. "Your eyes are purple!" 
"Wrong," I said, pointing a finger at her, which she couldn't 

very well see but made me feel better nonetheless. 
She put the tip of walking stick on the ground and sighed. 

"Okay, you got me. Who are you and what do you want?" 
"I'm…" I stopped myself before giving her my name and 

sending her into gales of laughter. I doubted her old heart could 
take it. She looked at least three hundred years older than Tat the 
sword maker, and I thought I was getting pretty good at guessing 
the ages of the Tuatha Dé I'd come across in my travels But still, I 
wasn't about to give her my name. "I… uh, got lost in the woods. 
Could you point me the way to Black Mountain?" 

"Black Mountain?" she repeated. "Why the hell would you 
want to go there?" 

"I'm looking for Amergin," I said. "I'm supposed to kill him." 
"Yeah, him I know," she said. "Never pays his tab. You're a 

long way from Black Mountain and off in the wrong direction," 
she told me. 

"I figured that," I said.  
"You took the wrong fork." 



"I figured that, too," I repeated. 
"You do lotsa figuring," she said. "But by my calculations it's 

getting dark. You don't want to be out after dark. You'll get robbed 
or eaten or worse. Come inside and have a bite and a drink." 

"Worse?" I muttered as I ducked my head and went inside her 
tiny home, glad I could even get my shoulders through the door.  



 

chapter 7 

Even sitting down, I had to bend my neck, and doing so I took 
up most of the room so that the blind old woman had to climb over 
me to get around.  

"You're like an obstacle course," she said as she clambered 
over my foot.  

"Sorry. You're pretty good at getting around for a--"  
She glared at me hard enough that I stopped before I could say 

"blind lady." 
"How come you're so big, anyway?" she said, handing me a 

thimble full of a drink I could not identify, even after tasting it.  
"I was born this way," I told her. 
"You were born this damned big?!" she exclaimed, a hand 

over her heart. 
"Well, I grew up. When I was born I was about your size. 

Probably a little smaller." 
"Having you woulda killed me," she said with a crusty laugh. 

"You like my tea?" 
I had already down my thimble full and said, "That was tea?" 
"Made from--" 
"Don't tell me!" I held up my hands, as if to block her words 

with them. "Please, don't tell me." I hadn't seen any goats but that 
didn't mean they weren't out there. 

"Fine, I won't tell you." She scrambled over my right shin and 
handed me a plate with some food on it. The portions were fit for 
her but made only mouthful for me. I didn't complain. "Like it?" 
she said me after a moment. "It's my grandmother recipe. Fish eggs 
and Spam. Yum!" 

I made a face knowing that she couldn't see it. "Fish eggs?" I 



repeated. "I didn't see a river anywhere." 
"It's over there!" She swung her cane in what I assumed was 

the direction of the river. 
The cane smacked me upside the head and I saw stars. 
"Oops." She put a hand to her mouth. "Did I getcha?" 
The room was spinning slightly faster than normal but I said, 

"I'm okay." I shook my head to get rid of the flashing lights and 
sighed. "You sure it's not safe to go out in the dark? I really need to 
get back my friends." 

"Not in these woods. Remember what I said? Eaten or worse." 
She once again pointed with her cane, but I managed to dodge it 
that time. 

"What's worse than being eaten?" I said, very curious. 
She waggled a warning finger. "Being slowly eaten."  
"Oh," I said in a subdued tone. "Guess that would be worse." 
"You can sleep here tonight."  
"Thanks," I muttered, wondering how I would accomplish 

that. In the end, she climbed into her bed, which was wedged into a 
corner, and I slept where I was, curled up into a very small ball 
with my forehead nearly at my knees. I didn't sleep much but how 
could I refuse when the other option was being eaten, and possibly 
very slowly? 

I woke in the morning to a beautiful ray of sunshine but I was 
unable to move. I was still curled up in a little ball but my feet 
were tied to my neck and my hands were bound together. The rope 
was so tight around me that I was stuck as a ball. "What the hell is 
all this?" I said to what appeared to be an empty room.  

"Who are you?" someone called out in a loud masculine voice. 
"Guy." I waited for a laugh I didn't get, but then I realized I 

hadn't given my last name. "I got lost in the woods last night. What 
happened to the nice old lady who let me in?" 

"What did you do with my grandmap?" the unseen speaker 
said. 

"Grandmap?" I repeated quietly. I figured out that he meant 
the old lady. "Nothing," I said as innocently as possible. 

"Did you rape her? 'cause if you did I'm going to cut your little 
balls into--" 



"Rape her? How could I do that? I can't even move in this 
little house. I couldn't rape anyone in here, not that I would ever 
rape anyone anywhere. Who are you?" 

A little man, obviously of the Tuatha Dé came around to face 
me. He was smaller than Cu, which made him about two feet tall, 
and surprisingly skinny. He wore purple livery with a gold shield 
embroidered on his right shoulder. The sword strapped to his back 
looked like it would put a butter knife sized hole in me if he got it 
in his head to do so. Not wanting any butter knife sized holes in 
me, I gave him my most innocent expression.  

"Who are you?" I said again, gently and quietly.  
"I am Lug," he said.  
"Lug?" I repeated, choking on my laughter. "And I thought I 

had a terrible name." 
"Mock me not, giant!" He drew his sword and holding the tip 

of it to my eye.  
Terrified, I gulped. I happened to like my eyes the way they 

were and didn't want to risk losing one. "Sorry, sir," I sputtered. "I 
didn't mean anything by it. Please don't poke me." 

"Where is my grandmap?!" he yelled once again. 
"I don't know," I said. "She was here a minute ago." I rolled 

my eyes around in my head, pretending to look, even though I 
couldn't see much more than a few inches of the wall in front of 
me.  

"Lug!" someone called in a crackly voice. "What have you 
done to my house guest?!" 

The old woman appeared in my sight and I breathed a sigh of 
relief. She stood with her hands on her hips, her cane standing 
straight out behind her.  

"Grandmap!" Lug cried out, throwing his arms around her and 
nearly knocking her off her feet. "I thought for sure he'd raped 
you!" 

The old woman pushed him off of her and said, "Now why 
would you think such a thing?" 

"Well, being so close to Tara, I just thought…" 
"You thought wrong," the old woman said. "Now untie my 

house guest before I hurt you." 



"Of course, Grandmap," Lug said, kicking his toe in the dirt of 
the floor, obviously disappointed that he wasn't going to be able to 
poke me. He used his sword to cut through the tough rope that 
bound me up in a ball.  

The first thing I did was crawl outside so I could stretch my 
aching limbs. Lug and his grandmap followed me, watching me 
curiously. Well, Lug watched anyway. After cracking every joint 
fit to crack, I sat down in the dirt outside the house.  

"Sorry about all that," Lug said, looking me up and down. "I 
wasn't expecting to find a giant in my grandmap's house this 
morning." 

"Nobody expects to find a giant in his grandmother's…er, 
grandmap's house," I said. "I'd certainly be surprised, especially 
considering my grandma's been dead for seven years." 

"What are you doing here, anyway?" 
"I got lost in the woods last night, and your grandmap was 

kind enough to let me sleep here. She mentioned things in the 
woods that would eat me, possibly slowly, and she thought it best 
that I stay." 

"She's right," Lug said. "There are things out there that would 
eat you, possibly slowly. Not the best way to die." 

"Got that right," his grandmap said. "Shall I make us some 
breakfast?" 

"Sure," Lug said. "Oh, and I brought your groceries for the 
next week." 

"Thanks, sonny." She retreated into the house. 
"She gets around pretty good for a blind woman," I said. 
"She's been blind all her life," Lug said. "She's had 

experience." 
"Oh," was all I could think to say.  
"So, where you from?" Lug said. 
"New York. You?" 
"Banba," he answered. 
"Oh." 
"What are you doing out here anyway?" he said. 
"I'm supposed to kill Amergin," I told him. 
"Oh, good!" he said, smiling broadly. "It's about time someone 



did that." 
"You people don't like him much, do you?" 
Lug shook his head, his smile fading into a grimace. "He's 

evil." 
"So I've heard. Hey, how come nobody seems to care much 

about this Amergin dude?" 
"Whaddya mean?" 
Well," I said, pulling at my chin, "He's evil and apparently 

trying to take over the world. Or destroy it. Or both, I'm not sure, 
but nobody is getting ready for war or anything. Seems like 
everybody just goes about their daily business. I don't get it." 

Lug shrugged. "What are we supposed to do?" 
I shrugged back. "Fight? Try and stop him?" 
"Isn't that what you're trying to do?" 
I nodded. 
"Then we're doing something to stop him. So what are you 

complaining about?" 
"Dunno," I muttered. 
"You're Guy, right?" 
"Guy Fractious." I bit my tongue after it came out. 
For once, I wasn't laughed at. Lug only rolled my name 

around on his tongue for a bit before shrugging. "Could be worse," 
he said.  

"What's your grandmother's…er, grandmap's name?" 
Lug opened his mouth to speak but came up with nothing. "I 

have no idea." He blinked. "I never thought about that before. 
Hhm." 

I laughed. "You don't know your own grandmap's name?" 
"Why? Do you?" 
I opened my mouth to speak then shut it with a snap. "Uh… 

no." 
We sat in awkward silence for a few minutes before the old 

woman came out and rescued us. She held out a small plate to me 
that was heaped with scrambled eggs. I took it and thanked her.  

"That's all I could fit on the plate," she explained. "I'll make 
some more if you're still hungry." 

"I'm good," I said, enjoying the mouthful of eggs and handing 



her back the empty plate. "I really need to find my friends." 
"You took the wrong fork, eh?" Lug said. 
I nodded. "Guess so." 
"You know," Lug said, pulling his chin, "I could sell you one 

of my horses, if you want." 
"Ah, that's okay," I said, waving off the suggestion. "I'm a 

little big for your horses, don't you think?" 
Lug eyed me curiously. "Whaddya mean?" He hooked his 

thumb over his shoulder where two horses were tethered to a tree.  
My eyes went wide. "Holy crap," was all I said as I got to my 

feet and went over to the pair of horses. Both were my size, 
standing tall and bold, their heads above my own. I gazed into their 
big brown eyes and petted the nearest one, a deep chestnut with a 
black mane and tail. A neat white star sat between his eyes. "Real 
horses," I said, rubbing his nose. "Where'd you get real horses?" 

Lug shrugged. "The horse market. They carry more than the 
ponies. And they're easier to train. Bob," he called out. "Bow!" 

The horse I was petting suddenly went down on one knee and 
bent his head to me.  

"Rise, Bob," Lug called, and the horse stood back up on all 
fours.  

"You named your horse Bob?" I said, as I raised an eyebrow.  
"Yeah, what else would you name him?" 
It was my turn to shrug. "What's the other one's name?" 
"Bobette," Lug said, as if that should have been very obvious.  
The mare turned her head and gave a whinny.  
"Okay then," was all I could think of to say. Then, "I haven't 

got any money." 
"Too bad," Lug said. "Got anything else?" 
I looked around and saw nothing. I dug in my pockets and 

came up empty. I had my sword, which was around somewhere, 
but I couldn't give that up. I actually needed that. I had my watch, 
which was useless to me since it had been spinning backwards 
since I got to this place, which was why it wasn't fit to mention it 
before. But that would be more like a belt to Lug. So I offered it. "I 
got this," I said, pulling the beat up old Kmart watch from my 
wrist.  



"Cool!" Lug said, taking the thing. "What is it?" 
"A watch." 
"To watch what?" 
"It's supposed to tell time," I said.  
"What's time?" 
My eyebrows shot up. I shook my head. "It's a belt." 
"Cool!" He unhooked the strap and wrapped the thing around 

his waist. Surprisingly, it actually fit. He buckled it in the last hole 
after sucking in his lack of gut and the watch face itself covered a 
good part of his groin area. "Cool!" he said again.  

"So can I take the horse?" 
"What else you got?" 
"Just the clothes on my back," I said. 
"I'll take 'em." 
"Um…" 
After much negotiation, Lug accepted the offer of my shoes 

and socks plus the watch and a large lock of my hair that he was 
now wearing as a wig. Bob the horse had no saddle but was lashed 
with groceries. I also had to help Lug unload the groceries and get 
them in the house. Afterwards, as I was pulling the reins up over 
Bob's nose, I said, "So what's with the purple shirt?" 

"Oh this?" he said, flapping the front of his livery. "This was 
my grandfather's. He used to be a member of the king's guard." 

"Oh," I said. "I thought they wore green top hats?" 
"They do now," Lug said. "They used to be sophisticated. 

Now they look like dopes." 
I nodded. I couldn't exactly disagree. 
"So hey," Lug added as I led Bob over to a large rock to 

mount. "You said you were searching for Amergin, right?" 
"I'm supposed to kill him, yeah." 
"Here's a hint. He hates peaches." 
"Peaches?"  
"Yeah," Lug said. "Don't know why but he hates them. With a 

passion." 
"So what? I'm supposed to lob peaches at his head or 

something?" 
Lug shrugged. "Dunno. I just know he hates peaches. Good 



luck!" 
I got my legs around Bob's middle and turned his head around. 

Lug and his grandmother waved goodbye as I kicked the horse and 
got him moving. I waved back, glad to have met them. And I kept 
the peaches thing in my head, hoping that somehow it would come 
in handy. I couldn't even begin to guess how throwing peaches was 
going to help me in any way, let alone where in hell I would get 
peaches. I hadn't seen even one peach tree in all my time in Tuatha 
Dé land. But I kept my eyes peeled for one as I rode.  

* * * * 

Bouncing along on the back of Bob, my ass ached and my 
balls complained, but I still made good time. I got to the fork in the 
road and took the other path, following it carefully lest I get lost. I 
soon discovered yet another sign post, except this one had legible 
signs. I took the path that said it led to Black Mountain, hoping 
that this time I was headed in the right direction. The other sign led 
to a town with the unlikely name of Unlikely. I thought it highly 
unlikely that Cu and Crista had gone there, and I was right. At 
least, partly right. 

I came across them at midday, startling Cu and Crista as well 
as the ponies, who both bolted at the sight of me and Bob. Crista 
put her hand to her heart and Cu went running after the ponies.  

"Sorry!" I called after him, sliding off of Bob's back and 
rubbing my bruised ass.  

"Where did you come from?" Crista said. "I thought we'd lost 
you for good." 

I huffed. "Did that thought make you happy?" 
"No," she said. "Cu kept propositioning me." 
"Sorry," I said. 
"It's okay. It's kinda flattering. Kinda." 
Cu came back with both ponies in tow. "Where the hell did 

you get that thing from?" 
"This is the sword we bought from Tat," I reminded him., 

gesturing to the sword that was once again strapped to my back.  
"Not that," Cu said, pointing even harder. "That!" 
"Oh!" I slapped my forehead. "This is Bob. Say hi, Bob."  



Bob lifted a foreleg and waved hello. 
"Bob?" Crista repeated.  
"I didn't name him," I said with a shrug. "Lug named him." 
"Who is Lug?" Cu said. "What is Lug?" 
"You were right the first time," I said as I sat down and 

continued to explain. When I was done, we all stood back up and 
got on our way again, this time back to a group of three plus ponies 
and now a horse with the unusual name of Bob.  

We walked until nightfall, and by the time night fell, I knew 
we were going to be out in the open. Crista had told me that she 
and Cu had stayed in the town with the unlikely name of Unlikely 
the night before. In separate rooms, she assured me. The town 
wasn't too far from the fork in the road. But this night…  

"So are we really going to sleep out here, Cu?" I said as I tied 
Bob to a nearby tree. He snuffled my hair and blew warm breath 
on my neck. I patted his nose and went to join Cu and Crista. 

"Where else do you expect us to sleep?" Cu said. 
"I dunno. Couldn't we find a house or something? Pitch a 

tent?" 
"What tent?" 
I shrugged.  
"What are you so afraid of?" Crista said. 
"Who said I was afraid?" I answered, acting tough and puffing 

out my measly chest, which deflated a moment later. 
"Bob did," Crista said, pointing at the horse. 
Bob shrugged his shoulders and suddenly became interested in 

an interesting patch of green grass.  
"Well, the old woman I met said there were things in the 

woods that would eat us," I said. "Possibly slowly." 
"That sounds unpleasant," Crista said. "But you have your 

sword." 
"Yes," I said. "But that's what got me in trouble on the road." 
"That's because you weren't paying attention," Cu said to me 

as he came into our vague camp with an armload of fire wood. He 
set about clearing brush and making a teepee out of the wood. 
"Fire'll keep the critters away." 

"Ew, I hate critters," Crista said, shivering.  



"You can sleep next to me," Cu offered, licking his lips in a 
less than sensual manner, which made Crista shiver even more.  

"That's okay," she said. "I'll take my chances." 
"Hey, Fractious!" Cu called out to me. "Make yourself useful 

and help me get this fire going. I got me a brace of pigeons to roast 
up." 

"Won't that attract the critters?" I knelt beside him and banged 
two rocks together to make sparks. "And what's a brace?"  

"Eh," Cu said with a typical shrug, unwilling as always to 
answer what he considered to be my stupid questions.  

"Well, I don't want to be eaten," I said, drawing the sword 
from behind my back. "I'm sleeping with this under my pillow 
tonight." 

"You don't have a pillow," Cu reminded me. 
"Oh… Yeah. Right." 
We got the fire going and spitted Cu's two pigeons, which 

apparently made a brace, even though I wasn't sure if that was only 
true of pigeons or if you could have a brace of other things. They 
made a measly meal but at least we all ate a little. Cu even let me 
have some, stating we were out of bread and he hadn't thought to 
buy any in Tara. I knew he was lying when he pulled out a half 
loaf of bread and began munching on it. 

"That's bread," I said. "You said we didn't have any more 
bread." 

Cu looked down at the obvious loaf of bread. "This isn't 
bread," he told me. "It's… salami." 

I smiled, somewhat delighted. "Whatever." 
Cu only continued to eat his bread, breaking off a piece to pass 

off to Crista when she asked for some salami. Later that night, as 
the fire continued to roar, we sat around in companionable silence, 
listening to the rustling in the woods around us. Crista moved 
closer to me, and so did Bob the horse. The ponies shuffled closer 
to Cu, probably finding comfort in someone more their size. The 
rustling grew more and more intense then suddenly the fire went 
out in a whoosh! 

I heard noises as I got to my feet, swinging my sword 
carefully lest I lop off the wrong heads but my valiant efforts didn't 



last long. I heard Cu cussing up a storm then a loud thump then a 
thump like something landing hard on the ground. I heard Crista 
give a tight scream then another thump. Then I heard a thump and 
felt a thump on the top of my head. 



 

chapter 8 

I should have known. I really should have known, but even 
though I'd heeded the warning given me by Lug and his grandmap, 
I still ended up hung upside down on a stick being carried through 
the forest by little men who resembled the half-goat woman I'd 
seen in the orgy city of Tara. I could hear shrieking which may or 
may not have been a foreign language but somebody had hit me so 
hard over the head that things were a little fuzzier than usual. That 
wasn't helping much of anything. That and the fact that my head 
kept hitting the ground as I bobbed and bounced along. 

When I finally was able to get my wits about me, which took a 
while, all things considering, I could see Crista was in the same 
predicament as I was. She was being carried by four large goat 
men. She seemed to be unconscious.  

When I turned my head around as far as it would go, I could 
see Cu also tied to a stick. Behind him, I could just barely make 
out Bob the horse, who was walking with his head hung low, his 
nose brushing the ground. I assumed the two ponies were with him 
but I couldn't see them.  

We bounced and bobbed along for a while, and I listened 
closely to the shrieking dialect of our captors in hopes that I could 
pick out a word or two, but all I could understand was, "Shriek!" 
and "Shloom!" which didn't make much sense to me. After what 
felt like eons to my head, which was filled with blood from being 
upside down for so long and still hitting the ground on occasion, 
the group came to a clearing in the forest which was filled with 
huts made from pine bark and branches.  

The group of goat men dropped me like a ton of bricks, letting 
my head crash to the ground. I tried to rub my head, but the fact 



that my hands were tied together made that impossible. So I rubbed 
my head on the ground to try and regain my senses, but that only 
got dirt in my eyes that I couldn't rub out. With eyes watering like 
fountains, I saw a couple of blurry goat people come to me and cut 
my bindings. 

I shot to my feet, fell over because my feet were still tied but 
managed to yell, "Now, Bob!" 

Bob just stood there, blinking. 
"Damn it," I muttered just before I was surrounded. "Stupid 

horse."  
Amidst shrieking and shlooming, I held up my tied hands, 

trying to make them see that I was unarmed. That didn't seem to 
matter, since they began pointing pointy sticks at me. "What do 
you want from me?" I finally bawled, halfway to sobbing.  

"Don't provoke them," I heard Cu say from behind me. 
I turned, managed to get to my feet and sought refuge behind 

him after a good amount of hopping. "Who are they?" 
"The Goat People," Cu said. 
"Really?" My voice cracked. "Nobody could think up a better 

name for them?" 
"What better name could there be?" he said. "They've got goat 

legs and goat feet and people torsos and people heads with goat 
horns growing out of them. Goat. People."  

Crista decided to come to at that moment. She sat up in the 
dirt, groaning and holding her head.  

"Crista!" I called. "Are you okay?" 
"Aside from a massive headache, I'm fine," she said. Then she 

looked around. "Oh yeah, aside from all these funny goat people 
dancing around me." 

The Goat People were doing just that; dancing around her. 
They were shrieking and shlooming and throwing their hands up in 
the air, and waving their pointy sticks in the air too. Crista 
staggered to her feet, which was easy for her since her feet were 
not tied, and the Goat People all looked up into her face. Then 
suddenly they were all on their knees with their foreheads to the 
ground, circled around her.  

Crista looked at me with wide eyes but all I could do was give 



her the same wide eyed look. One particular Goat Person stood up 
before all the others. He wore a feathery hat on his head and bells 
around his fetlocks? He shloomed at Crista and pointed at her head 
with his pointy stick.  

"What do they want, Cu?" Crista said, as she tried to back 
away from the Goat Person with the stick. "I really don't want to be 
shish kabob." 

Cu listened closely to the shrieking and shlooming of the Goat 
Person, his head cocked and his eyes thoughtful. After a moment, 
he said, "No clue. Sorry!" 

"What do I do?" Crista cried, sounding a bit panicky. 
"Show 'em your boobs!" Cu suggested. 
"Not what do you want me to do!" Crista yelled back, now 

holding up her hands and trying to appear innocent. "What do they 
want me to do?" 

"Do a little dance!" I suggested. 
"What?" 
I did a little demonstration shimmy. 
Crista followed my lead but this only seemed to anger the 

dancing Goat Person and his pointy stick jabbed at her stomach. 
Crista stomped a foot on the ground and reached out to grab the 
stick. She caught hold of it between her tied hands and yanked it 
out of the free hands of the Goat Person who was tormenting her. 
She jabbed back and the Goat Person jumped away, the bells on 
his feet jangling loudly. The other Goat People suddenly jumped to 
their feet and began roaring "Shloom!" at the top of their lungs.  

"Well, hey now!" somebody cried out from somewhere behind 
me. Everybody turned in that direction, including me. A tall, lanky 
man wearing pink stretchy pants and a white silk shirt was 
approaching us with a saunter that was unmistakable flamboyant. 
"Who are these lovely folks you've brought me?" 

The Goat People suddenly stood in orderly fashion, lined up in 
rows with their spines straight and their chins up. The bell-laden 
Goat Person came forward and bowed his head, running through a 
string of animated shrieks. He pointed back over his shoulder at us.  

Crista had joined Cu and me and was standing behind us, 
peeking over my shoulder, although she would have gotten an even 



better view over Cu's shoulder.  
The man in the pink pants flipped his wrist at the bell laden 

Goat Person, who moved out of his way. "I'll see for myself," he 
said as he approached us. "Hey, ya'll." 

"Um, hey?" was my reply.  
"Whatcha all doin' in my neck of the woods?" He stopped 

before us, one hand on his hip and the other stroking his clean 
shaved chin.  

"Wish we knew," I said, deciding it best that I deal with this 
pink panted man. "What are you doing out here?" 

"I live here, silly," he said with a bright smile. "But what are 
you all doin' here?" 

I looked around. "Your…uh…Goat People brought us here." 
"Oh, they like to do that," he said. "Most times they just let 

ya'll go. Sometimes they keep you for dinner." 
I gulped and swallowed. "I'm not sure I want to be dinner." 
"Oh, don't worry about that!" Pink Pants said with a flick of 

his wrist. "I only let them eat the Tuatha Dé. Not humans. I see so 
few of my own people out here." 

Cu gulped and swallowed.  
Pink Pants laughed, a high squeal. "If you're with them, you 

don't have to worry about a thing. We'll have roast duck and caviar 
tonight!" He put two fingers to his mouth and made a loud kissing 
sound before flinging his fingers into the air.  

"Um," I said.  
Pink Pants sauntered up to us and held out a hand. "I'm Roger. 

Roger Valentine." He put the other hand to the side of his mouth 
and whispered, "That's my stage name. What's yours?" 

"Um," I said again, "I don't have a stage name." 
"Silly! What do your friends call you?" he said, still standing 

there, holding out his hand". 
"Um," I said. 
Crista took initiative and stepped out from behind me. "I'm 

Crista Himmelmen," she said, extending her hand. Roger took it 
and gave it a flippant shake. "This is Guy Fractious and Cu of the 
Tuatha Dé." 

"Guy?" Roger repeated. "Seriously? Your name is Guy?" 



I rolled my eyes and said, "It's come in handy." 
"Whatever," Roger said. "I'll call you…" He rubbed his chin. 

"Eh, Guy is fine." 
"So," Crista said, "what are you doing here?" 
"I live here," Roger said with a laugh. "I already told ya. I. 

Live. Here." 
"But why do you live here?" 
Roger opened his arms wide. "What better place?!" 
The Goat People, who had been idling around, scratching their 

heads, suddenly came to life and gave a ragged, shlooming cheer.  
"They like you," Roger said with a wink. "Come on, people. 

Are ya hungry?" 
Cu, Crista and I looked uncertainly at each other. In the end, 

we shrugged and followed Roger, who appeared to be the divine 
leader of the Goat People. Tell ya the truth, I really had no idea 
what was going on. 

* * * * 

We sat on the ground around a large bonfire. The Goat People, 
danced chanted and shloomed in some kind of sing song that only 
Roger Valentine understood. He bobbed his head back and forth to 
the tune and hummed along. Cu, Crista and I just stared at each 
other. Soon, a couple of female Goat People wearing long, flowing 
gowns appeared bearing trays of food.  

"Eat up, folks," Roger said as we were handed plates. "You 
must be staaaarving." 

I picked at my food, unsure if it was safe, but when I saw Cu 
eating, I felt okay about it and began to gobble down whatever it 
was filled my plate. Roger said something about roasted duck and 
caviar, but I could only assume. The pile of slop on my plate didn't 
look much like roasted duck and caviar. Whatever it was, it was 
better than flour paste by quite a bit. 

"So how did you end up here?" I heard Crista ask Roger.  
"Oh, there's a couple portals into this place," Roger said, 

dabbing at his mouth with a white, linen napkin. "I just stepped 
through one in Pennsylvania, right into the middle of the fertility 
festival. Quite by accident, actually. I wandered around and found 



this place." He gave a giggle.  
"I found these little guys in the middle of their orgy. Just 

think, a hundred or so little Goat People fucking and humping in 
the fields to help fertilize the crops. Then I came out of the woods 
and BANG! They worship me. Just like that!" He gave his fingers 
a snap for emphasis.  

"They worship you?" I repeated. 
"They worship me." he said. "Isn't that something? Me!" 

Grinning fit to split, he slapped himself in the chest. "I'm a god!" 
"Holy crap," I muttered, with a mouthful of food. 
"Got that right!" Roger hollered. 
A Goat Woman brought him a hollowed out gourd from which 

he pulled a cork and took a long swallow. She bowed low and 
honked something at him before retreating. 

"Thanks, Marcie." Roger said, holding the gourd out to me. 
"Anybody want some potato vodka?" 

"Um." I didn't see any potatoes around. 
Cu, who didn't seem concerned that there were no potatoes 

around, darted in and grabbed the gourd. He yanked it from 
Roger's hands and took a long drink. He wiped his mouth then 
passed the gourd on to me. I took an experimental sip before 
guzzling and passing it on .  

Crista shook her head and turned up her nose. Roger took back 
his gourd and drank some more.  

"Good stuffs," he said with a laugh. "Anybody want any 
more?" 

Cu and I shook our heads.  
"Marcie!" Roger hollered. 
"Does anybody ever not yell around here?" I muttered.  
Marcie reappeared, trotting over on her short, furry legs. She 

bowed her horned head and took back the gourd. She babbled 
something in Goat Person lingo to which Roger nodded with a 
smile. 

"There's more food, if ya'll are still hungry," our pink-panted 
host said.  

I held out my plate for more. How could I resist roast duck 
and caviar, if that was indeed what we were eating. 



It was a fun night. Roger taught us to dance in Goat People 
style, jumping around in circles and waving our arms in the air. He 
taught us a few words in their language too, even though I doubted 
any of them would come in very handy unless we met other Goat 
People while strolling through the woods. We danced and drank 
more and more potato vodka, which is probably what led to what 
happened next. 

I was having a dance with Crista after having dragged her 
away from our new friend, Roger. I was decently drunk and having 
a good time. Roger swore in colorful terms when I cut in, but he let 
me have her. I put my arms around her waist and spun her in a 
dizzy circle while the Goat People whirled and twirled all around 
us.  

They'd long since brought out a couple of drums and Pan 
pipes, which were more than appropriate, and were playing the 
theme song to the Love Boat. Roger said he'd taught it to them 
when he first got there.  

Roger had been there a long, long time. He just didn't know it 
yet.  

So, we danced around in something that was more or less a 
circle but might have been a polyhedron. We weaved a bit due to 
copious amounts of potato vodka for me and something that 
resembled wine, but definitely was not wine because the Goat 
People had no grapes, for Crista. She said she enjoyed the 
fruitiness of her drink and I enjoyed the potato-i-ness of mine. 
Good stuff.  

Good times. 
Then we fell down. 
We tripped, or I should say, I tripped over the feet of some 

Goat Person who was already drunk and out cold in a heap on the 
ground. I fell backwards strategically so Crista would land on top 
of me. I just didn't want her to get hurt, and that's the honest truth. 
It was the gentlemanly thing to do. So, I landed hard on my back, 
and had the wind knocked from my lungs in the process. She 
landed hard on my chest, laughing. My back protested the fall and 
my lungs protested her weight until I rolled her laughing self off of 
me and sat up, rubbing the base of my spine.  



"Are you okay?" she said through her giggles.  
"Nothing more vodka won't cure.  
Crista helped me to my feet and staggered a bit, leaning 

against me for support. She waited until I got my breath then 
surprised me with a big, wet kiss on the lips. She held that for just 
a few seconds before pulling away, looking embarrassed and 
turning a multitude of shades of red. "Sorry," she said, hiding her 
face behind her hands.  

She tasted of sweet wine that probably wasn't wine, since the 
Goat People had no grapes, and no caviar, I later discovered, so I 
have no idea what we had been eating for dinner.  

No kidding.  
I wanted more, but restrained myself for all of ten seconds as I 

stood and stared at her through my drunken eyes. Then I darted in 
and kissed her myself, one hand on the back of her neck so she 
wouldn't get away. She didn't try to run like every other girl had 
ever done throughout the entirety of my life. Besides, she'd kissed 
me first.  

We stood there, arms around each other and lips locked 
together until Cu came up behind me, stood on a stool, and hit me 
over the head with his ever present bright green top hat.  

Thwack! 
Crista pulled away from me and again hid her face behind her 

hand. "Oh my gosh!" she yelled. She turned and ran inside one of 
the huts that I knew belonged to the women folk. Roger had 
already told us that the Goat People had separate quarters for the 
unmarried women and the unmarried men, just to keep such things 
from happening until the fertility festivals occurred. According to 
him, that was about twenty different times during the year.  

"What'd you do that for?" I bellowed at Cu, who was now 
almost my height since he was standing on a stool.  

"Hate to break up the party," he said, "But we have a job to 
do." 

"Hey, it is not my fault that we ended up here," I said, 
stomping my foot. 

"It's not my fault either," Cu said. "But we have a wizard to 
kill, and I'll not have you going all soft and gaga over that girl." 



"I wasn't going soft and gaga," I said firmly. "I was all soft 
and gaga before I even met Crista."  

"You kissed her!" he said. 
"That doesn't make me soft and gaga," I said. 
"But you kissed her!" 
"You would have, too, if she'd kissed you first," I said with a 

pout. I was disappointed that our kiss had ended so soon. I really 
wanted her to come back. 

"You really think she's into you?" Cu said, nodding his chin in 
the direction Crista had disappeared in. "You really think she likes 
you? She's drunk and so are you. There's nothing here but a couple 
of drunken human beings who find sexual interest in each other 
because they are the only two human beings here." He glanced at 
Roger, who was dancing circles with his gal pal Marcie.  

"He ain't human," Cu added, pointing at Roger. 
"He is too," I protested, crossing my arms over my chest. 

"He's just gay." 
"Gay?" Cu repeated. 
"Yeah, gay. Don't you guys have that here?" 
Cu seemed to have no idea what I was talking about. "What's 

that?" 
"It's when a dude likes a dude, or a girl likes a girl… And 

they… You know…" I made a lewd gesture. 
"Oh, that." Cu said. "Here we just call that normal. Anyway, 

you aren't her type. She's looking for a hero, somebody who can 
save her life. You're a weak, stupid human being with one mission 
and one mission only. I can't have you going all soft and gaga over 
that girl." 

"I! Was! Not!" I stamped both my feet in a mini tantrum. "I 
don't feel anything for her. I'm here to kill your damned wizard so I 
can go back home and you'll buy me my big house in Beverly Hills 
with a butler. Which I haven't forgotten about, by the way, and will 
still hold you to when we get done with this stupid task. I don't like 
that girl. She just popped in unannounced and just happens to 
know me from the bank. She's just a stupid girl with some kind of 
stupid infatuation and she should keep her lips to herself. She's just 
some girl.  



"That's it! Now get off my case!" 
Cu was silent for a moment before he whispered, "Damn." 
I should have known. Things like this always end like this. 
Crista was standing right behind me.  
I turned around and saw tears in her eyes. She gave a sob and 

rushed away into the woods. Her cries trailed her in the darkness. 
Roger came over to us with a fearful look in his own eyes. 

"What have you gone and done to her?" He stood there with 
hands on hips. 

"Nothing. I--" 
"Well you done something, Fractious. " Roger slapped me 

across the face. "How dare you hurt a sweet little thing like her. 
Now she gone and run off and she's gonna get eaten. You don't 
know what kinds of things are out there. Things that'll eat you, 
probably slowly." 

"I thought that was you guys," Cu pointed first at the Goat 
People, who had stopped their dancing, then back in the direction 
Crista had run. 

"No, that's not us." Roger said. "We don't eat people slowly. 
Hey, Brian! Get your men together and let's go make sure nothing 
eats her. Come on, fellas." A group of Goat People surged out from 
the dance circle and followed Roger into the woods, each bearing a 
torch and a pointy stick. 

I stood rubbing the sore spot on my face where Roger had 
struck me.  

"Now look what you did," Cu said, taking off his bright green 
top hat. 

I obediently bent down and let him whack me with it. I 
deserved as much, if not more. I felt like the stupid fool everybody 
was always making me out to be, and only now did I see why 
people always called me that. 



 

chapter 9 

The next morning, I was nursing a hangover I didn't expect 
and feeding my friend Bob an apple, Cu came over to me.  

He had a pack over his shoulder. "Ready to go?" he said with a 
weary smile. 

I nodded. Bob nudged my shoulder and nipped at my hair. 
"Stop that," I said quietly to him.  

He did.  
"I'm ready."  
"Your girlfriend is staying here with Roger," Cu told me. 
"Yeah, that's what I expected she'd do." I paused, then added, 

"No big." 
Cu punched my upper thigh, which was as high as he could 

reach. "When you come back a big hero, she'll look at you 
differently. You'll see." 

"You think I'm going to come back a hero?" 
Cu shrugged. 
"Who are you and what have you done with the Cu I know, 

the one who hates me so severely?" 
Cu looked around, glancing at the people going about their 

goat business. "Come on, Fractious," he said. "And if you get to 
ride that horse, then so do I." 

We made a quick decision to leave the ponies with the Goat 
People, after Roger promised they wouldn't be eaten. We'd make 
better time without them, and, after being assured that they would 
not become food, the ponies weren't too upset about it. We waved 
goodbye to our new friends and left, lacking one. Crista didn't even 
come out of the women's hut to say 'bye to us. I felt bad, but I'd 
feel worse if I never made it back to apologize to her for being 



such a dope. So I vowed to make it a point to live so I could come 
back.  

Bob the horse conveyed both Cu and me through the forest, 
following a nearly unseen pathway back to the road we'd been on 
before being accosted and goat-napped by Goat People. Bob also 
conveyed our packs without any protest whatsoever. My pony 
would have been whining and complaining the entire time, as was 
his nature. I had certainly grown to like my pony, but I liked Bob a 
whole lot better. Bob was less inclined to protest anything. 

Cu rode behind me, hanging on to my waist for dear life as I 
kept Bob to a slow walk. It was a long fall for a Tuatha Dé from 
Bob's back to the ground below, so I didn't blame him for holding 
on. Our packs hung over Bob's shoulders, tied together with rope, 
and my sword swung lazily from my hip. We didn't talk much, and 
we all knew we still had a long way to go. I was brooding. Cu was 
thinking.  

Finally, he said, "You know, you certainly are living up to 
your name." 

"Guy?" I muttered. 
"No." 
"Can't be Alamode," I grumbled. "I'm more out of the fashion 

than in it." 
"No. Fractious. You're irritable, touchy and always 

complaining." 
"I'm not complaining now." 
"And you tend to be troublesome," Cu said.  
"Trouble has a way of finding me," I said. "And what are you? 

A walking thesaurus?" 
"Quite possibly," Cu said. 
I snorted, a sound Bob echoed just for fun. I leaned forward 

and rubbed him between his ears. 
"Hey, stop that!" Cu yelled from behind me as I lifted him off 

his butt. 
"Sorry," I said, sitting back down properly. "Forgot you were 

there." 
"How could you? Oh, never mind." 
"Hey, Cu?" 



"What?" he grumbled. 
I laughed. "Heh, heycu. Now you're a Chinese poem." 
"What in all hell is wrong with you, Fractious?" Cu belted in 

my ear.  
My head rang for a moment then I just sighed. "I think I might 

like her," I said. 
"Who? Marcie?" 
I snorted laugher and was once again echoed by Bob, just for 

fun. "No, Crista." 
"What's she like, in real life?" 
"Crista?" 
Cu jabbed me in the ribs. "No, Crista." 
"Oh, Crista," I said to which I received yet another jab. "I 

dunno. I know she hates kids. Which is fine. I don't much like 'em 
either. She works at the bank where I used to work. She's nice. She 
fucks like nobody's business." I paused, lost in thought then added, 
"I saw that much when she was with that Ken dude." 

"Fractious?" 
"Hhm?" 
"I might have been wrong about you," Cu said. 
I tried to look at him over my shoulder and failed. "Wrong 

how?" 
"You aren't an asshole," he said. "At least, not completely." 
"Ah, thanks Cu." I said, feeling all girly inside. "You're not so 

bad yourself." 
"Okay, that's enough." 
"Good," I said quickly.  
We were quiet for a while, riding comfortably along on Bob's 

bare back, two pairs of balls bouncing up and down his horse spine 
and getting bruised along the way. 

I tried not to think about Crista. I tried not to think about a lot 
of things, but I found I was regretting the things I had said. I had 
been drunk and sometimes I don't think when I'm drunk. I don't 
think much when I'm sober either, but that's a different kind of not 
thinking. Like spending days in the park trying to catch what I 
thought at the time was a leprechaun but turned out to be a Tuatha 
Dé.Like agreeing in the first place to go find this Amergin whosie, 



all for a house in Beverly Hills and a butler.  
What did I know about killing a wizard? I could do as Lug 

suggested and throw peaches at his head, but what good would that 
do me? All it would probably do was make Amergin even angrier 
and he'd lob something even worse back at me, like stones or 
perhaps prunes. Lobbing peaches… What was I thinking? 

I wanted to go home. I had no job, probably had no apartment 
and I certainly had no friends. But I wanted to be back in New 
York. I knew New York. I understood it. I even liked it. I wanted to 
smell the subway and hear the crazies. I wanted to hail a cab or try 
not to get hit by a bus. I wanted a curbside hot dog really, really 
bad. I wanted to see a movie starring anyone but Tom Cruise. It 
was bad enough that the man was on the money here. I wanted 
more and more.  

But what I really wanted was Crista. 
"Damn it," I swore under my breath. "Fuck. Shit. Bitch. 

Asshole. Dickwad. Reamer." I went on and on, going through cuss 
words that hadn't been bad words until I decided to add them to my 
list. At the end, I called myself a wallie, although I had no idea 
what that meant only that it was some British swear and decided I 
was done. I passed a hand over my brow, exhausted by the effort. 

"That was pleasant," Cu said from behind me. "You left out 
snogger and shyster." 

"What's a shyster?" I said. 
Cu was probably raising an eyebrow at me, but I couldn't see 

him so I just assumed. He didn't answer me, anyway.  
"I should never have come here," I said to Cu, and to Bob, 

who had his ears pricked back, listening intently. 
"You didn't come here," Cu said. "I dragged you. Remember?" 
"I guess," I said. 
"Look, Fractious, could you just forget about last night and 

think about the task at hand?" 
"Okay," I mumbled. 
"This isn't just your love life at stake here," Cu said seriously. 

"This is my world. And yours. Have you forgotten?" 
"No," I said. "It's just… I'm a jerk." 
"Yes, but use that to defeat Amergin. Then we'll go back to 



Roger and the Goat People, pick up your chick and I might even 
hold up my end of the bargain and buy you a house in Beverly 
Hills." 

"Swimming pools, movie stars," I said dreamily. "And it was 
Mac said he'd buy me a house in Beverly Hills, not you." 

Cu didn't answer me. So I kicked Bob into a trot and got on a 
little faster. I could feel Cu clinging to me like a very large burr, 
his body bouncing against mine as we rode. I wasn't afraid that 
he'd fall off. I was more afraid of getting back to the Goat People 
and discovering that Crista was no longer there. 

* * * * 

We made a camp that night in a large, overly green meadow. 
Cu built a fire by use of his teepee method, which he was very 
good at. He sat beside it, looking smugly at his creation, as if he 
invented the thing or something. I couldn't tell what was on his 
mind and I'm not sure that I much cared. I just sat on an old, 
hollow log, listening to the beetles scurrying around in its interior 
and sharpening my sword with a whetstone given us by Tat the 
sword maker. The sound of the stone against the blade was 
somehow soothing, not unlike listening to the tunes of AC/DC. I 
closed my eyes at times and just listened to the scraping. Not that I 
really knew what I was doing.  

"So," I said to Cu later, as I was examining my whetstone 
work on the blade. Looked pretty good considering I'd never done 
that before. "How much longer 'til we reach Black Mountain?" 

"We should reach the base of it tomorrow evening." 
"That soon?" 
Cu shrugged. "That's what Roger told me." 
"Oh." 
"I've never been there before, remember?" 
"Guess so," I mumbled.  
"You really are a downer, Fractious," Cu said. "You know, I 

fell in love with a girl once." 
"You did?" I leaned forward, intrigued. 
"Yeah," he said, licking his chops like a hungry , shaggy dog. 

"Remember that girl that was humping the wooden post back in 



Tara?" 
"Yeah," I said drawing the word out. 
"Her," Cu said dreamily, eyes towards the sky, his chin resting 

in his hand. "Wow, she was quite the looker. Doing the nasty with 
that pole and all. She had it going on." He clapped his hands 
together to emphasize his point. 

"You never even talked to her," I said. 
"So? Who says you have to talk to be in love?" 
I laughed. "I certainly would have been better off as a mute." 
Bob the horse snorted laughter, leaning over my shoulder to 

nip at my shirt.  
"Are you hungry again?" I said.  
Bob nodded, brown eyes eager.  
I dug in the nearest pack and produced a bright, red apple. 

"Here you go."  
Bob took said apple and devoured it on the spot, tossing it 

back like a shot of tequila.  
"That should hold you over for another ten minutes," I said as 

Bob went off to nibble on some of that overly green meadow grass. 
"So anyway," I said, getting back to Cu. "You never even talked to 
her, how do you even know what she's like?" 

"Don't matter," Cu said. "If a girl can hump like that, she don't 
need anything else." 

I shook my head. I could believe it. I decided to change the 
subject. "So, do you have any idea what we'll find when we reach 
Black Mountain? Will there be guards? A wall? Elephants 
maybe?" 

"Definitely be guards at the gate," Cu said, "Which must mean 
there's a wall somewhere. I don't know about elephants, though. 
We don't even have those here." 

"You don't have elephants?" I said in disbelief. "How can you 
live without elephants?" 

"We manage," Cu said. "And I've heard tell that the guards are 
dumb fucks." 

"Who told you that?" 
"Roger," he said. 
"You believed him? He wears stretchy pink pants." 



Cu raised an eyebrow. "And that's a reason not to believe 
him?" 

"Reason enough for me," I muttered, wondering what Roger 
and Crista were up to at that very moment. 

Cu rolled his eyes. "Either way, there will be a fight. Think 
you're up to it?" 

"What have I got to lose?" I said. "My life ain't worth much 
anyway." 

In the open meadow, with Bob the horse standing as a lazy 
lookout, Cu and I fell asleep. Nothing came to kidnap us and 
nothing ate us slowly at any time during the entire night. Bob even 
fell asleep, for which I reprimanded him later, but not too harshly 
since we lived through the night anyway. With that night out of the 
way, we began to make our way to the base of Black Mountain. 

We made it there at midday. 
"I thought you said we'd be there at evening time," I said to Cu 

as he peered around my back, still clinging to my waist. Bob 
bobbed his head in agreement with my statement.  

"I didn't reckon on the horse," Cu said. 
"We had Bob yesterday," I pointed out. 
"Details," Cu said. 
Black Mountain lived up to its name. 
It was stark black.  
I stared up at it, at its pointy peaks and its rounded tops. Some 

peaks were even so high that they had snow on them and even 
some more were shrouded in white, fluffy clouds. But it wasn't 
really a mountain so much as a mountain range. Black Mountain 
wasn't even the tallest peak but it was still black in color. The rest 
of the mountain range had pretty green shadings and nice green 
trees.  

"Why is that one mountain black?" I said as we stood there, 
staring like fools. 

"Because it's Black Mountain." 
"But why is it black?" 
Cu jabbed me in the ribs with a pointy elbow. "We need to get 

there," he said, pointing past me to a spot about half way up the 
mountainside. 



"And how do we go about doing that?" I said, looking along 
the line of his finger to an even blacker place on the mountainside.  

"I'm sure there's a path," Cu said. 
"How sure?" 
"Oh, about ten percent." 
I snorted. "That's not very sure." 
"It is in my world," Cu said. 
"Not in mine." 
Cu kicked Bob's ribs with his heels and the horse got moving, 

making a grumbling noise deep in his chest. His chestnut coat was 
coated with dust from the ride we'd taken that day. I could tell he 
wasn't feeling as handsome as he normally was, but then again, I 
wasn't looking my best either. As we made our way to a trailhead 
at the very base of the mountainside, I thought about this stuff. I 
hadn't had a shower in a while and I probably stank to high heaven, 
but I couldn't smell myself. I didn't know if that made it worse or 
better. Cu didn't stink any more than he usually did. He'd smelled 
like Cu since the day he'd dragged me into his tree and into his 
world to have me sent on this quest to kill a wizard. 

It was the smell of Crista I missed the most. Sure, there was 
the lingering scent of Ken on her and now probably the scent of a 
goat or possibly, if miracles occurred, of Roger. She smelled of the 
earth, but in a good way.  

I missed her, even though I had only just met her, really. I'd 
known her at work, but that didn't make us friends. That didn't 
even make us acquaintances. The most she ever said to me at the 
bank was, "Have you seen my calculator?" or "Something in this 
room makes me itch and it might be you." Stuff like that.  

With Black Mountain and Amergin the wizard/sorcerer/druid 
priest dude looming before me, I knew I had to forget about Crista. 
I didn't even know how I felt about her anyway. I liked her, sure. 
She was pretty and smelled nice. That didn't mean I was in love 
with her. No straight man alive would pass up the chance to fuck 
her if he was single and able and she was the same. She was sweet, 
kind and caring. What else could I ask for? 

"You're drooling." 
I snapped back to life. I glanced around to discover that we 



were about halfway up the mountainside already, approaching the 
point Cu had pointed at a whole lot sooner than I thought we 
would. "Are we there already?" 

"Almost," Cu said. "Another fifteen minutes or so and we 
should reach a gate of some kind." 

"You really have no idea what you're doing, do you?" 
I felt Cu shake his head from his perch behind me on Bob.  
"Don't we need a plan? An idea? Something that resembles a 

plan maybe?" 
"Sure," Cu said. "Already have one in mind." 



 

chapter 10 

I'm not much of an acrobat but I can stand on my head. That is 
about the limit of my ability. So there I was, standing on my head 
in front of a thick, wooden gate with brass nail heads and big 
knockers, while Bob and Cu hid out behind a rocky outcrop. 

My feet were stuck up in the air, waggling about every now 
and then so I could keep my balance. Blood was rushing to my 
head and I was secretly wishing that I was hanging upside down 
from a stick and listening to the shrieking and shlooming of the 
Goat People instead of trying to storm the gate of a wizard's 
hideout by myself. 

"What else can you do?" someone yelled from a walkway that 
was above me on either side of the door.  

"That's about it!" I called back. "Come on! Every king needs a 
jester!" 

"We don't!" called back the guard. "You're a sucky jester, 
anyway. And we don't even have a king!" 

"Well, every prince, princess, king queen, druid, sage, Son of 
Heaven and Yang di-Pertuan Agong needs a jester!" 

Two men were conversing above me. I heard one say, "Hey, 
we have a druid." before the other one called down, "Let me see 
you dance." 

I fell over backwards. I'd stood on my head all through our 
entire conversation, which was a feat in itself. After untangling my 
arms from my legs, I shook my head to get rid of the blood rush 
and did a little dance. I hummed a little tune and bopped around, 
kicked up my heels and twisted around like the dope I often think 
of myself to be. I could hear the occasional snort of laughter from 
Cu's hiding place and even Bob gave a horsey laugh that nobody 
seemed to hear. I rolled my eyes and continued to do my dance. I 



hoped it was enough. 
"Now sing me a song." the man on the wall yelled, leaning 

over to get a better view.  
"Seriously?" I said, stopping my dance, which actually might 

have been more of a fidget. 
"Yeah. Sing me a song." 
I sighed. "What song?" 
The two on the wall conferred again. "'Tequila'." 
"Now I know you're insane," I said to myself. I cleared my 

throat, looked up at them and began to hum the tune to the old 
song by The Champs, yelling, "Tequila!" whenever appropriate. 
After I'd yelled said word a grand total of three times, the guards 
fell down laughing. "Can I come in now?" I said, after taking what 
I thought was a well deserved bow. 

"Yes," said the one who'd been giving me instructions on how 
to prove myself worthy of the title of jester. "You can come in 
now." 

I let my arms hang limply at my sides and hung my head 
because even though I'd succeeded, I wasn't crazy about getting us 
inside. I gave an imperceptible thumbs up to Cu and Bob then 
waited patiently as the two guards climbed off their wall and 
opened the massive gate to let me pass. "Thanks, dudes."  

The two men who let me in were unfortunately my height and 
size. I was wishing that they were as small as they appeared up on 
the heights. I could have easily dealt with two Tuatha Dé. Instead, 
I was faced with two humans. Fighting them to the death had been 
the plan, but I just calmly walked past the gates and watched as 
they closed behind me. Only then did I realize that I was on my 
own in this. I'd left Cu and Bob behind and I had no idea how to 
get them in. And I had no idea what the hell I was doing. 

Then an idea came to me. 
"Hey, fellas?" I said to the guards who were getting ready to 

lead me into the interior of the mountain. 
"Sup?" the first one said. 
"I left my friend and my horse out there. Can they come too?" 
"Can they sing and dance?" 
"My horse can," I said with bright eyes. 



"Sure," the first guard said. "Hey, Anu. Go let the guy's friend 
and his horse in." 

Anu nodded and went to the gate, which stood three feet 
behind us. He opened it for me and I stuck my head out. 

"Hey, Bob!" I called. Bob whinnied and ran to me, looking for 
yet another apple. I gave him a pat on the nose instead. 
Disappointment showed on his face.  

"Is it safe?" Cu said from his hiding spot. 
"Yeah. This here's Anu and… I didn't get your name." I said to 

the other guard. 
"I'm Anu," the first guard said. 
"Oh," I said curtly. "Really?" 
"Yeah, it was easier to call us all by the same name. You get 

used to it," said Anu the first.  
"Okay," I said. "This is Anu," I said, pointing, then, "This is 

Anu," and pointed to the other Anu.  
"Welcome," said Anu.  
I could see that this was going to be very confusing. 

* * * * 

Cu and Bob followed along behind Anu and Anu and myself. 
We came across a few other guards, standing in seemingly random 
places in the hallways. Anu and Anu addressed each as Anu and 
there were friendly nods all around. We didn't get introduced but if 
we had, I would have been sure to inform each that we were not 
among the Anus, that we had other names, although I might have 
thought twice about giving them mine.  

I felt a little uneasy, hanging out inside of Amergin's hideaway 
deep within the mountain's stony interior. The whole damned thing 
was cut right from the rock. The walls were rock. The ceilings 
were rock. The furniture was rocks. Even the beds were rock. 
Rock. Everywhere you turned. It was all very gray. 

I took notice that Cu had left his bright green top hat back in 
the woods, somewhere along with my sword. Leaving behind the 
bright green top hat I understood. It would give away his position 
as one of the king's guards. That wouldn't do. We were in enough 
trouble as it was. Letting Amergin know who we were was not the 



brightest of ideas. The sword would have been a comfort in my 
hand.  

How was I supposed to kill an evil wizard without a sword? 
Bare hands? Sharp edged spoon? My wit? 

Down hallway after hallway we went, following the Anus 
obediently, having no idea what lay at the end of route. Finally we 
reached the end of the route. The last corridor opened up into a 
huge dining hall, complete with long tables and long benches. It 
looked like it came out of a Harry Potter movie. I waited for only a 
moment before Dumbledore came ambling out, staff in hand. I 
wondered what house I was going to be sorted into then I realized 
he didn't have a hat. 

"Greetings, friends!" the man who looked way too much like 
Dumbledore boomed, his voice carrying throughout the halls 
beyond us. He was tall, having at least four inches over me. He had 
long white hair and a long white beard to match. Said beard hung 
to his waist and had a couple of small beads strategically woven 
into it. His long robe was a dusky crimson color and it brushed the 
floor when he moved. It was sashed with a length of rope. His feet 
appeared bare. The top of his head was bare but hair sprouted from 
the back of his head, so long that it reached his waist.  

This apparently was Amergin. I couldn't fathom who else it 
would be.  

He walked towards us, his robe swishing quietly. "My Anus 
tells me that you are to be my new court jester. Goody!" 

I started and he noticed. 
"Does that surprise you?" 
"What?" I said. 
"Did you not volunteer to be my court jester?" 
"Uh," was all I could think of to say. After a moment, I 

answered, "Yes?" 
"I am Amergin." He placed his palm flat on his chest. "Please 

give me your names." 
I glanced over at my two companions. "Well, " I said, "This is 

Bob."  
The horse was curiously eyeing the wizard, probably 

wondering where he could get a red robe like that.  



"Take a bow, Bob," I said after lifting an eyebrow.  
Bob obediently got down on one knee and put his nose to the 

ground. His black mane fell over his eyes. He rose and shook his 
head, tossing his elegant hair. He blew out a quiet breath and 
winked at me with one big, brown eye.  

"Did that horse just wink?" Amergin asked in surprise, 
pointing at Bob. 

"Uh, all part of the act?" I shook myself and pointed at Cu. 
"This is Cu." 

"Cu?" 
"Cu," repeated Cu. 
"Cu," Amergin said one more time. "And what do you do, 

Cu?" He seemed to like saying my little friend's name, which I 
concluded by the grin that spread from one of his floppy ear lobes 
to the other. 

Cu looked at me but I could do nothing but shrug and hope he 
was a fast thinker.  

"I… uh," Cu said. "I cook." 
"You cook?" 
"I cook." Cu seemed to be getting a knack for repeating things.  
"What do you cook?" 
"Uh… food?" He looked to me for help, for once. 
Amergin didn't seem to need anything more than that one 

word answer. "Splendid!" He clasped his hands together in glee. "I 
had to kill my last cook. He was no good at making cobbler. Can 
you make cobbler?" 

Cu sputtered, then said, "Uh, sure." 
"Wonderful!" Amergin squealed, appearing delighted. "My 

life is incomplete without a good cobbler." He turned his attention 
to me. "And your name, good jester?" 

"Guy," I said, pronouncing it properly, as I always did, to 
make sure others did so, as well. I'd hate to make a mistake and 
have someone start calling me a male of the species. 

Amergin wanted more, which I expected yet hated to disclose. 
"That's it?" 

"You were fine with just Cu," I said. "And Bob." 
"Bob doesn't need a last name. He's a fuckin' horse. And I 



have yet to meet one of the little people who has a last name, so I 
wasn't expecting one from my new cook. You, on the other hand, 
are obviously human. I consider myself human." He beamed at the 
idea and smiled proudly. "My last name is Smith. Now tell me 
yours." 

"Smith?" Cu repeated, apparently having very much gotten the 
hang of repeating, yet wanting to keep on practicing.  

"Smith." Amergin nodded his head once in Cu's direction. "I 
needed a general name." 

"Oh," said Cu. "So where ya from?"  
"Smithsville, North Carolina," he said, with obvious pride. 
Cu smothered his laughter, then muttered, "Yeah, Smith won't 

give anything away," which Amergin thankfully did not hear.  
I only gave him a look. 
"Your full name please, sir," Amergin said to me.  
I swallowed, but I had nothing to lose. "Guy Alamode 

Fractious."  
Amergin burst into a fit of laughter. His guffaws filled the hall 

and bounced off the stone walls, rebounding off the eardrums of 
myself and my companions. Amergin ended up holding his sides 
and stomach, rolling on the floor and laughing his ass off. 

"Serious?" Amergin said five minutes later, after he'd 
recovered from his fit. "You're kidding, right? Please tell me you 
are kidding!" Red-faced, he snickered and snorted while awaiting 
my answer.  

"My mother was French."  
Amergin apparently thought this was just as funny as my 

name and once again began to laugh like a madman. "Obviously 
you're French.," he said when he finished, once again pointing a 
bony finger at me.  

"It wasn't meant to be funny," I kicked the toe of my shoe in 
the dust.  

"But it is!"  
I bowed my head as I heard the Anus begin to finally join in 

on the fun, giving strange little giggles at random intervals while 
their boss went nuts with laughter. It apparently took them a while 
to get the joke but once they got it, they began to laugh just as hard 



as their boss. Though, I actually doubt they ever got it; they just 
wanted it to look like they did. Is my name really that funny, 
anyway?  

After a half hour, Amergin finally managed to compose 
himself. He ran his hands over his bald head and through the long 
hair that grew on the back of his head and down his spine. I had to 
kick Cu to rouse him from where he'd fallen asleep on the floor. 
Bob was dozing on his feet, as horses do, but he woke when I 
cleared my throat.  

Amergin did the same, cleared his throat, I mean, and faced 
me, smoothing out his robes and untangling his beard. "So, Guy. 
Show me what you can do." He couldn't suppress a giggle. 

I stood on my head. 
"That's it?" 
I got up and shrugged. "Was good enough for your guards." 
One of the Anus who had been at the gate piped up with, "He 

can sing and dance, too!" 
I rolled my eyes in his general direction.  
"True?" Amergin said, looking at me with wide and eager 

eyes. 
"Er," was my response. 
"Well then, sing. Dance. Do a little jig. You aren't entertaining 

me by standing there, although if you tell me your name again, I'll 
laugh my ass off. But I want more. A jester must be able to 
entertain, right?" 

"I guess so." I began my little dance. I twisted and turned, 
shook my butt and kicked out my legs, and did an adlibbed hokey 
pokey for good measure. While doing this, I sang "Joy to the 
World." Not the holy religious version. I don't think Amergin 
would have gone for that version very much. I was singing the one 
Three Dog Night made famous. I went all the way through the 
song, doing my little ditty and humming during the piano solo. It 
was kinda fun. When it was all over, I though perhaps I really was 
cut out to be a jester.  

Ambergin put a hand to his bearded chin, and with the other 
hand waggled a finger at me. "So, if Jeremiah was a bullfrog and a 
friend of yours, but you never understood him, how did you cross 



the language barrier? Just how did you get to be friends?" 
I wasn't exactly sure how I was supposed to answer that, so I 

said, "We met in a bar?" 
"You met at a bar? Over a glass of wine, correct?" 
"Uh, yes?" 
"Hum," he said, still pulling at his chin. "What was he like, 

this Jeremiah?" 
"Oh," I said, thinking. "He was a good frog. Polite. Liked 

Cher. You know. Typical frog stuff. Though he wouldn't turn into 
a prince if you kissed him." 

"You tried?" Amergin said. "Was he a terribilis frog?" 
"Uh…?" I said again. 
"A terribilis frog," Amergin repeated. "You do know that only 

the terribilis frog turns into a prince when you kiss it, though 
nobody has ever tried because the terribilis frog is highly 
poisonous. One touch and you're dead as a doornail. Nobody has 
ever gotten to the kissing phase because when they try to pick the 
frog up, they die. So you must not have tried since you are still 
alive and standing before me. You didn't, right? Try and kiss him?" 

I shook my head in disgust, and said quickly, "I didn't. My 
friend did though. She… uh, picked up the frog then died. She was 
very disappointed when she died." 

"I don't blame her," Amergin said. "Being disappointed, I 
mean, not dying. She had no choice in that matter." He 
straightened suddenly, clasped his hands before him, and said, "So, 
Mr. Fractious. You can sing and dance. You can stand on your 
head. And since your friend says he can make cobbler, you all can 
stay. You do need to learn a few more tricks, Guy. I think your 
horse friend, Bob knows more tricks then you do." 

Bob gave a delighted and proud snort.  
"Okay." I managed to avoid the urge to roll my eyes for the 

millionth time. "I will. Anything specific you want me to learn?" 
Amergin shrugged his shoulders. "Eh. Just be funny." 
"I can probably do that."  
"Anu will show you to your quarters. Would the three of you 

like to share a room or have adjoining suites?" 
"Adjoining," Cu and I said together.  



"Bob can sleep in the stables," I offered. 
"Never," Amergin said, sounding appalled at such an idea. 

"Imagine, having a horse such as Bob sleep in a meager stable. No! 
He will have a room right next to yours. I will have someone bring 
up some food and drink for you and you can begin work in the 
morning. ¿Comprende?" 

"Yep," I said while pondering the word "¿Comprende?" For 
some reason, I had the feeling that I might have preferred being 
sorted into Slytherin. 

Once again we found ourselves following an Anu. This time, 
it was a new Anu, one who'd been in attendance at our little 
performance in the dining hall, but who had not been personally 
introduced beforehand. He walked ahead of us, his back straight 
and his head high. He seemed to be an overly pompous Anu, but 
he kept tripping over the edges of the rugs that floored the 
hallways and their walls and ceilings.  

Despite this, we all made it to our rooms safely. Anu showed 
us how to unlock the twin doors between our rooms so we could 
see each other and still be in our own rooms. Bob thought this was 
pretty cool and kept walking from his room through my room, 
which was in the middle, and then into Cu's room and back again. 
His hooves clopped and clattered on the stone floor, but he didn't 
seem to mind. I had a feeling that housekeeping might be upset by 
his presence, though. I would have been upset had I been a 
member of housekeeping.  

They were nice rooms. I felt as if I was in a five star hotel. 
There were red velvet curtains on the windows, pulled back by 
crystal-topped tie backs. My bed was a four poster with all the 
trimmings. A settee trimmed with lovely cream colored fringe 
stood beneath the windows with some nice, suede cushions on it. 
There were throw pillows on the bed, along with light gold linens. 
The pillowcases were decorated with fantastic filigree patterns in 
the same red as the velvet curtains, on a golden background.  

"I would love to meet your decorator," I told Anu, who was 
standing at the door, making sure we had everything we needed at 
the moment.  

"Really?" Anu said. "That would be Anu. I can send him up if 



you want." 
"Maybe later," I said, not sure if I could handle keeping all 

those Anus straight. I don't know how they kept each other 
straight. 

"Just let me know," Anu said, giving me a wink and a random 
thumbs up. "We'll have something brought up for you guys to eat 
in a few. You'll be expected around ten in the morning in the 
dining hall, so don't sleep in." He waved to us with a big smile on 
his face and left. Then he came back and said, "Sure you don't 
want to meet Anu?" 

I shook my head. 
"Well, I'll have his business card sent up with your food. How 

about that?" 
I shrugged and he left again, this time for good. I watched him 

skip silently down the hallway and only turned away when he was 
out of sight. Cu was staring at me through our adjoining doorways. 
"What now?" 

Cu lifted his palms in a shrug. "Got any cards?" 
It turned out that I did and we began to play a game he called, 

"Pop the Queen's Cherry," which I didn't quite understand but got 
the hang of after a while. The whole object of the game was to be 
left with the queen of hearts but there really wasn't any skill to it. It 
was mostly luck, but we played anyway. Bob peeked over both our 
shoulders and tried to help Cu cheat, but I caught on to that trick 
and made Bob go sit in his own room.  

Within a half hour, an Anu brought us plates of food and a 
bucket of grain and alfalfa for Bob. There was even a business card 
that said, "Anu, Personal Designer for Amergin the wizard" on the 
tray, complete with a phone number where he could be reached. I 
put that in my pocket for later use.  

Bob refused to share his grain and alfalfa so Cu and I decided 
we wouldn't share our veal culets and corn cobs. In the end, I think 
Bob got a better deal, since no one had to do any cooking for him. 

"No wonder they need a cook," Cu said as he sawed at his 
cutlet with a steak knife. "I couldn't get through this meat with a 
machete.  

I had been trying to pop off the corn kernels, but the cob was 



just cutting into the table so I was using it as a saw on the tabletop 
instead. "You know, Lug told me something interesting back at his 
grandma's house." 

"What's that?" 
"Amergin hates peaches." 
"Guess I won't be making peach cobbler then, will I?" 
"Not unless you want to lose your head," I told him. "Oh, well. 

I love peach cobbler. I'm betting you can't even find a peach 
anywhere near here." 

"Doubtful." Cu chewed on the edge of his cutlet to no avail. 
"This sucks." 

"And blows," I said. 
Bob snorted. 
"And is full of horseshit." I agreed with him completely. 
We hung out in our rooms until night fell. Bob informed me 

that he was afraid to sleep in the bed in his room, as he'd never 
slept in a bed in all his life. So I took pity on him and used Cu's 
steak knife to cut open the side of the mattress, which was 
conveniently stuffed with straw. Between Bob and me, we 
managed to make him a pretty good straw bed on the floor of the 
room. Much to my dismay though, Bob stood in the middle of the 
straw and closed his eyes.  

"Thought you'd be lying in it," I muttered as I retreated from 
his room. 

He nickered at me. 
"Okay," I said. "I'll leave a light on. Geez." When did I get so 

adept at understanding this horse anyway?  
Cu was already in bed when I went to close the door between 

our rooms. "Leave it open," he said. "We're not exactly in the 
safest place in the world, no matter how easy it was to get in. We 
could be killed in our sleep. They'll probably kill you first and I 
just want to be able to watch." 

I pouted. "I thought you were beginning to like me." 
"I am," Cu said, "And I do, but wouldn't it be terrible to have 

to watch them kill me and Bob first?" 
"Yeah," I admitted. "It would be terrible." 
"But if they kill you first then you won't have to watch, right?" 



"Point taken. But why do you want to watch?" 
Cu shrugged, rolled over and pulled the covers up to his chin. 

I stood and watched as he fell asleep in the beautiful four poster 
bed, gold linen sheets covering his entire body except for his 
shaggy and now bare of green top hat, head. I could imagine said 
bright green top hat sitting hidden behind a bush or a rock in the 
woods beyond the gate. I wondered if it was feeling lonely without 
its owner.  

When I finally heard him start to snore, I retreated to my own 
room. I could see Bob sleeping in his pile of straw, still standing 
on all four feet, and Cu snoring in the next room. In my bed, 
beneath my gold linens, I felt comforted. It was a weird feeling, 
one I wasn't used to. But I didn't know what to do with that feeling 
so I just fell asleep. 



 
 

chapter 11 

I woke as I did every morning, to wet saliva dripping down 
my face. I opened my eyes, thinking I might find Cu, but instead I 
found Bob. The horse was standing over me, his nose as close to 
my face as it could get without touching me. He snorted at me, 
spraying me with snot, then he began licking said snot from my 
skin. I stuck out my tongue as he pulled away, and then used the 
golden sheet to wipe his slobber off my face. Bob moved back a 
step when I sat up. 

"What do you want, Bob?" 
The horse snorted again, careful not to spray me this time, and 

indicated the window with his head. Golden sunshine was spilling 
in.  

I looked down at my wrist, forgetting that I no longer had my 
watch. It wouldn't have mattered anyway since it had been running 
backwards ever since I'd arrived in this realm. So I abandoned my 
wrist and picked up the old fashioned alarm clock from the bedside 
table. My eyes went wide. "Shit!" I yelled. "It's almost ten. Why 
didn't you wake me sooner?" 

Bob whinnied. 
"I don't care how peaceful I looked." I tried not to sound 

angry. "We're due in the dining room at ten. It's ten 'til ten." 
I threw off the gold sheets and exposed my naked self to the 

world. Bob let his tongue fall out of his mouth and turned his head 
as I dressed quickly, putting on the only clothes I had to my name. 
Dressed and ready, I went to wake Cu, only to discover my guide 
was already awake, dressed and had managed somehow to shower.  

"How come you're so clean?" I said jealously, examining his 



shiny skin and even shinier hair. Even his teeth were whiter than 
usual. 

"There's a bathroom down the hall." He pointed with a thumb 
over his shoulder. "Full shower. Steam room. Sauna. Whirlpool 
bathtub. All the trimmings." He began to make gurgling noises that 
must have been of pleasure, judging by the look on his face. Either 
that or he was imitating a whirlpool bath.  

I couldn't decide so I simply cleared my throat. 
He came back to reality. "You shoulda been up early to take 

advantage."  
"Maybe on my break," I said. "If I get a break. What have I 

gotten us into?" 
"The circus, apparently." He jabbed a finger in my thigh. "At 

least where you're considered." 
"Bob and I can do an act." I turned my attention to the horse. 

"Can you run around while I stand upright on your back?" 
Bob nodded and neighed. 
"Yes, I can stand on your back," I said. "But can you run 

around while I do it?" 
He snorted and stomped a foot. 
"Okay, so you can run around no matter what I do," I said. 

"And yes, you're a genius. Though I have no idea what that has to 
do with it." 

Bob whinnied and bobbed his elegant head, agreeing to go 
along with my idea. 

"Okay, then let's do that." 
That didn't turn out as well as planned. Not that we really did 

any planning. 
A circus act sounded like fun, and Amergin was excited when 

we presented the idea to him.  
"Goody," he said, clapping his hands in his gleeful way. "I 

love the circus." He sat down in a big throne-like chair that 
wouldn't have been so bad had there not been a severed bear's head 
set atop it. Two big, brown globes, meant to represent the eyes, 
stared down at me as I got myself situated atop Bob's back, ready 
to stand up when the horse got going.  

The tables and benches had been pushed off to the side by a 



group of Anus, who were all seated atop the tables, ready to watch 
the show. Bob was standing in the middle of the room, chomping 
his flat teeth, since he wore no bit. He was bareback, as always, 
and his head and ears were perked. He was ready and excited. I 
know; he told me so.  

"Okay," I whispered to myself. "Here goes. Hope I don't kill 
myself." 

As it happens, I didn't kill myself. I almost killed myself. 
I stood before my audience, waving my hands in the air to get 

their full attention. "Hi there, everyone!" 
"Hi, Guy!" everyone yelled back, including Amergin.  
"Ready for some death defying feats?" 
"We sure are, Guy!" they all yelled back in unison. 
"Bob, are you ready?" 
Bob neighed loudly and tossed his regal head. His black mane 

flew up and down. I grabbed a hold of that thick mane and hoisted 
myself up onto his back. The dining room was more than 
adequately sized, so Bob could run at a pretty good speed in a 
pretty good-sized circle. I clung to him with my knees as I had 
long ago been instructed by Lug, his previous owner, who now 
wore my watch as a belt.  

I had already become pretty adept at riding with only my 
knees, especially since we'd come so far and I'd never had a choice 
in the matter. Bob didn't come equipped with a saddle. Luckily he 
came equipped with a bridle and reins, so I had something to hold 
onto. And I was only slightly disappointed that Cu wouldn't be 
there to see my triumph as a performer. He was down in the 
kitchen, making apple cobbler for an after dinner dessert. 

After the second circling of the room, during which Bob had 
gotten up a good speed, I swung my heels up onto his back. I had 
the reins in hand, wrapped around one wrist to help me keep my 
balance, as Bob had instructed me to do. Bob had his head tucked 
down to keep slack from the reins, to give me even better balance. 
I stood up slowly, moving along with the rhythm of the horse, just 
as Bob had instructed me to do. My knees moved smoothly and I 
put my free hand out for balance.  

The audience broke into a roar of applause, yelling and 



screaming, catcalling and whistling. I waved to the Anus as I rode 
past, standing tall and straight on the confident back of Bob the 
horse. I leaned slightly into the curves. I lifted up one foot then the 
other, but only after putting the first foot back down. I never had 
both feet in the air at the same time. Even I was not that good of a 
circus acrobat.  

I was enjoying myself and having a great time. I'd never been 
so brave as to stand on the back of a moving anything. I felt like I 
could do anything. So I decided to try. 

"Faster, Bob," I said to the horse. 
Bob shook his head. He was a lot smarter than I was and knew 

this was a bad idea. 
"Get moving, Bob. I can handle it." 
Again with the head shaking. 
I kicked him with one heel along his spine. "Move it or I'll 

send you back to Lug. Don't embarrass me." 
Bob snorted and kicked up his heels a little higher, picking up 

more speed.  
I managed to stay on for a full turn. I went to lift my left leg, 

to be showy, and realized I didn't have the best balance in the 
world to be going so fast while standing on horseback. My right 
leg shifted. My body became off balance. Then the ground came 
up to smack me in the face.  

I woke in my gold linen bed with a splitting headache. Bob 
was leaning over me, concern in his big brown eyes. He gave a 
sigh of relief when he saw my eyes open and dropped his nose 
onto the unused pillow by my head. Cu was also nearby, but he 
wasn't leaning over me. He was reading a book. 

I groaned to get his attention. 
"Are you stupid?" Cu said as he hopped up to sit on the edge 

of the bed. 
"Perhaps," I muttered. "Sorry, Bob." I reached out and stroked 

his soft nose. "You knew better than I did. Sorry I pushed you into 
it." 

He blew breath out from between his lips.  
"Yeah, I'm really sorry." I pulled his nose closer to me and 

gave him a little hug. "Still buds, right?" 



Bob snorted gently and accepted my apology. 
I sat up and Cu handed me a glass of water, which I drank 

until there was no more water. "How long was I out for?" 
Cu looked at the bedside clock. "About five hours." 
"Shit," I muttered. "Was Amergin mad?" 
"Nope. He thought you were the greatest thing he'd ever seen. 

He wants you to do it again tomorrow." 
I stifled a laugh. "What? Knock myself out?" 
Cu shrugged. "Maybe. I didn't ask him. Want me to go find 

out?" he said, indicating the door through which he would leave 
should I say yes. 

I didn't. Instead, I said, "How was kitchen duty?" 
"Not too bad," Cu said with a minor grin. "I made a kick-ass 

apple cobbler. You coulda had some but you were out cold. 
Weren't any peaches though. I looked. He must really hate 
peaches." 

"You actually wanted to find some?" 
Cu shrugged again. "Just wanted to see. Wonder why he hates 

them so much?" 
"I hate avocados," I said. "Some people just hate stuff. 

Dandelions. Bugs. Scotch tape. Some people even hate horses." 
Bob gave a snort of disbelief. 
"I'm not kidding," I said to him. "People really do hate 

horses." 
Bob shook his head and turned away, refusing to believe me. 
"Anyway," I said, as I turned back to Cu. "Don't you hate 

something?" 
"Squalling babies," he said.  
"Yeah, but you don't eat them." 
Cu gave me a look. 
"Do you?" 
He broke into laughter, which was the reaction I was looking 

to get. "You should see your fucked up face." 
To which I pouted. I gingerly prodded the right side of my 

face, which had connected with the stone floor per the laws of 
gravity. They apparently still applied even though I wasn't in my 
own realm anymore. My cheek was bruised and so was my eye. I 



didn't even want to see what they looked like. My head was 
pounding like a quintet of timpani drums. What I really wanted 
were some drugs. "Got an aspirin?" 

"No," Cu said. "And you have a concussion. So you have to 
stay awake for twenty-four hours." 

"I do?" I said. 
"Else you might fall asleep and die." He said it with such 

wickedness that I believed him.  
"You'll have to talk to me," I said. "I'm really sleepy." 
"Talk about what?" he said with a grimace. 
"Tell me a story." 
"What are you? Five?" 
I thought about it. "Nope, just twenty. But something has to 

keep me awake. I'll never stay awake that long by myself. I'm not 
that entertaining." 

Bob whinnied.  
"No, you cannot lick me for the next twenty four hours," I said 

sternly. 
He pouted, and then nickered.  
"I don't care if I do taste salty. We'll order you up a salt lick." 

To Cu, I said, "Sure you don't have any aspirin?" 
"Positive," Cu said. "I can see what the kitchen has." 
"Can you?" I said in my most pitiful voice. "I feel kinda sick." 
"Concussion'll do that to you," Cu gave my shoulder a quick 

pat "I'll be right back. Bob'll keep you awake." He disappeared. 
When Cu came back a few minutes later, I was reluctantly 

allowing Bob to lick my face in order to keep me awake. He wasn't 
doing it for my benefit. He was just enjoying the taste of me. And I 
was just lying there taking it, spittle dripping down my cheeks and 
onto the bed sheets. Bob was enjoying himself, making happy 
horse noises all along the way.  

Cu shooed him away and gave me a warm and wet towel to 
clean off the wet horse saliva. When my face felt less spit-covered, 
he handed me a dry towel to dry off with. He had set down a large 
silver tray, one that was almost as big as he was, on the bedside 
table. He handed me a mug off of said silver tray. "Drink it all." 

I sniffed. "What is it?" 



"I don't know," he said. "I told one of the girls down there that 
you had a headache and that's what she gave me. Just drink it." 

"What if it's poisoned?" 
Cu snorted, and, to my great surprise, he took the cup from my 

hand, took a quick swallow and handed it back. "See? No poison. 
Drink, Fractious." 

I drank it. It tasted more like tea than anything I'd had to drink 
in this world yet. I wasn't quite sure what kind of tea it was, if it 
even was tea, but it was warm and friendly. I liked it and downed 
the entire cup in a few seconds. It didn't get rid of my headache 
completely, but it certainly relieved it. I handed Cu back the mug. 
"Thanks, buddy." 

"Don't mention it." He set the mug back on the silver platter. 
"Feeling any better?" 

"A little, yeah." I gave him a smile. "Thanks. Really. You 
don't have to fuss over me or anything." 

"I ain't fussing." Cu said, a tinge of his old wiry self in his 
tone.  

I wasn't sure which I liked better though; the fussy Cu or the 
loud, cussy Cu. "I won't tell."  

"Better not, boy." He aimed a finger at my face. After that he 
went to the foot of the bed and settled there. He tucked his little 
legs beneath him. "So, you wanted a story. What do you want to 
hear?" 

"How did you get to be a king's guard?" 
Cu rolled his eyes. "That's not a story. I thought you wanted to 

hear Goldilocks, or something." 
"Come on, Cu," I begged. 
"You're born into it," he said. "My pap was a guard. My 

grandpap was a guard. So was his pap and grandpap before him. 
We've been guards for generations." 

"Can girls be guards?" 
"Why, you interested?" 
I rolled my eyes. 
Cu grinned. "Girls can be guards, but there are very few. If the 

family of a guard doesn't have a son then they send a daughter. 
Every guard family sends one child to be trained." 



"What about you? You don't have any kids. Who will you 
send to train as a guard?" 

"Who says I don't have kids?" 
"Well, do you?" 
"No," he admitted. "Never been married." 
"You're, like, two hundred years old." 
"One hundred and seventy-eight," he corrected. "I got plenty 

of time." 
"How long do the Tuatha Dé usually live for?" 
"Three, four hundred years. Give or take a hundred years." 
I marveled. "Wow." 
"Time moves differently here," he said. "Not like your world. 

You'll see. You might live to be a hundred and fifty. You never 
know. I knew a guy once who lived to be two twenty-two. No shit. 
He was human, just like you. Well, not just like you." 

I didn't bother responding. "But you want to have kids, right?" 
He shrugged his right shoulder. "I guess. I'm not partial to kids 

much. Squalling brats, remember? But to continue on the tradition 
of being a king's guard? Yeah. I guess so. What about you?" 

"Me?. I'm only twenty. I can't even drink in my world. " 
"Seriously?" Cu said. "How old do you have to be?" 
"Twenty-one. For all I know, I turned twenty-one in my world 

already. You did say time moves differently here. Crista said that 
too." 

"What about her?" he said. "You wanna have babies with 
her?" 

I wrinkled my nose. "She hates me. Besides, I barely know 
her." 

"Could be a prospect. You don't have to know a girl to have 
babies with her." He clucked his tongue at me and winked a blue 
eye.  

I sighed. "Whatever. Can I go to sleep now?" 
"It's only been half an hour. Sleep now, die now. Get it?" 
I got it. I didn't want to. But I got it. "I'm so tired."  
"Let's go do something," he said.  
"Like what?" 
"Go find some fucking peaches!" 



"Stop being obsessed with peaches," I told him. "Amergin 
hates them. If you give him peaches, he'll probably get so upset 
he'll kill you. Where would that leave me?" 

"Probably just as dead," he said. 
"Let's go for a walk," I suggested. "Get a good look at this 

place we're stuck in." 
"As long as you don't make me hold your hand." 
I snorted, Bob style, spraying a little snot for emphasis. "Now 

why would I do that?" 
"I dunno. Cu hopped down from the bed. "You're acting kinda 

funny. I thought you might start acting funnier." 
"I have a concussion." I pointed at my achy head. "I have a 

right to act funny." 
Cu rolled his eyes. "Whatever. Come on." 
I went. 
There was a garden in the middle of Amergin's mountain 

fortress. A random Anu showed us the way when we asked if there 
was some place nice to take a walk. The garden opened up to the 
sky, showing blueness, and clouds that floated by like little bits of 
cotton candy. I suddenly wanted a snack and, to my luck, growing 
in the middle of the garden was a big apple tree with bright, red 
apples hanging ripe from the vine.  

"It's like the garden of Eden," I said as I plucked an apple. I 
shined it on my shirt, as I had seen done in many a cartoon, and 
examined it closely, looking for worms. "Think I'll gain knowledge 
if I take a bite?" 

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Cu had his nose 
buried in a barrel of potted basil.  

"You never heard of the garden of Eden?" I was shocked. 
"What is that? Some kind of human fairy tale?" 
"Exactly." I said. "See, there's this thing call God." 
"I've heard about that," Cu said. 
I continued, "And God made this man and this woman, 

from… His flesh or something. I dunno. But these two dudes, well, 
dude and dudette anyway, they lived in a garden in harmony with 
all the animals. Then the devil came and told them to eat the 
forbidden fruit from this apple tree of knowledge. See?" 



"No," Cu said. 
I ignored him. "Then Adam, that's the dude, and Eve ate an 

apple because the devil made them do it, and that's when they 
realized they were naked."  

Cu was obviously waiting for me to continue but I just stood 
there, waiting for him to revel in my story.  

He obviously didn't. "So-o-o-o…" They were naked the whole 
time and didn't know it?"  

I nodded vigorously. 
"Are you feeling all right?" Cu said. 
"No," I said. "But I'm sure I told the story right." I pulled at 

my chin. "Maybe I didn't tell it right. Let's see, there's the Adam 
and Eve bit. And the devil made them eat the apple. Then they 
were naked. No, they were naked all along. They just realized that 
they were naked. And that made it a bad thing… Hhm. " 

"Whatever," Cu waved a hand in my general direction as he 
moved off to inspect another plant. "Eat your apple. Realize you're 
naked. Maybe it's a bad thing or maybe it isn't. Whatever. Just 
don't fall asleep." 

"I won't." I took a bite of the apple.  
Nothing happened.  
I didn't realize I was naked or begin to think nudity was bad 

thing. I didn't fall asleep either. I don't know why I expected to fall 
asleep; this wasn't the tree of narcolepsy. And it obviously wasn't a 
tree of knowledge either. I was disappointed, but then I hadn't 
really expected much. So I just continued to walk in the garden, 
munching on my apple and listening intently as Cu tried to teach 
me about spices and herbs. He apparently really did know how to 
cook.  

"How'd you learn all this crap about cooking? And how come 
you were always just giving me bread? How come I didn't get to 
taste any of your roasted hares or pigeons or whatever you were 
eating on our little journey?" 

"First off," Cu said, "I hated you for most of our journey. Why 
would I let you share my food? Second off, I went to culinary 
school." 

"Huh?" was all I could think to say. 



"Yeah," he said. "See, I wasn't the first born son. My pap had 
another son before me. My brother, Bu." 

I snickered. "Bu?" 
"Yeah, Bu. What's so funny about that?" 
"Was the third son's name Du?" 
"She's a girl. And yes, her name is Du." 
"How come the first son wasn't named Au?" 
"What the hell is an Au?" 
"I dunno," I said. "What's a Cu? Or a Bu? What the hell is a 

Du, for that matter?" 
He ignored me. "Anyway, my older brother was killed in a 

tragic accident when he was eighty. Hit by a bicycle courier in 
New York. Dude never knew what he ran over because he couldn't 
see us." 

"Hadn't been hit on the head, eh?" 
"Yeah. The courier flipped over the front of bike and came 

down in the middle of the road. My brother never had a chance. I 
was there. I tried to get to him, but I was too late. Bus. Wham!" He 
slapped his hands together and shuddered.  

"So, naturally I became the first son and took on his duties as a 
king's guard." Cu looked away from me. "We were in New York 
for fun, you know? It's a fun place to be. We were raiding bars, 
getting piss assed drunk. It's fun to fuck with people who can't see 
you. We got lots of ghost stories started about haunted bars, 
haunted hotels. That kind of stuff. Bu was a good guy." 

I felt kinda bad. "That's too bad. Real sorry." 
"Yeah well, it was a long time ago." He cleared his throat. 

"But since he was the firstborn and went to be a king's guard, I had 
to do something with my life. So I went to California through the 
Watts portal and took the city busses into Pasadena to go to the 
culinary school over there." 

I couldn't help it. "Watts portal? You're kidding, right?" 
Cu shook his head. "There are very few portals into your 

world. The one in New York through which I brought you. The 
one that comes out in Watts, in California. And there's one in 
Intercourse, Pennsylvania." 

"Intercourse?" I laughed. "You made that up." 



"I did not," Cu said. "It's a real place." 
"How do tell somebody that you live in Intercourse, 

Pennsylvania." 
"Certain not with a straight face," Cu said, echoing my 

laughter. 
"And why is there a portal there?" 
Cu plucked a sprig of rosemary and popped it into his mouth. 

"I don't make these things up, Fractious. It's the honest truth." 
"Okay, I believe you. So, what do you do in Intercourse, 

Pennsylvania?" 
"What do you think you do in Intercourse, Pennsylvania? 

There ain't nothing else to do there. I prefer Watts. People there are 
fucked up. I love it! I love Los Angeles." 

I daydreamed a bit. "Yeah, that's where I'm gonna go back to 
when all of this is over. Hey, then you can come and visit me." 

He raised an eyebrow at the prospect. 
"What?" I said. "I'll still be able to see you, right?" 
"Yeah, you been knocked on the head too many times not to 

see me." Cu sighed.  
"What?" I asked again. 
"You know," he said thoughtfully, "I do kinda hope you live 

through this. I'm really getting to like you." 
I wiped imaginary tears from my eyes, and gave a fake sniff or 

two. "Really, Cu? I mean, really? You don't hate me anymore?" 
Cu's smile bordered on disbelief. "Yeah, I don't hate you 

anymore." 
I grinned. "Come here!" 
He tried to run away but with my long legs I caught him 

quickly. I swept him up into a hug, twisting back and forth as he 
squirmed in my arms. I planted a big wet kiss a-la-Bob on his 
cheek and set him down. He wiped his cheek and stuck out his 
tongue in disgust.  

"Don't ever do that again!" he shouted as he swiped at his face. 
" I'm just not that into you."  

Cu shook himself off. "I told you that you were fucked in the 
head." 

"Maybe a little. I did say I didn't feel so good. Maybe that's it. 



Concussion." I tapped my temple, in case he didn't remember. 
"Maybe we should go back to the rooms." He eyed me 

suspiciously and motioned for me to follow. "We'll find some 
peaches another day." 

"Whatever." I followed him back to our room. 
It had only been two hours since I'd awakened after my fall 

from Bob's back, so I knew I had to stay awake for too many more 
hours. I was bored. It was hard. My head hurt like a biting bitch 
and I felt too gross to eat anything after digesting my apple. I drank 
more of the mystery tea though, brought up by one of the girls 
from the kitchen. She sat and told me her life story. I didn't even 
have to ask her. She just sat down and began talking.  

She was one of the Tuatha Dé, but she was more of a prisoner, 
forced to work for Amergin because she had married an Anu. 
When her life story was done, another fifteen minutes had passed 
and I still had nothing to do. She left and Cu, Bob and I were alone 
again.  

We spent the next half hour sampling greens that Cu had 
pocketed from the garden. Bob was upset that we hadn't let him go 
down to the buffet, but he was okay after we explained that it was 
not a buffet; it was a garden. We gave him a taste of the herbs and 
he was happy again. Bob the horse was so easy to please. Give him 
a little sprig of basil and he's happy as a Shetland pony on a 
Sunday morning.  

Finally, the night was over. Twenty-four hours had passed 
since I'd hit my head on the stone floor, and Amergin was calling 
for me. He was happy enough to let me spend my wakeful twenty-
four hours without bugging me, but once that was up, he wanted 
me to perform again, even though I hadn't had any sleep at all. I 
didn't complain though. Aside from getting absolutely no real sleep 
and aside from being knocked out, that is, there wasn't much to 
complain about.  

Amergin sent up breakfast for me. The girl who brought it told 
me it was specially made by Cu himself. It was an omelet made 
with bacon, basil and a few other veggies that I couldn't identify. It 
was delicious even though I didn't know half of what I was eating. 
It made me feel special, and I found that I liked that feeling. Then I 



went down to see Amergin. He made me feel special too. 
"Feeling better, Mr. Fractious?" he said.  
"Much better," I said. "And you can call me Guy, if you want 

to." 
"Guy," Amergin said.  
"Cool," I muttered, although I wasn't sure what was.  
"So what would you like to do for me today?" Amergin said.  
Bob was standing behind me and gave me a little nudge with 

his nose.  
"Anything but standing on Bob's back while he runs around." I 

rubbed the spot on my forehead that had hit the ground hardest. I 
was sure I still looked a fright, although Bob had assured me that 
the swelling had gone down. I was pretty sure he was lying, just to 
be nice. "We'll try that again some other day."  

Bob snorted his agreement. 
Amergin looked disappointed. 

"How about we ask Bob some questions?" I suggested. "Test 
his intelligence?" 

"Sure." Amergin jumped right in. "Who founded the Aengus 
Institute for Pine Tree Blight Eradication?" 

Bob was quiet. 
"He doesn't know that," I said. 
Bob shoved me from behind.  
"Okay, maybe he does." I moved away from Bob. 
He whinnied.  
"Trick question. Bob says it wasn't Aengus. It was his brother 

Bengus." 
"Correct," Amergin said in his gleeful way. He clapped his 

hands once. "Now for a toughie. There are five names for the 
kingdom of Dian Cecht, the physician's colony in upper Fomor. 
Name all five and explain their meanings." 

Bob neighed, whinnied and stomped his right front foot.  
I spent the next three hours translating horse lingo to Amergin 

as the wizard tried in vain to stump Bob. But Bob was a lot smarter 
than I thought he was. A whole hell of a lot. 

I was really tired once the whole game was over. After all, I'd 



been up for over twenty four hours. Amergin dismissed Bob and 
me with a whole string of thank yous. He'd been having way too 
much fun trying to discover something Bob didn't know. Somehow 
or other, he got it in his head that I'd taught Bob all that stuff.  

Bob told me not to disagree. So I didn't. I just posed as a 
brilliant horse trainer and took all the credit. Amergin loved me for 
it. 



 

chapter 12 

Once we were back in our rooms, I sat down on my bed and 
thanked Bob for being so generous. "You shouldn't have let me 
take all the credit for your brains," I said to him. "Especially since 
I was mean to you the other day, just before the falling off your 
back incident." 

Bob shrugged and neighed.  
"I know," I said. "You're a good horse." I patted his nose and 

gave him a smile. 
Bob blushed.  
Later, we had dinner in our room while still waiting for Cu to 

come back from his kitchen duties. The same girl, who had 
brought us breakfast, ended up bringing us dinner. She told us Cu 
had, once again, made it himself. Bob had grain and alfalfa, his 
favorite meal, prepared in a white truffle sauce. I had stuffed 
chicken with long grain rice and red potatoes. I'd never had a better 
meal. But when Cu returned to our conjoined rooms, all covered in 
food and looking exhausted, I knew we'd been neglecting our real 
duties.  

I closed the doors behind him and made him and Bob sit as 
close to me as possible. 

"We're here to kill him," I said. "Now, Amergin's a pretty 
good dude and all, but he's also an evil wizard. We're supposed to 
be killing him, not being his court jester and favorite cook." 

Bob neighed. 
"And Bob," I said, indicating the horse. 
Bob nodded. 
Then Cu nodded. Bits of food were stuck in his shaggy hair 

and there was a smear of some kind of sauce on his cheek. Bob 



took care of the sauce with his tongue, making happy smacking 
noises as he tasted. I plucked the leeks and bok choy from Cu's 
hair.  

"You're absolutely right," Cu said. "We've been here a couple 
of days now. We can't just hang out. We have to kill him. But 
how?" 

A panel suddenly opened in the wall opposite me and the girl 
from the kitchen who had brought our meals suddenly appeared. 
Behind her, I could see a secret passageway leading deep into the 
mountain. Bob jumped up from where he'd been sitting and 
stepped between her and Cu and me, being protective.  

Cu was also on his feet, his fists raised, ready for action. "Who 
are you and why were you spying on us?" 

She smiled. "I wasn't spying," she said. "I was listening in. 
And you know who I am. We worked together in the kitchen this 
morning and tonight. Don't pretend you don't know me." She 
paused, and then said, "I know how to kill Amergin." 

"Tell us!" I said too loudly.  
"Wait a sec," Cu said, stepping around Bob. "Explain 

yourself." 
"My name is Fiacha," she said. "But you already know that. I 

married into this. My husband Anu never told me he worked for 
Amergin when we got married. He just married me and brought me 
here. I was the prettiest girl in my village. He knocked me over the 
head and brought me here. And I'm not allowed to leave." 

She gave us time to think on this. Since she was such a pretty 
girl, I figured she was probably telling the truth about that part of 
her story. She was Cu's height, maybe a half inch shorter and had a 
nice round face with big brown eyes, kinda like Bob's. She had 
long hair that was dark brown but had nice streaks of blonde in it. 
It curled at the ends. Though she was a little on the pudgy side, I 
thought that made her a little cuter. I liked her. Cu was drooling 
even though she wasn't humping a damned thing. 

"Fiacha," I said after our moment of contemplation had 
passed. "Why do you want to help us?" 

She smiled softly. "I want to go home. I don't like being 
among these people. I want to be among the Tuatha Dé again. 



Besides, I hate Amergin. Everyone does." 
"Good enough reasons," Cu said. He confidently strode to her 

and put his arm around her shoulder. He drew her deeper into the 
room and had her sit on the settee, where the rest of us gathered 
around her. "How do we kill Amergin?" 

"First off," she said, "Why do you want to kill him?" 
"He wants to destroy our world," Cu said then hooked his 

thumb in my direction. "And his world, too." 
"Good enough," Fiacha said. "So, you know how Amergin 

hates peaches?" 
We three nodded.  
"Here's my plan." 
As she explained, we listened intently. Two minutes later, we 

had hatched a complete plan but it required someone getting out of 
Amergin's hideaway to a grove of peach trees that was about a 
mile away. Being the largest, I volunteered to go, stating that Cu 
was too small to get over the wall and Bob couldn't climb to save 
his life. We agreed that I would go that night and Fiacha would 
show me the way. To my surprise, I wanted to come back alive 
from this venture.  

Late in the night, after darkness had fallen and a wicked 
yellow moon had risen, I said goodbye to Cu and Bob and 
followed Fiacha through her secret passageway and out into the 
garden.  

"How long have you lived here?" I said, wondering how she 
found out about the secret passages.  

"About a hundred years," she said. "I was fifty when I got 
married, and I got married young." 

I did some calculating. "Hhm." 
"What hhm?" 
"Nothing. Just thinking." 
Out in the garden, Fiacha showed me where I was to scale the 

wall. She handed me a hand-drawn map that showed me the way to 
the peach grove. It looked complicated but I didn't question her. 
Instead, I examined the wall. 

"How do I get back over?" I said. 
She shrugged her pretty shoulders. "That's your problem," she 



said. "Find a stump or something else to stand on." 
"Shoulda brought some rope," I said. "Oh, well. I'll find a 

way." I looked back at her. "But how do I get over on this side?" 
She smiled and went behind a bush. She rolled a barrel out 

from its hiding place and stood it on end. It was just high enough 
for me to stand on and get my hands on the top of the wall. With 
some effort, I scrambled onto the top of the wall. I sat there for a 
moment, looking back into Amergin's falsified Garden of Eden, 
down at the Tuatha Dé girl who stood there watching me.  

Just in case I didn't make it back, I said, "My friend Cu thinks 
you're pretty." 

Fiacha smiled. 
I fell over the side.  
The other side of Amergin's wall appeared the same as the 

original side of the wall. Brick. It was what spread out before the 
wall that was different. I was still in the mountains, but I was faced 
with greenery and, in the distance, a high waterfall appeared to be 
falling from the even higher clouds. It was so high that I couldn't 
see its source. Fiacha had told me to begin by heading for the 
waterfall, which I did. After that, I would have to resort to her 
squiggly-drawn map.  

I walked in silence, my path lit only by the light of the moon. I 
had to get back before the night ended, before my ten o'clock 
appointment, otherwise I'd be missed. Jogging, I made better time 
and I made even better time when I began to run. I reached the 
waterfall about half an hour after I'd started and the moon had 
barely moved in the sky.  

The waterfall had an oddly irksome effect on me. I was 
annoyed that it was so beautiful and had caught my attention, 
making me stray from my task at hand. But I couldn't help it. I 
stood at the base where the water fell in a maddening rush into a 
sparkling pool. Mist and spray spotted my clothes but I didn't care. 
The waterfall was so pretty that I just stood there and stared. 

"Hey, you!"  
I turned in surprise at the voice that had called to me but I 

didn't see anyone. "Who's there?" I called out over the roar of the 
falls. 



A voice answered, "It's me." 
"Now that answers everything," I muttered to myself. "Who?" 
"Me. The waterfall." 
Now that beat all. 
"Seriously?" I called. "A talking waterfall? You've got to be 

kidding me!" 
"No kids," the booming voice answered.  
As weird as it was, I didn't find it terribly weird, considering 

all that had happened to me. I stood at the base of the falls, looking 
up at the water cascading over the side of the mountains, seeming 
to come from the sky itself. Then I gazed into the falls itself and 
saw what was really talking to me.  

Behind the falls was a dark, hollow space. In this dark, hollow 
space, even in the darkness of night and the cave, I could see a 
shape.  

"Who's in there?" I called out, moving as close to the cave as I 
could without falling into the water. I leaned against the rock face 
and tried to peer through the falling water. "I can see you." I leaned 
closer. And then I fell in the water. 

The water wasn't very deep, but I got soaking wet anyway. It 
was freezing cold. As I clambered out, I saw a young boy standing 
at the edge, laughing his head off.  

"You're all wet." He doubled over with one hand on his 
stomach, as if his intestines were about to burst out.  

"Yeah." I dragged myself out of the water, covered in mud 
from the knees down. Dripping and cold, I said, "So who the hell 
are you?" 

"Ollam," the boy said, straightening and wiping his streaming 
eyes. "Wow, you gave me the best laugh ever." 

"Thanks," I mumbled. "I'm good at that. Now what are you 
doing here?" 

The boy's bright gray eyes twinkled. He looked to be about 
eight years old, definitely human and not Tuatha Dé. He had long 
hair that appeared to be a shade of blond, but in the moonlight, it 
was hard to really tell. It might have been silver. He was wearing 
only a scraggly loin cloth and the rest of him was bare. And he 
wasn't answering my question. 



I said again. "What are you doing here?" 
He scratched his head. "I'm not really sure. I live in the 

waterfall." 
"No you don't," I said. "You live behind the waterfall." 
Ollam shrugged his shoulders. "Who are you?" 
"Guy," I said.  
"What's a Guy?" 
"Me." I stabbed my thumb at my chest. "I'm looking for 

peaches." 
"Who's she?" Ollam said. 
"Not a she," I said. "An it. Fruit actually." 
"What's a fruit?" 
I rolled my eyes. "Why are you here all by yourself? You're 

just a kid." 
"So are you," he said.  
"I'm older than I look," I said. "You've very adept at avoiding 

my questions." 
"Well," Ollam said, thoughtfully, "I don't have all the answers, 

do I?" 
"Guess not. I'll be on my way then." I moved away from the 

boy, pulling out Fiacha's map and examining it. It was all wet and 
it tore when I tried to unfold it. I could see colored water dripping 
off of it from Fiacha's colored scribbles as the paint ran. Annoyed, 
I balled up the wet paper and threw it onto the ground behind me. 
She had said something about a path, and I could see the beginning 
of a path just ahead. I figured upon following that. Peaches awaited 
me.  

The boy, Ollam bounded ahead of me and stood in the center 
of my path. "Where are you going?" He bounced up and down on 
the balls of his feet. 

"Peaches." I pointed at the pathway. "I have to go find 
peaches." 

"What are those?" 
I sighed. "Fruit."  
"What's fruit?" 
I had a feeling that this was not going to end any time soon. I 

walked around the boy and headed back to the head of the path.  



"Where are you from?" he said, trailing behind me. 
"New York," I said as I began trotting down the path.  
"What's that?" 
"Not a what. It's a where. That's where I'm from," I said, not 

having to yell so loud now as the sound of the waterfall began to 
diminish. "Where are you from?" 

"I live behind the waterfall, remember? Where are you 
going?" 

I pointed. "Peaches." 
"What's that?" 
This went on and on and on until I rounded a bend and came 

to a swinging rope bridge. Fiacha had warned me about this, so I 
knew I was headed in the right direction. The bridge swung across 
a chasm and connected Amergin's side of the mountain to the other 
side of the mountain. I am not afraid to admit that I was terrified.  

"You gonna cross that?" Ollam pointed. Pointing was 
becoming a common thing between the two of us. 

"If the peaches are on the other side, then yes, I'm crossing." I 
went to the edge and peered over. The ravine sunk about three or 
four hundred feet into the earth. Nausea filled my belly and I took 
a deep breath. I put my right hand on the rope and put my left foot 
on the first plank. As I put my weight on the bridge I closed my 
eyes, only opening them when I felt safe. Needless to say, I opened 
my eyes about five minutes later.  

"You're brave," Ollam said. He watched me slowly make my 
way across the hundred or so foot long bridge. 

"I wish I was back in New York," I said. "In the park. Eating a 
hotdog from that grungy hotdog vendor who hangs out behind the 
bushes. Listening to my neighbors bicker about who has the 
longest arms."  

I continued to talk as I placed my feet carefully, plank by 
plank, so that I would have something else to think about besides 
the fact that I was making my way across a very rickety looking 
bridge. And the fact that there was a couple hundred foot drop 
beneath me. "Reading a book on the subway. Eating lunch at that 
Italian place on the corner that has the dumpster out in front 
instead of keeping it round back. Listening to that bum spout 



sonnets about various gods and Romans. Riding in the trunk of a 
taxi like I did on the way home from summer camp that one time. 
Any place but here." 

I looked up to find that I was on the other side, quite a few feet 
from the edge of the bridge. When I thought about what I'd just 
done, I did a one-eighty and fell backwards in a half faint. Lying 
on the ground, I opened my eyes and stared up at the sky but I saw 
no sky. Instead of sky, I saw green leaves and colorful peaches. I 
breathed a sigh of relief and leapt to my feet. I gazed up at the 
orange and yellow colors of the fruit and reached up to pluck one.  

"Whatcha doin' over there?" Ollam's voice echoed over the 
canyon.  

"Picking peaches," I called back, suddenly regretting it. 
"What's a peach?" 
"A fruit.!" I answered. 
"What's a fruit?!" 
"I'll show you in a minute." I answered. I took off my shirt and 

tied the sleeves together as best I could. I began plucking and filled 
my shirt with as many ripe peaches as I could.  

"Why are you stripping?" Ollam asked, but I didn't answer. I 
figured answering wouldn't do him, or me, any good.  

When my shirt was bulging in all the wrong places, I made my 
way back over the bridge, being even extra careful since I had 
some extra weight with me. I made it safely, much to the 
amusement of Ollam. When my feet were on solid ground again, I 
handed a single peach to Ollam.  

He took a bite, made a disgusted face and went to throw the 
peach into the chasm.  

I grabbed his wrist and saved the peach. When I bit into it, it 
tasted like peach heaven. 

Ollam watched me eat with his face screwed up into a 
grimace. "That's gross! Tastes like fruit." 

"It's supposed to," I said. "You don't like fruit?" 
"Guess not."  
"I thought you didn't know what a fruit was?" 
"Well,- you said it was a peach and that it was a fruit so I just 

assumed that that is what fruit tasted like." 



I began walking quickly back down the trail up which I'd 
come.  

Ollam followed at my heels. "Whatcha gonna do with those 
peaches?"  

"Make a cobbler."  
"For who?" 
"Amergin." 
"But Amergin hates peaches." 
"You said you didn't know what a peach was," I said. "How do 

you know Amergin hates peaches if you don't know what peaches 
are?" 

"Did I say that?" 
I nodded. 
"I didn't mean those peaches!" 
"What kind of peaches did you mean then?" 
"I meant the peaches Amergin hates." 
"One and the same," I said, trying really hard to keep my 

patience intact.  
"But why do you want to give Amergin something he hates?" 
"To piss him off. And how do you know Amergin hates 

peaches?" 
"I heard some place." Ollam shrugged his bony shoulders.  
"Whatever." I noticed that the sound of the waterfall was 

getting closer and that the moon had moved even farther across the 
sky than I would have liked it to have moved.  

"What's that mean?" Ollam said. 
"Do you ever stop asking questions?" 
"Not usually. Sometimes when I'm asleep, I do." 
I shut my mouth, but he continued to question me, even 

though I obviously wasn't answering. I won't repeat the rest of his 
questions, but he was persistent. And he followed me all the way to 
the wall of Amergin's falsified Garden of Eden.  

Holding my shirt bag of peaches in one hand, I stared up at the 
top of the wall, wondering how I was supposed to get back over. 
Fiacha had said to use a stump but I couldn't find one. All I had 
was my peaches and the ever questioning Ollam. 

"I could boost ya," he said. 



I eyed him suspiciously. "You could? You're just a boy." 
He flexed non-existent muscles. "I'm stronger then I look." 
"Guy! Is that you?" 
"Fiacha, I can't get back over. I'm gonna throw the peaches, 

okay?" 
"I'm ready," she called back.  
I tossed the peaches, and shortly heard a mighty big "Oof!"  
"Are you okay?" 
"Fine." She sounded irritated. "You hit me with a bag of 

peaches. " 
"I warned you."  
"Now get back over here!" Fiacha said.  
"I don't know how," I called back, suddenly scared that I'd 

never get back over, and Amergin would kill Cu and Bob out of 
spite.  

"I said I'd boost ya," Ollam said again. He clasped his hands 
together. "Come on. It doesn't hurt to try." 

"Not me, anyway," I sighed, and put my foot in the stirrup 
made by his hands. 

To my shock, I was suddenly flying through the air, hurtling 
over the wall. The ground, my ever present best friend, rushed up 
to meet me. My head hit first and made an audible crunch. I heard 
Fiacha gasp then I was out, once again, like a light.  



 

chapter 13 

I woke in my bed, covered in gold linens, with a pillow behind 
my head. Cu was sitting at the edge of the bed, drinking a beer. My 
head was pounding once more, but I was surprised to find that it 
was still dark. "What time is it?" 

"About five in the morning," Cu said, tipping back his pint of 
beer. "You did it, you know." 

"Did what?" I muttered as I slowly sat up. "Got another 
concussion?" 

"That, too. No, brought back peaches." 
I smiled. "They survived the journey?" 
"That they did," Cu said, grinning. "Look, kid, I've got to go 

down to the kitchen in a few minutes. I don't have a clue if our 
plan will work or not, but it's a good plan. And you did good. You 
gonna be okay?" 

A few of his words reverberated in my head. Mainly "good," 
and "good." "I think I'll be all right," I said. "Though I'm beginning 
to think I'll be living with a headache for the rest of my life. Do I 
have to stay awake for twenty-four hours again?" 

"Yep," Cu said, getting to his feet. "But Bob will stay up with 
you. You two only have a couple more hours to rehearse your 
routine." 

"Routine?" I said. I fixed my eyes on Bob, who was standing 
in the doorway between his room and mine. "We have a routine?" I 
asked the horse. 

Bob snorted and nodded, tossing his black mane.  
"You think that will distract Amergin enough to not question 

what he's eating?" 
Bob nodded again. 



"Okay, buddy," I said. "Then let's do it."  
Cu passed off the remainder of his beer to me and I downed 

the last few inches. "Fiacha will send up breakfast for you and 
Bob," he said as he was leaving. "Beneath the napkin will be the 
knife. I hope Amergin will be so pissed off by what we're feeding 
him that he won't have time to think. You're gonna have to be 
fast." 

I shook my head, thinking about everything that would come 
to pass this day. "Oh, yeah," I said as Cu went out the door. "I met 
a kid on the other side of the wall." 

"Ollam," Cu said. "Fiacha said to tell you that she's sorry she 
forgot to put him on the map. He's the spirit of the waterfall. He 
didn't give you any trouble, did he?" 

"Only chucked me over the wall and asked way too many 
questions," I said. "And tell Fiacha that her map sucks." 

"Will do," Cu said and retreated off down the hallway, headed 
for the kitchen. 

I closed the door behind him and turned to Bob. "Ready, old 
fella?" 

Bob neighed quietly. 
"Okay, so you're not that old," I said. "Neither am I, but my 

head's been smashed up too many times in recent days to make me 
as coherent as I used to be. So be gentle with me, huh?" 

Bob nodded once more. I went to him and patted his nose, and 
then we set about planning our entertainment for the day.  

* * * * 

In the dining hall at ten o'clock, Bob and I stood in the center, 
tall, proud and completely sure of ourselves. We probably should 
have been rethinking our options, but instead we were ready to 
make complete fools of ourselves.  

Or quite possibly rid this world of an evil wizard. 
Before us was a giant hoop. Beyond that, Amergin sat in his 

throne, his chin in his hand, contemplating the hoop. On a TV tray 
beside him sat a delicious looking meal he had yet to touch.  

My heart pounded in my chest and my brain pounded in my 
skull. Together they were pounding out the tune of Pomp and 



Circumstance. I was pretty sure that our idea was not going to 
work, but what other choice did I have? I kept reminding myself 
that this was all for a mansion in Beverly Hills, complete with 
butler. What more could I ask for? Once Amergin was dead, Cu 
and I could make our way back to his king and I could go home to 
my world. The thought suddenly filled me with dread. 

I realized that Amergin was staring intently at me and had 
been for the last five minutes. I shook off my thoughts in order to 
make my announcement. And I kept my announcement as simple 
as possible. "So, Bob and I are going to jump through a hoop of 
fire." 

Amergin's head perked up. "Really? Through that hoop? That 
thing is so small. You'll never make it!" 

I raised my eyebrows. I hadn't contemplated the size of the 
hoop. Nor the fact that Bob and I might not make it. I'd just asked 
an engineer named Anu to make me a hoop that Bob and I were 
able to jump through. I'd never figured upon physics or the details 
of the architecture. I'd never figured that the engineer Anu might 
get the measurements wrong or something.  

Bob kicked me in the back of one knee with his hoof and I 
stumbled slightly. "Yes," I said as I reanimated. "Bob and I are 
going to jump through that hoop while it is on fire." 

"Anu," Amergin called out. "You gotta see this!" 
A large group of Anus appeared out of the corners and 

hallways and gathered themselves on the tables, which once again 
were pushed off to the side. They began to chatter amongst 
themselves, sounding like a large group of monkeys instead of 
what passed for people. The majority of them didn't believe I'd 
make it, either.  

I felt discouraged. But then again, it had been my idea in the 
first place and I'd only been half conscious when suggesting it. 
Very little thought had gone into this stunt. I don't tend to do much 
thinking when I'm unconscious, half conscious or even fully 
conscious.  

Amergin motioned for Fiacha, who was standing nearby. 
"Chica, go get me something for dessert. This stunt requires 
cobbler." 



Fiacha, knowing Amergin would make this request, because 
he usually made this request when about to witness something 
spectacular, left without protest at being made to work during her 
time off. I saw her glance my way and give me a thumbs up.  

What I really wanted was not to be here.  
I mounted Bob and turned him, using only his mane. I'd even 

removed the bridle he always wore, to make the stunt even more 
fantastic. He moved at the slightest tug on his hair. Not that he 
needed the direction; he already knew what was going to come to 
pass here, in this dining hall. The plan was for me to stall until 
Amergin got his dessert and wait until he had the fork full of 
cobble in his mouth. Then Bob and I would run as fast as we could 
so we'd get enough speed to jump through the flaming hoop. 
Except we wouldn't stop when we got through the hoop. We'd 
continue at our fastest pace towards Amergin. I had the knife up 
my sleeve--the only time in my life I'd ever had anything up my 
sleeve--and I'd use said knife to stab Amergin in the heart.  

I only hoped I could find his heart. I only hoped he had a 
heart. 

An Anu approached the hoop when I gave him the signal, 
which was nothing more than a wave of my hand in the general 
direction of the hoop. He touched a flaming torch to the hoop, 
which burst into a ring of flames.  

Amergin applauded in his usual gleeful manner.  
I put my heels to Bob's flanks but Amergin put up a hand. 

"Wait until I get my cobbler!" 
I relaxed. I waited. I began swinging my legs back and forth at 

Bob's sides, impatient. The flaming hoop beckoned, crackling, 
snapping and popping as it burned. If we waited too long, it would 
go out and there'd be no more flaming hoop for us to jump 
through.  

I clucked my tongue on the roof of my mouth and breathed a 
deep sigh of relief when Fiacha appeared, carrying a very special 
cobbler that would hopefully piss off Amergin enough so he 
wouldn't realize that Bob and I were rushing headlong at him until 
it was too late to move out of the way.  

I told you our plan wasn't very good. What type of plan 



involves cobbler, a flaming hoop and a knife anyway? Just mine, 
apparently.  

Fiacha set the cobbler down and moved a good distance away. 
Amergin picked up a fork. I could see him beginning to dig into 
the cobbler with his fork. "Proceed," he said, with a flamboyant 
wave of his hand.  

I did just that. 
Bob didn't need the hint of my heels kicking his sides or the 

slight tug of my hands in his mane, but I kicked him and tugged his 
mane anyway. Not hard, mind you, just a touch and a pull to let 
him know I was ready. Which I was not, by the way.  

I watched the flaming hoop draw nearer as Bob picked up 
speed. I watched Amergin put the first heaping mouthful of 
cobbler into his mouth then quickly shovel in a second before even 
tasting the first. I watched his eyes go wide and I smiled in 
triumph. 

I didn't even know we were at the hoop until the flames licked 
at my hair. I could feel the heat and I closed my eyes, terrified that 
I was going to crash and burn on horseback. But Bob knew his 
stuff. He cleared the bottom of the hoop and missed the top and 
sides, going right through the direct center with grace that I didn't 
even know he possessed. He was like a chestnut arrow with a 
thick, black mane and tail. I rarely mention it, but the star on his 
forehead shown bright white against his coat. Not that I could see 
it, but I knew it did. I'd shined it myself before going out into the 
dining hall. Bob sailed through the hoop in perfect form and I 
almost loved him for it.  

Okay, I did love him for it. It's okay to love a horse. Right? 
When his hooves clattered on the ground on the other side, I 

slipped the knife from the strap sown into my sleeve, a trick I'd 
been practicing for all of thirty minutes but had gotten the hang of, 
anyway. The knife wasn't very big, but it was sharp and would do 
the trick.  

Bob gathered himself as he hit the ground and launched 
himself into a super fast run. I looked to see Amergin standing 
before his throne, his hands clutched to his throat. Only then did I 
understand why Amergin hated peaches. 



There was no need for me to murder the dude anymore. 
I yanked on Bob's mane and hollered at him to stop. He dug in 

his heels, if horses even have heels, and slid to a grinding halt on 
the stone floor. Amergin's eyes met mine, wide and scared. I 
almost felt bad. It wasn't a pretty way to die.  

As I watched, still perched on Bob's back, Amergin's throat 
began to swell. His eyes continued to bulge in their sockets until 
his nose looked like it was balancing a couple of ping pong balls. 
His hands suddenly didn't fit around his throat anymore and he 
sagged to his knees. A look of complete understanding crossed his 
face as he fell forward, smack onto the ground. He gave a little 
twitch and was still, then twitched once more and remained still, 
never to twitch again. 

I more than half expected the Anus to rush forward to save 
their boss, yet I was surprised to see them all standing as still as 
Amergin was lying. They stared with wide eyes and nobody even 
twitched as I walked Bob over to the now motionless body of the 
wizard. He kicked Amergin with a hoof and the body didn't do so 
much as shudder. Bob snorted, satisfied that Amergin wasn't going 
to jump up and attack me as I hopped down.  

I put my fingers against the wizard's swollen throat and felt 
nothing, although I probably felt nothing because his throat was 
the size of his head. So, for good measure, I flipped him over. His 
face was a very pretty shade of purple.  

Bob snorted again, pleased.  
"Yep, he's dead," I said. 
A cheer went up from the previously motionless Anus. It rang 

out bright and cheerful in a room that had been utterly silent a 
minute before. They seemed pretty happy about the declaration of 
the death of Amergin. The Anus began to leap up, first individually 
then in pairs and quintets, and they began to dance around the 
room. They linked arms and did some square dancing. They put 
their hands on each others' shoulders and made a conga line. A few 
did some swing dancing and two or three did some classic River 
Dance. Michael Flatley would have been proud.  

I looked up at Bob with a bright smile on my face. He bent his 
head down and licked me. Fiacha was beaming off to the side of 



the scene, and I suddenly saw Cu appear between Bob's two front 
legs. 

"Well, that was easier than I thought," Cu said, examining the 
body. "Who knew, all this time, that all somebody had to do was 
feed the bastard peach cobbler." 

"He must have been deathly allergic to peaches," I said. 
"Wish I'd known that before," Fiacha said, standing at Cu's 

side. "I would have poisoned him long ago. But I thought he was 
immune to everything. Wizards are all supposed to be immune to 
everything!" 

I looked at Cu for a second opinion on this statement of 
Fiacha's, but he only shrugged.  

A group of Anus came up to me. One stood about a half inch 
taller than the rest and that seemed to make him the natural leader. 
"We wanted to say thanks for finally killing that bastard," he said. 
"We've all hated him for such a long time, but he always turned 
people into frogs when they tried to escape.  

"You have no idea what life is like being a human trapped in a 
frog's body. It's horrible. All that croaking and catching flies. 
Damn, he never did change Anu back after Anu broke that oriental 
vase. Anu's gonna be pissed." He paused to scratch his chin, and 
then shrugged a single shoulder. "Anyway, we wanted to know if 
there was anything we could do for you? Anything at all?" 

"Probably should put out that fire," I said, pointing back over 
my shoulder to the still flaming, though petering down to 
smoldering, hoop.  

"We'll get right on it," the Anu said, gesturing to his friends to 
help him. Within a few minutes, they had the flaming hoop out and 
had rejoined the happy festivities.  

"Now what do we do?" I said to Cu. 
"Burn him.," Cu suggested.  
"But we just had the fire put out."  
Cu smirked at me. He left and returned with a flaming torch. 

To my surprise, he handed it to me. 
I took it with some revelry. Not a lot; just some.  
"Anything you need from your room?" Cu said. 
I shook my head. Much as I liked the gold linen bed sheets 



and the settee, I didn't have any need for bed sheets and Bob 
couldn't carry the settee all by himself. I knew Cu wouldn't help 
me with that, so I put it down as a loss.  

"Fiacha?" Cu said a second later, looking her in the eyes. 
"What about you?" 

Her face brightened, and then faded. "What do I tell my 
husband?" 

"Tell him whatever you want," Cu said. 
She ran over to a particular Anu and pull him aside. She 

gestured wildly with her hands as she spoke but if she did anything 
else, I missed it because I'd turned back to Cu. "So, when did you 
two have your little talk?" 

"When you were out cold," he said. "How's the head, 
anyway?" 

I rubbed it on the spot where he usually hit me with his still 
absent bright green top hat, which was where I'd been hit almost 
every time since the first time he hit me, and not just by him. I'd be 
missing those attacks very soon, I thought. "Achy, but I'll live. I 
always seem to." 

"Good," Cu said. "Hey, Anus!" 
The Anus stopped their parading and general escapades and 

looked to the Tuatha Dé. "What?" they called out as one.  
"Get yourselves your own damned original names and get out 

of this place!" 
The Anus cheered. "I wanna be Bob!" one yelled.  
"No, I want to be Bob!" said another, shoving the first.  
"We can all be Bob!" someone suggested.  
"But that goes against what Cu just said," another Anu said.  
"Then I wanna be Cu!"  
"No, I wanna be Cu!"  
"We can all be Cu!"  
And so on. Nobody suggested being Guy, and I was 

surprisingly glad. I stood and watched them argue in this fashion 
until Cu called me. 

"Hey, Fractious!" 
I turned to him.  
He nodded his head at the Tuatha Dé woman who stood beside 



him, her hand already in his. "Ready?" 
"What did your husband say?"  
Fiacha smiled and blushed slightly. "He said we were never 

legally married anyway. Amergin was never ordained, he just said 
he was. If there's any lesson to be learned in all this, it's never trust 
a wizard. He said to go have fun. He likes the scullery maid, 
anyway. Let's go." 

I beamed at her, glad to see her hand entwined so tightly and 
so effortlessly with Cu's. I looked up at Bob, who was watching 
the Anus with his wide, brown eyes. "Ready, Bob?" 

Bob neighed.  
"Then let's go." I hoisted myself onto his back and put my 

hand down for Cu. I lifted Cu up behind me then Fiacha somehow 
ended up behind him.  

Torch in hand, I bent over Bob's side and touched the flame to 
Amergin's robes. They ignited immediately. His purple face and 
wide eyes were enveloped in a heartbeat.  

Bob backed away and waited until I touched my heels to his 
flanks. I waited to give him the signal to move out until Amergin 
began turning black and the smell of burning wizard filled the air.  

Just to be safe.  
He was a wizard, after all, and who knows if they can come 

back from the dead or not. Once he was all aflame and smelling 
like burnt brisket, I took a relieved breath.  

I put my heels against Bob's sides, and the horse turned and 
trotted away. 

* * * * 

It took a while to find our way out, but the Anus began filing 
past us, their belongings strapped to their backs, and we followed 
them down the corridors. Some of the servants and maids began to 
appear too, carrying whatever they could.  

It was a looting party now, with everyone carrying silver 
candlesticks or dinnerware and a multitude of other valuables. We 
passed someone carrying a portrait of the wizard himself. Bob 
quickly put a hoof through it, giving the poor man who carried it a 
snort of an apology--a fake apology, of course. The Anu with the 



now destroyed portrait stood and pouted for a second before 
hoisting a marble-topped side table onto his back and continuing 
on. We had to ask directions twice, even after we began following 
the tide of Anus, before we found our way back to the main gate. 

The gate was open and people were streaming out, both 
human and Tuatha Dé alike, with the very occasional Goat Person 
thrown in just for fun. Cu made Bob stop at a certain bush, where 
he retrieved his bright green top hat and the sword he'd bought 
from Tat the sword maker on a day that seemed like at least two 
eons ago. He donned his bright green top hat, and then handed the 
sword to me. He looked so much more like himself, with the bright 
green top hat rightfully restored to his head, that I stared at him for 
a minute, beaming.  

hooked the leather cord of the sword over my shoulder and 
kept the sword from swinging around to hit Bob's other passengers. 
After I hoisted Cu back up, we continued on our way. I certainly 
felt much better now that Cu had his bright green top hat and I had 
my sword, not that the sword had ever done me any good at any 
time in my life. It just felt right.  

We rode quickly since we were going downhill. Bob took us 
swiftly down the mountainside to the meadow where we'd so 
recently spent the night. Nothing had come to kidnap us that night, 
and nothing came to kidnap us this night either as we camped in 
the meadow. Men and women from Amergin's hideout streamed 
past us through most of the night, but we were not eaten, nor were 
we eaten slowly, so we felt pretty good in the morning. Bob even 
fell asleep during his watch again but we still woke up alive and 
happy.  

I did wake up in the middle of the night when I heard the 
raucous sounds of two people happily humping in the grass just off 
to my right. All I could do was smile and let them get it on. Cu 
deserved it anyway, if only for bringing me so far. I'd done pretty 
well in keeping myself alive, too.  

The next day though, we took the promised detour into the 
woods to see Roger and his gang of Goat People. We didn't even 
need to be kidnapped to find our way back; Bob had a great 
memory for such things and found the unseen path back to the 



clearing of huts.  
"She left," Roger said when I asked what happened to Crista. 

He was wearing the same pink pants he'd had on when we first met 
him, but with a flashy silver lame shirt this time. He looked like a 
disco ball at an Easter parade, but that didn't make him know 
anymore than he did. 

"Why?" I said, not really surprised. 
"Dunno," he said.  
"Did she say anything?" 
"Not to me.," was Roger's answer. 
"Did she say anything to anyone else?" 
"Not to me," Roger said. 
I slumped my shoulders. "Well, if you think of anything, let 

me know, huh?" 
"Not to me," Roger said. 
I went to join Cu and Fiacha, who were sitting in front of a 

group of shrieking and shlooming Goat People. At the least, the 
Goat People lingo had not changed in the slightest in the time we'd 
been away. Cu and Fiacha both looked entirely confused and I 
don't blame them. The Goat People were gesturing and shlooming 
up a storm, but I began to wonder if they even knew what they 
were saying to each other. I didn't bother to question them on this, 
but just sat beside Cu. I wouldn't have understood the explanation 
anyway. "She's gone. 

The Goat People continued their conversation as if I wasn't 
even there. 

"Crista?" Cu said. 
"Yeah, Crista. Who do you think I meant?" 
"Who's Crista?" Fiacha said. 
"A girl I know," I said. 
Fiacha caught my eye and raised a well landscaped eyebrow. 

"Just a girl or the girl?" 
"She might have been the girl," I said, "But I fucked up. I do 

stuff like that." 
Fiacha put a gentle hand over mine. "If she likes you, she'll be 

back." 
I snorted in pure Bob fashion. "Won't do me any good. We 



aren't staying here." 
Fiacha gave me her tenderest smile, and I understood why Cu 

liked her so much. She was so pretty, for a Tuatha Dé. "Tell me 
about her." 

So I did. I told her everything from the beginning, which was 
a story she actually had never heard. I told her about getting 
mugged by Al and his buddy and getting knocked in the head. I 
told her about my two week hiatus from the world, and of eating 
flour paste. I told her about vomiting. Then I told her about seeing 
Cu for the first time in the park. I told her about being dragged into 
Cu's tree. Then something occurred to me. "Hey, Cu?" 

"Hey, Fractious?" he said back. 
"You said there were only three portals into my world, right?" 
"Into America anyway," Cu said, raising more questions in my 

head that I didn't have time to ask. 
"Okay, so one is in Watts. One is in Intercourse, 

Pennsylvania." Fiacha giggled when I said this, for which I don't 
blame her since you can't blame anyone for giggling at that word, 
but I ignored her to say, "How come the one in New York leads 
into your house?" 

"That's just where it leads," Cu said. 
"Into your house?" 
"Into my house," Cu said. When he saw my curious 

expression, he sighed. "The members of my family have been the 
guardians of that portal for centuries. Generations, even. My great, 
great, great, great etc. grandpap didn't even know there was a 
portal there when he built his house. Nobody knew there was a 
portal there. When he fell out into New York one day after tripping 
over a fish, he realized that there was a portal in his house." 

"Wait," I said, holding up a hand. "He tripped over a fish?" 
"That's what he got for leaving it on the floor," Cu said. "But 

anyway, since the house was already built, he took it upon himself 
to force the rest of his descendents to be the guardians of the 
portal." 

"But who's watching it now?" I felt seriously concerned for 
my world. 

"Nobody," Cu said. "I locked the door on my way out." 



"Oh," I said, relieved. "Good. But somebody pulled Crista into 
this world. Are you sure you locked it?" 

Cu thought for a moment. "That mighta been Ogma." 
"What in the hell is an Ogma?"  
"He comes to feed my cat," Cu told me. "He has a key and he 

likes to wander around New York when I'm not there to stop him. 
He probably saw Crista in the park, fancied her and brought her 
here. Though I have no idea how she got to Tara." 

"Wait," I said, holding up a hand, "You have a cat?" 
Cu laughed and shook his head. "I hate cats! Filthy buggers. 

Why would I have a cat?" 
I was baffled, and rightly so. "But you said Ogma comes to 

feed your cat." 
"That's what he thinks he's doing. He puts out food for the cat, 

hangs out for a bit then goes home." 
I raised an eyebrow. "Doesn't he wonder why the cat food just 

keeps piling up and nobody eats it?" 
"Oh, it gets eaten," Cu said. 
"By whom?" I said, intrigued. 
"By Ogma, of course." 
"Of course." I sighed. "Anyway, so the New York portal in 

your house comes out in Sinatra Park. Where does the Watts portal 
come out at?" 

"The portal to Watts comes out at a bus stop in the worst part 
of town." 

"A bus stop?" I repeated, gulping. "In the worst part of town?" 
"Yeah, where else would it be?" 
I shrugged, not wanting to think about it. "And the one in 

Intercourse?" 
"In a sexual therapist's office." 
"Of course," I said. 
"Of course," Cu echoed, grinning fit to split.  



 

chapter 14 

We had dinner with Roger and the Goat People. Once again 
we were surprised and very thankful that we were not going to be 
dinner, but either way we were getting used to the strange ways of 
Roger and friends. The Goat People cooked up a pig they'd killed 
somewhere in the woods, which quite possibly might have been 
one of the things that would eat you slowly I had been forewarned 
about, and they gave the whole pig to Cu, Fiacha and myself. Bob 
refused, turning up his nose for a good hour until they brought him 
a lovely spread of wheat germ. He gobbled that up then asked for 
more. Luckily, the Goat People also had a good supply of apples, 
otherwise I was afraid Bob was going to pretend to starve, and Bob 
happens to be a pretty good actor. But they did and he didn't, so it 
was a good night after all. 

We slept soundly in different huts. Cu and Fiacha took a hut 
generously offered by a couple of the Goat People, and the joyous 
sounds of their humping and thumping could be heard all around 
the clearing. I bunked with Roger, which was a bad idea since he 
wanted to hear our entire story, from beginning to end. I told him 
everything, starting at the very beginning with my birth and ending 
with the two of us lying in our separate beds, me telling him our 
entire story. Then he made me repeat the parts with him in it. Then 
he made me describe him in detail. Then I had to tell him again 
how we'd killed Amergin. THEN he made me repeat the parts of 
the story with him in it. Then the sun rose.  

Exhausted from telling tales and from complete lack of sleep, I 
staggered out into the clearing to a good, hearty Goat People 
breakfast. When they served goat cheese, I didn't even ask. Nor did 
I taste it, although Roger ate a whole block of it without even one 



question. He must have been used to that kind of thing after 
spending so much time with the Goat People. At least they didn't 
serve anything that had Roger's name in the title. So I just ate my 
cereal and milk without another thought. When breakfast was over, 
Cu and I announced that we were leaving. 

"Just one dance!" Roger exclaimed, pleading and pouting. 
"Okay," I said. "Just one." 
I didn't know he meant with me.  
While the Goat People pounded their drums and tooted their 

horns, shrieking and shlooming to the beat, Roger spun me around 
in dizzying circles, making me feel like I was about to lose my 
lunch, and I hadn't even had lunch yet. When the song was over, he 
patted my butt, gave me a hug that I returned, while thinking about 
the time when he'd saved my life, and said goodbye. 

He seemed genuinely disappointed that we were leaving, but 
we knew we had to get back to the king in Murias. As Cu, Fiacha 
and I mounted up on Bob and rode out of the clearing, Roger 
waved like a princess and cried phony and highly dramatic tears.  

When Roger and the Goat People were out of sight, I breathed 
a sigh of relief. 

"Not your type?" Cu said from behind me. 
"No," I said. "He's cute, but he's not my type." 
Cu laughed quietly while Bob picked his way down the 

invisible path and back to the main trail that would take us back to 
Mac Gréine and the township of Murias. We followed that path 
until I recognized the place where I'd gotten lost. I told Bob to turn 
down the other trail. He knew the way. This had been the way to 
his home, after all, and he snorted his excitement at seeing Lug, 
Lug's grandmap and Bobette, the other horse who'd been there at 
the time when I'd first met Bob. 

To my surprise, Lug was there. I hadn't really been expecting 
him, but it turned out, he had been waiting all this time for us. He 
still had my watch strapped around his skinny waist. By the way it 
had chaffed away at his shirt, leaving a bare spot around his 
middle, I had the feeling that he hadn't yet taken it off. 

When he saw his old friend, Bob, Lug pretended not to have 
heard me and said, "Hey, old fella!" 



Bob whinnied, snorted and stomped a foot, bending his nose 
to nuzzle Lug. Lug put his little arms around Bob's nose and gave 
the horse a kiss.  

"And hey to you guys, too." 
Cu strode up to my old friend. "I'm Cu of the king's guard and 

this is Fiacha, my lady friend." 
Lug raised both his eyebrows at Fiacha and took her hand to 

kiss it, Gomez Addams style, working his way up her arm, much to 
her delight and Cu's chagrin. Fiacha took it in stride and moved 
away before Lug could reach her face, but Cu was fuming.  

I realized I had to do something before Cu went ape shit and 
beat the crap out of Lug for moving in on his girl. 

"Where's your purple uniform shirt?" I said quickly.  
"Oh, that?" Lug chuckled. "I traded it to a young woman who 

got lost here, oh, I'd say about four days ago. Isn't that right, 
Grandmap?" 

The old woman suddenly appeared from out of her home. She 
moved in just the way I remembered, slow and determined, and her 
eyes were still that same foggy blue. "Is that Guy I see?" she said 
as she moved timidly towards me, unsure if it was really me 
because she couldn't see for shit. 

"You don't see me at all," I said. 
"I do too!" she insisted, pointing her cane in my general 

direction. 
"Oh yeah?" I said. "What color are my eyes?" 
"Purple?" was her response. 
"Wrong," I said with a smile she couldn't see. Then I picked 

her up and brought her as close to my face as I could.  
"Whoa there big boy!" she said, whistling as she did so. 

"You're damned tall!" 
"Now what color are my eyes?" 
She squinted and got as close to me as physics will allow. Her 

nose was right up against my cheek. "Green?" she said. 
"Correct!" I said before I carefully put her down. 
"See, I can see you fine." She put her hands on her hips, with 

her cane sticking directly out behind her, and stuck out her tongue. 
"Now, you want dinner?" 



"That's okay," I said. "We just came by to return Bob." 
"You got Bob with you?" 
Bob snorted and nuzzled her with his nose. When he moved 

away, she was drippy and soaked with snot. He snorted an 
apology. 

"It's okay, buddy," Lug's grandmap said.  
Bob turned his attention to Bobette, who gave him a sensual 

whinny. Then Bob looked back at Cu and me. He gave a snort, 
neighed and stomped a foot, then neighed again. 

"Really?" I said. "Are you sure?" 
"You traded fair and square," Lug said. "Besides, we still have 

your ponies, and they're pretty handy." 
The two ponies were standing behind Bobette. I only noticed 

them when they stuck their heads out from behind Bobette's legs.  
"Hey, ponies," I said, waving.  
They neighed in response. I wasn't too surprised to find that I 

didn't understand them one bit.  
"Wait," I said, "How did you get our ponies? Didn't we leave 

them with Roger?" I said to Cu. 
Cu shrugged. "I dunno." 
"The girl brought them," Lug said. "She said got lost on the 

road and ended up here. Said the ponies weren't of any use to her 
anymore, so she left them here." 

I echoed Cu's shrug. "Whatever. So I guess we're square then, 
huh?" 

"Bob wants to stay with you, so Bob stays with you." He 
hitched up his watch belt. "Plus, I'm not giving up my belt. I love 
this thing." 

Bob licked my face, leaving shiny streaks of saliva on my 
cheeks. I didn't care; I just rubbed my head against his side and left 
a wet patch of hair in my wake. Then Bob licked Cu, who used the 
leg of my pants to dry himself off. I didn't even care. I was just 
happy to be keeping our little rag tag group together. Bob had 
become a handy part of the crew. Then a thought struck me. The 
girl Lug had mentioned had to have been Crista. Why didn't I think 
about that before? 

"What did you trade with the girl?" 



Lug pointed. 
I followed the line of his finger. Slung over one of the posts on 

the far side of the corral was a leopard print bra with pink lace 
trimming. I recognized it from the orgy city of Tara. It had been 
encasing Crista's ample bosom and matched a pair of panties. I 
hoped she had kept the panties but hadn't the courage to ask.  

"Not sure what I'm going to do with it," Lug said, pulling at 
his chin. "She just wanted some food, but I told her that wasn't 
enough for such a prize as that. Plus she gave us those two ponies 
without asking for anything else. I bet that spotted, stretchy thing 
will keep the Slow Eaters from Grandmap's house really well." 

"Slow Eaters?" I repeated. 
"Yeah," Lug said. "Didn't she tell you about the things that 

will eat you slowly?" 
I nodded. 
"Well, what else would you call them? Slow. Eaters." 
I shrugged. It made sense.  
Cu cleared his throat. "Anyway, we best be off. We need to 

make it to Tara by dark." 
"You really want to stop in Tara?" I said. 
He gave me a mischievous grin, his eyes flickering in the 

direction of Fiacha, who was closely examining Crista's left-behind 
bra. "Hell yeah, brother!" 

I rolled my eyes. I should have known. We thanked Lug and 
Lug's still nameless grandmap. I didn't even bother to ask him what 
he'd done with my shoes and socks. My feet had long since 
forgotten that they'd been barefoot since our first meeting and they 
didn't care that I didn't ask. Then we were off again, bobbing along 
on Bob's bareback back, headed for Tara and orgies galore. I 
secretly hoped we'd run into Crista. And not just for the orgies.  

* * * * 

We didn't. 
Run into Crista, I mean. 
Tara was pretty much as we'd left it, right down to the Tuatha 

Dé woman who was still, even days later, humping the wooden 
post. Much to my surprise, Cu didn't even give her a second 



glance, although he did give her a first. Fiacha paused to watch the 
spectacle for a while, scratching her head as she did so. Cu let her 
look for a bit then pulled her away, whispering something in her 
ear, most of which I didn't catch. Although I'm positive I did hear 
the word "water" slip from his lips.  

We headed down the road in the middle of the town, past 
sexual innuendoes and positions I couldn't have dreamed up in a 
lifetime. I even saw Ken, Crista's old partner, doing the wild thing 
with a pretty Tuatha Dé woman, though she had nothing on Fiacha. 
He spied me and gave a friendly wave in my general direction, but 
it was obvious that his attention was mostly other where.  

We got a room at the inn, the same inn where we'd had drinks 
the last time. We had to share a room but I knew what Cu and 
Fiacha wanted to get up to and volunteered to sleep where ever I 
could find a place. Cu protested, but I managed to dodge three 
swings of his bright green top hat and he relented. Bob agreed to 
sleep in the stables. We went down to the bar later in the evening 
for dinner, where we met up with Nemain again and his talking 
parrot. Since I had no more wickets, which was a thankful thing 
since I really didn't want to have Tom Cruise's likeness in my 
pocket ever again in my life, I ended up sitting down without a pint 
of beer before me. I pouted and the parrot took notice.  

"Hey ugly!" it squawked. "What you sad for? 'Cause you so 
ugly?" 

"I want a beer." I gave the parrot my saddest look ever. 
"Why ask me? I poor." 
"You're a parrot," Nemain said. "Of course you're poor." Then 

he suddenly threw a woolen blanket over the cage. The bird 
instantly went silent. 

"That really works?" I waved a hand in front of the blanketed 
cage. 

"Guess so," Nemain said. He yanked the blanket off the cage 
and the bird instantly squawked, "You ugly!" He put the blanket 
back over and the bird went dead silent again. He did this a couple 
more times until I told him to stop.  

"You asked." Nemain lifted his empty palms in his version of 
a shrug.  



"Sorry I did." I folded my arms on the table top and set my 
chin down on them.  

Nemain apparently felt sorry for me, for he called out, "Bring 
me a pint of beer, wench!"  

A wench appeared with a pint of beer.  
I reached for it but Nemain pulled it quickly away from me. 

"You want beer, you pay for it." Apparently he wasn't feeling sorry 
for me. 

"We killed Amergin," Cu said out of the blue.  
"Seriously?" Nemain said, eyes wide with disbelief. 
"Yeah," Cu said.  
Nemain sneered at him for a moment, and then grinned 

broadly. He opened his arms to the room and yelled, "Now who's 
gonna pay that wizard bastard's tab?!" 

I didn't particularly care.  
"I do have this." From the pocket of her shift, Fiacha produced 

an emerald the size of my nose.  
"Where'd you get that?" Cu said, his eyes as wide as the 

emerald was large.  
"I filched it back at Black Mountain," she said proudly. 

"Everyone else was taking stuff, I figured I should, too." 
Cu and I glanced at each other and smiled. "You know, I like 

you more and more each day," Cu said to Fiacha, giving her a look 
that might have had a little bit of love in it.  

Fiacha grinned back and tossed the emerald to Nemain, who 
caught it deftly in midair. "Keep the change," she said, still staring 
at Cu. 

"How would I make change out of this, anyway?" Nemain 
said. "Now, what do you all want to drink?" 

Cu said, "Plenty of beers for my friend, Fractious here. As 
many as he can keep down." Then he glanced at Fiacha with a 
wicked smile. He held up two fingers. "And two waters." 

A wench delivered our drink orders, keeping the beers coming 
as long as I could hold them. For me, at least. Cu and Fiacha only 
drank their waters, not even touching a single beer, and soon 
retreated to their room. I didn't blame them; they couldn't keep 
their hands, feet and other various body parts off each other after 



the water was gone.  
I didn't even bother to listen in at their door. I could guess 

what they were up to, and with more vigor than any of the previous 
nights they'd spent together. Not that I could have gone up to their 
room and listened at the door. I was stone drunk in about an hour. 
So stone drunk, in fact, that I didn't wake up for twenty four hours. 
I was glad for once to have slept for twenty four hours instead of 
having to try and stay awake for twenty four hours. It was a new 
experience for me.  

I woke up with the biggest headache I'd ever had in all the 
years of my life. And I woke up on the floor of a bathhouse 
wearing only shoes and socks, and not my shoes and socks since 
I'd traded those with Lug in exchange for Bob, the horse. I woke 
up wearing somebody else's shoes and socks. It was really weird. 

My hands were dangling in the warm and somewhat frothy 
water of a nearby bathtub. My head was lying on a neat, tiled floor 
that had images on it depicting various beings involved in various 
sexual encounters. I suddenly understood that the portal in 
Intercourse, Pennsylvania, was not there by mistake, then I threw 
up into the tub. 

"Okay, that is gross!" somebody said.  
"Sorry," I mumbled, as I struggled to my feet. A Tuatha Dé 

man stood beside a garbage can on wheels and carried a broom and 
dust pan. He had a bottle of Windex in a holster on his belt. The 
feather duster tucked into his back pocket made him look like a 
pretty lame peacock.  

"It's okay, bro," he said. "Happens at least three times a day." 
He shrugged and gave me a reassuring smile. "Not that that makes 
it any less gross." 

"How long have I been here?" I rubbed my aching head, not 
caring in the slightest now that I was wearing shoes and socks that 
were not my own and that the rest of me was stark naked. I shook 
my head to try and clear it but that didn't help any. I cleared my 
throat, excused myself and puked into his trashcan. "Hope that 
helps," I said afterwards. 

"Better than in the pool," he said. He pointed at me with the 
yellow straw end of his broom. "You outta take it easy on the beer, 



man." 
"Where the hell am I?" 
"Bathhouse," he said.  
I knew that, but didn't say as much. "Am I still in Tara?" I said 

instead. 
He nodded.  
"Good." I had no idea what I would have done had he said I 

was somewhere else other than Tara. "Do you know where my 
clothes are?" 

He pointed. Sunk into another, much cleaner pool was my 
clothing. I fished everything out with the use of the handle of a 
mop I borrowed from the janitor dude and wrung out the excess 
water. It took me a good five minutes to put on my wet jeans. Only 
after I had them on did I realize once again that I was wearing 
shoes and socks, but not my shoes and socks, since I'd left those 
with Lug ages ago. I took off said shoes and socks and set them 
aside.  

"Any idea who those belong to?" I pointed at the shoes and 
socks so the man who seemed to be a janitor would know what I 
was talking about. 

"No clue, buddy." 
"Okay." I looked around. There was nobody there but myself 

and the janitor, nobody to claim the strange shoes and socks. 
"Where is everyone?" 

"Outside," he said. "Celebrating the death of Amergin." 
"Really?" I said. I stabbed my thumb at my chest. "You know, 

I helped kill that dude." 
"Sure you did," he said. He pushed a button on the wall and 

the tainted water began to drain out of the tub.  
I shrugged, not caring that he didn't believe me, and left the 

bathhouse. Carrying my soaking wet shirt and once again sockless 
and shoeless, I wound my way through tiled corridors until I found 
a door that seemed like the right one to go out of. I opened it and 
stepped into the street.  

It was sunny and beautiful outside but I felt like such shit that 
I hated the sunniness and beautifulness of it all.  

There was a big party going on in the square, the typical Tara 



orgy type party, with fucking and more fucking to be seen 
everywhere I looked. I walked around, taking the occasional glass 
of free beer that Fiacha's emerald was apparently still paying for, 
and downing them when I felt capable. A few drinks came back up 
in a couple of Tara's back alleys but I didn't much care.  

I found Cu and Fiacha on the roof of a building that had a sign 
identifying it as "Little Miss Muffin's Bakery." Little Miss Muffin, 
or an older Tuatha Dé, who I assumed was Little Miss Muffin, 
handed me a muffin that I munched on while trying to get Cu's 
attention. Finally, for lack of any better ideas, I threw what I hadn't 
eaten of said muffin. It hit Cu on the head. I triumphantly threw 
my hands in the air with a "Whoop!" 

Cu paused in his thrusting and looked up, obviously not 
thrilled at my triumph. "What do you want?" 

"Can we go now?" I said. 
"You look like hell, Fractious," he said, and returned to his 

sexual rhythm.  
"Feel like it too," I said. "I woke up in a bathhouse." 
"This town doesn't have a bathhouse," he said.  
"It did today," I pointed back in the direction I'd come from. 
Cu shrugged, shuddered, and then pulled back from Fiacha. 

She squeezed then slapped his buttocks before she moved out of 
my sight. Cu watched her go before he sat on the edge of the roof, 
his stuff dangling between his legs. He didn't seem to mind in the 
least that he was naked.  

Tara does that to you. Crista had been the same way in Tara.  
I sighed. "Seriously, can we go now?" 
Cu took one long look at me, his face serious. "Yeah, Guy, we 

can go now." He rose and disappeared for a minute. He reappeared 
fully clothed and climbed down a ladder leaning against the house. 
A moment later, Fiacha, also fully clothed, followed him.  

Fiacha stepped to my side as we walked back to the inn to 
collect Bob and the rest of our things. "Are you okay, Guy?" Her 
voice was voice full of concern. 

I smiled down at her. "As okay as one can expect. I did have a 
lot to drink last night. Or was it the night before?"  

She only raised an eyebrow at me and turned away. 



I couldn't say, at that point, what had gotten me down. I was 
hung over beyond belief. I was missing Crista. I was missing my 
world. I had no idea what I'd done the night before or how I'd 
ended up in a bathhouse wearing shoes and socks that were 
obviously not mine. But there was something plaguing me, 
something I couldn't identify, not until much later anyway. 

We found Bob out behind the stable, a line of mares 
positioned before him. He'd obviously gotten to the water and so 
had the dozen or so females who were waiting for a shot at him. 
Since getting cleaned up at Amergin's place, Bob did look quite 
handsome, and all the ladies agreed with that. We let him finish up 
the line, but we had to shoo away two or three late comers, 
explaining the situation as best we could. We had to get back to 
Murias and back to the king. The mares protested but in the end 
they understood.  

When Bob was done with everyone, we left Tara with only the 
briefest of glances back at the orgy-filled town. And I knew that 
Cu and Fiacha had bought a gallon of water from Nemain that they 
were bringing with them. 

Next stop; Balor the dragon. 
And Fractious the mule. 
It was a long trip. Cu and Fiacha walked beside Bob while I 

lay over Bob's neck, my arms dangling down at his sides and my 
head resting against his black mane. I couldn't do much else. It was 
much better doing this on Bob's back rather than draped across the 
back of my old pony. At least my hands didn't drag on the ground. 
And while I looked forward to seeing my old buddy, Balor and my 
even older buddy, although not in years, Fractious the mule, my 
heart just wasn't in it.  

"Maybe he just misses home," I heard Fiacha saying. She and 
Cu were walking ahead of Bob. Cu was holding the reins, even 
though we all knew Bob would follow us to the ends of the worlds, 
whether he was being led or not.  

"Maybe," Cu said. "Or maybe it's the girl." 
"Maybe both," Fiacha suggested. "He just looks so down. 

Makes me sad." 
I heard the sound of Cu kissing her. "He'll be okay," Cu said. 



"I'll have him back in his home world in no time. Then he can get 
back to his real life. I'm sure Crista will be there, too." 

"Are you really going to find him a house in Beverly Hills?" 
"Yep," Cu said. "That was the deal. He upheld his end, and I'm 

sure Mac Gréine will hold up his." 
Fiacha laughed lightly. "Even if he doesn't. I took more than 

just one emerald." 
"You did?" 
"Yes, I did," she said. "Lots more." I heard the sound of her 

kissing him. "But what do we do with him in the meantime?" 
"Maybe Balor will cheer him up." 
Balor did cheer me up, but only just a little. 
We came across the dragon and his soccer field the very next 

day, after spending yet another safe night in woods and not getting 
eaten, or even eaten slowly by what Lug had called the Slow 
Eaters. Balor was overly excited to see us returning safely, and so 
was Fractious the mule. Fractious the mule galloped over to me 
and bowled me over, ass over neck meats. I laughed, feeling better 
than I had in days. I had hoof marks on my chest and mule drool 
on my face, but I was glad for it.  

Balor turned on the Michael Jackson music, roasted a couple 
of pigs on multiple spits over roaring fires, and brought out 
marshmallows and chocolate and the Tuatha Dé equivalent of 
graham crackers so we could make s'mores.  

We introduced Bob and Fractious the mule. They had a lot to 
talk about and began swapping stories instantly. I drowned out 
their braying and neighing after a while and bobbed my head to 
various tunes.  

"You know," Balor said, as he sat before one of the fires, 
roasting a marshmallow on one of his long claws, "I finally taught 
that mule how to play Tic-Tac-Toe." 

"You did?" I said, surprised. 
"Yeah," Balor said. He winked his pus-filled eye at me, the 

very reason for his name although I still wasn't quite sure on the 
tale behind the other Balor who had a poisonous eye. "Once he got 
the hang, he was all over it!" 

Fractious the mule gave a quick bray in my direction. 



"Good job, old buddy." I gave him a thumbs up.  
Fractious the mule lifted a hoof in reply and went back to his 

conversation with Bob. 
I took a bite out of a gooey s'more and let the chocolate get all 

over my fingers so I could lick it off with relish. Then I stuck 
another marshmallow on my stick and held it over the fire until it 
caught fire. I brought it to my mouth to blow out the fire. Then I 
stuck the entire hot and sticky marshmallow in my mouth. It was 
sweet and delicious and was one of the best things I'd ever tasted. 
There was no way it was a normal marshmallow. 

"So what do you do to these marshmallows, Balor?" I said as I 
greedily grabbed another one. 

"I soak them in chocolate liqueur." The dragon puffed at a 
flaming marshmallow.  

"Really?" I said. 
"Hell yeah, boy! Soak 'em, let 'em sit, then roast 'em." 
"How do they not go right up in flames?" I blew out the fire 

that had attached itself to my current marshmallow. 
Balor only lifted a scaly eye brow ridge at me and grinned, 

showing all his pointy teeth. He devoured an entire s'more in one 
gulp, and then loaded up another marshmallow on his claw. "So 
where ya'll headed next? Back to Murias?" 

Cu nodded.  
"Then back to my own world," I said. 
Balor blew a warm breath in my general direction. "You mean 

to go back afta havin' so much fun in our world?" 
"Yeah," I said, startled somewhat. "What else would I do?" 
Balor exchanged a look with Cu that I couldn't read. Then he 

popped a flaming marshmallow into his mouth and chewed it 
thoughtfully. "Just askin'."  

I looked into his eyes, both his pussy one and his regular one, 
but couldn't figure out what he was trying to convey. So we all just 
sat and roasted marshmallows for the rest of the night, swapping 
stories about what had occurred in our lives since we first parted.  

It was fun. It was entertaining. Balor even laughed his dragon 
ass off when I told him my full name again--at his request, of 
course. I even laughed when he rolled on the ground. But still, 



something was missing. Maybe not missing…  
Maybe it had just never been there at all. 



 

chapter 15 

We stayed the night in Balor's cavern. Fractious the mule 
curled up next to me and slept like a snoring, albeit extra large, 
baby. I didn't get much sleep though.  

I couldn't. I tried really, really hard. I shut my eyes. I counted 
wooly sheep. I counted wolverines. I counted Fractious the mule's 
snores. I pretended I was someone else who was fast asleep. 
Nothing worked.  

So I got up and went outside onto the soccer field. 
Balor was lying on his back in the middle of the field, his two 

arms tucked behind his head and his wings neatly tucked behind 
his back. He was blowing smoke rings into the sky, watching them 
dissipate into the air. He looked so peaceful that I almost didn't 
want to disturb him. 

But I did. "Hey, Balor," I said as I walked up to him, my 
hands in my pockets. I'd been careful to remember to get dressed 
before going outside this time. Balor had had one look at my junk; 
he didn't need a second. 

"Hey, Fractious!" the dragon said, angling his head to get a 
better look at me. "You ain't naked this time!" 

I glanced down at my pants. "Yeah, I figured there was no 
need for nudity right now." 

Balor winked his non-pussy eye. "Good thinkin', bro. Whatcha 
doing up?" 

I sat down by his head, which was the size of my entire body. 
I leaned back on my hands and looked up at the stars that filled the 
night sky. "I couldn't sleep," I said. "The mule snores. I thought 
maybe I'd sleep better out here." I was lying through my somewhat 
crooked teeth but I knew Balor wouldn't notice. He was a dragon, 



after all. There would be no sleep for me that night.  
"Yeah," Balor said, "He does snore somethin' fierce." 
I sighed and closed my eyes for a bit, but I didn't fall asleep. 
Balor didn't seem bothered by the silence between us. I didn't 

mind either. It was comfortable. After a while, I opened my eyes 
and looked back up into the beautiful skies. There were more stars 
in this realm than I'd ever seen in mine. I liked it. I liked it a lot. 

"I know whatcho thinkin'," Balor said quietly. 
"Really?" I said. "What?" 
"You thinkin' about dat girl. He turned his good eye toward 

me. 
I shook my head. "Not at all. I was thinking about all the 

stars." 
"Stars?" the dragon said. "What da hell is that?" 
I pointed at the tiny pinpricks in the velvet night sky. "Those." 
Balor gave a grumbly laugh. "Them ain't stars."  
"If they aren't stars then what are they?" I was watching him 

gaze thoughtfully at the sky. 
"Those are the souls of our ancestors. He pointed a clawed 

hand upwards. "Don't know what they are in your realm, but here, 
when you die, your soul flies up into the sky and becomes a light. 
Just like all them other little lights." 

"Really? You aren't pulling my leg?" 
Balor stared at his hands. "My hands right here. 'Course I ain't 

pulling your leg. I ain't pullin' your nothing!" He gave a chuckle. 
"So if they aren't stars, what do you call them?" 
"Anam Oiche." He paused, breathing a dragon sigh. "It means 

"Soul of the night'. Basically. In, like, old Irish or something. 
Maybe Gaelic. Anam Oiche." 

"Ah," I said. "Good word choice." 
The dragon gave a one shouldered shrug. 
I smiled. "Anam Oiche. There's a lot of 'em up there." 
"Lotsa folks die," Balor said.  
"So how do you know which ones are your ancestors?" 
Balor blew a ring of smoke, and quickly blew a second that 

passed right through the first. "Ya don't. That's the beauty of it. 
You look up dere, you ask for guidance or whatev, but you neva 



know who ya askin' it from. Might be you lookin' right at your 
grandpap or you might be lookin' at the Balor of the past, the one 
with the poison eye. You know?" 

I wasn't sure if I did know. But I said, "I get it." 
Balor gave me a half smile, lifting one corner of his scaled, 

dragon jaw. He winked his eye once more, and then turned his 
attention back to the skies. Back to his ancestors.  

"What do you ask them for?" I said after a while. 
"Strength," Balor said. "And compassion." 
"Compassion?" I was surprised.  
Balor grinned, this time showing his row of pointed dragon 

teeth. "Everybody got to ask for something. I haven't always been a 
good guy, you know?" 

"Well, I like you," I said firmly. "You're a good friend." 
"Me?" the dragon exclaimed, a scaled hand on his chest. "Me? 

You callin' me a friend?" 
"Yeah," I said. "Why not?" 
"I ain't never been anybody's friend ever in my life," Balor 

said.  
"Well," I said. "You're mine. Is that okay?" 
Balor was quiet for a few minutes before saying, "Yeah. Yeah, 

I like that. You mine, too. Fractious. I guess. You and that mule."  
I smiled at him, but he wasn't looking. I liked having a friend, 

even if that friend was a smoke-ring blowing dragon who had a 
pussy eye. And I liked him. I liked Balor.  

* * * * 

Fractious the mule decided to stay on with the dragon. I didn't 
blame him; Balor was a lot of fun to hang around with, especially 
if you liked Tic-Tac-Toe and Michael Jackson. Fractious the mule 
liked both and even liked Balor, too.  

We said our goodbyes. The mule gave me a big wet kiss with 
his pink tongue, and the dragon, although he said he was tempted 
to do likewise, simply knocked knuckles with me. He gave Cu the 
same goodbye and winked knowingly at Fiacha.  

"I'll be seein' ya," Balor said to us as we all climbed up on 
Bob. 



Bob gave a whinny and picked up into a trot after I nudged 
him with my heels. Cu and Fiacha were behind me, clinging to me 
and each other.  

We didn't have far to go before we reached Murias and our 
journey came to an end. We reached Tat's cottage that day, but 
didn't do much more than stop for lunch. We relayed our tale to 
him but he'd already heard it. 

"Who'd you hear it from?" I said.  
"Girl passing through," Tat said. "She said she'd heard all 

about Amergin's death and told me all about it. I'm semi-
disappointed that it wasn't my sword that killed him." 

"It wasn't anybody's sword that killed him," I said. 
"I heard," Tat said. "Peach cobbler." 
"Peach cobbler," I repeated, thinking back to that leap through 

the flaming hoop that Bob and I had done just before Amergin 
choked to death on the very thing he was allergic to. Tat even 
made a joke about Cu's cobbler being so good to pass up that even 
Amergin couldn't resist, allergy or no. Everybody had a great belly 
laugh at this, but I only chuckled.  

We had a quick lunch, and then we were on our way again. 
With Bob as our transportation, we got along a lot faster than we 
had with our two ponies, especially since Bob did all the work. At 
dusk we reached the city limits of Murias. Bob had kept up a good 
jog for the last ten or twenty miles. Even he was excited for our 
journey to be done.  

We were so excited that we passed right through Camhail, the 
place I'd originally thought of as Pub Town. We only stopped for 
two or three pints each when we could have had twenty. Our tale 
had reached Camhail already and the townsfolk toasted us, but we 
left quickly and only slightly drunk, ready to get back to Murias.  

"You're gonna be living high on the hog in Murias," Cu said to 
Bob when we reached the city limit, which was really just a break 
in the woods. "The king will be sure to give you the best of 
lodgings and all the alfalfa you can eat." 

Bob gave a snort and whinny.  
"And a girl friend," Cu added, "If you want one." 
Bob gave a happy neigh and clicked his back heels together, 



nearly throwing all three of us from his back. Yet we laughed. We 
almost went flying over his neck but we laughed. It felt good to 
laugh. It felt good to be in Murias. And the place had apparently 
been waiting for us. 

A huge group of the Tuatha Dé were gathered before the 
king's place, all standing around looking bored. When they got a 
glimpse of the three of us on horseback, they continued to look 
bored. Until Cu said, "Hey, folks!" and waved his bright green top 
hat.  

The crowd broke into a cheer, tossing stuff up into the air. 
Other hats flew, some bright green and some typical brown and 
black. I saw fruit fly, mostly peaches in honor of what had killed 
Amergin. I even saw a brown and orange tabby cat go flying. It 
screeched when someone caught it; or I assume someone caught it 
because it disappeared into the crowd.  

The crowd parted and the king, Mac Gréine, suddenly 
appeared. He strolled down the cleared space, scepter in hand, 
wearing a long, red cloak with white fur trim. A crown of gold and 
berries sat atop his head, holding down his shaggy hair.  

"Welcome back, my heroes!" he called, throwing up his hands. 
His scepter went flying, but I don't think he noticed, or perhaps 
didn't care, even when the crowd scattered to avoid being hit by it. 
I saw someone come up with it and run off, happy to have such a 
souvenir.  

Cu, Fiacha and I jumped off Bob's back and endured the hugs, 
caresses and thumps on the back, from the group of Tuatha Dé that 
greeted us. On the back of the thighs in my case. We slowly made 
our way to the king with big grins on our faces. Bob walked behind 
us with his head held high.  

It was a party to end all parties. It lasted for days, so many 
days that I completely lost count. Hardly anybody slept, and if they 
did, they simply plopped down in the town square and used their 
arms or their buddies as pillows.  

Beer was served. Food was served. Merchants sold all kinds of 
things to anyone who would buy. People were buying all kinds of 
crap they didn't need: picture frames, flower pots, racks of lamb 
that spoiled in the sun, since nobody went home.  



It was loads of fun, but no matter how many people I asked, 
nobody had seen or heard of Crista. She must have skipped out on 
the fun in Murias. 

Three days later, after the celebration had died down slightly, I 
made my way through throngs of people, stepping over drunkards, 
winos and goats alike. I was looking for Cu. Mac Gréine had just 
handed me the deed to my new house in Beverly Hills. He'd also 
given me the name of my butler, Aloysius Belvedere, who was 
right at that moment getting the house ready for my return. I 
wanted to tell my one-time guide that I was ready to go home. 
Only this time, I'd be going home through the Watts portal. 

After two hours of wandering aimlessly, I came across Bob, 
who was standing in a comfy looking pile of straw behind a barn. 
A pretty, white filly was standing beside him, her head hanging 
down and her eyes slightly rolled back. She looked spent. Bob 
winked at me when he saw me approach and began to make his 
way to meet me. The filly gave a protesting whinny, but he licked 
her cheek and she quieted down. "He's my friend," Bob had told 
her.  

I embraced his long neck and let him lick my face. He 
nickered softly in my ear. "Lookin' for Cu," I said. "Have you seen 
him?" 

Bob shrugged. He snorted to his filly, telling her he'd be back 
in a little while. Then the two of us went in search of Cu. We 
found him and Fiacha sitting in one of the many bars at the far end 
of Murias. Cu saw me and immediately ordered a pint for me and 
one for Bob, who had recently discovered a complete love for 
grainy beers. This particular ale house was smaller in size than 
some of the others, but everyone knew me by now, and the pint I 
was given was a Guy sized pint, much smaller than the ones Cu 
and Fiacha were drinking. The two of them came outside to join 
me.  

We sat together, the four of us, drinking our beers in relative 
silence. Cu knew what was coming. So did Fiacha, but neither of 
them asked. It was Bob who spoke up with a neigh and a snort. 

"So," Cu echoed Bob's words, "you are ready to go home, 
eh?" 



I pulled the deed out of my pocket and flashed it in front of his 
face. "My house is almost ready. I should get back to my normal 
life."  

Cu nodded glumly. "All right, Fractious. It'll be night in Watts 
right now, I'm sure. We'll have to wait about two more hours. That 
okay?" 

I nodded. I couldn't argue with him. He knew Watts better 
than I did, and I'd heard enough to know that I didn't want to be 
there during the dark hours. 

So we drank. We talked. We laughed about good times. We 
recalled my drunken experience in Tara and how I'd awoken on the 
back of my pony, my head being dragged along the ground on one 
side of the pony and my feet being dragged along the ground on 
the other side of the pony.  

Bob thought that was particularly funny and laughed to think 
about me riding around on one of the Tuatha Dé's tiny horses.  

I told him to shut up, and reminded him of the people I'd 
discovered him with. The image of Lug riding around on Bob's 
back was just as funny as me riding around on the Tuatha Dé pony. 
We continued to laugh and drink, enjoying each other's company 
as if we'd known each other all our lives. To me, it felt like we had. 

Before I knew it, it was time to go. 
Cu guided me through the town of Murias, with Fiacha 

holding his hand and Bob on our heels. The horse hung his head 
until his nose nearly touched the ground. Little puffs of steam 
drifted up when he breathed. Cu gripped Fiacha's hand until his 
knuckles turned white. She grimaced, but said nothing. I liked her 
even more for that.  

Cu had agreed he would take me to the bus stop near the portal 
in Watts, and he would leave me with directions for what busses to 
take to get me to my new home. I wondered at the impression I 
would leave on any of my new neighbors, if anybody was around 
to see me arrive. First off, I'd be walking instead of driving a 
Bentley, Mercedes or Lamborghini. Second off, my clothes were 
not so fresh. Not a single one of the Tuatha Dé in Murias had 
complained so I hadn't bothered to attempt to find new clothing, or, 
more likely, have some made. It occurred to me that I had no 



money to buy new clothes with either. But Fiacha had the answer 
to that. 

She held out her hand to me, her fingers closed around 
something. She dropped it into my hand. 

I marveled at the size of the emerald she'd just given me. 
"I can't take this." I tried to give it back. 
She closed my fingers around the jewel and shoved my hand 

back against my midsection. "Keep it," she said. "It's the biggest 
one." 

"I don't know how to thank you," I said, as tears formed in my 
eyes.  

"No need," she said. "Besides, I should be thanking you." 
"What the hell did I do?" 
"Enough." She was still holding onto my hand and used it to 

pull me down to her level. She laid a nice kiss on my lips, long and 
sensual, in a way that should have been reserved for Cu.  

When she pulled away, I said, "What was that for?" 
"Because I like you, Guy Fractious," she said, blushing 

slightly. "You may have saved my life." 
"From what?" 
"Doldrums and boredom," she said. "Plus, you led Cu to me." 
"Actually, Cu led me to Amergin," I said. "So maybe it was 

Amergin who led you to Cu. Indirectly, of course. Or maybe it was 
Cu who led Cu to you. He was leading, after all." 

"Whatever way it goes," Fiacha said, stopping my rant, "I'm 
glad to have met you." 

"Me, too," I said. I kissed her cheek, and then turned to Bob. 
Bob shuffled his feet in the dirt, his head still lowered. He 

snorted. 
"Don't be sad, buddy," I said, patting his head between his 

black-tipped ears. "We're friends, remember? I never forget my 
friends. Thanks for carrying us so far." 

He snorted again. 
"I don't think they allow horses in Beverly Hills," I said. 
He neighed. 
"The Clampetts were not real," I said. "Besides, I don't think 

they had a horse." 



Bob bumped my stomach with his head. I bent down and put 
my forehead between his ears. He huffed and pulled back to lick 
my face. I didn't even bother to wipe off the horse saliva from my 
cheeks. I just let it run and drip and grinned all the way through it. 

Then came Cu. That was hard. Harder than I thought it was 
going to be. He'd called me a thousand names and insulted me 
more times than I'd ever be able to count, but in the end, he said he 
liked me. That meant a lot. 

Just outside Murias was the portal and he took me there alone, 
leaving Fiacha to console Bob, who'd started to sob as I walked 
away. The portal to Watts was in a rock that didn't look big enough 
to contain a portal.  

"Don't worry," Cu said. "Bigger things than you have come 
through this portal." 

"Like what?" I said, feeling somber. 
"Like my dick!" he said, slapping my thigh. 
I laughed. I couldn't help myself, and I knew that had been his 

intention. "Well," I said when the laughing was over, "Guess this is 
it, eh?" Cu motioned for me to step through the rock but I shook 
my head. "No way, you go first." 

"Fine," Cu said. He walked into the rock just the same as he'd 
walked into the tree.  

I followed, bent over so I could fit into the rock portal. I 
stepped out onto a sidewalk and a very loud, very honky bus flew 
by me. Cars and pedestrians rushed along in their daily lives, and 
no one even noticed that I'd appeared from nowhere. Cu was 
standing before me, laughing heartily. I held up one finger, stepped 
up to a dirty trashcan and puked. I straightened up a minute later, 
wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and cleared my throat. 
There, off to the left, was a bus bench occupied by a single, grimy, 
homeless person with a mangy cat on his lap.  

I followed Cu over to the bus stop and sat down. Cu eyed the 
bum for a moment before hopping up beside me. It didn't even 
occur to me that the bum couldn't see the Tuatha Dé. It had 
become second nature to me.  

"So, Cu," I said, "I guess this is it." 
"This time it is," Cu said.  



The bum eyed me out of the corner of his eye then went back 
to petting his cat. Or at least I think it was a cat. It quite possibly 
might have been a wombat. I can't be sure. 

"Bus'll be here in a couple of minutes," Cu said. "Here's the 
list of the buses you need to take." 

I took the scrap of paper from Cu and looked it over carefully, 
forgetting everything that was on it when I put it in my pocket, and 
also forgetting that I'd put it in my pocket, which is probably why I 
got lost later. "Will I ever see you again?" 

"I'll stop by every now and then for a beer," he said, giving me 
a wink. 

I smiled. "I'll be sure to have the fridge filled, if I have a 
fridge." 

"You can buy one with Fiacha's emerald. 
"I could buy a thousand fridges with Fiacha's emerald," I said 

with a laugh.  
"Well, keep some left over for beer, okay?" 
"Okay. 
A grey cloud of smoke suddenly appeared on the corner of the 

street down the way. A cough and a backfire later and the bus was 
in front of us. I looked down at Cu.  

"This is my home world," I said, looking around at the ghetto 
of Watts, California. "Or as close to my home as I can get. Thank 
Mac again for the house for me, will you?" 

Cu nodded, at a seemingly sudden loss for words.  
"And I hope you and Fiacha have a whole bunch of little 

kids." 
Cu smiled at that. "We'll try. We might even name one Guy." 
"Please don't," I said, putting up my hands for emphasis. "It's 

bad enough that I'm named Guy. Don't saddle yet another kid with 
it." 

Cu shook his head. "Fine then. Balor, maybe. Or Bob, 
perhaps. Though I think a lot of kids born in the next few years are 
gonna be named Bob." 

The bus driver was staring at me through the open door, 
through which the bum had already entered, cat, or perhaps 
wombat, and all.  



"You can name him Balor only if he has a poisonous eye," I 
said.  

Cu handed me a wad of bills. "That should get you home." 
"Thanks," I said. I took the bills, and then mounted the steps 

of the bus. I waved my hand. "Come by any time." 
Cu nodded, a sad smile on his face. "It's been fun, my friend."  
Then the doors to the bus closed and the bus pulled away. And 

that, as they say, was the end of my adventure. 
"Pay up, pal," the bus driver said.  
I dropped the appropriate amount of money in his box. 

"Thanks."  
"For what?" he said. 
I opened my mouth but nothing came out but air.  
"Who were you talking to?" the driver said, his eyes on the 

road. 
"A friend," I said as I watched Cu disappear into the distance. 

"Just a friend." 



 

chapter 16 

A few hours later and a few miles detour later, after I got on 
the wrong bus and ended up in some place called Hawaiian 
Gardens without even realizing I'd left the continental United 
States, I found myself standing in front of a particularly large 
mansion in the lovely city of Beverly Hills. I was grimy, smelly 
and probably looked as psychotic as that bus driver thought I was. 
The street was empty of human beings, for which I was thankful. I 
compared the house number to the one on my deed and walked up 
the walk to the front door. 

Mac had said he'd leave the keys with Mr. Belvedere, and 
when I knocked, a really nice dude answered the door. His eyes 
were half closed and he held his head up way too high, but he was 
dressed nice and he obviously recognized me. 

"Mr. Fractious," he said in a phony British accent. 
"How'd you know it was me?" 
"I recognized you, from the description given to me by the 

person who hired me." He stepped aside. "Welcome home, sir." 
"No need to call me sir," I said. "You can call me Guy." 
"Guy it is then, sir," he said, pronouncing it properly and with 

flare.  
I stepped into my house.  
I'd conveniently forgotten to give details concerning the 

details of my new home. I'd asked for a home with a yard and a 
butler. That's what I got. I got a house with a yard and a butler. 
There was nothing else in the house. 

I borrowed a suit from Mr. Belvedere, who still insisted I call 
him that, even though I explained the sitcom in the eighties to him, 
a show he'd never even heard of, which I didn't believe. The suit 



didn't fit quite right and hung a little saggy in the butt, but it was 
all I had. I even had to borrow a pair of his shoes. And so, 
shuffling along in too large shoes, I made my way to a jeweler 
recommended to me by my butler. There, I sold the emerald with 
no questions asked.  

The jeweler just opened his eyes really wide at the jewel and 
said if I didn't sell it to him he was going to throttle me senseless, 
and then throttle me some more while I was senseless. I couldn't 
argue with that, and besides, I had nowhere else to go. And when 
the dude behind the counter asked my name, I refused to give it, 
which made him even more eager to buy it, even upping his price 
when I hesitated for a split second.  

So, with hundreds of thousands of US dollars bulging out my 
pockets, I went to the nearest car dealership. I bought an eighty-
nine Toyota Camry for two thousand of those dollars, which was a 
rip off, but I did it anyway, and drove to the nearest mall. There, I 
bought clothing at the cheapest stores, picked up a couple pairs of 
tennis shoes at Payless Shoe Source and returned three times to my 
car to drop off my bags. I didn't buy a television. I didn't buy a 
radio. I didn't buy anything but the essentials. I felt no need for 
such things. Such things didn't matter. 

I did stop and order a fridge and stove, giving the dude an 
extra hundred to have them delivered within twenty-four hours. I 
waited patiently at home until they arrived, and only then did I go 
grocery shopping. I was starving because I hadn't eaten since the 
party in Murias. I hadn't even thought about eating since arriving 
home. I was thinking about other things. 

One word mattered to me out of all the other words Cu had 
ever said to me. "Friend." Nobody since the second grade had ever 
called me that, and that was an incident of mistaken identity. Balor 
had called me that, too. Fractious the mule thought of me as such. 
So did Fiacha and so did Bob. And I could call all of them the 
same. And I'd left all that behind me for my own world. 

Why? 
It felt right, being in my own realm. It felt so right to be 

driving a car, to be reading the newspaper, to discover that I'd been 
away for over six months and my birthday had passed so I could 



legally drink. I did have to go down to the DMV and explain my 
lack of license and the time lapse between its loss and my attempt 
to get another. Only after making up a phony story about losing my 
grandmother in Wisconsin and having to spend a few months 
hunting for her in the woods and adding my car getting stolen then 
having to walk back to California, which had taken me three more 
months, since I'd been kidnapped and raped, did the girl behind the 
DMV counter take pity on me and let me apply for a new license. I 
think it was the rape lie that did it. She even waived the fees. 

With a piece of paper in my pocket stating that I indeed did 
exist and rightfully so, I drove my little Toyota back to my home in 
Beverly Hills. I got lost once again but eventually found my way 
after asking a few random people on the street, one of whom 
insisted I go with her to see the bathroom where George Michael 
was arrested for soliciting a prostitute. Once inside the bathroom, I 
finally understood why I was there, thanked her and left.  

Upon arriving home, I was surprised to find that Mr. 
Belvedere had cooked me dinner. It wasn't roast pig or bread and 
water, but the steak he made me was juicy and delicious. It was so 
juicy that it didn't even need steak sauce. I was impressed. 

A week passed. I was sitting alone in my big, empty house, as 
I had been almost every day since arriving there. I still hadn't 
gotten around to buying any furniture, although I had found an old 
sofa sitting in an alley way in a bad part of town. I tied it to the 
roof of my car and brought it home. I was sitting on this crappy old 
sofa when there came a knock at the front door.  

I moved to answer it, but Mr. Belvedere appeared and said, 
"I'll get it. There isn't anything else to do around here, anyway. 
You should buy some furniture that I can at least dust. I'm tired of 
cleaning the floors over and over and over…" He looked at me out 
of the corner of his eye. 

I rolled my eyes at him and watched him walk to the door. He 
opened it, took one look at what seemed to be an empty porch, and 
shut the door. 

"Fucked up, children," he muttered before retreating into the 
kitchen.  

I got up and opened the door and grinned down at the little 



man in the bright green top hat. "Sorry. He obviously can't see you. 
Want me to knock him on the head so he can?" 

"Not really," Cu said. He peered around me at the 
disappearing form of my butler. "Nice place you got here, 
Fractious." 

"It's all right," I said. "It isn't in a tree, though." 
"Which makes it a dump," Cu said. "Are you going to invite 

me in?" 
I stepped away so he could step inside. He looked around at 

the high vaulted ceilings, the marble stair case and the large bay 
windows. He whistled, low and long. "This place rocks!"  

I grinned. "Naw, it's pretty quiet." 
"Who are you talking to, Guy?" Mr. Belvedere hollered from 

the kitchen. 
I raised my eyebrows. "Um, I was just asking you if we had 

any beer?" 
"Of course we have beer," Mr. Belvedere lost his fake accent 

for a moment. "We only have beer. Want me to bring you one?" 
"Two!" I called. "Out in the back, please." 
"Certainly, Guy," Mr. Belvedere had regained his accent. "Just 

give me a moment." 
I ushered Cu to the backyard and told him to sit. A few 

moments later, Mr. Belvedere brought two bottled beers out to the 
backyard. He set them on a table between me and the person he 
couldn't see, but he didn't question my want of two beers. I waited 
until he was out of sight before I got up and closed the back door, 
which I usually left open, which meant there were more flies in my 
house than furniture, but I didn't care. Now I just didn't want Mr. 
Belvedere to hear me seemingly talking to myself. I handed Cu a 
beer and popped the top on mine. 

"The pool was an added bonus," I said, gesturing to the pool 
with my beer. "Mac outdid himself." 

"Mac likes you," Cu said. "Besides, you did help me kill that 
wizard bastard." He drank from his bottle, made a face then drank 
some more. "Very nice place you have here. Beer sucks though." 

I shrugged. "I like this beer," I said. "Besides, it could be 
worse. It could be Corona." 



Cu gave me a look, studying me carefully. "Can I say 
something?" 

"Don't you always?" 
"You don't look very happy here," Cu said. 
I shrugged. "Happy isn't the word for it. It's a nice house, 

but…" 
"There's nobody else here." 
"It's just me." 
"So get some friends."  
"I'm not good at making friends," I said. "I never have been." 
We sat out there, staring at the wavering surface of the very 

expensive pool that I'd yet to even use, drinking beers in silence. It 
was a companionable silence, something I'd been missing in my 
weeks away from the realm I'd forcibly discovered in a tree back in 
a park in New York.  

Cu apparently had the same kind of ideas. "Come back with 
me," he said suddenly. 

I looked at him. 
"Come back with me," he said again.  
"What for?" I asked unexpectedly. 
"Because I want you to," he said. "Because we had a good 

time. Because we can have more good times." He paused, and then 
said, "Because I miss you. Bob misses you. Fiacha misses you. 
Everybody misses you. Come back." 

My eyes welled up with tears. "You don't have to ask me 
twice." 

"I asked you like, five times." 
I held up a finger. "But not twice." 
I gave the deed to my house to Mr. Belvedere. He fell over 

when he saw that I'd signed it over to him.  
"What is all this?" my now former butler said. 
"I'm going away. And I won't be coming back. Somebody has 

to get the house. You're the only person I know. Party on, my 
friend." I knelt down next to where he'd fallen and clapped him on 
the shoulder. I left him lying on the floor, drooling and mumbling 
incoherently. 

Back to the bus stop, this time not getting lost, since I had my 



guide with me. Back to the Watts bus bench. And back through the 
rock portal. After vomiting behind a tree, I joined Cu and we 
traveled the minor distance back to Murias. And apparently they 
were waiting for me. 

The party lasted three days after I reappeared back in Murias. 
Everyone had too much fun and no one went home. People fell 
asleep in the streets, drank themselves silly and fucked behind 
buildings. I enjoyed every minute of it, especially the first minute. 

The crowd parted before me and I half expected Mac to come 
sauntering out. Instead, a very tall, very beautiful woman came 
towards me. Her smile lit her face up like a candle in a window on 
a dark, stormy winter's night.  

Everything fell away. I didn't see or hear the revelers of 
Murias, who'd use any excuse to have a party. I didn't see anything 
but her. She was wearing a silky dress that covered her shoulders 
and hung down to her knees. She looked like a sexy school marm, 
and I liked it very much.  

"You like it?" Crista said when she reached me. "Fiacha 
stitched it for me. Said it makes me look hot." 

"It does," I said, stopping before her, wanting to touch her but 
unable to do so.  

"Look, Guy," she said sheepishly, "Cu told me about what you 
did. He told me that you came up with the idea to kill Amergin. 
That you leaped through a ring of fire to do it. He told me 
everything, and I know he lied to make you look good. You're a 
hero to everyone here. And I know you didn't mean what you said 
back at Roger's camp." 

I half smiled. "I didn't." 
"I know." 
"I'm glad he convinced you to come back." 
"It didn't really take much convincing," I said. "I'd been 

waiting a whole week for him to come and ask me to come back 
here." 

She laughed. "Well, I'm glad you did." 
Cu was suddenly at my side. "It was her idea. If I'd had my 

way, I'd have just let you wallow in your empty mansion for a little 
while longer. Just to see you suffer." 



I took his bright green top hat off his head and whacked him 
with it.  

Cu snarled at me. "Okay, that's the only one you get. Get it?" 
"Got it." To Crista, I said, "So are you staying?" 
She nodded. "You?" 
"If I can find a place to live, yeah." 
She grinned. "No worries. You can stay with me." She 

gestured over to the far side of the town. There stood a large home, 
much bigger than all the other homes in Murias. "Cu had it built 
for me." 

"Nice," I said, admiring the simply architecture of the home. It 
looked small but cozy. 

"There's room for two," she said, clasping her hands before 
her and twisting a bit. "There's just something about this place, you 
know? Something that makes you never want to leave." 

"I know," I said. "I feel it." I glanced at Cu and gave him a 
smile. 

Then I grabbed her by the back of her neck and brought her 
close so I could kiss her. I planted my lips on hers and my tongue 
ventured between those lips, playing tag with her tongue. This 
lasted for more than a few minutes, while the crowd of Tuatha Dé 
cheered wildly behind us.  

I felt Bob's tongue on the back of my neck but I ignored him, 
even when his spittle began to drip down my back and wet my 
shirt. When it slid all the way to the crack of my butt, I could 
ignore it no longer. I squirmed away from Crista, who was 
laughing, her bright eyes glimmering in the sunlight.  

I turned around and embraced my friend Bob, giving him a big 
kiss on his soft nose. "Good to see you, too," I said. 

He neighed. 
I looked back at Crista. "Yeah, we might be doing that later." 
Cu nudged my leg. He handed me a goat stomach canteen. 
"What's this?" 
"From Tara." He winked. "You can barely taste the goat 

stomach." 
"You sure?" I said. 
He nodded. "Yeah, you can barely taste the goat stomach. I 



promise." 
I took the skin. "Thanks much, Cu," I said to him, trying to 

sound as thankful as I felt. I jiggled the goat stomach canteen and 
heard water jiggling around in it. There seemed to be plenty for all 
of us. "We can share." 

Cu shook his head. "Nope. That is all yours. Fiacha and I can 
have fun without it." 

Fiacha, who was standing off to the side, smiled broadly at 
me. She slapped Cu's butt to get his attention. 

With the skin in hand, I gave Crista a questioning look. 
"Wanna?" 

"Let's," she said. "My hero." 
"How am I your hero?" I said. 
"You saved me from boredom," she said with a smile. 
That was good enough for me.  
As we walked away towards her home, the Tuatha Dé partying 

eternally behind us, I said, "Seriously, what made you change your 
mind about me?" 

"Cu told me how brave you'd been and that you jumped 
through a ring of fire on Bob's back. Even if you didn't kill 
Amergin yourself, you still jumped through a ring of fire. How 
could I resist that?" 

"Are you going to make me do it again?" I said, a bit fearful.  
"Yep. Bob's already agreed to it. He said he had so much fun 

the first time that he can't wait to do it again. Mac's having the 
hoop made as we speak." She peered over her shoulder. "Well, 
maybe not as we speak. I'm sure the smithy is somewhere in that 
mob." 

"Good. Gives me more time with you." 
She laughed and took the goat stomach canteen from me. She 

spun around, smiling fit to split. "Come on, Fractious. We got 
water to drink and work to do!" 

I found I didn't really care why she was doing it, only that she 
was happy and smiling.  

I looked back at my three friends, gathered at the edge of the 
celebrating crowd. Cu gave me a thumbs up, his other arm 
wrapped around Fiacha's middle. Bob neighed and lifted a hoof. I 



waved back, before Crista dragged me into her home where we 
opened the canteen and drank the water.  

You can guess what happened then, and it didn't involve 
humping wooden poles. 
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