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A Prelude 

Light shone dimly through the thick leaves of the 

forest where Merlin sat pondering an acorn. The rain had 

just stopped and the acorn was slick, as was the ground. 

Merlin could hear her coming. She was not a quiet one, that 

Alya. He knew what she was going to do when she arrived. 

Guinevere, that beautiful fool, had payed her to catch him. 

Merlin didn't mind the idea of being caught. It might be 

nice to have a few hundred years off. He had been around 

here for centuries now. A vacation was just what he needed. 

Let the humans destroy themselves. They deserved it. 

He had enjoyed his time with Arthur, though. Watching 

him grow from a silly boy to a strong king was the most 

rewarding time Merlin had yet had. Women were always the 

downfall of his proteges. Maybe it was Merlin's aversion to 

the fair sex that had caused Arthur to fall in love with that 

foolish girl. Ah, well, he thought, throwing the acorn to 

the ground. If I'm to be captured I would like a nice 

prison. Merlin wove a simple spell and the acorn grew into 

a nice sized oak tree. 

"Merlin!" Alya screamed. 

"I'm over here, winch" he called back to her. 

He heard her whispering an incantation. She was 

calling up demons. Bloody fool, he thought, I hope she 

knows how to get rid of them. 

Suddenly, the forest was filled with armies of demons. 

The ugliest bunch he had seen in a long while, not very 

powerful though. Merlin stood up to fight them. He threw 

lightening bolts, hitting only the demons foolish enough not 

to move. A spider-like creature with a viper's head 

screamed hideously as a bolt hit him. There was nothing but 

a pile of ash where he had been. Merlin yawned and hit a 

few more just for fun. Alya came into the clearing and 

stood laughing as Merlin allowed the demons to tie him. 

When he was secured, she walked over giggling like a 

child. 



"I caught you, Merlin. I caught you!" she cried, 

jumping up and down with glee. 

"Yes, Alya, you've caught me" he said wearily. "What 

will you do with me now?" 

She stopped to consider what she should do. 

He planted a thought in her mind. 

"I'm going to lock you in that oak tree" she said. "And, 

to make sure you don't leave, I'm going to put my demons in 

there with you." 

Merlin rolled his eyes. Leave it to a novice to do 

something that stupid. The demons would escape sooner or 

later and he would have to catch them when they did. At 

least he would have a job in the future. 

Alya was mumbling the magic words and waving a poorly 

made mandela to catch the demons. Merlin smiled and went to 

sleep for many, many years. 



Chapter One 

A Call to Worship 

Johnathon was leaning against a white picket fence at 

the corner of Elm and Oak streets wondering what to do next. 

There is nothing earthshattering in that unless you were an 

ant living in the hill where he had decided to stand. 

That's not important either, except that the discovery of 

the ant hill via the attacking ants motivated him to 

continue his walk. 

Johnathon had trouble with motivation. It always 

seemed to sneak up on him when he least needed it. He did 

have a reason, other than the ants, to walk today but he 

wasn't sure what it was. It had something to do with the 

uneasy feeling he got when he was in buildings. He thought 

he might miss the world if he stayed too long inside. 

Besides, he was looking for something, or someone. 

Johnathon was walking. He was tall, lanky and a little 

disjointed, due to a childhood spent in ecstacy. His 

fingers kept flittering around, and his feet had a habit of 

flying forward a few yards and waiting for him to join them. 

John, as he called himself, also had a slight problem with 

his mind. It had somehow learned to unscrew the top of his 

skull and fly away. John had no doubt that he would never 

be let in on its secret. 

He was in this state of absentmindedness when he ran 

into Carrie. She was kneeling in the doorway of a big 

house. John had managed to go past the gate, up the steps, 

and trip over her. She didn't seem to mind. John was lying 

face down in the hallway of an unknown house. He got up and 

turned around to see what he had tripped over. He saw a 

beautiful girl. She was still kneeling with a smile on her 

f ace. 

"Uh..hi" he mumbled. 

"Hi . " 

"Uh..sorry about that." 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 



He walked away. 

After that encounter, he decided to wear a hat. It 

might keep his mind in the general vacinity of his skull. 

He lit a cigarette, something he hated doing because his 

friend Marta had put a curse on his lighter. Marta was 

always throwing curses but they usually didn't work. 

However, a fairy was giggling hysterically in a tree above 

John's head as he tried in vain to light the cigarette. 

Meanwhile, his feet had led the way to a bar. That 

wasn't amazing. They seemed to always lead him there. It 

was small and dark and smoke-filled, like most bars, except, 

he had friends there. 

There was Marta with her beer. George, the guy who 

didn't keep the secret of his status as the god of parking 

meters very well, was sitting across from her with a pitcher 

of margaritas. Across the table from him was Glenda, dressed 

in her white and drinking George's margaritas. There was 

one empty chair. 

"This is a sign" John mumbled as he sat. 

His friends, accustomed to his unusual mutterings just 

said "Hi". 

A waitress came by and John ordered coffee. He never 

drank, at least not in public places. Alcohol freed parts 

of his brain that were better kept under lock and key. 

George was ranting about the price of tuition. Glenda 

was drinking heavily, and Marta was looking at the man 

standing by the juke box wondering how he would be in bed. 

So, when George paused for a breath, Marta said "He's cute." 

"Jumping into another bed are we?" Glenda said. 

"I don't jump from bed to bed. I skip" 

John stood up. He had to pee. 

"If you were a doorknob, what would you look like?" 

Marta said. 

She was doing another of her psychology tests on George 

and Glenda. Lucky for John this was the first question. 



"I'd be shiny and brass. No smudges." George answered. 

That was typical for George, cleanliness is next to 

godliness. 

"I'd be round and fat and silver and happy to turn for 

anyone." Glenda said and giggled. Except for the silver 

part, Glenda had described herself well. 

"John?" 

Damn, he thought. 

"Well" he said "I'd be crystal with lots of points, 

like the ones in old houses. Oh, and I'd reflect light when 

someone grabbed me." 

No one ever grabbed John. He had grabbed and he had 

been grabbed but no one ever held on. 

He had missed the explanations and like his thoughts, 

the conversation had turned to sex. All these conversations 

centered on sex, branching into high-minded 

psuedo-philosophic stuff. They were young and in college, 

so it was okay. 

John spent the rest of the night drinking coffee. Marta 

went home with the man she saw. Glenda drank as long as 

George had money and he dominated the conversation with his 

talk of parking meters and sex. John walked home later 

humming a U2 song and, before he went to sleep, he thought, 

"Think tomorrow, I'll go talk to that chick I tripped over." 



Chapter Two 

How the Service Begins 

The night passed and the day began. Marta walked, 

thinking of the man with whom she had spent the night. He 

was a disappointment, as were most of them. All she really 

wanted was a companion to make life interesting. The sex 

was just an exercise to pass the time while she waited for 

the right person to come along. She knew that some people 

considered her a tramp. She thought that herself sometimes. 

Marta had come to a park bench under her favorite tree. She 

sat down to watch the sun rise and fight off the hangover 

which was creeping up on her. A squirrel come out of the 

tree. She smiled, squirrels amused her. What a brave 

little guy, she thought as it ran to her feet. 

"Excuse me," said the squirrel, "but do you happen to 

have an orange?" 

"No," she replied, "I'm afraid not." 

"Drat, I'm dreadfully tired of acorns. Jolly good day, 

then" he said and scampered away. 

It took a minute, but Marta did finally realize a 

squirrel with an English accent had just spoken to her. She 

wondered if she should be alarmed, but decided against 

thinking about it, wondering instead if she had any beer in 

the fridge. 

Lola, Marta's roommate, and the consummate object of 

desire, was lying awake in bed and staring at the ceiling. 

She had long ago counted all its little bumps and wondered 

why people textured ceilings like that in the first place. 

Lola didn't mean to be so attractive, but she seemed to 

metamorphosize into what ever a man wanted when she was with 

him. Unfortunately, the men stayed the same. 

She was waiting for the sound of Marta's key in the 

lock. She always came home about this time. The only time 

she slept in her own bed was when she had her period. 

"That's not very nice of me," Lola said aloud, and snuggled 



deep into her blankets. She had that warm and cozy feeling 

one gets on winter mornings, but it was spring, so she 

decided to get up and eat a peach. 

Just then, Marta came in, grunted a greeting, and much 

to her delight, found two beers in the fridge. They were 

can, easier to recycle. She grabbed one and a box of stale 

corn flakes, turned on the t.v. and lit a cigarette. 

Deciding against eating the corn flakes, she picked up a 

book, gulped down the beer, belched, and went to bed. Lola 

sighed. 

About this time, John was waking up from a good night's 

sleep. He stretched a little, checked to see if his feet 

had left during the night. They hadn't. He rolled over to 

check the time. To his surprise, Carrie was perched on the 

window sill where his clock was supposed to be, and wasn't. 

"Where the hell is my clock?" he said. "Must have been 

those damned avocados playing tricks on me again." 

Deciding that if there wasn't any clock, there wasn't 

any time, and if there wasn't any time he wouldn't waste it 

if he went back to sleep, he slept. Carrie just perched 

there, and smiled. 

Eventually, he realized that the girl he met yesterday 

was sitting in the spot his clock normally occupied. He 

then realized that he was naked and that his bottom was not 

covered by the sheets. He rolled over, and there she was 

with that insane smile. 

"Uh..hi," he said. 

"Hi . " 

"I'm John." 

"They call me Carrie." 

"What do you call yourself?" 

"Carrie, most often." 

"That's...Excuse me. I've just noticed that my feet 

have wandered off. Have you seen them?" 

"Yes." 

"Oh, that's nice." 



"Yes." 

Suddenly he wanted a cigarette. Just as suddenly, he 

realized he was out. 

At that moment, his feet decided to come striding in. 

"Oh, there you are," he said, as they shuffled under 

the covers. "Have you had a nice time?" 

They didn't reply. He wasn't surprised. He was used 

to their sullen silence. He understood. How much fun could 

it be carrying around all that weight while Big Boss Brain 

kept flittering away? Besides, he knew they didn't get 

along well with his fingers, had something to do with a 

fight they had had over shoes when he was younger. 

He looked up and Carrie was gone, but his clock was 

back. It was twelve. Good, he thought, I hate breakfast. 

He got out of bed and did the things most people do when 

they get out of bed. He even shaved. 

Of all the place^l in the world George expected to be, 

this bed was his favorite. He was there and so was Glenda. 

Of course, Glenda was everywhere. She made a habit of 

dispersing her particles at times. The god of parking 

meters was more than a little pleased with his cloud woman, 

as he called her. She showed him the proper homage, and in 

return, he blessed her with all the good things in life, 

including his company. She was snoring her happy little 

snore. It reminded George of the twitter of baby birds- at 

once beautiful and annoying. Anyway, it was twelve and he 

had to get to work. He kissed her and flew out the door, 

set for a day of punishing those whose time had expired. 

John was at the kitchen table contemplating the box of 

cigarettes with a card saying "Smoke me." He had looked at 

them for thirty minutes and still could not figure out how 

they got there. He shrugged his shoulders and followed 

directions. There is beauty in the unexpected. 

So the day passed as days will. Morning and night- the 



rest is bunk. Someone once said "History is bunk." Someone 

once replied, "What exactly is bunk?" No one answered. It 

was probably late in the evening. 



Chapter Three 

Getting to Know You 

At six o'clock the next evening, John opened the front 

door and stepped outside. He looked up, sighed, and turned 

to go back inside. Then he saw it. A small white envelope 

with the words "Open me" was stuck to the door with a red 

thumbtack. His door was wooden. It sounded hearty when 

people knocked, not like those sickly aluminum jobs. The 

enveloped contained an invitation. There was to be a party 

tonight at Carrie's house. John wondered if the appropriate 

response would be "But I haven't a thing to wear!". Oh, 

well, he thought, guess I'll order a pizza. And he did. 

(Later, while he was eating it, he wondered why no one 

put oranges on pizza, and decided to wear his jeans and 

black t-shirt- they were clean.) 

Lola too, had received an invitation. It was tacked to 

her door with a blue thumbtack. Her response to the invite-

"I know just what to wear." 

The party was a gathering of writers and artists and 

their lackeys. Everyone was sitting around discussing high 

ideals, the pros and cons of institutionalized instruction 

in the arts, and sex. On the floral print couch huddled a 

group of sensitive young poets who secretly hated each 

other. They smiled and giggled as John followed his feet 

through the door with his M*A*S*H hat tied tightly on his 

head. Around the table were the fashion plates who had come 

to see who else had come. Lola was hovering over them, 

wondering if they really knew the people they talked about. 

She noticed John, remembered him as her roommate's friend, 

and smiled. John blushed. 

"Hi ya! John, right?" It was the guy who always 

looked like he hadn't slept or shaved in three days. 

"Yeah..hi." John checked his hat. It was there. 

"Ya wanna beer man?" 



"Uh..sure" John regretted breaking his drinking rule, 

but everyone needs a little anarchy sometimes. 

"Here. There's more in the fridge. Help yourself." 

The guy staggered off in Lola's direction. John decided to 

wander out back. 

John pushed open the screen door and stood for a moment 

on the redwood porch that spanned the length of the house. 

The late spring dusk was perfect outdoors weather and John 

wondered why no one else had come out. He crossed the porch 

to the screen door that led to the yard. The air was heavy 

with the scent of the jasmine and honeysuckle that grew 

wildly along the backyard fence. John stepped onto the 

grass and looked around him. Carrie was kneeling beside a 

concrete fountain adorned with a large fish. She was 

wearing a long green skirt and matching blouse. Her pale 

hair shone in the fading light. John walked over to her and 

noticed that the fish was pouring something other than water 

from its mouth. 

"Uh..hi. Mind if I join you?" John said. 

"Sure. Have a seat" Carrie said. "Would you like a 

glass of wine?" So saying, she dipped a glass into the 

fountain and offered it to him. 

He quickly downed the last of his beer and accepted the 

wine. The tingle that always showed up when he was near her 

began to intermingle with the alcohol, forming a block 

between John and the rational part of his mind. He settled 

down farther on the grass. Carrie was still kneeling. John 

wondered if she were deep in prayer or meditation. He 

didn't care much for either prayer or meditation. A friend 

of his had once extolled the virtues of meditating for an 

hour twice a day and then shot himself the next day. John 

didn't mind if Carrie chose to meditate. He did wish 

however, that she would talk now. 

"Would you like some guacamole?" Carrie asked. 

"Uh..sure" John said hesitantly. He finished the last 

of the wine and picked up a chip from the plate Carrie 



handed him. A large bowl sat in the middle of the plate. 

It was filled with the green mush that John loved despite 

his allergy to avocados. This would probably shatter the 

last link between John and rational thought. The allergy 

was strange, even for him. Avocados had the capacity to 

give John incredible hallucinations. He took a large bite 

of the guacamole and waited. 

Carrie watched him. She wondered about the way his 

eyes were getting glazed over, but she attributed it to 

illegal drugs. That didn't bother her much, as long as he 

wasn't a junkie. She was watching a bunch of fairies 

playing in the bushes behind John. Carrie knew this bunch 

fairly well. They enjoyed surfing in peoples' minds. She 

was worried about leaving John outside alone with them, but 

she was more worried that her bladder would explode. She 

excused herself. John, taking the opportunity, started 

eating the guacamole with his hands. 

A fairy giggled silently. He was standing on a jasmine 

branch directly above John's left shoulder. He could see a 

small pool of undrained shower water in John's ear. It was 

an invitation he couldn't refuse. He gathered himself up 

and jumped onto John's shoulder, landing with a tiny thud 

near John's neck. John was too busy eating to notice, even 

when the fairy leaned a ladder against his neck. Climbing 

like a three-toed sloth, the fairy made it to John's 

earlobe. From there, he hoisted himself up to the pool. He 

pulled a surfboard out from under his wings and jumped on 

just in time to catch a wave created by John's chewing. 

Carrie came back and sat across from John. The sun 

had just finished setting and the full moon began to rise 

over Carrie's shoulder. John's eyes reflected only an image 

of her and Carrie looked harder behind them. There behind 

the whites of his eyes, she could see the fairy surfing. 

She reached out and slapped the hell out of John's ear. The 

fairy flew out and landed on John's leg. Carrie scooped him 

up and tossed him across the yard. Then she sat back down 



and smiled at John. He was very involved with examining the 

incredible after images of her slap, but managed to ask 

"Why did you just hit me?" 

"Because a fairy was surfing in your head. I'm sorry 

if I hurt you." She dipped his glass in the fountain and 

handed it back to him. 

Lola was growing tired of the party. She rarely 

enjoyed this sort of thing but she always came when invited. 

She had been asked her major and if she was single^nine 

times already. She decided to see what was going on 

outside. She pushed open the screen door. She could see 

Carrie and John sitting beside the fountain through the mesh 

of the screen. Since John was the only male present who had 

refrained from drooling over her, she decided to join them. 

"Hî , guys" she said as she sat down. 

"Hi, Lola" Carrie answered. She handed Lola a glass of 

wine. 

"Uh..hi" John said and went back to staring at the 

moon. He could feel the alcohol bubbling through his veins. 

Soon, he knew, things would get unpleasant. He had been 

seeing dragons ingesting maidens since Carrie had slapped 

him. It was not a good omen. 

"What have you been up to lately?" Lola asked Carrie. 

"I've spent alot of time doing nothing" she answered. 

She noticed John's glass was empty. 

"Would you like some more wine, John?" 

"Hell, no" he replied while rising to his feet. "Now 

you have feed me the poison fruit and the demon wine, and I 

in turn will make an ass of myself. Can't you see the 

dragons cavorting through the sky, eating pretty maidens all 

in a row? And you think the world is safe. Soon you and 

all the rest will see them. You will all know as I do. Can 

you see nothing?" He turned and walked hastily away, 

slamming both screen doors as he went. The man with the 

three day beard came up to him as he was walking out. 



"Hey, man, you look like you could use a beer" he said, 

offering John a fresh bottle.^ 

"I don't want that brew of the vile^and would you 

please invest in a razor!" John walked out the front door. 

"What kind of trip are you on, man?" the guy asked 

John's back. 

Carrie and Lola rejoined the party. 



Chapter Four 

An Introduction to Dreams 

John woke up. It was six fifteen. He knew this 

because the first thing he saw when he opened his eyes were 

the bright green numbers on his clock. He had a headache. 

He wasn't happy. In fact, he was miserable. There was this 

tingly feeling at the bottom of his stomach. At first, he 

thought it was a hangover. Then he decided that wasn't it 

because he wasn't nauseous. He blinked and remembered the 

cool spring night and Carrie's skin glowing softly in the 

moonlight. He remembered the softness of hair, the passion 

of her kiss. The tingling crept down through his intestines 

and he remembered it was just a dream. In reality, he had 

made a total ass of himself. Oh, well, he thought, 

resolving to have a bad day. 

When he opened his eyes again, he was drenched in 

sweat. He had had that dream again. It was a strange warm 

world. The only animals around were John and Carrie. They 

were sitting in a large open place when an avocado came 

rolling up and motioned him to follow. He was led to a more 

beautiful area. There were all sorts of people sitting in a 

semi-circle beating drums. An old woman dressed in a toga 

stood and said: 

"Be seated Johnathon. We have brought you here to show 

you how the world will be when your mission is complete." 

Suddenly, he was seized with terror. His heart jumped 

and he awoke. 

He had already resolved to have a bad day and now he 

was lying in bed drenched in sweat because of an utterly 

ridiculous dream he had had a hundred times which terrified 

him. 

He got out of bed and walked into the kitchen. An old 

man dressed in beige robes was sitting on his counter 

looking morose. 

"Excuse me," John mumbled in his morning voice, "but do 

you mind moving over a bit so I can start the coffee?" 



"Pardon me," the old man said and scooted over. "I 

didn't mean to be here when you woke up, but I was just 

thinking about how no one appreciates me any more. I guess 

I got a little lost in my dreams." 

"I need to get the coffee, now." John was purposefully 

refusing to contemplate the meaning of the man's presence. 

"Yes, I lost myself," the old man continued. "I'm 

terribly sorry I got in your way. I get in everyone's way 

nowadays. Life was so much easier when I was younger." 

"Yeah. May I get my cup now?" 

"Of course, forgive me, I never meant any harm. Guess 

I'll be going now. Oh, here. Carrie asked me to give this 

to you. Good-bye." He disappeared. 

John shook his head to clear any remaining dreams and 

opened the packet. 

It was a large manilla envelope. John got that tingly 

feeling again when he touched it. ^is^had^Jb^gan to shake 

slightly as he pictured her in his mind"! He began to wonder 

if he was getting sick. Oh, well, he thought, and opened 

it. Inside was a note which read: "Dreams are never as 

ridiculous as they seem. Relax, every messiah has been a 

bit reluctant, and every prophet wrong. Meet me in the 

courtyard. Carrie." 

John sighed, drank the rest of his coffee, got up, put 

on his hat and went outside. The early morning light 

glinted off the cement. Little flowers fought through the 

dew to open wide an invitation for the bees. A butterfly 

drifted by and John's feet led him to Carrie. 

She was sitting cross-legged in the middle of the 

apartment courtyard. John wasn't sure it was her. He had 

never seen her without the grin. But the tingly feeling 

came back, along with a slight blush and he was sure it was 

her. When she saw him, she smiled. 

"Hi, John." 

"Uh..good morning." John wanted a cigarette. He 

reached into his pocket and pulled out a crumpled pack of 



sub-generics. Then he remembered her and wondered what she 

would think if he smoked. He hesitated. 

"Do you need a light?" Carrie pulled out a Zippo and a 

leather cigarette case. 

"Uh..yeah. Thanks." He took a very long, deep drag and 

coughed. "I um didn't know you smoked." 

"Well, I've been trying to quit." 

John noticed a slight tremor in her hands. 

"Is something wrong?" he asked. 

"Uh..no." It was her turn to squirm under the 

revelation of what that tingly feeling she had had all 

morning was. "I..did you get my note?" 

"Yeah. Who was that old guy?" 

"Just an old friend. His name is Chronos." 

John felt a crisis begin. Should he invite her into 

his apartment or would that be too bold? He could invite 

her to have a cup of coffee at the nearby coffee shop. He 

remembered having a few dollars in his wallet. But what if 

she said no? 

Carrie,too, was facing a crisis. Her feet were falling,—. 

asleep^and John hadn't sat down. Maybe her note had been/rco J 

forward. She shouldn't have said so much. 

"Hi, guys." It was Lola, looking desirable, as usual. 

"Uh..hi," John said with his usual eloquence and 

perfect diction. 

"Hi, Lola." 

"Do you think I should dye my hair?" Lola asked. "See, 

I had this dream last night where I went to the drug store 

and they had these dyes called 'soul ̂ jô rotns! and I always 

wanted blue hair, like the fairy in Plrfochio. My hair is 

light enough. What do you think?" 

"A blue-haired love goddess. Just what the world 

needs," Carrie said, with just a pinch of sarcasm. 

"Okay, okay. Hey, let's go do the coffee thing. I've 

been up all night and caffeine sounds great." Lola had an 

instinct for this love-crisis stuff and knew she was solving 



a problem with her suggestion. She wondered if she should 

point out that while they were obviously attracted to each 

other, there was always a distance of three feet between 

them. They probably hadn't even kissed, she thought. It 

was silly but kind of sweet. "Well, how about it?" 

"Yeah. Sounds great," Carrie said. John's hand flew 

from his side and presented itself to Carrie. She took it 

and stood up. Their eyes met and they quickly dropped hands 

and looked away. It was scary. John lit a smoke. 

"Can I have a drag?" Carrie took it out of his hand 

and inhaled deeply. She handed it back, just barely 

brushing his hand. Lola was tired of watching them dance 

around their new love. 

"Can we go now?" she said impatiently. 

John reached out and grabbed Carrie's wrists. He 

pulled her to him. They kissed. It was a kiss truer than 

any overused three word sentence. Their spirits mingled 

through the gaping holes in their faces. The kiss was 

fatal. They were inextricably bound forever by shared 

saliva. They pulled apart and John said, "Uh, yeah. Let's 

go." 

"Is..uh..is Marta coming?" Carrie asked. 

"I don't know. I could ask her" Lola replied. She 

smiled at the suggestion and the cute stutterings. 

"Yeah, I'll come," Marta had seen them gathered there 

and witnessed the kiss. She had a feeling she wasn't going 

to be very happy^ but she was bored and wanted someone 

besides the cockroaches to talk to. 

And so the foursome journeyed to an anonymous coffee 

shop near the highway. They were familiar with the 

waitresses and the clientele — especially the cloud woman 

and god sitting at a large table in the smoking section. 

"Smoking or non," said the waitress. 

"Smoking. Can you seat us with them?" said Lola. 

"Sure. Four coffees, right?" 

They nodded in agreement. 



Chapter Five 

Of Coffee Talk and a New Love 

"So how goes it with you, John?" George asked absently 

in his most god-like voice. 

"Uh..fine." 

Marta slid into the booth next to George. Glenda saw 

them brush against each other and glared at her tea cup. She 

was the only one not drinking coffee. Caffeine was one 

demon she had refused to harbor. She had never met the two 

girls sitting on either side of John. The one on his right 

was pretty, with her long blond hair and flowing floor 

length skirt. Glenda had always wanted a skirt like it but 

she never had the courage to walk outside of her wardrobe of 

white starched shirts and baggy jeans. The girl on his left 

was gorgeous and George had noticed. Glenda looked at her 

chubby hands on her pudgy lap and decided to go on a diet. 

"So, who are these friends of yours, John?" George 

asked, still being his god-like self. 

"Uh..this is Carrie and this is Marta's roommate, Lola. 

This is my friend George and his..uh..this is Glenda." 

George suddenly realized Glenda was sitting next to 

him. She was huddled in the corner of the booth and the 

wall stirring her tea. She isn't beautiful, he thought, 

like Lola, but he would never part with his little cloud 

woman. He grabbed her hand and noticed that she didn't have 

a ring or anything else to show the world she was his. They 

had lived together for a long time now, he thought, maybe I 

should... 

"Here's the coffee, guys" Marta said as the waitress 

walked up. "I really need it after last night." 

"You do look tired Marta." Lola said knowing that she 

probably hadn't slept last night or even after she got home. 

"Who were you with last night, Marta?" Glenda asked 

with a smile. She had a right to ask, even if Marta was 

prettier, Glenda had a man. Besides, Marta slept around too 



much for her own good, and no one else ever spoke to her 

about it." 

"I..went walking. I mean I was with this guy, Jeff 

but..well, whatever. Man, how come no-one ever calls back?" 

"You're lucky Marta. No guys even talk to me. They 

just stare like I'm some kind of sex toy but..." Lola said, 

looking at Marta. 

Carrie grinned at John and said "There's someone for 

every one but it may not be who you expect it to be." She 

quickly looked down, wondering why she had said that to 

someone she didn't know. 

"Women," George said to John. "They talk on and on 

about how terrible we men are, but what would they do 

without us? Who would pump their gas or pay for their 

parking tickets? Every day, I write the tickets and watch 

the couples come out of the stores. She always cries. He 

gets pissed off. He knows who's pocket will be lighter when 

the ticket is payed. Yep, its the men who get screwed." 

"Uh..pass the cream," John said. "Does anyone have a 

light? Thanks." As he was hoping, Carrie offered him her 

Zippo. John sunk back into his blank staring out of the 

window. 

Carrie's mind began to race. He had to be the 

strangest man she had ever found herself in love with. 

Everyone else was making small talk but he was just sitting 

there looking out the window. Well, don't I do that often 

enough, she thought. Then a rabbit ran under the table. 

The cook ran out of the kitchen carrying his butcher's 

knife and screaming "C'est mon lapin!" Carrie grabbed the 

rabbit, stuffed it in her backpack, and went to the 

bathroom. John looked up as she left, and wondered why the 

cook was yelling, and why he was speaking French. 

Furthermore, why was he yelling in French about a rabbit? 

He then noticed that Glenda had dispersed again, that George 

was upset, Marta was crying, and that Lola was holding 

Marta's hand right over his crotch. He looked out the 



window and saw Carrie running across the parking lot to the 

streets beyond. 

"Glenda, come back. Please come back. Its over. The 

cook has stopped screaming," George said calmly. Glenda 

slowly gathered her molecules and kissed George. 

"Well, guys," George said, "I think its time for Glenda 

and I to go home. It was nice meeting ya'll. Where did 

Carrie go?" 

John shrugged. 

"Well, we're off. Good night." 

"Marta, let's go too. You need to sleep. John, are 

you coming?" Lola asked. 

"No. " 

John sat at the table until about two in the morning, 

just watching the window. It never changed much. Different 

people came and went. His waitress left and a new one came. 

He wasn't watching for anyone or anything in particular. He 

was just watching. Finally, he walked home humming a 

Beatles tune and wondering if he had any more cigarettes. 

Lola and Marta sat on the white couch in front of their 

t.v.. A funny feeling was wrapping itself around them as 

they talked of life. 

"I don't understand it Lola. I thought if I made them 

happy, then they would love me. But none of them did. And 

you know, I never really loved them. I tried but I never 

had the time." 

"They just look at me like I'm a doll too fragile to 

touch or even talk to. Not even a 'Hi, my name is..' Some 

of them just laugh that funny little laugh that makes me 

think they fantasize about meeting me alone in the dark. It 

scares me when they get that look in their eyes." 

"Yeah, like just before they say 'gee, that was fun. I 

hope my girlfriend doesn't find out." 

"Yeah. Marta, have you ever, well, I mean, have you 



ever thought about, I mean..I love you Marta and not just 

platonically." 

Marta's eyebrows raised slightly. She understood. 

Lola was a wonderful woman, a perfect woman. But how could 

Marta say to a woman what she had never said to a man? Even 

worse was waking up to an unexplainable, unacceptable 

desire. Lola was beautiful and was offering herself freely. 

How could it be wrong? Lola gave her the bottle of wine and 

lit a cigarette. Marta heard echoes of her father's tirades 

against homosexuality and made a decision. 

"Lola, hug me." 

Long after the embrace, the cigarette burned out in the 

ashtray. 



Chapter Six 

Domestic Disharmony 

George stood still. He stood upright, shoulders back, 

chest out, still. He stood so still that he could hear the 

low hum of every refrigerator in every apartment for five 

miles. He was standing still for a reason. The reason was 

a very angry little cloud woman. Glenda was holding one of 

George's ceramic figures. It was his favorite. A tiny 

parking meter with an even tinier "expired" sign showing in 

the glass face. Glenda smiled. Her eyes were glowing, a 

dreadful mockery of her normal green eyes. 

Her lips curled into commas at the ends. Her delicate 

hands which had so often traced the outlines of his body 

began to squeeze the tiny parking meter. 

"George Herbart Harryman. This is the last time you 

will be warned." Glenda said, and still clutching the 

figurine, turned. She grabbed her purse and keys, and left. 

George grunted and went to the bathroom. He put the 

lid down and sat on the toilet. This was his sanctuary. 

Here he could think about the last few minutes and decide on 

a course of action. 

John managed to make all his classes for the first time 

in two days. They were grim classes, as were all summer 

school classes. After four hours of history and science, 

John decided to top off the day with a quick trip to the 

bar. The combat boots were doing a nice job of keeping his 

feet the normal distance in front of him. The hat was 

keeping his mind in place as well. John's only concern now 

was that he would be mistaken for an R.O.T.C. guy. 

John pushed the heavy door and joined the mid-afternoon 

crowd. He ordered coffee and sat down. That's when he 

noticed Glenda. 

"Hi, John" Glenda said and sat down beside him. 

"Uh..hi, Glenda" he replied. 



Glenda began to sip her margarita. Then she gulped it. 

John waited for his coffee. The coffee came, with another 

margarita. 

"John, do you think I'm attractive?" Glenda finally-

said 

"Um,..well, I hadn't really noticed." 

"Oh,..Okay." Glenda said. 

Marta walked in carrying an orange. 

"Hi, John, Glenda" she said, and sat down. 

Glenda scooted closer to John. 

"Well, Marta you certainly look happy today" Glenda 

said, 

"Yes, I finally found what I was looking for." 

"That's great" Glenda said. "You find whatever it is 

you want and I find out George is an idiot." 

John stared at his coffee. 

"Are you two having a spat?" asked Marta. 

John stared even harder at his coffee. 

"Yep" Glenda said. She turned the figurine she was 

holding around and around, watching the face appear and 

disappear. Then she made a decision. She decided to 

disperse her particles and leave for a little while. 

John looked up from his coffee and said "Bye, Glenda." 

He and Marta continued to sit in the bar until the day 

ended. John went home alone and dreamt, amoung other 

things, of Carrie. 

Marta stayed in the bar long after John left. She 

drank quite a bit and talked to all the bar flies she knew 

so well. Then she walked home thinking about Lola. She 

thought about Lola's lovely eyes. They were a deep blue 

surrounded by the purest white. She then thought about 

Lola's lovely long fingers and the way her hands rested 

lightly on her lap when she sat. Marta tossed the orange 

into the air and caught it in her left hand. She had 

arrived at the park bench where she had rested the morning 

before the change had come. She sat, hoping to see the 



squirrel with the British accent. While she hoped, she 

pondered the mysteries of life, debating with herself as to 

who had the right of way at public bathrooms with only one 

door. The squirrel jumped up beside her. 

"Hello again" he said. 

"Oh, hi. I brought you an orange" she replied. 

"Thank you, old girl. This will hit the spot nicely." 

"You're welcome." 

"Can you open it for me, then?" 

"Sure." 

"You look like you're thinking deeply. Care to share a 

thought or two?" 

"Well, I've just had an experience." 

"An experience, eh?" 

"Yes, well, now I see things as they are. I think." 

She had finally finished peeling the orange and was handing 

slices to the squirrel. He, in turn, was eating them. 

She continued, "Ever since I was little, I've used my 

looks to get what I wanted. I just realized that sex is a 

myth." 

"Now then, one must be careful. You Americans tend to 

make everything a myth so you can categorize the world. 

Take your cousins, the bonobo chimps. Sex is not a myth for 

them. Sex is the foundation for harmony in their relations, 

and they have no boundaries." 

"Oh" Marta said. She wasn't sure how, but it made 

sense. She offered him the last orange slice. 

"Sorry, old girl, but you know the busy life of a 

squirrel. See you later, then, ta-ta." 

With that, he scampered away. Marta ate the last slice 

and drifted away on a low flying cloud. 

Deep in the inner recesses of the tree, the squirrel 

thought about the young lady. It was nice that she had 

remembered the orange, even nicer that she had fallen in 

love. He had been watching her for a long time now. There 



wasn't much else for an immortal squirrel to do besides 

watch the activities of humans on the campus. He had made a 

few friends at the college. One was an eccentric philosophy 

professor with whom he debated the concept of wilderness. 

Another was a history fellow with whom he discussed the 

middle ages. They and the young woman were the only people 

the squirrel talked to. He had to be selective to avoid 

being a lab animal, or worse, appearing on one of those 

horrid t.v. talk shows. 

The squirrel yawned. His time of leisure was growing 

to a close. Very soon, he would have a difficult job to do. 

Yes, very soon, he thought, curling into a tiny ball and 

falling asleep. 

Lola sat at the kitchen table, sipping cheap wine. 

When Marta wasn't home by seven, Lola ate perfectly cooked 

macaroni and cheese. At nine o'clock, Lola finished the 

last of the wine. At midnight, she locked the door, shut 

the windows, and went to bed. At two o'clock, Lola got up 

and stole two of Marta's beers. At four o'clock, Lola puked 

her guts out. At six o'clock, she called work and said she 

wouldn't be there today. At nine o'clock, she found a note 

attached to her door with a white thumbtack. It read: 

"Dearest Lola, 

Do not despair. Meet me in the park at 4:00. 

Love, Carrie" 



Chapter Seven 

A Few Loose Ends 

George was miserable. Last night had been the worst 

night of his life. Both his girl and his totem were gone. 

George had even gone into his special closet. It was an 

ordinary closet on the outside. Inside was a god's 

paradise, actually a goddess', the goddess Eris to be exact. 

George was the son of Eris, goddess of discord, and her 

most recent consort, a policeman named Irving Harryman. 

When George was born, Eris had wanted him to have some type 

of divine legacy. But the lowly status of his father and 

the fact that all the great god jobs were taken forced her 

settle for granting him the god-head of parking meters. 

So, George went to his closet to ask her advice. 

"This", he thought aloud, "might not be a good idea" but he 

asked. She said, "Why didn't you call her an insipid human 

without the mental powers of a buxom babe in a pornographic 

magazine. Ah..but love is love so of course you'll continue 

to babble on endlessly about it and not move on." 

George, being only half divine left quickly and spent 

the remainder of his night issuing parking tickets. 

John had had the dream again. A cool place inhabited 

by all sorts of gentle folks spread out before him. He was 

standing in a meadow. Carrie was there. She was telling 

him something but she was mumbling in Portuguese. Suddenly, 

she reached out and grabbed him. She pulled him down on the 

soft grass. Then he awoke. He rolled over and looked at 

the clock. No clock, just a beautiful girl radiating sexual 

energy all over the room. He rolled back over to go to 

sleep. He realized that he wasn't alone in bed. At first, 

he thought his feet had moved up to his face. But he 

quickly noticed that he was being covered with little 

kisses. His feet rarely caressed him like this. He knew 

the girl must be Carrie. He grabbed her and they kissed. 



They kissed and kissed and kissed. Then he came to the 

conclusion that he was smooching what looked like Glenda, 

and that Marta was smooching him. He decided that was why 

the lips could kiss tow places at once. Then John realized 

he was doing something very bad. Not only was Marta the 

most sexually active girl he had ever met, but Glenda was 

George's girl. And, as if the above were not reason enough 

to cause him to flee, he remembered that he had just fallen 

in love with another wonderful woman. John decided to stand 

up and leave the two of them there. 

And he did. John went into the bathroom and locked the 

door. He stared into the mirror for a moment. He saw his 

hair which hadn't been washed in a month. He saw his eyes, 

a deep grey ringed with dark brown lashes. He saw the long 

slightly crooked nose that hated the rest of his face, and 

as if to prove that hate, spent hours exuding a sticky 

slime. He saw the cheeks he had worked so hard to shave 

yesterday covered in strawberry seed hairs. In short, he 

saw his face. 

He sat down on the toilet and took off his combat boots 

along with the two day old socks. He stepped into the 

shower, turning the water on as hot as he could stand it. 

Then John stood there, face raised to the shower head and 

let the water fall wherever it chose to fall. 

Meanwhile in his bedroom, two demons dropped their 

womanly guises and flew out of the window in a huff. 

John got out of the shower. He put on his robe and 

walked into the clear cool air of his apartment. He decided 

against checking the bedroom for guests and headed straight 

for the kitchen. Chronos was sitting on the counter again. 

Damn, John thought, I might have to change the locks. 

"Won't do you a bit of good" Chronos said. 

"Uh..what?" 

"We don't come in through doors, you see." 

"Oh..uh, okay" John said, and reached around Chronos to 

get the coffee started. 



"I'm in your way again aren't I? Well, you know what I 

mean, always in the way, I suppose" Chronos mumbled. 

"Yeah, yeah" John said, and sat down at the table. 

"If you aren't nicer, I may not give you the note." 

John felt that tingle rising in his intestines. He 

wondered momentarily why new love rested in the bowels. Then 

he said, "A note?" 

"Oh, now you aren't so bothered by the old man resting 

his tired old legs on your new-fangled counter top. Well, I 

want to tell you something," the man continued. "I've been 

around a very long time and you've just begun to realize 

what is in store for you. You youngsters think you've got a 

grasp on father time. You think because you've been here 60 

or 70 years with your oil burning industry that you can 

manipulate old Chronos. Spring him forward. Push him back. 

Oh yeah, I know what you think you're doing." He paused and 

looked at John significantly. "You will see soon. I..I used 

to understand humans. They would welcome the changing 

seasons with song and celebration. You welcome change by 

resetting those damned digital watches. Here, take the 

note." 

Chronos tossed the note at John disgustedly. Then he 

stood up, arched his back, moaned slightly and left. 

John opened the note. 

"Dearest John," it began. 

"Sorry to have left. Have something to tell you. 

"Bring George and meet me in the park at four. 

"Love, Carrie" 

Carrie stepped out of the bathtub. Her long blond hair 

clung to her back like spaghetti noodles. She flipped it 

over her head and wrapped it in a light blue towel. She 

grabbed her silk robe and slipped it over her still wet 

body. 

As she shut the bathroom door, she was greeted by the 

large white rabbit she had rescued from the coffee shop. 



He, the rabbit, sniffed her right big toe and rubbed his 

chin aga:inst it to mark it as his. 

"Hi, Augustus. How was your night?" Carrie asked. 

Augustus turned his head so that one pink eye was 

looking at her. He twitched his whiskers. Then he marked 

her toe again, for insurance, and hopped away. 

Carrie had spent the last few hours deep in meditation. 

She was the type of girl who saw things few others notice, 

like the fairies who lived in her backyard. She was very 

modest about her ability. She had tried to tell her mom 

once when she was little. "Mom" she had said in her five 

year old voice, "did you know the fairies out back are 

fighting with the neighbors' elves?" Her mom responded by 

burning every fairy tale book in the house. So Carrie had 

grown used to seeing all manner of things but never talking 

about them. 

Meditation had proved an excellent way to ponder these 

sightings. Many times, while deep in the haze of a trance, 

she had heard voices telling her that she would be another 

messiah. She could save the world if only she would try. 

Carrie liked to ignore those voices. Recently, though, they 

had been telling her other things and she had started to 

listen. Her messiah-hood would begin shortly. All she 

needed to do now was convince the others to help her. 

Carrie slipped off the robe and put on a rather 

ordinary pair of shorts and an equally ordinary tee shirt. 

Then she began walking to the park. 



Chapter Eight 

Carrie Explains It All 

John walked up the cement stairs leading to George and 

Glenda's apartment. An uneasy feeling radiated from his 

fingertips all the way up to his mind. This wasn't the old 

fear of others' lairs. This was more like the fear of 

looking a fellow man in the eyes after his life-mate had 

jumped into your bed. John's elbows were deliberately 

banging against the iron stair rail. They only did this 

when they were worried his mouth would say something 

desperately wrong. 

John knocked softly on the painted aluminum door. He 

heard the stereo inside wailing the blues. A latch turned 

and George stuck his head out. 

"Hi" George said. 

"Uh..Hi. Um.. Carrie wants us to meet her at four in 

the park" John said, elbows flying. 

"Did she say why?" 

"No " 

"Okay. Let's go." George shuffled out of the 

apartment, turned and locked the door. He was wearing khaki 

shorts and a large straw hat. 

The two men walked in silence to the park. John's 

elbows calmed down with each step. 

When they got there, they saw Carrie sitting on a blue 

sheet. Lola was there too, looking beautiful and 

despondent. John sat down at Carrie's right. George sat to 

Lola's left. For a moment it seemed as though no one would 

speak. The moment was cloaked in the warm closeness of late 

spring. 

Carrie opened her cigarette case and took out four 

cigarettes. She passed them around. Then she passed around 

her Zippo. The four smoked on in silence. Finally, Carrie 

spoke. 



"I guess ya'll are wondering why I asked you to come 

here" she said. "I need to tell you something. First, both 

Glenda and Marta will be back soon. I asked them to run an 

errand for us" she paused to look at the sheet for a second. 

"We've got to rescue Merlin" she said. 

"Uh..what?" John asked. 

"Merlin, King Arthur's friend, has been trapped in a 

tree and we need to get him out or the world will be overrun 

with demons." 

George, being familiar with the divine, just shrugged. 

Lola was a bit more surprised. She began to stare at 

Carrie. They had been friends a long time and Carrie had never 

before shown signs of mental illness. 

"We're going to free a mythological being trapped in a 

tree?" Lola asked. "How are we going to get to England, a 

magic carpet?" 

"First, Merlin isn't a myth." George began to explain. 

"Secondly, his tree was brought here over one hundred years 

ago. If you don't believe me, ask my mom." 

"Yes," Carrie said. "George is right. I asked Glenda 

and Marta to go find the tree." 

John was thoroughly confused by this turn of events. 

He was just about to think something insulting but thought 

instead about the beach he and his parents had visited when 

he was ten. 

"John, we're going to need your help" Carrie said. 

"Okay, I guess" he answered. "This is almost worse 

than Portuguese" he added. 

"I guess I need to tell you a little more." Carrie 

pulled out another cigarette and lit it. "The best way to 

tell you is to tell you the way I was told." 

"Once upon a time, many, many years ago, there lived a 

young king. We call him Arthur. Arthur had no idea about 

how to be a king so he asked his long-time friend, Merlin, 

to help him out. But it just so happened that Merlin 

studied things that Arthur's wife didn't like. See, 

Arthur's wife was the niece of a priest and because of him 



she had left the old ways and adopted Christianity. Arthur 

didn't care much either way. He thought Merlin would be a 

good advisor. So Merlin moved into the castle and helped 

Arthur build a great kingdom. 

"Everything was okay until Arthur's wife miscarried. 

She blamed Merlin. So she looked until she found a woman 

who had also studied things forbidden. Then she hired the 

woman to get rid of Merlin. 

"In order to do that, the woman had to call legions of 

demons. They grabbed Merlin while he slept and carried him 

to a tree. Now, the woman was wise. She knew these legions 

would ruin the world if they were allowed to go free. She 

devised a plan to trap them in the tree with Merlin. All 

went well and the plan was a success. Before the woman 

left, she told Arthur's wife that if the tree was ever moved 

from its spot, that the demons would be freed and wreak 

havoc on the world. Merlin could only be released by a 

special spell that was forgotten when the woman left the 

earth." 

Great, John thought, now we know all about Merlin. 

"No, you don't" Carrie said. "Let me finish." 

John couldn't believe it. "Now she's reading minds too" 

he thought. 

"Oh, hush" George said. 

"You too?" asked John. 

"Of course. I've always been able to. It's part of 

being a god" George replied. 

"Anyone else?" John asked, looking at Lola. 

"Yeah, sometimes" Lola said. 

"So can Marta and Glenda when they need to" Carrie 

said. "Can I get on with this story now?" 

Everyone nodded. 

"Okay. The college was founded one hundred and five 

years ago. The first president was from England. He 

remembered a gorgeous old oak tree he had played in as a 

child. He thought that if he were to bring the tree to the 



campus it would give the college a more prestigious look. 

So he sent his brother to England to fetch it. On the boat 

back to the U.S., the brother went mad. He started running 

around and screaming at things no one else could see. 

"Now, we jump ahead about one hundred years. Five 

years ago, I met an old man who called himself 'Chronos'. 

We became friends. He told me the story I just told you. 

He also said that I could free Merlin from the tree. He 

said, if I didn't free Merlin, the world would be overrun 

with demons, and that all the hate, violence and general 

unhappiness would get worse. So I did what any rational 

person would do. I laughed and told him to lay off the 

booze. He got angry and left. Until last week, I hadn't 

seen him at all. He came back to tell me that it was 

imperative that we rescue Merlin. That if it didn't happen 

soon, everything would be lost. I said 'okay'. He said 

ya'll would help, especially John." 

"Great" John said. "My help was promised without my 

knowing it." John rarely fought with fate. He preferred 

just to go along with whatever was happening. He did, 

however, bitch about it quite often. 

"Come on, John. It will be a manly adventure" George 

said robustly. 

"I'm game. What do we do?" asked Lola. 

"First, we have to wait for Marta and Glenda to find 

the tree. I have to go with Chronos for a few days to learn 

more about this stuff. Lola, can you research the names of 

demons popular around Arthur's time." 

Lola nodded. 

"Good," Carrie continued. "John, I need you to go 

shopping for me. Here's a list." She handed him a three 

page list. "George, talk to your mom about how to perform 

an exorcism. Okay?" 

Everyone nodded. 

George and Lola got up to leave. John asked Carrie to 

wait. When the others had left, they kissed. Later, that 

night, John took off his combat boots and his hat and slept 

soundly with Carrie. 



Chapter Eleven 

The Next Day 

Sleep is sacred. To sleep with another person is to 

bare one's soul. Sex is easy. It is a physical act filled 

with hope. Sleep is death's daughter. There are no 

defenses when one's mind is in another place. The body is 

freed to do things it wouldn't be allowed to do otherwise. 

John knew this when he let go of the last strand of 

consciousness. Carrie felt this as she struggled towards 

the morning's first glimmer of self-awareness. 

She gathered up the pieces of herself which had 

wandered while she slept. She slipped gently out of the bed 

onto the cold wood floor. She went to the bathroom and 

splashed water on her face, then wandered into the kitchen 

to start the coffee and biscuits. 

Chronos was sitting on the floor. 

"Good morning, Carrie" he said. 

"Shush, he's still asleep," she whispered. 

"Oh, the grumpy one is here?" 

"Yes, he spent the night." 

"Guess that'll save me a trip. Be good, little one," 

he said and vanished. 

"Bye Chronos," she whispered. 

John woke up. He found his discarded boxers, put them 

on and walked into the kitchen. Carrie's beautiful in the 

morning, he thought. She was standing naked in the kitchen 

pouring coffee into white porcelain cups. Her hair was 

knotted from last night's activities. He wanted to reach 

out and touch her but a large white rabbit was standing 

between them. 

"Uh..Good morning," he said. 

"Good morning. Do you want cream or sugar?" she asked. 

"No thanks." 

"I'm making biscuits. They'll be ready soon." 



"Great," John replied. For once, breakfast didn't seem 

so bad. 

He took the coffee from her. They exchanged kisses and 

sat down to eat and share the newspaper. After doing the 

cross-word puzzle together, they decided to spend the rest 

of the day on physical pursuits. And they did. 



Chapter Twelve 

The First Steps 

Marta was floating on another of Glenda's clouds. The 

two women had been floating for two days now, looking for 

Carrie's tree. Marta leaned back and rested on her elbows. 

Yes, she thought, "life is good." The women were floating 

above a tree. Glenda was wearing the ceramic parking meter 

on a leather string around her neck. She was glowing. 

"Marta," Glenda said. 

"Huh?" 

"I'm really glad we've had this time to get to know 

each other." 

"Me too," Marta said and sat up to hug the cloud woman. 

They had learned a great deal about each other. Marta no 

longer considered Glenda to be a self-righteous bitch. The 

two had even discussed homosexuality, which Marta never 

dreamed Glenda would understand. 

"Excuse me, ladies." Their serene flight was broken by 

the high-pitched call from the tree below. 

Marta recognized the voice and looked down. 

"Hi, Mr. Squirrel," she said. "Glenda, get up close to 

that tree limb. That's the squirrel I told you about." 

Glenda lowered the clouds. 

"Hi again," Marta said when they reached him. 

"Oh, hello. Jolly good to see you again. And you've 

brought a friend. Delightful. What is your name miss?" 

"I'm Glenda," she said. 

"Yes, Glenda the Good Witch, I'm sure." 

"Well most of the time I'm good, but I'm not a witch." 

"As you will," the squirrel replied. "Now then may I 

ask how you came to be hovering over my home? I've seen 

very few Americans who could fly." 

"I make clouds," Glenda said. 

"Very well, but why are you hovering?" 

"We're looking for another myth to categorize," Marta 

said. 



"Which myth might that be?" 

"We're looking for Merlin's tree," Glenda said. 

"Hey, you probably know which one it is," Marta said 

hopefully. 

"I can tell you one thing," the squirrel said. "The 

legends are right up to a point. You might try looking on 

the tree instead of in it." 

"What does that mean?" Glenda asked. 

"It means, watch you prepositions," the squirrel 

replied and turned to leave. 

"Bye," Marta said as he slipped into a dark hole. 

"Is he always so gruff?" Glenda asked. 

"No, I think he's ticked off because I didn't bring an 

orange," Marta said. 

"Oh," Glenda replied. "What did Carrie say about the 

tree?" 

"She said it would be a very large oak." 

"Well, this it the largest oak around," Glenda said. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Have you seen one bigger?" 

Glenda looked around. There were two large sycamores 

and a few scraggly oaks. 

"Well, no" she said. "I guess we need to go tell 

Carrie." 

"Off we go!" 

The women flew through the late afternoon sky. There 

were of course other people walking below them. Thanks to 

the tendency of most people to examine the ground as they 

walk, the cloud carrying Glenda and Marta went unnoticed. 

John was walking home from a trip to the supermarket. 

Carrie had left at nine o'clock that morning to begin her 

apprenticeship with Chronos. John carried two small plastic 

sacks filled with the most odd things he had ever bought in 

a store. Even the check-out girl had raised an eyebrow. 

He arrived at his wooden door and fumbled for the 



correct key. After the required three jingles and two quick 

twists, the door opened. He walked through the small hall 

and put the bag on the kitchen table. 

John hadn't been home for two nights. The apartment 

smelled of old cigarettes and of banana peel he had left on 

the counter. He opened the window above the sink. The 

sound of happy mockingbirds assailed him. 

He decided to read the material that would appear on a 

test tomorrow. History, he thought, is unpleasant." To 

help lift the unpleasantness, John lit two yellow candles. 

He liked the way the flames sent him back through time to 

the American Revolution. Only five chapters were on this 

test. Five hours later, John left to meet the others at the 

bar. 

Marta and Glenda had gone by Carrie's house to find a 

note saying that she had left for a few days. The two 

decided to continue flying around until they got bored. A 

few hours later, they decided to go to the bar and see if 

the others were there. 

George had had a bad day. He was putting off visiting 

his mother. He had gone to work that morning upset because 

he still hadn't heard from Glenda. This was the third day 

she had been gone. They had never been apart this long. 

Their's was a relationship built on the finest of all 

foundations, love. But love, George was learning, is very 

different when both parties are semi-divine. Glenda, too, 

was descended from a god. Her father was a minor rain deity 

from a South American country. Her mother had been a 

dancer, until they both ascended to the spiritual realm when 

Glenda was twelve. Because Glenda and George were both god, 

it was hard to determine who held the power. George had 

watched television, in fact he watched it daily. He had 

seen the way power is held in most relationships. He 

wondered why he could not hold the power. If he was a man, 



and he was, he should drive, earn money, and tell Glenda 

what to do with her time. 

He didn't understand why she had left. The day of 

their fight he had gotten up at eight. He had eaten 

breakfast and kissed her before work. When he got home, he 

had turned on the t.v.. He was hoping for a conjugal romp 

when Glenda came in from her charity work. But no, she came 

in pissed off because his cereal bowl was still in the sink. 

Then, when he asked for a kiss, she started screaming and 

left. 

George was thinking about this while looking for 

expired meters. He didn't find any, not one in the entire 

city. He was mad. He was hot. He decided to go to the 

bar. 

Lola woke up that morning with a slightly unpleasant 

feeling. It was Tuesday. Marta had been gone for two days. 

Lola got up and put on her Guess Who c.d.. She lay back down 

in bed and listened to the earthy wailing of the singer. 

Finally, she decided to start the day. She took a 

shower and put on the light blue scrubs of her station in 

life. She was a nurse aid at an old folk's home. For eight 

hours a day, five days a week, she bathed, fed, and wiped 

bottoms. This was the only job she had found where her 

ability to metamorphosize had not been a problem. The old 

people, with a few exceptions, didn't care if she was sexy. 

She liked that. She hated going in though. 

Eight hours later she decided to go to the bar. 

When John got to the bar, he didn't see any one he 

knew. The back booth was empty. He sat down and scooted 

into the corner. If he was going to be alone in this 

building, he wanted to be as invisible as he could. When 

the waitress said "the usual?", he said "No, get me a 

Budweiser." He started to reflect on the nature of life. 

When he was little, he thought he could hear songs in 



the rustle of wind blown leaves. The world was filled with 

tiny songs rising from the lips of buttercups and operas 

sang by the lips of irises. This was the ecstasy he was 

accustomed to. Then, the accident happened. He was 

listening to the pecan tree when he fell off its strong arm. 

He hit the ground and all the singing stopped. He had also 

broken his right arm. Since he was only eleven, the arm 

healed perfectly. Unfortunately, his feet became very 

jealous of all the attention the arm was getting. That's 

when his body started cracking. Each part, it seemed, hated 

the other. Out of desperation, his mind started trying to 

escape. It finally found the secret screw top. 

John looked up to ask the waitress for another beer. 

He saw Glenda and Marta standing in the door. Without 

thinking, John's arm shot up and waved them over. They came 

and sat together across from him. 

"Hi John," Marta said. 

"Uh..hi," he replied. He was thinking of the scene in 

his bed, wondering if he should mention it. 

"Um..what have ya'll been up to?" he asked. 

"Just looking at trees," Glenda said, smiling. 

"Did you find it?" he asked. 

"Yeah," Marta said. 

"That's good," he said. There was no tension. Just 

three friends drinking beer on Tuesday night. John decided 

to forget about the other morning. It could have been his 

imagination. 

At that point, a very unhappy George walked in the bar. 

He saw Glenda sitting with John and Marta. He walked up to 

the booth. 

"Hi, Glenda," he said hesitantly. 

Glenda jumped up and gave him a large hug and three 

small kisses. George smiled and sat down beside her. Marta 

moved next to John. George ordered a beer and started 

ranting about his horrible day. 

About an hour later, Lola walked in freshly showered. 



Marta flew over and gave her a hug. Lola hugged back as 

hard as she could in public. This was Texas, after all. 

Lola and Marta stayed long enough for one beer and then 

left. George and Glenda left after them. John ordered 

another beer and brushed the ashes off the table. 

He was trying hard to recapture the songs of his youth. 

Sometimes he could, if he drank enough and no one bothered 

him. The songs would float in over the other noises and 

nest cozily in his ears. Tonight, he oculd hear a bit of 

the cedar tree's love song. It was good to hear it again 

after so many years. He wondered if his ability to hear it 

was due in part to Carrie. She was opening many new doors 

for him. He sat thinking of these things until the bar 

closed. As he walked home in the deep night, he began to 

hear a more ominous song. A song he had never heard as a 

child. A song he never wanted to hear again. 



Chapter Thirteen 

The House Where Time Lives 

There is magic still today. Science had not destroyed 

the rainbows, which even now provide a path for messages 

from the gods. Few people, however listen to the rainbows, 

fewer still bother to believe in magic. 

Carrie was following Chronos to his home. They were 

walking down a street of large houses. Carrie occupied her 

mind with questions of rainbows. They came to a gate 

shrouded in ivy. Chronos motioned her to walk through it. 

She entered a front yard enclosed by a privacy fence and 

verdant with exotic flowers. Along the front of the house, 

Carrie saw an herb garden overflowing with green things. 

They walked along a path of pebbled concrete. Chronos 

opened the large front door. The hall behind it seemed to 

go on forever. He led her to a room filled with cuckoo 

clocks. He motioned her to sit in one of the leather wing 

chairs., and sat in the one across from her. 

"Ah, a visitor at last," he said. "Now for the next 

three days you will be very busy. My house is your house. 

Since we have so little time, you will have to read most of 

the day. We will meet every evening for dinner. At that 

time, you may ask questions. After dinner, we will work 

together until ten o'clock. You will then read until 

midnight. At that time you may sleep, but you must be up by 

six in the morning. Breakfast and lunch will be taken 

wherever you are studying. I have prepared a room for you 

on the second floor. You will find today's reading waiting 

for you. You may take the next thirty minutes to unpack and 

explore the house." 

He motioned for her to follow as he rose. He led her 

up the stairs and to her room. The room was large. A four 

poster bed jutted into the center of the room. In front of 

it was an old desk. Pens, paper and three large leather 

bound books sat on the desk. Chronos patted her on the back 



and left. Carrie sat at the desk and wiped the dust off the 

books. 

If she had not heard Chronos' speech she would never 

have believed it. He had always been like an older brother 

to her, coming into her life to help when needed and then 

disappearing on business of his own. His joy about life 

seemed to be fading, when they had first met he was much 

happier. He would stand straight and was almost handsome. 

He had aged much in the last few years. She stood up and 

decided to explore the house. Her's was the first room off 

the staircase. She walked down the hall. The next room was 

much the same as her's, a massive bed, a desk and an armoir. 

The room after it was very much the same. The room after 

that was very like the ones before it. She crossed the 

hall. Opening the last door she saw a library. Two easy 

chairs dominated the room. Small tables huddled beside the 

chairs. The rest of the room was lined with books. Carrie 

wasn't surprised, after all Chronos was eternal. He needed 

some sort of amusement. She shut the door and walked down 

to the next room. It looked very much like the library. The 

next room looked much like the previous one. Now Carrie was 

astonished. "Even the immortal couldn't read that much," 

she thought aloud. The room across from her's was, 

surprisingly, a library. She decided against exploring 

downstairs. 

Carrie walked into her room. She lay down on the bed. 

Looking up she could see the lace pattern of the canopy 

above her. It seemed to tell a story. There were deer 

running through a vague forest. Fat cherubs danced in a 

clearing. At the edge of the clearing stood a man who 

looked very like Chronos. Beside him was a woman seated on 

a rock. She seemed to be crying. In the middle of the 

clearing, was a coffin. Then the pattern dissolved into the 

normal flowers and swirls of lace. 

Carrie closed her eyes. She would need to center 

herself of the task at hand. Twenty minutes later, she 



rose. Beside the books on the desk was a silver coffee 

service. She smiled thinking how nice Chronos could be. 

She picked up the top book. She dusted it off and ran her 

fingers over the gold letters of its title, The Hidden 

Merlin. She opened it and held it close to her nose. It 

smelled of must and tobacco. She exhaled deeply and began 

to read. 



Chapter Fourteen 

Minor Epiphanies 

George began to wake up. He was aware that he was in 

bed and up until that point had been asleep. It was, he 

determined a morning that would precede a day of work. It 

was Wednesday. As he was taking inventory, he discovered an 

amazing thing. If he were to turn over, he would find 

himself touching the body of a woman. Not just any woman 

but the woman with whom he had had an argument. The same 

woman who had left for three days and who with love in her 

eyes had returned last night. 

He rolled over and found himself snuggled against 

Glenda's back. She was sleeping still. He gently reached 

out and pulled her a little closer. A tiny moan bubbled 

from her mouth. He kissed her cheek. Her eyelids fluttered 

and opened. She turned to him, smiling sleepily. He 

squeezed and she squeezed back. Later, they showered and 

prepared for the day. 

George walked his beat. One foot before the other, 

concentrating on keeping erect. Voices from his past were 

reverberating in his skull. Before he had left home, he and 

Glenda had talked about the future of their relationship. 

He told her that he didn't know if marriage was a good 

thing. She had told him that if they were to remain 

together, that he would have to learn how to share the 

power. He grimaced just remembering that. Now the voices 

haunted him without reason. Sometimes guilt attacked to 

test his patience. 

The girl with the ice-cube hands had also tested his 

patience. He could hear her screaming as he spun the 

merry-go-round faster and faster. She didn't know it, but 

he was punishing her. She had been very, very bad. He 

couldn't remember what she had done but he pushed the 

merry-go-round faster and listened as her scream changed 



from playful to terrified. Her smile crumbled into honest 

fear as her hands tried to seal themselves to the iron hand 

rails. He remembered laughing as her skirt blew up exposing 

her light blue cotton panties, how excited he had been as 

she screamed. Then later in the relationship, a friend told 

him to keep an eye on her. He did. He saw that she was not 

exactly monogamous. He left her. 

Then the red head filled his mind with the memory of 

their last night together. They had fucked a few times just 

to-break the monotony of daily life. That last night, she 

had worn a black negligee. He had wanted to kiss her but 

she started screaming curses at him. She said he was the 

most worthless human she had ever known. He listened until 

he couldn't stand it anymore. He slapped the hell out of 

her and she started to lick every inch of his body like a 

kitten in search of milk. They had had sex but it was the 

most vile experience of his life. He had gone home and 

washed every place she had touched. 

Then he had met Glenda. The other voices made him 

wonder if he still loved either girl. He would never know. 

He did know that he loved Glenda. He also knew that he had 

been awful to the other girls. So, this is love, he thought 

as he wrote another parking ticket. He pushed the voices to 

the back corners of his mind where they would wait for 

future guilt trips. He continued his route. 

Stability is a virtue in one who is aware of things 

others ignore. Lola walked down the sterile hallway of the 

nursing home with her head down. She stared at the tile 

floor. Housekeeping mopped it daily, but it was already 

covered with the filth of elderly who cannot afford a better 

life. She had taken this job with the most noble of 

intentions. Here, she could help those who had worked for 

so many years. Today she just wanted to avoid eye contact 

with everyone, especially the residents. It would be easier 

to do on this hall. She would be working with the 



Alzhiemers patients. They have no clue as to wether or not 

one is making eye contact. She hated this hall though. 

Most of the residents were forgotten by their family. It 

was a depressing hall but it was also a short hall, only 

eighteen residents. She smoothed the blue shirt down over 

her chest. It would be the last time this evening that 

shirt would be clean enough to touch. She looked at the 

bath list, there were only nine to give. Lola sighed. 

Last night had been a hard night. She had been working 

a different hall. At dinner time, she had fed a man who she 

really liked. He was a funny old man, always making jokes 

and laughing. Ten minutes after dinner, she had gone to 

check on him. He was dead. She told her nurse and they had 

gone back to make sure. Then a male nurse aid came in to 

help her clean the man. It was horrible. 

Meeting Marta last night at the bar had been a 

blessing. Instead of fighting her emotions, Lola had been 

able to escape in the excitement of new and unsanctioned 

sex. She smiled thinking about it. Nine showers to give, 

she reminded herself. She knew that as soon as she stepped 

into a resident's room, all thoughts of sex would disappear 

for at least eight hours. She stood in the hall one minute 

more remembering the delicate curve of Marta's back. 

John sat on the razor's edge of boredom. He had 

already categorized the contents of the grocery bag he 

bought days ago: three ounces of holy water, obtained from 

the local parish priest; one ounce each of rosemary, thyme, 

and sage; one large bundle of parley; four oranges; a 

package of cedar blocks; three packages of patchouli 

incense; cookies; and a box of herb tea. 

Earlier today, John had gone to the local junk store 

for the rest of the list. The old store smelled of mold and 

dust. He had found a cast iron bean pot, an attractive 

water goblet, three carnival glass candle holder, and an old 

crescent shaped knife. He also got a bundle of hand dipped 



candles in assorted colors. He had told the sales lady that 

they were for his mom's birthday. She had raised an eyebrow 

and counted out his change. 

Now he sat on his couch going numb with boredom. The 

t.v. droned on and on in the background. A show he had seen 

and didn't care to memorize was playing itself out. He 

began to float in and out of awareness. He hadn't realized 

that he was tired. The grey t.v. buzz started to send him 

into a trance. He became attuned to the shadows behind the 

t.v.. A child's voice was singing somewhere near him. 

Words became clear as he listened closer. 

"The spirits they did moan 

and the wind took up their song 

Merlin slept the soundest sleep 

That living flesh could know 

Outside the evil Alya laughed 

for she had caught the ancient one" 

The voice paused. From his couch, he could see and 

ancient forest. A rabbit stood in the clearing. John and 

the couch sat across from the rabbit. As he watched, the 

rabbit changed into a young girl in a homespun dress. She 

crawled onto the couch and into his lap. She began to sing. 

The words were the same as before and John began to memorize 

them. 

"Merlin slept the soundest sleep 

that living flesh could know 

Outside the evil Alya laughed 

She had caught the ancient one" 

The phone gave a shrill blaring ring that dissolved the 

forest, the girl and the song. John answered groggily. A 

sales person asked how he was and would he like to buy call 

waiting. 

"No thanks," he replied, and sat down to write the 

words that the girl had sang. Gradually, the boredom 

lifted. 



Chapter Fifteen 

Learning All About the Demons 

Two whole days gone, spent reading the fables of 

Merlin. Carrie rose from the desk. She walked around the 

room stretching various limbs. As she walked, she thought 

over what she had just read. All the stories were 

different. Some claimed that Arthur was a Christ metaphor 

and that Merlin was added as an afterthought. Others said 

that Merlin really existed but the others were just legend. 

There wasn't an official story anywhere. Tomorrow's books 

had just arrived with her afternoon snack. She picked up 

and apple and munched it while she read the titles. More 

books describing Merlin, of course, but these promised to 

tell the secrets of his magic. 

It made sense. The first two days of reading were 

spent on learning about Merlin's life. Finally, she would 

get to read the neat stuff. Maybe Chronos was going to tell 

her the spell that would free Merlin tonight. She was 

anxious to learn magic. During their talk last night, 

Chronos had told her that the proper word for spell was 

incantation. That word made her think of old Bewitched 

episodes. The summer of her twelfth year had been spent 

watching Bewitched every afternoon. She still enjoyed it. 

Incantation was a good word. It sounded more mystical and 

powerful. She threw the apple core in a waste basket and 

grabbed a plum. Chronos was a good host. She was eating 

healthier than she had since the Bewitched summer. 

She had asked Chronos about the demons in the tree and 

if they were really bad. He had said that in 1888, when the 

tree was being carried across the country by boat and wagon, 

a blizzard almost destroyed the northeast U.S.. The path of 

the storm had followed exactly the path of the tree. He 

said that it was the first release of the demons. They had 

been weak from their imprisonment so the damage wasn't too 

bad. They had spent the last one hundred or so years 



getting stronger. Even though Carrie knew that demons were 

bad, she couldn't conceive of evil. 

Her life had been shadowed by goodness. She had never 

seen evil or death. She had felt the nastiness some people 

surround themselves with but she had never know an evil 

person. When Chronos spoke of demons, the only image she 

received was of a gremlin from a movie. "Gremlins are 

pesky," Chronos had said, "but evil is much more than a 

pest." After that he had told her to go back and read some 

more. In two days, she had read five books. The new books 

looked more exciting. Finally, she would learn to use 

magic. A small tingle crept up her spine as she glimpsed 

this power. 

She could see herself dressed in the wizard's robes, 

calling down all manner of beings to do her will. Yes, 

power would be nice. Her eyes began to grow hard. 

Lola left work at ten o'clock and headed straight to 

the library. She didn't really know how to go about 

researching the names of demons popular in the middle ages. 

Her normal method of research was to walk in a library and 

find the area she needed. Then she would browse, trying to 

keep her presence a secret. It is very hard to find a book 

while leery eyed men lick their lips at you. 

Lola walked up to the computer card catalogue. She 

typed the command for demonology. A large red, slightly 

scary, demon face appeared on the screen. Lola jumped back 

and the demon winked at her. No one else seemed to notice 

as she turned a deathly shade of green. The demon opened 

its tiny slits of eyes wide and Lola felt her self slipping 

into its goat like eyes. Further and further she slipped 

from the sterile library and into a world of heat and 

darkness. 

The air was thick with sulfur. Her eyes slowly became 

accustomed to the darkness inside the demon's mind. She saw 

a tree in the distance, with fairies dancing around it, all 



with their backs to her. Lola loved fairies. She could see 

the delicate wings glinting in the light emanating from the 

tree. Through the tree's bark she could see the form of 

Merlin, bent and covered with red ocher. The fairies were 

singing. Their high voices filling the air with beautiful 

music. Lola began to feel sleepy. The ground looked so 

soft. Such pretty green grass, she thought as she lay down. 

The song became clearer as her eyes closed. "Lay down, my 

love, lay down" they sang. "The world will quickly fade and 

the little ones will guard your sleep." 

Lola felt the wind of wings beating above her. She 

felt soft steps around her. Then a blanket of reeds was 

laid atop her. Warm breath tickled her neck and the scent 

of sulfur became more obvious. Small giggles erupted around 

her as she felt kisses on her neck and breasts. Kisses that 

felt like Marta's. "Marta" Lola murmured. A thick voice 

answered "No my dear, your Marta is far from here. They are 

all so far away. It is only you and I, my darling." The 

kissed became rougher. She could feel scales on the hard 

lips. 

"No, my dear, I know you do not want to stay. But you 

do. Already you are ready to accept me. I am he you have 

come to destroy." He kissed her belly. 

Lola tried to turn away but the blanket was tight upon 

her, pulling her to the ground. She was ready for him. She 

wanted him to continue but the blanket was scaring her. 

Hand covered her body beneath the blanket. She tried to 

gather strength to leave. This was not right, but she 

wanted to stay. She had to leave. More hands groped her. 

She fought her way up from the sleep clouded trance. She 

concentrated all her energy into a small ball beneath her 

stomach. Pushing it up through the very core of her soul, 

she let loose a scream no demon could utter or abide. The 

force of the scream drove her eyes open and she saw the 

demon receding into the screen. She heard the voice say, 

"We will meet again, my pet." 



She fell onto the industrial carpet of the library-

floor. A guy she vaguely knew came running. 

"Lola?" he asked. 

"Yes/ I'm Lola," she responded not looking at him. 

"I know that. Are you okay?" 

"Yeah, I just need something to eat," she said and 

stood up. 

The guy shrugged and walked away. Lola decided 

demonology was not a pleasant subject. She went to the 

religion section and got a dictionary of angels and their 

counter parts. Then she went home ate a piece of the pizza 

Marta had ordered. 

George sat on the couch in front of the t.v.. He was 

watching a show, one of the nameless thousands of news-like 

shows that re-enact heinous crimes so the viewers can feel 

more at ease in their homes. He didn't really enjoy these 

shows. They just provided a nice hum to fill the empty 

house while Glenda was out. The show was also serving a 

valuable purpose for George. It proved an excellent reason 

to post pone the talk with his mother. 

Carrie had given him three days in which to accomplish 

this task. Now it was the evening of the third day. George 

sat on the couch and caressed the sweat drops on his can of 

beer. Glenda had gone out with Marta to check on the tree 

and drink. George wondered if it was a good idea to let 

Glenda hang around with Marta. He had often wondered about 

Marta and he had noticed that she and Lola were holding 

hands. George didn't have any problem with that sort of 

thing, he just wasn't sure his woman should be around it. 

He fondled the now warm beer can. He turned it to the 

left so that he could read the label in its entirety. The 

show continued with a kidnapping case. George resolved that 

he would talk to his mom after one more beer. Fifteen 

minutes later George sat the beer can down with a hollow 

thud. He walked up the stairs and through the bedroom door. 



For a moment, he stood before the closet door. His 

hand shook as he reached for the unadorned brass knob. He 

opened the door and gazed into the splendor of an Arabian 

palace. Beautiful rugs covered the floor. Pillows lined 

every wall. A giant hooka stood beside the pile of pillows 

on which Eris was lying. He looked at her dressed in the 

usual scarlet toga with a bright orange sash. Her red hair 

glowed with the brilliance of the sun, but her expression 

was the blank gaze of a stock pond. 

"Hello, Mother" George said. 

"Well, hello son. How's it going with you cloud girl?" 

"She's home now Mother." 

"All's well in the domicile of the young?" 

"Not really, Mother." 

"Oh, yes. You want to know how to trap demons. That's 

a fine business for the son of Discord*." 

"Uh.." George started to say. 

"Yes, yes. It's for the good of the world. Every 

fifty years or so there's some crisis that must be averted 

in order to save the world. I order you and your fellow 

adventurers to go on a retreat. Get away into the 

wilderness. Here," she handed him a bag of pomegranates, 

"eat these. They're simply divine. Go away now, I'm tired 

of you." She inhaled deeply from the hooka. 

George bowed, turned and left. Only after he had 

called the others did he remember that Eris had said nothing 

about how to trap demons. 



Chapter Sixteen 

The Retreat 

Carrie left Chronos at midnight. She walked the dark 

streets alone without fear. She had walked here many times, 

nothing had ever happened. The sidewalk was cracked and 

beer bottles lined the gutter. Carrie loved this 

neighborhood despite its small flaws. When she got home, she 

found two notes pinned to her door. The first was from 

Marta and Glenda. It said that they had found the tree. 

Carrie was happy to know it was found. The second letter was 

from George. It said that he and John would come by at six 

o'clock this morning to pick her up. There was to be a 

retreat at Crosby Falls. Carrie smiled. It would be fun to 

get away for a day, she thought. Then, she lay down on the 

couch and went to sleep. 

The ride to Crosby Falls was uneventful. George had 

borrowed his friend's van and everyone slept except him and 

Glenda. He drove. She stared at the road to make sure he 

wouldn't screw up. He never had yet, but Glenda couldn't 

help worrying that he would. They arrived at eight o'clock, 

early enough to find the perfect spot. 

The spot they chose was a rock outcropping. A shallow 

cave held all their gear and two trees on the left held the 

hammock. In front of them the river was broken by tiny 

falls and gentle pools. Less than one hundred feet from 

their camp was the big falls. After all the gear was 

arranged, the party dissolved to follow their individual 

desires. 

Carrie climbed into the hammock. She was still tired 

from her time with Chronos. Rocking back and forth soon 

sent her to sleep. George and Glenda grabbed innertubes and 

floated in the river. Lola and Marta decided to sit at the 

campsite and talk. John went to sunbathe on a rock in the 

river. 



He had stripped off all of his protective gear. The 

water rushed over his head and shoulders as he lay down on 

the rock. All around he could hear the sounds of nature. 

Bullfrogs croaked in the weeds across from the camp. Birds 

called to another in the trees above him. The sky was full 

of hawks circling invisible prey. It was a good day and the 

water was cool. 

About an hour later, George called the group to the 

camp. He took out the pomegranates and passed them out 

ceremoniously. 

"My mother," he began, "the great Eris, goddess of 

Discordia had told us to come here and we have. The great 

and glorious Eris has also commanded that we should all 

partake of this fruit. So, eat and enjoy. Also, be 

careful. There's no telling what this fruit will do to you." 

"What?" Marta asked. 

"Well, Eris has a nasty habit of spiking fruit. When I 

was little she would soak my orange slices in tequila." 

"Oh," Marta said. 

John wasn't very sure he should eat the fruit. After 

all, untampered with avacados made him hallucinate. What 

then, would a pomegranate lace with god-knows-what do to 

him? He was already worried that he was an alcoholic and he 

knew he was addicted to avacados. If he liked the 

pomegranates, he would have to go to George's to get more of 

them. Then again, he probably wouldn't like them. So he 

ate the fruit, went for a swim and returned to his rock. 

Carrie watched the blood red juice fall as she opened 

the fruit. She knew from her recent study that pomegranates 

stood for life renewed. She also knew that any fruit given 

by Eris was probably laced with something more exciting than 

alcohol. Well, she thought, this is what I need. One 

quiet day to digest all I've learned. So she ate the fruit 

and went back to the hammock. 

Lola nibbled gingerly at her fruit. The red flesh made 

her think of sex. Everything now seemed to remind her of 



sex. A woman's body, she thought, is like this; fruit, soft, 

sweet, and often full of hard things. Having thought that, 

she was glad she hadn't spoken it and resolved to make no 

more analogies. 

George and Glenda returned to their innertubes and ate 

the fruit. They were happy just to be together amidst the 

beauty of the falls. 

Marta knew somewhere in the back of her mind what would 

happen when she bit into the fruit. Her father had been a 

Baptist preacher. Had been wasn't the right word, he was 

still a preacher. Only Marta never thought of him as 

"father" anymore. He was "Richard" to her now. Anyway, she 

knew the apple in the garden of Eden was really a 

pomegranate. She also knew that after she ate this 

pomegranate, her eyes would open again to a new reality. 

She ate slowly. She watched the minnow swim in a small 

pool. She thought of her dad and how he would feel if he 

knew Eris existed or that she had been cloud riding or if he 

knew that she was going to help perform a magical rite to 

free a mage who had been trapped in a tree for years. He 

would be more disappointed to know about Lola. Marta 

switched off the ponderings and began to wonder instead how 

the fish would get out of the pool. After a while, she got 

a float and rested in the cool water. 

John knew that things were changing. The rock walls, 

which had before been void of life, were now displaying 

Egyptian cartoons as if they were a movie screen. He could 

feel every molecule of water as it rushed over his head and 

shoulders. He began to see the fragile strings that tie all 

of life together in a web. He saw his own strings severed, 

gnawed off by the rats of unhappiness. He could see the 

rats chewing on the string between his shoulders. In the 

water, he began to hear the song the girl had sung. 

"And while the queen payed her well 

A warning she did tell 

In years to come the tree will sail 



and if she does, beware 

The spirits used to catch the mage 

are demons large and mean 

The evil that is in this tree 

is knowledge yet unknown 

And woe to man and beast alike 

If these things are learned. 

And still there is a magic key 

that six may save us all 

When demons dance the summer in 

Those six may save us all" 

The water grew colder around John. The song continued 

to sing itself, as he slipped deeper into the water, 

becoming a rock. The water rushed around John and he could feel 

little worms burrowing into his skin. Then he saw that the 

rocks were really giant rib bones. Slowly, John raised his 

head out of the water. The water ran down his back and John 

checked his strings again. The rats had left. Strings were 

starting to reform themselves. He went to the camp and had 

a cigarette. 

Carrie crawled off the hammock and joined John in a 

cigarette. They sat in silence, listening to birds, 

bullfrogs and Glenda's laugh. Lola and Marta came out of 

the water to join them. 

"So Carrie, how have you been?" Lola asked. 

"Pretty good. I've spent the last few days in 

intensive reading. I thought I would go crazy reading 

twelve hours a day. How about you?" 

"I've been okay. A man died the other night at the 

home" Lola replied. 

"That must have been bad," Carrie said. 

"Yeah, it was really rude of him to do it on my shift." 

"Uh..rude?" John asked, trying to ignore the fairies 

hanging around a nearby tree. 

"That's what a friend of mine said," Lola answered. 

They sat in silence again. John nudged Carrie and 



pointed to the fairies. She nudged Lola. As they all 

watched, the fairies nudged each other and looked back at 

them. Then the fairies fell to the ground laughing. Glenda 

and George joined the group and for a while everyone watched 

the fairies as if they were a movie. Then the leader of the 

fairies stood up. He raised his arm. He shouted and the 

fairies pulled out water guns. They began shooting at the 

group of pomegranate eaters. George, who had been a boy 

scout, pulled out water guns for the group. Soon both sides 

were thoroughly soaked. Marta asked the fairies to join 

them. The fairies laughed very.hard at that and disappeared 

back into the trees. 

It was lunch time. After lunch, they sat around 

drinking beer and engaging in significant conversation. 

They talked about what they had seen, how they felt and when 

they should free Merlin. Carrie though tomorrow would be 

good. John however cleared his throat and said "Uh..Let's 

wait till the summer solstice." 

They thought about it and decided that would be a good 

idea. John decided not to tell them about the song just 

yet. It seemed better to let Carrie be the leader. 

Lola and Marta decided to go on a walk. They hiked 

down to a small waterfall with a sandy shore. They began to 

talk of silly thing. Marta looked down and saw Lola drawing 

in the sand. 

"What are you drawing?" Marta asked. 

"A mandela?" 

"Oh, neat. I always wondered what they looked like." 

"I didn't know until the clouds showed me." 

Marta nodded and memorized the design. Then they hiked 

back to home camp. 

After a few more hours and a bout of madness from 

George, the group went home. Glowing red from the sun and 

refreshed by the water, they realized the joy of having a 

family. 



Chapter Seventeen 

Counting the Future On Rosary Beads 

Glenda was alone. It was late, sometime after one. 

George had gone to sleep as soon as they got home from the 

falls. She had tried to sleep but sleep wouldn't come. 

Sleep never came easily to Glenda. Every night she laid 

awake listening to George snore. She had learned to 

meditate during the snores. Meditation usually put Glenda 

to sleep. 

Tonight she couldn't meditate. Thoughts buzzed in her 

mind like a flock of flies. She had tried watching t.v. but 

there was nothing on worth watching. Glenda decided to 

write. She pulled her dusty journal out from its hiding 

place. 

"June 10" she wrote on the first clean page. 

"Notes on Love" she wrote beneath it and stopped. The 

words bubbled in her stomach but couldn't find a way out. 

Just write, she told herself. 

"George was beautiful today.(With the exception of the 

bizarre outburst). The sun glinted off his dark blond hair 

and I remembered why I loved him in the first place. He has 

a pot belly now. I had never noticed before. I guess after 

looking at him for so long, I quit seeing him. The time with 

Marta helped me to get things in focus. She and Lola are a 

cute couple. I had almost guessed they were lovers. 

"Oh, this is supposed to be notes on my lover. I'm 

worried about George. He's getting weirder every day. I am 

also worried about our future. I wonder if he will ever 

grow up or if I'm just supposed to resign myself to being 

his mother. God, I hope he doesn't find this. He's still 

afraid of me I think. Who would think the son of a goddess 

could be so neurotic.?" 

Glenda began to feel herself disintegrating. It always 

happened like this. She would think of something unpleasant 

and her molecules would begin to lose coherence. It came in 



handy sometimes, especially when George made her mad. She 

could disappear until he decided to behave. Hell, she 

thought, maybe I'm neurotic. No, that couldn't be it. 

The night grew longer around her. Without looking, she 

knew it was now well past three o'clock. It was a goodness 

that she didn't have any thing to do tomorrow. Her eyes 

grew heavy. She went into the bedroom and watched George 

roll over in bed. Quietly, she slipped under the covers. 

Yes, she thought, I love this man. But she knew that 

sometime, down the road a bit she would have to leave. 

Unless..no, she thought, there's little use in hoping. 

Sleep finally wrapped its warm arms around her and Glenda 

gave in. 

Marta lay in Lola's bed, radiation the warmth of 

successful sex. She could feel Lola's chest rising and 

falling in rhythms of sleep. Yes, she thought, life now is 

good. The sheets were warm and soft. Pillows and the 

softness of Lola's hair were enticing her to sleep. But 

Marta was not ready to fall yet. The day replayed itself as 

if looking for some clue as to its meaning. 

One Easter, long ago, Marta had sat beside her mother 

on a hard church pew. Her father was giving a sermon on the 

meaning of rebirth. "Christ came so that we could be reborn 

in the life of God," he had said. Marta had listened only 

as much as necessary to converse with him later. Her 

thoughts were on a man she had loved then. During the 

invitation part of the service, Marta had looked behind her 

father. The curtains to the baptism pool had been closed, 

to make room for a giant wooden cross. She had looked 

closely at the cross. Ridges in the paint had begun to take 

the shape of letters, she could read the word "Believe" in 

the uneven paint. She had wondered how her dad had made the 

cross say that without being obvious. "Believe " was the 

ultimate demand from her father and his god. Even then she 

did not see that god as her own. Believe that God was made 



man and allowed himself to be hung from a cross so that he 

could rise from the dead and save humanity. Marta couldn't 

believe that. 

In the haze of pre-sleep, Marta knew that she believed 

in two gods and a future of happiness with a woman's love. 

She believed in the wrath of her father and his Christian 

angels. But, she thought, how could I believe in his God 

while dancing around trees and kissing a woman. Sleep 

grabbed her and took her under to the world of dreams. 

John and Carrie had made a pallet on the floor of 

John's living room. They lay together watching the shadows 

thrown by the candles play across the ceiling. 

"What do you think will happen?" Carrie asked. 

"Uh, we'll probably lie here until we fall asleep" John 

answered. 

"No, I mean when we go to free Merlin." 

"Oh, well the earth will open up, spitting demons into 

the sky. Then Lola will trap them in a mandela she and 

Marta will make. We will burn the old one and Merlin will 

come out of the tree and thank us." 

"I guess that will be alright. What do you think of 

marriage?" 

"It's a noble institution. Damn, my feet have wandered 

off." Indeed, John's feet had walked over to the stereo. 

With a nimbleness usually reserved for hand, they chose a 

c.d. and put it in. Soon the room was filled with the 

ethereal sweetness of Donovan. When they returned, John 

marveled at their choice. Of all his body parts, they were 

the most cynical. 

Carrie asked no more guestions and they slipped into 

dreams. 



Chapter Eighteen 

Of Demons and Unhappy Days 

The solstice was approaching fast. John was watching 

t.v. and wondering what unhappiness was being caused by 

Merlin's demons. He was almost positive that the recent 

plague of natural disasters could be blamed on the demons. 

Even the sensationalist newspapers blamed demons for those 

events. One had even printed a picture of a demon in the 

clouds above a tornado wrecked town. The national t.v. news 

blamed them on God. John laughed at that suggestion. God's 

only great work was conjuring humanity, he thought. Then 

there was the disappearance of three first graders from 

school. John knew these missing children were the 

by-products of the demons. He had seen the man accused of 

kidnapping the children. His face was distorted like the 

faces of those possessed. Looking back over the years of 

newspaper clippings he had saved, John could tell easily 

which were demon related. 

After he had fallen from the pecan tree and lost his 

ability to hear the songs, John had gotten depressed. He 

decided that the world had turned evil. In order to defend 

this new belief, John started clipping newspaper stories 

about horrible crimes. He kept them in large binders. His 

mom had once asked why he clipped such awful stories. He 

had told her they were for a class project. Eight years and 

three binders later, he was still clipping them. Now, as he 

looked through the binders, he circled in red all those he 

knew were demon cases. Those he wasn't sure about, he 

circled in yellow. By his reckoning, only one hundred 

crimes were committed solely by humans in eight years. He 

wondered how much of history had been terrorized by demons. 

John knew that there were other demons afoot. Merlin's 

tree was not the only source of malice. It was however the 

only demon infested place John would ever try to clean up. 

According to Carrie, the tree housed five major demons and 



their groupies. The total number of demons was 

approximately five hundred. Fortunately, all the group 

needed to do was get the five big guys. The others would 

follow their masters to imprisonment. 

John slumped farther into the corner of the couch. 

Carrie had left to help Lola in her research. Chronos had 

dropped by earlier for a cup of coffee. John was starting 

to like the old guy. George had called to ask for a meeting 

at six o'clock, in the park. It was eleven now. In twenty 

minutes John would leave to take his history final. He had 

gotten up at five this morning to read the remaining 

chapters. By ten o'clock, he had finished them and was 

reading notes. Now he sat in front of the t.v. listening to 

the anchorman drone on and looking for demons in old 

newspaper clippings. Life is beautiful when history 

supports the present. He decided to bring the note books to 

the meeting and wear his lucky green shirt to the test. 

Marta walked out of her psychology final feeling 

moderately successful. She went to sit on her bench by 

Merlin's tree and enjoy the shade. She would have done 

better on the test if she had studied yesterday instead of 

eating pomegranates at the falls. 

"Hello, there," a familiar British voice said. 

"Oh, hi. How are you?" Marta asked when she saw the 

squirrel jump up beside her on the bench. 

"Very well and yourself?" 

"Good, I guess." 

"Well, it is nice to see you here in a good mood. 

You're very moody much of the time." 

"You're very astute for a squirrel," Marta said. 

"Yes, I wasn't always a squirrel you know." 

"Really?" 

"Yes, yes. Once upon a time, men flocked to me for 

advice. But they got tired of listening and I got tired of 

talking. So I decided to take a nap and when I awoke I was 

a squirrel. And I do so enjoy being a squirrel." 



Marta didn't know what to say. She offered him a 

potato chip. 

"No, thank you," he replied. "I really must be off. I 

have a lunch date with a professor friend. He wants to ask 

me about King Arthur. Ta-ta." 

With that the squirrel hopped down and ran away. Marta 

sighed, ate the bag of chips and decided to go home and 

check the answering machine. 

The list of demons was getting longer. The demonology 

books were reference only, so Lola and Carrie had to sit in 

the library reading them. A passerby might have been 

shocked to see two normal looking females thumbing through 

such terrible books. Fortunately, there were no passersby. 

The library was almost empty. 

Lola had told Carrie about her last trip to the 

library. Carrie had said to expect more. At the meeting 

tonight they would tell the others. Lola was a bit miffed 

at Carrie's calmness. She knew that Carrie had never been 

in danger and so could not relate to the terror. But it was 

the smugness Carrie radiated that really annoyed Lola. Just 

once, Lola thought, I would like to see her stumble. The 

inner violence which Lola kept stuffed began to rise. She 

could imagine herself beating Carrie with the Dictionary of 

Demonology. A beating would surely wipe away that ugly smug 

smile. Maybe it would also erase that innocent trusting 

look in her eyes. The goody-goody bitch might just 

retaliate and Lola would truly win. Yes, Lola thought, a 

beating would show her what unpleasantness is. Lola could 

see the headline on the campus paper: Lesbian Love Goddess 

Bashes Sweet Innocent Girl. Ah, the story would be good. 

All she had to do was pick up the book and slam it down on 

Carrie's cute, upturned nose. She could almost hear the 

cheers of the group. Without Carrie, they wouldn't have to 

do this silly demon shit. Life would return to normal. No 

more hallucinagenic fruit. No more near rapes in computer 



screens. After she bashed Carrie, she could bash that 

arrogant, insecure, neurotic George. He was an 

inconsiderate bastard. At the retreat, he had told them how 

grand he would be when his god power was fully developed and 

how he would save the world. He would do that by destroying 

all the idiots and saving the good. Slimy bastard, Lola 

thought, always talking about those damn parking meters and 

sex. Glenda would be next because she was a little whimp. 

Yes, all of them, she thought, but Carrie first. 

Lola reached for the dictionary. 

"Oh, did you find something?" Carrie asked. 

Lola blinked and looked down at the book. 

"Yeah," she said. "This book has a few names that 

might help." Lola looked around as confusion settled on 

her. "Carrie, ever since that deal with the computer I've 

been losing my train of thought. Before you asked me about 

the book, I was deep in the middle of a thought and now I 

don't know what it was." 

A dark shadow rose from Lola and flew to the ceiling. 

It swirled around twice and left through and air 

conditioning vent. 

"Don't worry about it," Carrie said. "It was probably 

just a daydream." 

"Okay, maybe it will come back to me later." 

George stared at the closet door. He would go in and 

demand that Eris tell him how to get the demons back into 

the tree. He would also demand that she tell him how to get 

Merlin out of the tree. Already she was confusing him. He 

doubted anyone else had such a controlling mother. Why, he 

asked the air, did I have to be born to her? Why not 

Aphrodite or Demeter? No, those who decide these things put 

George in Eris' womb. George would be the one condemned to 

such hell. 

He turned the cold brass knob. She was sitting 

cross-legged on the dirt floor of a teepee, smoking a peace 



pipe. She motioned for him to sit. He did. She offered 

him the pipe. He inhaled something which was not tobacco. 

She asked what he wanted. He exhaled. 

"Mother, I want the same thing I wanted last time I was 

here and that is not a pomegranate." He was proud that he 

could get the words out without his voice cracking. 

"Oh, that silly entrapment business. Here take another 

drag off the pipe and calm down." 

He inhaled again. She handed him a pamphlet titled 

"How to Get Good Things From a Tree". 

"This will tell you what to do," she said. 

"Damnit, mother," he said. "Another pamphlet? I 

learned about sex from one and about drugs form one. Why 

don't you just talk to me?" George said. 

Eris smiled slowly. She began to grow. Taller and 

taller she grew. The smile disappeared. 

"I am Eris, Goddess of Dischordia and Strife. Daughter 

of the most high Zeus and His honored wife, Hera. I am the 

twin of Aries, God of War. I singlehandedly started the 

Trojan war. My brothers are Fear, Panic, Terror and 

Trembling. Above all else, I am your Mother. You will not 

talk to me that way, you puny half-god of parking meters. 

Leave now before I squash you like the human fly that you 

are." 

George bowed quickly and left carrying the pamphlet. 



Chater Nineteen 

Part Two of A Bad Day - At the Park 

They decided to meet in the park to insure privacy. 

Carrie arrived first and spread out the blue sheet. She had 

brought her notes from the time with Chronos. There wasn't 

much in them to share but she felt more in control when 

carrying them. She had also brought notebooks for everyone 

with pens and paper. Lola arrived next carrying the notes 

from the library and a giant English dictionary. George and 

Glenda came next. George was carrying the pamphlet from 

Eris and Glenda was wearing the parking meter necklace. 

Marta arrived toting a picture of the tree and a drawing of 

the mandela. John stumbled to the sheet last, carrying the 

grocery bags of supplies, his notebooks of clippings and a 

twelve pack of beer. They sat in pairs on the sides of the 

blanket. Carrie and John sat at the north side. Lola and 

Marta were on the south side. Glenda and George sat facing 

east. The east side was occupied by the beer. Carrie 

passed out cigarettes and they smoked in silence for a 

while. 

"I guess we should start with a progress report," 

Carrie said. "Here are some notebooks to take notes in, if 

you want to." She handed them around. 

Marta looked to see which color each would take. 

George picked orange. John picked aqua. Carrie kept the 

blue one. Glenda chose white, of course. Lola chose red. 

Marta took the black one. 

"Marta, why don't you start. Tell us what you brought 

and what you've learned," Carrie said. 

"First, this is a picture of the tree that we believe 

Merlin is in," she showed the picture to the group. "I feel 

like I'm a detective on a cop show. Anyway, I don't know 

if this is important, but there's a squirrel who lives in 

the tree." 

"Squirrels live in al the trees," George said snottily. 



"Yes, but how many speak with a British accent, Mr. 

God?" Marta replied. "Anyway, the squirrel was telling me 

today about how he used to be a person." 

"Okay, great. We've got a talking squirrel who used to 

be a person. Sanity isn't your strong suit is it Marta?" 

George said. 

"Knock it off, George," Glenda said and hit him on the 

knee. 

"Ouch, bitch. Fine I'll shut up. Go ahead." 

"I also have a drawing of the mandela. Lola made it at 

the retreat and I redrew it last night." Marta held up the 

picture. 

John copied it in his notebook and wrote down 

"squirrel." He looked up and saw Lola staring into nothing 

with a slightly menacing look in her eyes. 

"Anything else?" Carrie asked. 

"No, I don't think so," Marta said. 

"Good, now maybe we can all forget about jabbering 

rodents," George said. 

"Uh..I don't think it would be good to forget about 

it," John stammered. 

"Oh, I guess you know everything, John," George 

answered. 

"George, you seem talkative," Carrie said. "Why don't 

you go next." 

"The great and glorious Eris has given me a pamphlet," 

George announced. 

"Oh boy, a pamphlet," Lola said dreamily. 

"Knock it off woman, its my turn to talk. The title is 

'How to Get Good Things Out of a Tree'. I will read it to 

you. " 

"Oh, yea, story time," John exclaimed. 

"Will you let me talk?" George growled. "Okay, How to 

Get Good things..'Before beginning cleanse the area where 

you will be working with the witch's broom and holy water. 

An altar shall be made using the bare earth as the base. A 



cauldron shall be placed in the middle of the altar. A 

white candle shall be placed to the north of the cauldron. 

A red candle shall be placed to the south. A candle shall 

be set for each in attendance. Anoint one another with an 

infusion of parsley and thyme, which shall be made three 

days prior to the event. On the ground throw rosemary. 

Join hands in a circle around the tree. Chant these words: 

On this day of power 

of the God and all his might 

We begin the end 

Of what is not right 

Spirits good we call 

To guide us in the light'" 

George paused. "There is more but I don't think that 

it would be a good idea to finish reading it now. We should 

wait." George put the pamphlet down and sat in silence. 

"We'll go on, Glenda?" Carrie asked. 

"Marta has told you all I know," Glenda answered. She 

wasn't really with the group. She was furious at George for 

his earlier behavior. If she were right that would be the 

end of his ranting and the rest of the meeting would go 

smoothly. 

"All right. Lola?" Carrie asked. 

"The names of the demons are written down here. I don't 

think it is wise to read them until necessary," Lola 

answered mechanically. 

"I agree, John?" 

John inventoried the supplies for them and told them 

about the demons and the newspaper clippings. As he was 

talking, he noticed Lola playing with the dictionary. She 

was tossing it nonchalantly into the air. He wanted to say 

something about the poem but there was an ominous feeling in 

the air. The dictionary kept flying higher into the air. 

Carrie was telling the group about Lola's incident in the 

library. John watched as Lola threw the dictionary up, 

caught it with her right hand and bashed George in the face. 

"Damn!" he exclaimed. 



"Oh, I'm sorry George. It slipped. I'll put it down." 

Lola dropped the dictionary with a shocked expression. 

John had to bite his lip to keep from laughing. The 

others had missed it. Carrie went on with her story. John 

passed around the beer. 

A moment alone would make the difference. Lola heard 

the voices of her friends but paid no attention. There was 

a fire in her mind. A warm feeling of excitement, of trying 

to find a way to be alone with John. The voice in her head 

had told her to hit George and she had enjoyed it, but the 

big victory would be seducing John. She would have sex with 

the man Carrie loved and take him away from her. That would 

show the self-righteous bitch. Lola had dreamt of it this 

afternoon. It was a very realistic dream. John had walked 

into her room while she was napping. She woke when she felt 

his hot breath on her neck. His hands felt like lumps of 

fire as they caressed her belly beneath the sheets. His 

whole body radiated heat. His mouth tasted of cigarettes 

and sulfur. He had leaned down to kiss her and she had 

almost refused. But then John changed into the perfect 

lover. Every time he had touched her, tiny orgasms had run 

through her. That had been a dream, though. Lola wanted to 

feel his real flesh and the real pain it would cause Carrie. 

As if to assist her, Carrie suggested that Marta join 

her and Glenda in a trip to the movies. Lola declined the 

invitation to the girl's day out, asking instead if John 

would come with her to look at her latest drawings. He said 

"sure". George went home to put ice on his nose. The 

couples kissed in parting and the meeting was adjourned. 



Chapter Twenty-

Part Three of A Bad Day - At Lola's 

The sun was setting as John walked beside Lola down the 

long empty street. A thin purple haze covered the roofs of 

the dingy apartment buildings. Tiny weeds pushed their way 

through the concrete sidewalks, denying the city refuge from 

wildness. They walked in silence listening to the children 

of near poverty homes jeering at one another. Lola's 

apartment was across the street from John's. John watched 

his feet hit the sidewalk. He hadn't seen his feet in 

daylight for weeks. He missed the warmth of the concrete at 

twilight. He did not miss having to chase after them 

thought. He began to realize how much he had improved 

recently. His feet were staying near his legs most of the 

time. His mind had almost given up on the idea of escape. 

Only his hands were actively misbehaving. They were 

flittering around his sides as if mimicking a stressed out 

bassist. 

He was trying to control an intense desire to grab Lola 

and pull her down on the sidewalk. John had thought himself 

immune to the charms of the love goddess but he suddenly 

wanted nothing more out of life than to have sex with her. 

Just once would be enough to quell the desire. But John 

held no hope of touching her. She was a friend and by the 

very nature of friendship, she was off limits. John stuffed 

his hands deep inside his shorts pockets. His fingers would 

have to content themselves with keys and change. 

Lola walked and plotted her seduction. The beauty of 

the sunset inspired her. She knew John wanted her. That 

was obvious in the way that he was looking at her now. She 

loved his eyes. They were deep grey with flecks of blue and 

green. Lola turned into the driveway to her apartment. It 

almost depressed her to come home. The apartments looked 

like a renovated motel. She and Marta lived on the second 

floor. She and John walked up the wooden stairs that looked 

like they would crumble any day. She opened the front door. 



"Come in and have a seat," she said. "I'll get us 

something to drink." Lola walked into the kitchen just to 

the right of the door. 

John walked past her and into the living room. The 

first thing he noticed was the smell of her apartment. It 

was a fresh smell. He was reminded of his grandmother's 

farm in early summer. Strange, he thought, to find this 

smell in the city. He sat down on the corner of the white 

couch. As he looked around her was surprised by the 

whiteness of the place. The light mauve carpet made the 

walls and furniture look even whiter. Three Monet prints 

decorated the wall above the t.v. across from him. On the 

coffee table in front of him was a vase with three white 

flowers, the remote control, and a book about demons. 

Lola came out of the kitchen carrying two wine glasses 

and a bottle of Andre's Cold Duck. She set them on the 

glass table top with a small "tink". John watched as she 

tore the foil off the top of the bottle. Then, she expertly 

ripped off the metal piece around the stopper. She grabbed 

the bottle neck with her right hand and the stopper with her 

left. John looked up at her face as she began to twist the 

stopper. It came out with a "POP" and a wisp of smoke. 

Lola filled the glasses and smiled at John as their fingers 

touched. Lola felt the electric shock pass between them. 

She watched John's face turn slightly red as he lowered his 

eyes to her chest. Lola sat down beside him on the couch. 

"John, do you remember the first time you had sex?" she 

asked. 

"Yeah, don't you?" 

"Yes, of course. I was thirteen. His name was Derek. 

He had deep blue eyes, the color of the ocean at night. I 

wanted to know what the whole uproar over sex was about, so 

I invited him over when my parents went out of town. He 

pulled up to my house not minutes after I called. He was 

carrying a box of condoms and a soda. All my friends had. 

said the first time would hurt. I thought it would be 



incredible. I would be a woman." She leaned over and poured 

more wine for both of them. "Derek was a good choice for 

the first time. He was very experienced. I remember how he 

held me and kissed me gently. But we were young and he 

wanted to get started. The first time was over in minutes. 

We had sex twice more that day." Lola laughed softly at her 

image of Derek putting the condom on. "He wanted to marry 

me. I probably should have but I wanted more out of life 

than a trailer house full of kids." 

John sat down his wine glass and searched for something 

to say. 

"Uh..what about those pictures you wanted to show me," 

he asked. 

"I'll go get them. Pour us some more please." Lola 

went into the bedroom. 

John filled the glasses. He held up his glass and 

looked through the purple liquid at the apartment. He 

realized now what was wrong with the place. It didn't look 

like an artist's apartment. There were too many geometric 

figures and patterns for a creative soul. 

"John, can you bring the glasses in here?" Lola yelled 

from the bedroom. 

"Uh..sure." He began to wonder what Lola was up to. 

She really wasn't herself lately. Her eyes were getting 

icy. 

John walked into the bedroom. Lola was sitting in the 

middle of her king size bed. She was surrounded by charcoal 

drawings of women and demons in sexual poses. 

"Put the bottle on the night stand. Take your shoes 

off and sit next to me," Lola said, patting the only clean 

spot on the bed. 

John handed her a glass and followed instructions. He 

found it hard to sit so close to her. She was leaning over 

looking at a picture of a demon. He could just see the 

curve of her breasts before they disappeared into a pink 

bra. The smell of strawberry shampoo began to overwhelm 

hum. All he could think about was having her. 



Lola was aware of John's every glance at her. She knew 

she had almost succeeded. He wasn't even thinking of 

Carrie. This would be her ultimate gesture of power. She 

would have the man Carrie would marry. The dreams had told 

her Carrie and John would marry despite what happened here. 

Lola knew this would be her only chance to have sex with 

him. Only one night to enjoy his body but that would be 

enough to hurt sweet, sweet Carrie. Lola bent over farther 

to reach a picture. She felt John's eyes caressing her 

breasts. She grabbed the picture and sat up. Her hand fell 

on John's thigh as she held the picture for him to inspect. 

"This is nice, Lola," he said as he looked at a woman 

performing oral sex on a many horned demon. John felt the 

heat of her hand through his shorts. The wine was forcing 

all thought of consequence from him. 

"Thank you." Lola kissed him. 

John didn't resist. He kissed her back. Soon he was 

ripping the clothes from both of them. She thought how nice 

it would be to have one last fling with a man. 

An hour later the phone rang. It was Marta calling to 

tell them to join the group at the bar. John grabbed his 

clothes and got dressed in the bathroom. He told Lola he 

had a final in the morning and asked her to have Carrie call 

him tomorrow afternoon. Lola nodded. After John left, she 

stood a long time in the shower, trying to remember why they 

had been naked together in bed. Finally, she dried off and 

joined the others at the bar. 

John walked across the street to his apartment without 

looking up. He opened his front door and inhaled the stale 

cigarette smoke deeply. He decided to quit smoking and went 

into the kitchen for a beer. Chronos was sitting slumped on 

the counter. 

"Well, you've done it now," he said as John walked in 

and opened the refrigerator. When John didn't answer, he 



continued. "Do you think I set you up with Carrie just to 

see you use her? You just copulated with a demon you know. 

Lola would never have sex with you." 

John looked up at Chronos-with hate filled eyes. 

"You old son of a bitch. How dare you come into my 

home and talk to me like that. Yes, I messed up. I'm well 

aware of that fact. And I hope to whatever god does exist 

that Carrie never finds out. Right now I'm going to take a 

shower. A long hot shower. Then I'm going to sleep. 

Tomorrow, I'm going to buy an engagement ring." John sat 

the empty beer can down on the table and went to shower. 

Chronos smiled softly. 



Chapter Twenty One 

Nine Days 

Carrie left the bar and walked the empty streets alone. 

Birds called to one another in the darkness. She could hear 

a chorus of distant thunder as the cars rolled by on the 

highway. Her long blond hair lashed across her face in 

response to the wind. It seemed months had passed since she 

left the bar. Long months spent fighting the wind and 

alcohol, trying valiantly to reach her home. She was also 

bothered by Lola's behavior. When Lola had arrived at the 

bar, she had looked rather disheveled and confused. Carrie 

came to the big pink house that meant her last turn before 

home. She turned the corner and saw a woman in a bright red 

toga with an orange sash sitting cross legged on a stop 

sign. 

"You should really read the signs," the woman said and 

disappeared. 

Carrie stood looking at the spot where the woman had 

been. There was nothing there now. Carrie examined the 

sign. "Nothing unusual about it," she mumbled to herself. 

She continued on to her door. 

She walked up the steps, through the door and into the 

hallway before she noticed the white enveloped tacked to her 

door with a red thumbtack. She turned around and walked 

back to get it. The envelope was empty. Wondering about 

some people's bizarre sense of humor, she went back in the 

house and locked the door behind her. Agustus, the large 

white rabbit, came hopping out of his room to greet her. 

"Hello, Augustus," she said, bending down to pet him. 

He allowed himself to be petted for a few seconds and 

then hopped away on important business. 

Carrie was unaccustomed to being alone in the house 

now. It seemed that whenever she slept here, John was with 

her. Much of her time lately had been spent thinking of 

John. She wasn't sure but she felt he was hiding something 

from her. She sat her purse down on the table and reached 



for the phone in time to interrupt the first ring. It was 

George. He wanted to make sure she had made it home. 

Carrie thought it was nice the way he looked after her. She 

walked into the kitchen to look at the calendar. It was 

June 12. Only nine days until the solstice. She left the 

kitchen and went to her bedroom. The days were getting 

hotter. Carrie stripped down and flopped onto her bed. 

Augustus, who had followed her in the room, jumped up beside 

her. 

She wanted desperately to talk to someone. George 

wouldn't understand anything she had to say. She had tried 

talking to Marta but couldn't. Lola was being far too odd 

for conversations. Glenda would understand but it was 

nearly impossible to pry her away from George, especially at 

night. 

"Well, Augustus," she said. "I guess you win." 

He looked at her, motioning with his head that she 

should pet him. 

"I'm afraid, Gus," she continued while petting him. 

"I'm afraid this whole thing is just a coffee dream. How 

could Merlin exist? How could I fall in love with a man who 

can't keep his feet on?" 

Augustus just wiggled his nose. 

She stared at the ceiling. Long ago, when she first 

moved in here, she had put glow in the dark stickers of 

stars on the ceiling. With the lights on, they looked like 

yellow stains. Yellow stains that held no answers and no 

clues to anything. She liked them. Carrie closed her eyes 

and meditated on stars. 

Swirling smoke covered Lola. She rose from Marta's 

bed. Haze in the apartment blurred her vision. It was hot. 

He was sitting on her couch. He motioned for her to sit 

beside him. She was no longer repulsed by his red skin or 

the five horns that grew from his forehead. Even the smell 

of sulfur was becoming pleasant. She sat beside him, 



wondering how she could have screamed that day in the 

library. He reached out his leathery hand to stroke her 

cheek. 

"Oh, my pretty Lola," he said. 

"Yes, Nagide, I am yours as I have been." 

"Have you had him, my darling?" 

"Yes, Nagide. I have had sex with him." 

"Good, my pet. Does she know?" 

"No, she does not." 

"Now my precious, you must make sure she knows." His 

nails began to dig into her cheeks. He turned her face so 

she could see his eyes. "If she does not know soon, things 

will be hard on you, my pet." A drop of blood ran down her 

cheek. 

"Yes, my lord. As you will, it will be." 

He leaned over and kissed the drop of blood. 

"You will stop this now." A voice rang clear through 

the haze. Lola looked up to see an old man in robes holding 

a scythe and radiating terrible light. Chronos was standing 

on her coffee table. 

"Oh, you old fool," Nagide said. 

"I am not the fool. Even demons as mighty as yourself 

must obey the laws of time. Lola, come here." 

"Who are you?" she asked, not wanting to move from the 

safety of the demon's arms. 

"I am Chronos, Father Time. I have come to help you." 

"You cannot help me. I am his bride." 

"You see old man," Nagide said, grinning maliciously, 

"It is too late." 

"No, it is not too late. It is the proper time. Soon 

you will exist no more. You may keep the girl for now. I 

will also issue you this chance at salvation. Do not let 

her find out. If she does, you will be chopped to bits and 

scatted over the universe. Each drop of your blood will 

scream to rejoin you and you will feel the pain forever. 

You will do as I command." 



"Yes, master," Nagide said bitterly. "Woman, you will 

not tell her or things will go very hard for you." 

"As you will, my lord." 

Chronos left in a flash of light. Nagide was no longer 

in the mood for sex so he sent Lola to bed. He sat for a 

while on the couch gnashing his teeth. Finally, he left in 

a puff of smoke. 



Chapter Twenty Two 

Weaving the Mandela 

While the innocent sleep, demon infested youth roam the 

streets. Demons prefer the young. Disenchantment is the 

demon who strikes first. She hangs around the hallways of 

junior high schools waiting for the waif whose parents have 

just begun to divorce. She waits for the boy whose daddy 

hasn't been seen in years. Fear comes next, tapping the 

shoulder of the pubescent girl who longs for beauty. 

Fear talks softly to the young man who loves but cannot risk 

the pain of separation. Boredom and hate wait until 

disenchantment and fear are fully entrenched. They sneak 

under the skin of even the most resilient souls. Boredom 

dulls the mind into complacency, allowing access to other 

demons. Hate grows faster than cancer, creating in the kind 

self-loathing, in the evil it breeds violence. The higher 

demons act as puppeteers for the lower ones. 

The young are open to demons. It is easy to believe in 

the omnipotence of evil when the turmoil of growing up 

strikes. Those caught so young lose the ability to dream of 

a better world. Without dreams, people wither and become 

little more than mannequins. 

Marta thought of these things as she opened her front 

door and stood on the porch. Early morning was her favorite 

time of day. The world looked reborn. She lit a cigarette 

and watched the sun rise over the apartments. It would be a 

hot day. The flowers didn't even bother to open for the 

sun. She crushed the half-smoked cigarette. Most days she 

could at least be optimistic for an hour, not today. Marta 

went inside to make the coffee. 

Lola emerged from the bedroom an hour later to find 

Marta sitting at the table with a ball of sinew and a willow 

branch. 

"Good morning," Lola said. She poured herself a cup of 

coffee. 



"Not really," Marta answered, while trying to unknot 

the sinew. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Making the mandela." 

"Oh, well, have fun. I've got to run. I'm late for 

work." 

"Enjoy yourself," Marta said as Lola gathered her 

coffee cup. 

Lola knew to avoid Marta when she was in a mood like 

this. 

Marta continued to work on the mandela. 

The alarm clock disrupted his dreaming. John got up 

and turned it off. He saw the little black ring box sitting 

beside the alarm. Yesterday had been a horrible day. After 

his shower last night, he had decided to go the all night 

pawn shop to get Carrie's ring. The ring was the only good 

thing about last night. John looked again at the box. He 

left quickly to puke. Kneeling at the toilet, he wondered 

if he should give the ring to her. He heaved. The nausea 

seemed linked to the ring in some way. He heaved. What 

would she say? he wondered and heaved. I'll just say 'will 

you marry'-heave. His stomach was long past empty. I'll 

ask her at the-heave. He decided not to think about it 

anymore. He flushed the toilet and went into the kitchen 

for some coffee. 

Glenda looked at the calendar. Only eight days until 

the solstice. She wondered if they really needed her help 

with this thing. They probably just wanted her there to 

keep George in line. She wasn't able to do that very well, 

but she was better than most at it. George had already left 

for work. He had actually cleaned up his breakfast mess. 

"There's a first time for everything," Glenda said to the 

sink. She drank a diet shake and called Carrie who readily 

agreed to meet her at one o'clock that afternoon for a swim. 



Chapter Twenty Three 

Later That Afternoon 

Carrie was amazed that Glenda had invited her to swim 

without the boys. The heat shimmered off the sidewalk as 

they walked down to the pool. Summer was coming early. 

Already the temperature had hit 98 degrees. In Texas, even 

the natives are slightly surprised when summer hits. They 

threw their towels on a lawn chair. In unison, they leapt 

into the pool. The water was warm but cooler than the air 

around them. It was perfect swimming weather. They swam a 

few laps and got out to lie in the sun. 

"So Glenda, what have you been up to?" Carrie asked. 

"Nothing much, just hanging out," Glenda answered. 

"Yeah, me too." 

"You and John seem to be getting along well." 

"Yeah, but you know how men are." 

"Difficult." 

"Yes, exactly. Man, John is wonderful but even the 

best men aren't perfect." 

"Is anyone?" 

"No, but men are really flawed." 

They laughed. 

"How are you and George doing?" 

"Great." 

"You don't sound convinced," Carrie prodded while 

rubbing sun screen into her feet. 

"I'm not. I guess I'm getting tired of seeing the same 

face every day." 

"I thought you two were going to last forever," Carrie 

said. 

"So did I," Glenda answered softly. "If only he would 

lose some of those stupid macho ideals. Maybe we could get 

along if he grew up." Glenda looked down at her chubby pale 

hands. They had both covered themselves in sunscreen. 

"Relationships are hard," Carrie said. 

"Yeah. Are you ready for the big day?" 



"Oh, you mean the solstice? Yeah. I'm just worried 

that it won't mean anything once it is over." 

"Of course it will mean something. Everything means 

something. You know a few years back, I wondered if life 

itself meant anything. I was ready to off myself just to 

find out. Now, I wake up every morning with at least some 

hope for the future." 

"I guess you're right," Carrie said. 

The sun was growing hotter every minute. They decided 

to go inside for-some water. Carrie called John to say she 

would be busy today and would he call tomorrow. He said 

"sure". They decided to go to a coffee house. Glenda left 

a note for George, suggesting that he call John later, since 

she would be late. 

John was still slightly nauseous when George called to 

invited himself over. He threw on some clothes and dumped 

out the overflowing ashtrays. He was doing very good at not 

smoking. The ashtrays were only half-full this morning. 

George knocked once on the door and let himself in. 

"Hey, man. How are you doing?" he asked as he plopped 

down on John's couch. 

"Uh..fine," John answered. "Would you like a beer?" 

"Sure would." 

John walked into the living room carrying two beers. 

He set them down on the wooden coffee table with a "thunk". 

George picked his up and took a long drink. 

"So do you know what the girls are up to?" he asked. 

"No, Carrie called to say they were going out," John 

answered. 

"It almost scares me when the girls go out alone." 

"Uh..yeah." 

"So, what do you do here?" George asked while peeling 

the label off his beer bottle. 

"Watch t.v.." 

"What's on?" 

"Looney Tunes." 



"Cool." 

John turned on the t.v. and they watched cartoons. 

After a few Porky Pig shorts, John asked if George would 

like another beer. 

"Sure. How many have you got?" George asked. 

"I bought a twelve pack." John returned with two 

unopened beers. 

George looked at the cap still in place. He picked up 

the bottle and tried to open it. He couldn't. John saw 

this and opened it for him. 

"Thanks," George said. 

"So, you and Glenda okay?" 

"Fine, just fine. It sure is nice to have a woman 

around the house." 

"Yeah." John decided not to continue that line of 

conversation. "How much do you know about dreams?" 

"Well, I can usually tell what they mean. Why?" 

"I had this dream. There was a poem in it that I think 

has something to do with our quest." 

"Wow, do you remember it?" 

"I wrote it down. Here, I'll read it to you. I think 

it starts in the middle. 

The spirits they did moan 

and the wind took up their song 

Merlin slept the soundest sleep 

That living flesh could know. 

Outside the evil Alya laughed 

for she had caught the ancient one. 

And while the queen payed her well 

A warning she did tell 

In years to come the tree will sail 

and if she does beware. 

The spirits used to catch the mage 

are demons large and mean. 

The evil that is in this tree 

is knowledge yet unknown 

And woe to man and beast alike 



if these things are learned. 

And still there is a magic key 

that six may save us all 

Two will live forever 

One will live with fairies 

One will heal the world of men 

And one will call him out. 

But all are there and all will try 

The mandela to remake." 

"You dreamt that? My mom used to sing a song like that 

to me before I went to sleep." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, except in her version, it goes on to tell about 

a horrible battle at the tree. I don't remember it very 

well. I hope Marta is making the mandela right. 

"She is." 

"Good. We should tell the others about this. I'll call 

a meeting tomorrow at six. Sound good?" 

"Uh..yeah." 

The cartoons were over. John changed the station. A 

cheesy horror movie was playing. They decided to watch it 

and finish off the beer. 

The phone seemed to ring every ten minutes. Marta 

ignored it. She was trying desperately to finish the 

mandela. One last string to tie and it would be done, 

except for the cleansing and enchanting. When she was 

younger, she had dealt in witchcraft. She had enjoyed 

shocking her parents by telling them but she had also 

learned to work magic. It had been a long time, a few years 

at least, since she had done any magic work. She didn't 

even think of herself as a witch anymore. For today though, 

she was a witch. The phone rang again. She got up and 

unplugged it. 

She took the mandela into her bedroom to begin the 

cleansing. The first thing to do was set up the altar. She 



covered the table with a white cloth. On top of that, she 

laid the embroidered pentagram, one point up to ensure good 

spirits. To the east, she placed a white candle. To the 

west, she placed a rock. On the north corner she set out 

her glass bowl filled with water. On the south side, she 

placed the incense. She put the mandela in the middle and 

her wand was to its right. Then she took a bath. 

She came out naked and stood before the altar. She 

cast the protective circle and began the chant. 

"All spirits good, come to my aid. 

Cleanse this object to be used in the service of 

good." 

Over and over she chanted, until the words became a 

thick paste covering the room. Until they became a trance 

holding Marta deep within herself. 

"Well, well girl. Your circle is tight." 

Marta looked up and saw a horrible red beast with the 

body of a man and five horns on its deformed head. 

"Who are you?" she demanded. 

"I am Nagide, most powerful of all the tree's demons. 

That puny mandela won't work any better than the first one." 

"Not yet, but eventually. I didn't call you." Marta 

knew that evil often came unannoucned. She also knew that 

she was perfectly safe within the circle. 

"No, you didn't call me, little witch. I've been 

hanging out with your girlfriend. I thought it would be 

nice to meet you, too. Lola says you're an incredible fuck. 

I would love to find out if she's right. Would you like to 

come out and kiss me?" He rolled out his serpentine tongue. 

That was more than enough for Marta. She picked up the 

wand and pointed it at him. 

"Away with you, vile demon. You will never know me. 

In the name of all the good and proper spirits, Gods, 

Goddesses and Elementals, I banish you from this house from 

now until such time as you are trapped forever." 

Nagide glared at her and left in a puff of smoke. 

Marta continued to cleanse the mandela. 



Chapter Twenty Four 

One Strange Day 

Long past midnight she heard his call. She had been 

dancing in her dreams, dancing the polka with half a million 

fairies on the head of a pin. His low voice slipped under 

the fairies' song. "Lola, my dear, come to me." She heard 

his words as if he were beside her, whispering in her ear. 

The bed was cool and clean. She didn't want to leave. 

Marta rolled over and whimpered. Lola snuggled closer to 

her. 

"Lola, my pet, come to me now," he said. 

"But master, I am tired." 

"As am I. Come to me." 

She pulled away form Marta. Throwing the covers off, 

she put on her slippers and then her robe. He hadn't said 

so, but she knew he was not in the house. Marta, Marta had 

told her he would not return. She did not know him, Lola 

thought. She had even said he was grotesque. He was 

beautiful. As beautiful as the angels she had seen at the 

falls. 

Lola walked out the front door and down the stairs. He 

was sitting on a giant bed in the middle of the parking lot. 

It was covered in enormous red satin sheets. She climbed up 

to him. He kissed her. He was wearing her favorite 

cologne, Obsession for men. She curled up on his lap like a 

kitten. He stroked her hair with his claws. 

"Well, my pretty one, don't you sleep soundly." 

"Yes, my lord. I'm sorry, I worked hard today." 

"Did you my kitten? Purr for me." 

Lola purred. 

"Good, good kitten." 

"All for you, my master." 

"Do not call me 'master', you idiot. You sound like a 

t.v. show." 

"Yes, my lord." 



"That's a good kitten. Now pet, before you pleasure 

me, we must talk." 

"What of, my lord?" 

"Of a favor you will do for me." 

"Anything you wish." 

"You will go to a meeting tomorrow. Listen closely. 

Tell me all you learn when we meet again." 

"Yes, my lord." 

"Now, pleasure me, my little whore." 

As he spoke, her clothes changed from bath robe and 

slippers into the uniform of a whore. Lola did as 

commanded. 

The heat woke Marta from her dreams of fairy tales and 

penguins. It was at least eighty degrees already. Her 

cotton gown clung to her like a full body cast. She 

stumbled out of bed and into the shower. Cold water rinsed 

the night sweat from her. She began to take inventory of 

the day. There was to be a group meeting at six o'clock. 

The monthly check form her mom had arrived yesterday, which 

meant a trip to the bank around one. It was nine o'clock 

now. Lola would leave for work soon. Marta wondered where 

she was this morning. They had begun the night together 

but Lola had left around two in the morning. Marta turned 

off the water, dried off, dressed and went to find her. 

Lola was sitting in the kitchen, holding her coffee cup 

as if it were precious beyond imagination. 

"Hi, Lola," Marta said as she walked in. 

"Hi, Marta." Lola's voice was lifeless. 

"Is something wrong?" 

"I don't know." 

Marta poured herself a cup of coffee and joined Lola at 

the table. Lola's eyes were ringed in black. 

"Where did you go last night?" 

"I don't know. I woke up on the couch." Lola put the 

coffee cup down and lit a cigarette. 



Marta watched as she smoked the entire thing in one 

minute. Lola crushed the cigarette. She stood up and left 

the kitchen without looking at Marta. Marta took one long 

sip of coffee. She could hear Lola opening dresser drawers, 

searching for a clean uniform. She heard the click of the 

stereo being turned on. Half a second later, Robert Plant 

began screaming for love. Marta quit listening to Lola and 

concentrated on the newspaper. 

Glenda rolled out of bed at one. George had turned on 

the air conditioner before he left and the apartment was 

almost cold. Glenda turned off the a.c. and turned on the 

t.v.. She went into the kitchen and poured herself a large 

glass of orange juice. Morning is not complete without a 

glass of liquid sunshine, she thought. The vodka bottle was 

on the counter from last night. On a whim, Glenda added a 

few shots to her orange juice. Then she sat down in front 

of the t.v. to watch talk shows. 

After an hour of listening to the man who left his wife 

for her mother and then left the mother for her other 

daughter, Glenda decided she needed some more orange juice. 

This time she added three shots to the glass. The next show 

featured a dysfunctional porno star describing the horrors 

of childhood abuse to justify her heroin addiction. By 

three o'clock, Glenda was drunk. 

She looked around the dingy apartment and realized that 

it was very boring. Nothing had been moved since they had 

arranged it the first time. George's favorite print was the 

only decoration on the walls. It was a pale blue painting 

of a mountain ridge. It was also boring. Glenda decided 

that it would be nice to add some color to the place. She 

got out her art supplies and went to work on beautifying the 

apartment. 

John walked out to the mailbox. He opened it up and 

pulled out a handful of coupons. He threw them in the 



dumpster. He went back into the apartment. Two days had 

gone by since he had decided to quit smoking. He had done 

well, only one pack of cigarettes, thus far. The nicotine 

patch was working wonders. John decided to take a nap until 

it was time for the meeting. 

George walked up the stairs to his apartment. It had 

been a hard day. People had yelled at him for leaving 

tickets. The pavement was so hot that his shoe soles ha-d 

started to melt. He had lost ten pounds in sweat alone. It 

would be nice to walk into a cool, clean apartment and have 

a big glass of orange juice. He opened the front door and 

screamed. 

The walls were covered with construction paper flowers 

and hearts. The ceiling was filled with aluminum foil 

stars. His favorite sheets had been cut up and used to 

cover the couch and chairs. The t.v. was plastered with 

cardboard butterflies, painted florescent orange. It looked 

like a tribe of eight-year-olds had attacked. 

He walked into the kitchen to get some orange juice. 

The pitcher was lying empty in the sink along with the empty 

vodka bottle. A half empty bag of potato chips lay on the 

counter. George grabbed a handful and shook his head in 

despair. He put up the chips and settled for a glass of 

water. After drinking it, he went to find Glenda. 

She was passed out on the bedroom floor, holding a pair 

of scissors. Construction paper mushrooms covered the 

floor. George shook her gently. 

"Glenda?" he said as her eyes opened. "Glenda, wake 

up. We have to go to the meeting in an hour." 

She looked at him with glazed eyes. 

"I'm sick," she said, running to the bathroom. 

George followed her and held her hair back from her 

face. When she finished, he washed her face and told her to 

brush her teeth. He went into the kitchen and made some 

very strong coffee and dry toast. 

Glenda walked into the kitchen. 



"Sit down at the table and drink this coffee." 

"But it's black," she protested. 

"Yes, very black. Drink it. You'll be sick again if 

you don't." 

She sipped it warily. It tasted good with the mint 

toothpaste in her mouth. She realized that she really did 

love George. She loved him very much, especially now. He 

sat down beside her at the table. 

"How do you feel?" he asked. 

"I feel like a love you more than I have in days." 

"That's good. I love you, too." He kissed her 

forehead. 

"Good." 

"I just wish you had made more orange juice." 

"I tried but the can wouldn't open and I was out of 

vodka." 

" Oh. " 

"Do you like what I did?" 

"I'll get used to it," he said, refilling her coffee 

cup. "I'm going to shower. When you finish that cup, eat 

some toast, drink another cup, and then take a shower." 

Glenda did as told. They left for the park at five 

forty-five and she was almost sober. 



Chapter Twenty Five 

Meeting at Six 

Carrie arrived first, as usual. She spread out the 

blue sheet and lit a cigarette for the wait. George and 

Glenda turned the corner half way through the cigarette. 

Carrie noticed that Glenda was walking as though she were 

tipsy. They approached and sat down on the sheet. 

"Hey, Carrie. How are you?" Glenda asked, slightly 

slurring her words. 

"Fine. How are you?" 

"Great. You really must come see how I've 

redecorated." 

George shrugged to Carrie as if to apologize for 

Glenda's lack of sobriety. 

Marta and John walked up. 

"Hey guys," Marta said. 

"Hi yourself," Glenda replied. 

"Hi, Marta. Hi, John," George said. 

John and Carrie kissed quickly. 

"Lola will be here in a minute. She got off work late 

and wanted a shower," Marta explained. 

"George, why did you want a meeting?" Carrie asked. 

"John has a poem to read to you. Why don't you 

explain." 

"Uh..okay," John began. "Well, I told George that the 

poem came to me in a dream. That's not entirely true. I 

think I should tell you the whole story. The first part was 

sung to me by a fairy child in my apartment. The second 

part was sung by the falls after I ate the pomegranate." 

John paused. 

"I'm glad you didn't tell me that yesterday. I would 

have thought you had lost it," George said. 

"I know," John answered. 

"Hey, there's Lola," Marta pointed. 

Lola walked up the sheet and sat down without saying 



anything. Her eyes were vacant again, John noticed. He 

also noticed that she looked very tense. He wondered if it 

had anything to do with the other night. He had tried hard 

to forget that indiscretion. If Chronos was right about her 

being possessed, then she wouldn't remember. He almost 

hoped Chronos was right. 

"John, are you there?" Carrie asked playfully. 

"Oh, yeah, uh.. sorry. I was daydreaming." He 

squeezed Carrie's hand. Then he read the poem. When he 

finished, no one said anything for a while. 

"Well, I guess that means we're on the right track," 

Marta said. 

"Yeah. This means the whole thing isn't just a bad 

joke," Carrie said, relieved to finally have an answer. 

"I agree, Carrie," George said. "For some reason, the 

poem gives the quest validity." 

Glenda burped. "Excuse me," she said. 

Lola's eyes were still blank. 

"Okay John, will you make copies for us?" Carrie asked. 

"Here." He passed out copies to the poem. 

"There are only seven days, including today until 

D-Day," Carrie said. "Marta, have you finished the 

mandela?" 

"Almost, I'm doing the enchanting now. Oh, I meant to 

tell ya'll. Yesterday, while I was cleansing the mandela, a 

demon dropped by." 

"Are you sure it was a demon?" George asked. 

"Yes, unbeliever, I'm sure. Anyway, his name is Nagide 

and he was pissy." 

At the mention of Nagide, Lola's eyes turned on. I know 

that name, she thought. Then the haze formed again and her 

eyes dulled. 

"Did he hurt you?" Carrie asked. 

"No, not at all." 

"Is that all?" Carrie asked. Marta nodded. "Okay, 

John, I know you are all set up. George, you're cool, 



right?" He nodded. "Tomorrow, we'll meet 

at my place to discuss how to go about this whole thing and 

find out what else we need. I'll call you, okay?" 

They all agreed. 

"Anyone up for a drink?" Marta asked. 

"Sure," George said. "Come on, Glenda. I'll buy you a 

screwdriver." 

Glenda laughed and stood to go. Lola stood, too. 

Carrie and John declined, opting instead for a quiet 

evening at home. 



Chapter Twenty Six 

Wedding Bells and Spies 

John woke up. There's nothing unusual in that, he did 

it most every day. Curled up like a five and a half foot 

cat, Carrie slept on, dreaming of spiraling staircases. The 

carpet hurt under John's slightly swollen feet as he walked 

into the bathroom. Mirrors are rarely kind and his was 

being particularly cruel today. Black ringed eyes stared 

out of sleep covered lids. His eyebrows seemed determined 

to stick up in bizarre directions even after he smoothed 

them down with water. Carrie would be up soon, he thought. 

Today was an important day. His stomach turned and squeezed 

itself into a ball. Yes, an important day. He rolled the 

toothpaste tube until the thick white stuff covered the 

bristles of his well worn tooth brush. He brushed hard. 

Last night's wine had formed an invisible layer of noxious 

slime on his teeth. He swished water around in his mouth, 

spat, and even flossed. Then he shaved. 

Leaving the bathroom, he paused in the living room to 

turn on the stereo. Lenon was telling the world to imagine. 

John smiled and went into the kitchen. Yes, today is an 

important day, he thought. A world with no religion was a 

nice daydream but very naive. John thought again of the 

possessed souls breaking car windows and destroying the 

lives of others. No religion, my ass, he thought. So many 

demons, so many angels. "Atheism is bunk," he murmured 

aloud. Of course, he realized that few people get to 

interact with the gods, goddesses and other such beings. He 

thought that was a good thing. He started the coffee. 

His fingers journeyed to the pocket of his robe. They 

traced the edges of the small box. He heard the sounds of 

Carrie rising and going into the bathroom. From the fridge, 

he pulled a bouquet of wild flowers. He put them in a vase 

on the table. After pouring two cups of coffee, he put the 

ring box next to the vase. He sat down beside his cup and 

waited. 



Carrie walked in and sat down behind her cup of coffee. 

She was still in the haze of waking. She took a sip of the 

coffee and looked around the table. Her eyes landed on the 

flowers and the box. 

"What's that?" she asked. 

"Open it and see." 

She took it gingerly and opened it. "Is this for me?" 

"Yes. I know we only started going out but we can have 

a long engagement." 

"Uh..okay." 

"Does that meant yes?" 

"Yes" 

"Uh..good." 

Celebrations of love followed. 

"This is the last of our meetings until the big day," 

Carrie said, as group members found places to sit in 

her house. Outside, rain pounded the dry earth. The 

reality of what they were to do still had not set in. 

"The first thing we need to work out is how we will 

keep from being disturbed." Carrie looked at the group, 

hoping for an answer. 

"I took care of that," Glenda said. 

The whole group, including George was surprised by 

that. 

"I asked one of my old drama profs," she continued, "if 

we could rehearse for and improve contest. He said he would 

reserve the area for us and I made a sign saying 'Do not 

disturb. Art in progress'." 

Marta smiled and said "Good idea." 

"Will it work?" George asked. 

"Yes, doubter, it should," Marta replied. 

"We should meet there at eight in the morning," Carrie 

said. 

George frowned. "You really want us to get up that 

early?" he said. 



"Yes," Carrie said. "Everyone bring the stuff you are 

responsible for. I made some cloaks for us. I'll bring 

them." 

"Man, this is bull," George said. "I think my mother 

was right. I'm not sure I want to play." 

"Like hell, George," Marta said. "I am so tired of you 

bitching. You wanted to play when we started. You will 

continue until this is over." 

"Oh, will I?" 

"Yes. Even if I have to drag you there by your 

unwashed ear." 

"Maybe George is right," Glenda said sheepishly. 

"Look," Marta began, "George is the one who said this 

would be fun." 

Carrie interrupted the fight. 

"Will everyone please shut up and let us get on with 

this meeting?" 

They quit fighting and started to talk. Later, they 

played ESP games. The meeting was adjourned at nine 

o'clock. 

Lola walked the path to Merlin's tree, seeking solace 

form the dull thud of disbelief. Nothing felt real anymore. 

Even the ground seemed artificial. Everything was covered 

in grey dust, dust from the bones of the dead that lingered 

in her lungs for days. Trees alone were free from the dust. 

Merlin's tree shone with a pure light, even though it was 

the root of much evil. She would go to the tree and throw 

her arms around it. 

The tree loomed ahead of her. She ran to it like a 

friend in a room of strangers. As she had planned, she 

wrapped her arms around its trunk. Energy poured from the 

tree, warming her torso. Slowly, the light around her 

started to change. It grew darker and she found that her 

face was stuck to the bark. Dark and damp, the air changed 

with the light. She felt like she was falling without 



moving. Falling for millions of miles and many days. 

Finally it stopped. The darkness was broken by the light of 

distant fire. 

Before her, she could see rows and rows of doors. The 

tree was gone. This worried Lola, who preferred that the 

trees she hugged not move. She found herself standing in 

the middle of a hall. The doors flashed brilliant colors, 

trying to tempt her but the distant fire called louder. So 

loud that she had no choice but to find it. Long halls 

broke the repetitions of the doors, but the fire remained 

ahead of her. She knew she must reach the fire. Reach the 

fire and tell Nagide everything. Something was trying to 

stop her from going to the fire. The hall was much longer 

now. 

A man walked out of a green door and waved to her. She 

waved back. He opened his mouth. Lola screamed. His teeth 

were tiny skulls. He laughed and left through a red door. 

She walked farther. The fire was miles away now. She sat 

down, unable to walk on against the force. The floor was 

cool. She laid down and slept while the earth turned again 

and again and again. Sleep was almost as good as the fire. 



Chapter Twenty Seven 

Three Days 

Carrie sat at home putting the finishing touches on the 

cloaks. She was pleased with her handiwork. Rarely did she 

get such good results. A rain had broken the heat finally. 

Augustus was thrilled at the decrease in temperature. He 

ram around the house, kicking his hind legs like a mule. 

Carrie smiled as he ran past her. 

He had left an accident on the carpet. Carrie got up 

to get rid of it, but as she was bending over, she saw a 

tiny mushroom growing out of it. Before her eyes, the 

mushroom doubled, then tripled in size. She stepped back as 

it continued to grow. When it had reached the height of her 

waist, it stopped growing. She began to examine it. The 

stem was dark purple with orange stripes. Lacy yellow folds 

peeked from under the cap. She put her hand on to of the 

cap and noticed something she had missed the first time. On 

top of the bright red cap, sat the woman from the stop sign 

with her hooka, grinning largely at Carrie. Carrie gave a 

small shriek and hopped back a bit. 

"Oh, I am so disappointed," the woman said. "I thought 

you would appreciate my mushroom trick. Lewis Carroll 

certainly did, though why he turned me into a caterpillar 

Zeus only knows." 

Carrie stared at the woman. She was very familiar. 

"Come, come girl. Close your mouth. I'm only your 

friend's mother. I'm not a vicious dragon hunting for food. 

Hey, we've met before. You used to hang out with the 

Roger's fairies, didn't you?" 

Carrie nodded. 

"My name is Eris by the way." 

"I..1..know that." 

"Well, what is wrong with you girl?" 

"My..my hand," Carrie stammered, holding out her 

glowing right hand. 



"Never touch mushrooms you're not familiar with, girl. 

It will go away soon, if you're lucky." Eris chortled. 

"Well, I am here for a reason." 

"Good," Carrie said. Her hand was feeling better. 

"Aren't you going to ask what it is?" 

"Okay, what is it?" Carrie was beginning to get 

annoyed. 

"How long has it been since you've seen the pretty 

one? " 

"What pretty one?" 

"Lola, you dolt. Why the council of gods picked you 

for this, I'll never know. Well, when did you last see 

her?" 

"About three days ago. At the meeting." 

"Do you know where she is?" 

Carrie began to open her mouth when Eris closed it for 

her. 

"No, not a work or at home. She is in a tree, sleeping 

with demons. You really should pay attention to the signs. 

Ask John, he told you what to look for in the possessed. 

Ah, but you don't value his advise, do you?" 

Carrie shook her head. "No?" 

Eris continued. "Get her out of there today or your 

quest will fail." 

"How?" 

"Go to the tree, knock three times, say 'Lola, I have 

some birthday cake for you.' Then she will start to appear. 

Grab her hand as soon as you see it and run like hell. Good 

bye. " 

Eris vanished and the mushroom went back to being a 

turd. 

Carrie got dressed and walked to Merlin's tree. 

Deep within the tree, Lola slept. She dreamt of 

nothing. Days ago, it seemed she talked to Nagide. Told 

him everything she knew about the big day. Then she had 



slept. Someone was knocking on the door, too loud to let 

her sleep. She opened her eyes. A voice was calling her to 

have cake. She got up and began to walk to the door but it 

was miles away. She would never make it by sundown. 

A hand grabbed her right arm and started to pull. 

Something else grabbed her left arm and pulled it the other 

way. Then the left arm was jerked hard. Carrie flew 

through the door and into Lola's lap. 

"Hi, Carrie," Lola said, sleepily. 

"Hi, Lola." 

"Are you stuck too, now?" 

"Yes, I think so." 

"Good. You can meet Nagide, now. You'll like him 

alot." 

As if on cue, a very ugly demon joined them. 

"Well, well," he began. "My pet has brought me the 

leader of the band." 

Lola smiled at him. 

"Hello there, young fighter. Allow me to introduce 

myself. I am Nagide, most powerful of the tree's demons. 

Legions are at my command. I believe your army consists of 

five, not including my pet." 

"See Carrie. Isn't he great." 

"No, Lola. He is hideous. He stinks. He eats worms. 

You can do better," Carrie said, ignoring the fuming demon. 

"Come on, let's get some of that birthday cake." She 

grabbed Lola's hand and began to walk away." 

Nagide appeared in front of them. 

"No, you cannot leave yet. You haven't even had 

dinner. Won't you stay for dinner?" 

"No," Carrie said as a squirrel scampered up to her. 

"How do you do?" the squirrel asked in a British 

accent. 

"Oh, fine. Except of course for this demon." Carrie 

answered politely. 

"Maybe, I can be of assistance. If you do not mind, my 

dear." 



"Oh, by all means, help if you can." Polite 

conversation often wards off complete insanity, or so Carrie 

hoped. 

"Hello there, Nagide. How are you today?" the squirrel 

asked. 

"Oh, damn you. Why do you get to spoil all my fun?" 

The demon turned and left to pout in the inner sanctum of 

the tree. 

"Ladies, if you please, the door is just down the way a 

bit. I would be happy to escort you." 

"Sure," Carrie said, slightly amazed at the turn of 

events. 

Lola followed reluctantly. She was still miffed at 

what Carrie had said about Nagide. 

"Here's the door ladies. I'll be staying here. You two 

get a good night's rest. I'll see you in a couple of days. 

Ta-ta. Oh, one last thing." He ran up to Lola's ankle and 

bit her. 

"Ouch," she screamed. "Where am I? Oh, yeah, shit. 

Carrie, we need to talk." 

The squirrel flicked his tail and went back into the 

tree. 

"We can talk tomorrow. You need sleep. Come with me. 

You can sleep in my spare bed. I'll call Marta I'm sure she 

is worried." 

They walked to Carrie's house and Lola slept. 

Day Two 

Carrie called an emergency meeting. They were to meet 

at her place this evening at seven o'clock. She and Lola 

had spent most of the day talking about what had happened 

and what to tell the others 

John was watching t.v. and drinking beer. T.v. was 

getting worse with each passing day. Talk shows were 



resorting to giving tips on how to redecorate since all the 

interesting topics had been used. Soap operas were 

recycling story lines. Cartoons were becoming more and more 

violent and brainless. Even nature shows were getting 

worse. Yet, John watched t.v. at least six hours a day. He 

was watching Sesame Street, one of the few shows that hadn't 

deteriorated. 

The beer was beginning to mess with him. It usually 

took at least two before he felt anything. The room was 

growing hotter. John leaned back into the couch. Low 

murmurs and giggles rose from the cushions. Big yellow 

birds danced on the walls around him. The couch erupted, 

spitting out multitudes of fairies who danced with the birds 

and laughed. John sat the beer down, trying not to panic as 

his coffee table grew a mouth and drank the beer. A fairy 

landed on his shoulder. He tried to raise his hand to swat 

it but found he was tied with jasmine vines to the couch. 

He heard a laugh in his ear. 

"Hi, Johnathon," a small voice said. "How's your mind? 

I think it has flown away again. See, there it is and look, 

that silly yellow bird is eating it. Oh, too bad, Johnny 

boy. Shall I fetch it for you. No? Okay. You're a mess, 

John, but I'll do you a favor." 

John had long since begun to panic. 

"Oh, don't squirm. I'm doing you a favor, remember? 

I'll show you how the world ends, not with a caterwaul but 

with a whimper. Have you read Elliot? Oh, yes, I forgot 

you can't talk now. The cat's got your tongue." 

John saw an orange kitten playing with what appeared to 

be his missing tongue. 

"Here, watch how the world ends." 

John's head was moved to face the t.v.. 

Sesame Street was gone. In place of it were images of 

riots and children not older that six shooting heroin into 

their arms. The rioters ran away leaving the dead bloody on 

the streets. All the world was covered in black haze. Rain 



ate holes in concrete and flesh as it fell. Soon, the riots 

stopped and everyone slipped into various activities 

involving substances more potent and deadly than have every 

been seen. John saw animal carcasses but no animals. Even 

the roaches were dead. Then the people began to die. They 

just stopped and died. Image after image of dead and dying 

and John in the middle of it all, screaming. 

The t.v. went to fuzz. John heard his own voice 

echoing around the apartment. Someone was knocking on the 

door. He stood up, freed from vies, and staggered tot he 

door. A mormon smiled at him. John shrieked and slammed 

the door. 

The mormon shrugged and walked away. 

The birds were gone. The kitten was gone. His mind 

was back. His tongue was back. It was seven thirty. He 

washed his face and left for Carrie's holding a silver 

cross. 

They had started without him. When he walked in Lola 

was telling about her latest adventure. He sat down beside 

Carrie and listened. 

"There were five demons that I met. They were having 

dinner. Nagide brought me in and they all wanted to have 

sex with me. I let them. Then they fed me bits of raw 

animal flesh. They washed their hands in the blood and sent 

me to bed. That's where I was when Carrie came in," Lola 

finished. 

"I've already told my part," Carrie said. 

"This is ridiculous," George bellowed. "I'm not going 

to do this. It sounded like fun before but now I don't wand 

to." 

"Like hell!" John said, standing up. "I just saw what 

would happen if this shit doesn't work. It is not pretty. 

You, George will play and you will not bitch. Marta, do 

another spell on that mandela, this isn't a game. They're 

bad man, very, very, very bad. Glenda, don't even consider 

backing out." John sat down. 



"Well, who made him a god?" George asked. 

"The fucking fairies who just showed me the end of the 

world, you idiot." 

"Obviously, he has had a strong vision," Carrie said. 

"Do what you need to get ready. We will meet at the tree at 

eight tomorrow." 



Chapter Twenty Eight 

The Big Day-

Morning came dressed in dew. Mud puddles shone in the 

new light. It was the day the seasons change and it seemed 

all of nature was aware of the change. Carrie woke up at 

six o'clock. She set the alarm to wake John at seven. 

After making some coffee, she walked out back to sit beside 

her fountain. The sound of water flowing from the fish's 

mouth calmed her. John had had nightmares all night. 

Neither of them had slept much. Carrie closed her eyes and 

searched for the tingle of power that she had felt when 

freeing Lola. It was there. She possessed the power which 

would free Merlin. 

The tingle grew and radiated through out her body. A 

voice was telling her to forget the others. She could fight 

the demons alone. Then the glory would being to her alone. 

She stood up, preparing to go to the tree. The bags of 

supplies were lying on the table. She went in and got them. 

Then she began to walk to the tree. As she walked, Chronos 

appeared beside her. 

"Where is John?" he asked, falling into step with her. 

"Asleep." 

"Don't you need him?" 

"No, I've got everything I need." She held up the bags 

to prove her point. 

"Have you heard the story of the sorcerer's 

apprentice?" Chronos asked. 

"Yes, many times. I have to hurry now or the other's 

will get there before me." She walked faster away from 

Chronos. It was imperative that she be the first to reach 

the tree. The voice was promising her great power if she 

alone were to do it. Power greater than Merlin's it 

promised. If she had such power, then she could make the 

world a better place. People would block to her for advice 

and help. They would even have an international day of 



celebration every year on her birthday. She felt a hand on 

her shoulder. 

"You are not the messiah," Chronos said gently. 

She turned to look at him. The voice told her to 

ignore him. That he was an old fool. His eyes were glowing 

softly. She looked at him closer. He had been her friend 

for many years. The voice was wrong. He was no fool. A 

fog lifted from her eyes. Above her a shadow swirled and 

screamed. Chronos grabbed her arm and they flew back to her 

house. 

The alarm was ringing and they heard John stumble out 

of bed. He turned off the alarm and started the shower. 

"Well, child. There are things I must do. I will be 

at the tree in case you need me." Chronos turned to go. 

"Wait," she said. When he turned back, she hugged him. 

"Thank you." 

He smiled and disappeared. 

Carrie and John walked down Oak street carrying the 

bags of supplies. Glenda had already arrived. She had set 

up the sign and was joining a circle of stakes with a red 

ribbon. They crossed into the circle. No one spoke. There 

was no need for words. George looked as if he hadn't slept 

last night. He took the orange cloak Carrie handed him. It 

reminded him of his mother's hair. He wondered if she would 

show up today. Probably not, he thought, she would be busy 

with her hooka. 

George looked up and saw that Glenda was wearing a 

white cloak. It made her fair skin even more beautiful. 

John was wearing an aqua cloak. George walked over to help 

him prepare the altar. Marta arrived with the mandela and 

Lola. Lola slipped into the red cloak and busied herself by 

drawing the lines of the pentagram with chalk. Marta doned 

the black cloak and set the mandela beside the altar. 

Carrie put on her blue cloak and mixed the cleansing 

infusion. She walked to each member and they washed hands, 

face, and feet in the water. 



When all was ready, each person went to a point on the 

pentagram. Marta stood before the altar. She lit all the 

candles and scattered the rosemary. She blessed the circle 

and its members and then stepped back to join hands with the 

others. They began to chant. 

"On this day of power 

of the God and all his might 

We begin the end 

of what is not right. 

Spirits good we call 

to guide us in the day 

Spirits to protect us all" 

The air was still. Their voices droned on 

unaccompanied. The birds had all left. 

"We call the mage of yore 

to wake from his sleep 

The world to save 

to free the mage 

and send the demons 

back to hell" 

The earth began to shake beneath them. Tree limbs 

waved violently above them. Chronos and Eris sat on a cloud 

far above the tree and watched. Carrie turned on a tape of 

drum music. The group danced clockwise around the tree 

chanting. 

"Merlin, Merlin 

Come to us 

Leave the tree 

And come to us" 

The ground shook, knocking Lola to the earth. A 

skeletal hand reached up and grabbed her cloak. She 

screamed and jumped, leaving a piece of the cloak in the 

hand. Winged creatures flew from the tree, screeching and 

diving at the group. Carrie began the chant again. 

A squirrel ran from the tree and stood on the altar. 

"Pardon me," the squirrel said. "Are you aware that 

you are ruining my nap?" he asked. 



"Is that you?" Marta asked and the group stopped 

dancing. 

"Yes, it is. Whatever are you people doing?" 

"Freeing Merlin," Marta said. 

"Do I look imprisoned?" 

"You're Merlin?" 

"Silly, girl. Yes, I am he who you call and I am not 

certain that I want to be human just yet." 

"You must be!" Marta screamed. 

"And to what end?" 

"To save the world from demons," Lola said. 

John began the chant and the rest joined him. 

Merlin stood on his hind legs. Slowly, he grew. His 

legs straightened. The fur fell from his body. Claws 

became fingers. His face returned to that of a human male 

aged twenty eight with curly black hair and eyes the color 

of the sea at midday. His robes were a deep blue with 

silver stars and crescents. 

Demons flew from the tree and from the earth. Merlin 

lay on the ground, unable to remember how to use his body. 

Glenda screamed as a demon began to attack her. It was 

twice her size with the body of a lion and the head of a 

snake. It opened its mouth and lashed its tongue across her 

face. George ran to help her. He was slapped down by a 

line of fire shot from the mouth of another demon. Carrie 

was using one of the stakes to battle a two headed spider 

demon. John was trying to kick one in the head with his 

combat boots, when a horse-like demon kicked him. He fell 

to the ground and his hat flew away. His mind quickly 

unscrewed his skull and raced to fight. His feet left with 

the boots and began to help Carrie. Lola was crumpled in a 

ball, crying as Nagide beat her with a whip. Dust, smoke 

and heat enveloped the party. 

Marta alone was unchallenged. She stood beside the 

altar and raised her arms. 

"Mother Goddess, Father God," she chanted. 



111 call you down to battle with us. All spirits good 

come to our aid." 

The air was filled with angels and demons fighting with 

swords of fire. Swords of metal fell into the group. Each 

grabbed one and battled their own demons. Merlin looked 

around him. A group of bystanders urged him to help. Eris 

had joined the melee as had a group of fairies. Chronos 

stood beside Merlin. 

"You must save them," he shouted over the din. 

"You help them," Merlin answered. 

"You know full well I cannot." 

"Why me?" 

"Because you can." 

Marta fell from a blow to the back. Glenda was 

bleeding from a deep cut in her thigh. Lola was standing 

guard over Glenda. Eris was battling Nagide. It was 

impossible to know who was winning. George fell next. 

Merlin's eyes hardened as he realized the battle lust was 

still in him. He raised his arms and screamed louder than 

any other noise. Demons shrieked. The angels attacked 

harder. 

"Nagide. Alpase. Igilone. Asturue. Proxosose. Come 

here," he commanded. 

They came, thirsty for his death. 

"From hell you come, to hell you go. Annoy us no 

more." 

The demons screeched and grew weaker. John ran to 

Merlin's side and joined in the cry. Marta too came. Over 

and over they shouted their demand. Lola grabbed the 

mandela and pointed it at the demons. They were shrinking. 

George, Glenda and Carrie staggered over and began the chant 

again. One by one the demons fell into the mandela until 

only Nagide was left. 

"Lola, do not hurt me, my pet" he pleaded. 

"To hell with you," she said. 

He screamed and entered the mandela. The legions 

followed their masters. 



Night was falling. They lay on the earth exhausted. 

The crowd of well-wishers cheered and called for encores. 

"Welcome back, Merlin," Chronos said, wrapping an arm 

around his old friend's shoulders. 

"It is nice," Merlin said. 

They helped the humans up and helped clean the area 

around the tree. Everyone went back to Carrie's and began 

one hell of a party. 



Chapter Twenty Nine 

The Day After 

The afternoon sun shone through the windows and onto 

Carrie's face. She opened her eyes and realized it was 

over. Her part had been played well. The others were still 

alive. She and John would be married in a year. Lola had 

left early this morning to search for a retreat. The past 

days had been hard on her. She had said something about 

visiting the fairies. Marta was going to leave with Merlin 

tomorrow to visit England. George had reconciled with Eris, 

at least for the time being. Glenda had been accepted to 

med. school and would leave next week. Her leg was badly 

hurt and she would be limping for a long time. 

John rolled over and broke Carrie's thoughts. They 

kissed. Augustus jumped onto the bed with them. It was 

just another day. 


