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TUNNEL TIME

“What is TUNNEL TIME." you ask. Well I tell you friend: if not's
like anything you know or could probably imagine. It is a way to
learn—an enlightening.

Oh. you have a prefty good imagination. you say. It may me
“prefty good” but I doubt it will match TUNNEL TIME." There's
nothing like passing fhrough the TUNNEL and reaching TREDEGAR
COVE with all its riches and wealth. you see as you will see more
still.

No. not gold and other such valuvables. not really. The “riches
and wealth” in COVE have more to do with learning and loving. not
holding and hoarding: if has fo do more with intrinsic value and not
matferial or monetary value—more to do with what really matters

most for the soul like you. living and life.
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TREDEGAR COVE

You want knowledge. do you? Why not: we all want knowledge.
but the issue or question is how willing we are to work at it—how
much we yearn to learn.

If you really want knowledge. fo get the wealth and riches of
COVE. you've gof to be willing fo learn.

“Is that all?” No. there's more to TUNNEL TIME than being
willing.... You've also gof to have a little faith. Yes. that's right:
you've got to believe without necessarily knowing. I guess your
right: you can't find knowledge until you believe that it exists. and
you can't get knowledge unfil you're ready fo learn.

No. I'm not making this up. Yes. I do gef a liftle creative
somefimes—even imaginative—but this is all true. real. solid stuff.

“What about my name?” Oh. I see. You're implying that "TALL
TELLS" is just like tale fells—that I'm prone to exaggeration and.
occasionally, strefching the truth beyond ifs elasticity, am I right?

Believe what you want fo. If one "L means nothing to you. that's
your problem. If the difference befween "TALL" and ‘tale” is not
evident, that's not my fault. All I'm trying fo say is that I. TALL
TELLS. have grown to be fall and learned fo tell—and that's all
there is fo it.

What kind of name is “soul” anyway? Oh. it's not your name. but
what you are? Okay. I can live with that.

What is your name then? “Sojourner.” you say. Well. Sojourner.
what do say we go on a journey through TUNNEL TIME: the greatest

opportunity for learning that's ever been?



TUNNEL TIME

Oh. “not yet.” you say. “Want more information on the COVE." do
you? Nof quife ready: want fo make sure you know what you're
gefting info. I can see fhat; if's smart to ask questions. But just
remember that you sfill have to have a liftle faith. Now. hit me.

Why the TUNNEL? You want to know why the TUNNEL is the only
way fo gef to the COVE. I see: well it really not just the TUNNEL:
again. you've got to have faith. But as to the “real world". why does
soul have to pass through this one and only one? Hmmm. I. well L.
dont rightly know. I guess you will just have to believe TALL
TELLS and leave it af that. Next question. if you please.

The faith: you want know why a little faith is needed? Another
tough one: now let's see. let me think—real hard like. If's
because..I believe if: I believe that faith a liffle faith is needed
because we can never been absolutely sure about anything. this
side of the TUNNEL.

‘Is doesnt make sense to you" that you have fo “believe in
believing'? Yah. I see you point: it doesnt that reasonable fo
believe. But T will tell you this: without faith. you're not going to
make it fo the COVE.

This is a sore point for you. is it: having fo have faith? It's
what; “Illogical’? Hmmm, I'm not familiar that one. Time to furn
once again fo JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY: okay. here we go: in a
mannetr contrary to the laws of argument. 0Oh yeah. that helps.
continue: next...

You're concerned about “creatures”. Well. we're all created: you.

me. them. What's that: oh. those that mean to do harm. Well. let me
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TREDEGAR COVE

see. I can think of one right off. “Who is it?" This name should be
easy to remember: it's COVE CREATURE. Cant tell you much more
af this fime: you'll have to wait and figure it out later.

The TUNNEL: youre concerned about whether it is sound.
sfrong? It is honed-out of a stone hill. formed with RICK'S
BRICKS—durable. strong. built to last and last. and....

“Who is RICK'S BRICKS?" Obviously. it's the source for all
sfructural prgjects. like the TUNNEL. More. you want more? BRICKS
are the best. and RICK'S is foo—that's about I can say for now.
Cant tell you much more at this fime: you'll have to wait and figure
it out later.

“Is RICK'S BRICKS strong enough to sfop COVE CREATURE? I
dont know. Let's wait..later and see what happens. If one doesnt
work. maybe the other will.

“What do I mean by ‘other'?” You dont miss much. do you?
There are others, besides myself and RICK'S.

“Who are they" By hame. with a brief. they are: HORACE HELPER.
COOTER BROWN. JILL BEAL. ROY TOY. and SPIDER WEBB: ofher
voices in TREDEGAR—inferesting every one—that you meef. no
doubt. But before you start probing again. I'll just lef you know to
waif until then, got it?

No. not faith again: you sfill want fo talk about faith? Okay. for
the record. you have to have a little faith fo pass through the
TUNNEL and. once in the COVE. faith fo believe.... No. no more; that's
all T've got to say.



TUNNEL TIME

“Ofher things of inferest: you want to know about other things?
Well. there's FLATTIRE RIM—the perfect example of what happens
when faith runs short. “What's FLATTIRE

4 ; still doing in the COVE". then? A good one:

yeah. you'll to wait on that foo.
Then there's BOOZER BANK: a real
/ fixer, if there ever was one. “What does
BOOZER do?" Oh please. you don't want fo
know. trust me on that one. What's that, you insist to know? All I
can say is fhat the BANK may qualify as a “creature’—sneakier
than COVE CREATURE. if that is possible. Oh. and just remember
one other thing about BOOZER: the easiest way fo rob a bank is own

one.

“Does the COVE have things to eat?” Of course it does. All coves
have watfer. wildlife and such; but you know all that. don't you.

There's a lot of wafer: the COVE and river: and then there's
DANVIEW DAM. the very reason that the COVE is—

“Is it strong?” DANVIEW DAM is. like the TUNNEL. built strong
and durable. I mean. think about all that pressure and force from
the river. Think about what might happen if the DAM broke: a small
crack can propagafe quickly—the resulfs profound.

‘What does ‘propagate’ mean?” Here: here’s JOHNSON'S
DICTIONARY. You look it up: “P. R. 0." What. it's not in there? Well I
tell you. propagafe means to spread or grow. And when a crack

grows in a DAM, it's like. SPRING ACTION—fast and furious. Don't

want to be on there when the crack propagates. clear enough?
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TREDEGAR COVE

One thing you will notice right off is the color. You see. color
isn't the same: it's not all the variefy as here. The COVE is NESBITT
ORANGE. Yah. it may seem plain. but with such mono-color comes
lofs of details: things you may not have seen before. There is black
& white, sepia and ofhers. but ORANGE is an original. So you might
well get use to it—even though you havent seen it yet. It just the
way if is in TREDEGAR.

Wow. you ask a lot of quesfions! With this persistence. you
might want fo think about law enforcement, an investfigator.
inspector or inferrogator. I think you would do well af if.

What's that? Oh. you already have: you think you want fo be a
lawyer or attorney. Why..? That's alright. don't tell me!l You know. I
probably wouldn't believe it anyway.

‘Does TREDEGAR have law?" Why yes.
we have the HUSLEY HUSTLE. “What is it?"

It's HUSLEY: and yeah., when you're in the o

COVE you've gof to do the HUSTLE. of else. @ | -
‘Or else what..?" Ohjection you HUSLEY! -

Look soul. I mean Sgjourner: the law is the law. right?

You want fo know if HUSLEY HUSTLE is just and fair. Well. to tell
you the fruth and nothing but the truth. I dont think I've thought
about that. You see. I havent had any real encounters with the
HUSTLE. Sure. I danced around if a fime or two: bul I've never
actually gone fo the dance. so to speak. Let's save that question for
those more familiar with it—that has solid stuff—Ilike GRAY'S
SHADES.



TUNNEL TIME

Oh. I didn't mention GRAY'S SHADES? Well. I told you all about
the original orange. but on reflection. I failed to mention GRAY'S.
Not everything in TREDEGAR is NESBITT ORANGE: sometimes things
can turn shades of gray. or GRAY'S SHADES—which means that
behind every orange cloud there is some gray lining. Ah. you don't
gef it? I'm saying that things are not always oranges and cream:
sometimes things get a little sour and smelly foo. What can I say:
we have our faulfs.

What gave that impression? No. of course the COVE is not
perfect. I mean, just look at the DAM. the BANK. and all those high
& mighty af the SADDLE CLUB. ‘What about the SADDLE CLUB?" Oh
soul, dont gef me started on that one. Every time I think about I
start to breakout with a serious case of the CARPENTER'S ANGST.
No. it is not perfect—but we're working on it.

On the orange side of life. there is: the fabulous LAKESIDE
LOVE-IN. and the prisfine CEDAR WOODS. Yes. these things really
add fo the whole ambiance of the COVE. Look it up. "A. M. B. I. A. N,
C.E-

But before we sef-out. you need fo understand that this
journey is the ROAD LESS TRAVELED: it is not easy—believing
in belief is not an easy thing fo do. You will be helped. but you
will also be hindered. Just because you pass through the
TUNNEL does not mean that everything will be all NESBITT.
You'll have to accept the GRAY'S with the ORANGES—just like



TREDEGAR COVE

here—the good with the bad. Are you ready for some TUNNEL
TIME?



TREDEGAR ON

Did you here me. Sojourner? Are you ready?

“TREDEGAR ON." came the surety of a serious soul. Well good
then: and remember. you've got fo believe in belief—that's the only
way o make fhe passing.

‘And when you get fo other side. T'll be there waiting for—
echoed the last words of TALL TELLS in the distant yonder.

I was alone: no sound—complete silence except for the rhythm
of my heart beating at light speed as though I had just run hard.
TALL said he would meet me there. Now I just have to believe. ‘I
believe.” I said aloud.

Maybe he was just felling tales. I thought: but in that moment, I
heard a faint sound coming from the deep in the tunnel. Steadily

and speedily the sound grew. Peering into the tunnel. I could see a



TREDEGAR COVE

faint light; first the size of a pinhead and. like the sound. growing
until it was big and brilliant.

I couldn't move. but stood there at the face. fixated on the light.
overcome by the resonafing sound. My mind said “move. now": but
my body would not answer. I should have been scared. but I was
strangely at peace. Both the light and sound engulfed and then

absorbed me. Nothing was within my

control.

.

The deafening sound came to an

abrupt end and my heartbeat returned.

w7
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I was floating. I thought: seemingly
weightless.  hovering  above  the
ground—unafraid of the flight. unmoved by the motion. This is
strange and wonderful. T thought.

Weightless. I lost all sense of my body somewhat like floating.
drifting in water but without any bobbing. Meanwhile. my mind
began to wonder about all things orange in origin or other. Why
orange. I first wondered. only to remembper what TALL TELLS has
said: everything is NESBITT in the COVE. mono-chrome in nature.
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TREDEGAR ON

An ohject drifted toward me, just as the light had: first small
and indistinguishable. then increasing and obvious. It was a car. buf
not just any: this was a Batsun 240Z. like the model I had built. It
was sunburst orange and showroom perfect. Someone was driving
it. though it floated as I did. Who is that. I thought. only to realize
it was me: I was driving it or at
least sitting behind the wheel.
listening to a favorite tfune on the

radio. This was not a memory. but a

dream. I had dreamed of driving
the model T built.

Ofher ohjects came and went. Some I did not recognize or
recall. but all were orange. I wafched from inside the car. cruising
and listening to some country song called “Orange Blossom Special.
“Hum, not my kind.” T said to myself: and furning the knob. another
came booming out. “Oh yeah. that's more like it; Orange Grove.’

It was a greaf ride. no bumps ot fraffic: it was more like flying
or floating. “Flying in my 240Z. if my friends could see me now,” I
told myself. "I wish they were me. fraveling in TUNNEL TIME.
Wonder what they're doing now.”

Summer fun was nothing like this. I thought. I could have never
dreamed anything like this. no matter how good my imagination.
Sure. the other side was my life and. yeah. orange was around: but
somehow. I can't think about a single thing that matched this. TALL
TELLS was right.

1



TREDEGAR COVE

Shoes. small shoes were there. in the seat beside me. Those
look familiar. but then. they looked much like any pair of basic
tennis shoes. I picked them up and. I as did. I heard voices: it my
father falking to me. “Sojourner. do you want fo learn how fo tie you
shoes.” he asks as began to fie them once more. "Now. that's how
you do if." as he described each step. I like to double-knot them.” I
didn't remember having orange shoes. but I did seem fo remember
that moment with him. It's funny how a memory can lie silent and
then, for no particular reason. come forth with a disfinct voice. a
detailed description.

Looking down. I could see the tops of TREDEGAR COVE: some of
the features that TALL TELLS had described. “That looks like
BOOZER BANK" It was sizeable
spread that covered an enfire block
on the square. That's right. I
remembered: the BANK was originally
called TREDEGAR.

On the square was a big garden

with a fountain. Large. blooming sunflowers covered the area.
giving-off a sweet fragrance. even this high above. All floral and
things nafurally gave off an orange fint with a similar effect of a
photo filter. Details of such were more apparent than usval. like

looking intently at a black & white where mood shines through.
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TREDEGAR ON

The skyline and space was likewise
orange—nof unlike those early morning
sunrises or similar sunsets where all variety

of orange streams through the air. The sun

was as it always is. or was, reminding me of
the earlier light that blinded me and held

me capfive. As all this came to view. I

-

realized that seeing is indeed. believing.

! e
‘5& And still the images kept coming: those

- that had been frequent just moments ago

3

(or was it hours). “Is that another sun,” but
as the ohject spun I could see it was billiard ball. Five is my lucky
number. I thought. remembering that it won me some stuff.

Terms ran through my mind:

Orange juice

A Clockwork Orange

#* % %

Agent Orange

# Orange and blue

I could explain or understand some of them. What is ‘agent orange’.
I thought: a spy of some sort—posing as one. but yet another?

And still the images.... “What's that: a picture of whom? It was
pale, orange bearded. And then another ferm or phrase came with a
name. probably one in the same: “There is no blue without yellow
and without orange.” Vincent Van Gogh. an artist. I thought. not

realizing how I knew this. “No blue...it's true.”

13



TREDEGAR COVE

What did this mean: "no blue’? Could it mean that we must have
the rain with the sun. night with day. the good with the bad or the
orange with the gray? For blue made me think of being sad. down
or in the darkness. But still. let me TREDEGAR ON. no matter the
days. the ways or the plays puf upon me. Let
me say fo the gray: “Do your worst, for I will J,""
do minel Then the fates will know you as we :
know you.” So were the courageous words of

someone named Alex; Alexander Dumas—a

name I seem to remember from a favorite
story my father read me.

How and why such thoughts came is beyond my understanding.
Was it the images. TUNNEL TIME. or something that had herefofore
been silent—1I do not know. All I say right now is that if is.

“A Clockwork Orange: what was that?” Something about friends.
a gang. something called Droogs. A different dialect. a Slavie slang:
a film about those in the darkness: Clockwork Orange was a film.
“Oh where have you gone Billy Boy. Billy Boy. I have gone to pick a
fight. hurt each one with all my might. I'm foo young. I cannot do no
other.”

“It's funny how the colors of the real world only seem really
real when you view them on a screen.” and as though waking from
a dream. my immediate thought was that. whatever “Clockwork
Orange” was, it was weird thanks fo someone named Stanley
Kubrick. “It's exactly like being asleep: you have no sense of time.

The only difference is that you don't dream.” But was I dreaming.
14



TREDEGAR ON

or was I dreaming about dreaming? ‘I do nof know. All T know is
that T do not know—I do not get it, yet."

And then I heard the sound of an engine: not a frain engine. but
something more like a plane or jet. It gof louder and deafening—
like that in the TUNNEL—but was soon drowned out by an explosion
that shook the car and raftled me. I was stunned. as before. but
sfill afraid of what it meant. for me.

Smoke filled the car and everything about me. I could not see
anything. even myself: but was once again caught in a state of
silence and stillness—unsure of where I was or who I am. There
were screaming and shouting that, like the smoke. covered every
corner both oufside and inside: and images of damage and
destruction. burning bright. "It won't hurt you. It's just fo Kill
plants. It's called Agent Orange...and it won't bother humans.” from
a voice called Karl Marlantes. All the orange plants will die. I
thought. “Agent Orange Kills the orange sunflowers.” But no sooner
had the smoke come did it go: it dissipated in a split second
returning me to my self. sight and sense.

“What darkness that was.” I murmured to myself. May I never
have to see this—not now. not ever—but only orange and some
occasional blue or gray. I said with all that T could or should

believe.

15



TREDEGAR COVE

With the smoke cleared. the skyline was welcomed back. Down
below. I could see something bigger than the BOOZER BANK: a big
orange bowl. the size of a stadium. As it sparked my inferest. loud
voices could be heard—the bowl acting like some sort of mammoth
megaphone. What are they saying. I wondered as the shouting took
on a kind a rhythm. like a song or chant? Then I heard: “Orange.” a
pause. then “Blue™: back and forth it went,
each episode with greater infensity and ' \ll

volume. Coming closer to the bowl. the

interior had a big open space surrounded
by all the shoufing and chanting. One side
of the space was orange. the other blue: in
the space. something or someone was
running frantically. In defail. it looked like a pig running about with
others in chase. Someone seemed to cafch the pig and run with it
or—believe if or nof—hurl it toward another. Yes, that's right: the
Cove had flying pigs. And sfill. the cadence confinuved: “Orange.” a

pause. then “Blue™. “Can't they make up their mind.” I ask myself.
Amid the throngs of onlookers dressed in orange and blue. I
could see—thanks to a handy pair of binoculars—a group standing
up and shouting something else. Others behind them shouted back.
“Sit down you boozer!” What, was this

< the one. BOOZER BANK. that TALL TELLS

has mentioned. Seemingly unaware of

the shouts. the boozer just kept on

standing. and swaying in concert with the chants. All in all. the
16



TREDEGAR ON

boozer—the whole lot of them—Ilooked like they were having a good
time. no mafter the choice of orange or blue. the pig in flight or on
the ground. It was all good for the boozer.

For those directly behind them where. by this time. done with
the shouting: and like a wrecking ball. came
flying down—directly info the mass of the
boozer—busting-up their celebration in one

clean sweep. ‘What are they doing? It was

too much—even more ridiculous than flying.
frantic. fleeing pigs. Finally. the pig crossed
over some line and everyone stopped to watch—even the wrecking
ball. "I don't get it: all this fo see pigs fly?”

Putting the binoculars aside. I had not noticed until now that
someone was siffing in the seat beside me. “Who are you: where
did you come from?"

‘T am Jill. I live here in the COVE."

“Yeah alright. but how did get here. in the Datsun?"

‘Oh that was easy: I just showed-up like the shoes and
binoculars. You dont these do you—a bit foo small. even for you."
she remarked as she fossed them out the door window.

“Hey. I liked those shoes: they reminded me of —"

“You'll get over it soon enough. Say. where are you headed?”

"I'm headed your way. fo the COVE.

“Perfect: then you don't mind if I go along for the ride?”

Do I have a choice?”

“Sure. you have a choice—if that's what you believe.”
17



TREDEGAR COVE

For one awkward moment there was silence. Good. maybe Jill
has spoken the last—

“Nice wheels. What is this machine?”

“It's a vintage 240Z. early ‘70s I think."

“Well whatever. I like the style. the ride.”

“Me too.” I said as I begin to warm to the company.

“But I'm befter.” she added.

“Betfer: befter af what." I had to asks.

‘I have more style and I'm definitely a betfer ride.’ she said
with surety.

Confused by the remark. I said nothing in return: buf once
again endured the awkward silence.

‘Do you like sweet things?”

‘It depends.” I said with some caution. "It depends on what you
mean by sweet.”

‘T mean jillibeans: do you like jillibeans?”

‘Don't you mean jellybeans?”

“No: here in the COVE. they're jillibeans. Try some.” and before I
could turn her down. she popped one in my mouth.

“Come on soul. bite down—it won't hurt you.”

“You could have waited.” I fried fo say. as I
chewed on the gummy thing. “This is good. very good.” I could now
say with clarity as my mouth exploded with delight.

“How did you know I'm soul?”

“Oh that was simple: you have a pimple.”

‘A pimple.” T ask reluctantly. “Thanks for the notice.”
18



TREDEGAR ON

‘T kind of like it soul. It gives you a real youthful look."

"And that's good?”

“Well, it could be worse. You could have lots of pimples.”

“Good point.” I said with some concern still.

“Looks like you making the approach into the COVE."

‘What," I said with surprise.

“Happy landing. enjoy your stay., watch out for CREATURE
COVE and all those others.”

‘Where are you going?”

‘Oh. I can't stick around. TALL TELLS says that I'm not
comfortable fo be around. I guess that TALL doesnt
appreciate sweet things.”

‘T guess not?”

“And what about you soul: do you?”

‘Do I. what,” put JILL was gone.

19



TREDEGAR COVE
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BOOZER BANK

“Welcome to the COVE. It's good fo see you again.”
“And you too: more than you know.” I replied fo TALL TELLS who

seemed more relaxed now.

“How was the passing? Did you learn anything?"

‘I saw and heard more—more than I can remember right now
though.

“No worry Sojourner. It will come back fo you. believe me. and
when you're ready fo share...”

‘I believe you. But I'm not sure about anything right now. I
Jjust—-

“You look tired. Get some rest and. after that. I'll show you
around TREDEGAR. We'll learn more. believe me: and maybe just

maybe. you'll believe still more.”

21



TREDEGAR COVE

As in the passing. time had no bearing: and to add to this
stillness was that here. the skyline was always orange. bright and
beautiful—or so I thought. For I forgoften some of what TALL had
tried to fell before: that even on this side of TUNNEL TIME. things

could get gray. GRAY'S SHADES.

And when I woke I was, af first, angry and
disoriented: not sure of where I was or how I got
here. All T knew was that I didn't like it—I wanted
fo go back. now. But somehow. TALL TELLS new this

and. with that, was waiting just as was when I arrived.

‘Do not worry Sojourner. Your feelings will pass soon: this is
always the case when a soul first arrives. You've been through a
sfrange and wonderful experience. You can't fly forever.

“Yeah, I know that: but right now I feel like I've crashed.”

‘Well. let's try to pick-up the pieces and go with it. Today. you
begin the TREDEGAR four.”

And off we went. first to the prominent BOOZER BANK.

‘T saw this structure from way up there. and knew
immediately—"

“Yes. BOOZER is quite the fixture here—much like the BANK can
be on the other side”

‘Do you think T'll get to meet him?”

“Yes: and if he's sober enough. he might even rememper it.”

“Sober. you say.” with some doubt in my voice.

22



BOOZER BANK

“Yes. it's more of GRAY'S SHADES. What you experienced when
you woke is not unusual—even for those who make their home
here. BOOZER likes COOTER BROWN."

"And what's wrong with that.” I ask. confused.

“That's right. I didn'f really explain who or what COOTER is. did
I? It's notf really who COOTER is as much as what: you see. it's a
beverage..that I think you would call alcohol.”

"So BOOZER likes fo booze?”

“That's it; the big banker is a boozer.”

‘Well that explains a scene that I saw af the stadium: ah. the
orange bowl| where they chase pigs.”

"Oh yeah: plenty of boozers there—but don't ask me why.”

“So it's COOTER BROWN.”

“Yes. and you see it; it is—

“In an orange bottle.” I said with less than a guess.

“That's right. NESBITT ORANGE."

‘Wow. what a building! Very impressive.” I said as we approach
the city block.”

“Finest one around. I believe. So tell something Sojourner: Why
is that banks are usual the finest buildings around?”

“Well. construction costs and. I guess. the bank has a lof of
wealth and riches.”

Yes. that is what I use to think foo—if makes sense—bput I
have since for found out differently. at least for institutions like

the bank.”

23



TREDEGAR COVE

“Is there where I begin learning and knowing.” I ask. referring
to something TALL had told me some fime back.

‘It could be. but T think your learning began the moment you
decided to TREDEGAR ON.

“So if they don't have wealth and riches. how do they build such
a structure?”

“It's complicated for me fo understand. but since I've let the cat
out of the bag. I might as well try fo explain albeit with some
unintended error.”

We entered the BANK: it was equally as opulent as the exterior
but. o my surprise. was sparse. nearly empty of life and activity.
“Not a going concern., it appears.” I said with some wry.

“Yes. if's what is somefimes called a zombie bank—at least as it
appears right now.”

“Zombie.” I said with some surprise.

“Yes: you do know what zombies are. dont you?

“Who couldn't; you would have live in a cave not to know about
zombies. I was just surprised. that's all. And besides. I didn'f think
the story writer was going to allow zombies. vampires and such.

“Well excuse me ‘Mr. Author’: T'll try not to mention the word
again. though the suhject is everywhere..beyond the cave”

“So the bank is living dead?”
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“Simply put. you're right Sgjourner. The BANK has done some
real damage—deliberafely—that has been covered-up or covered-
over. It's barbaric: basically lending lots of riches that they don't
really have and incurring a lot of risks in the process.”

“But from where I stand. all seems fabulous.”

"Yes. such a setfing has that affect—the impression that all is
well. But don't be fooled by what you see—it's a shell game. Pay
attention: there's always more than meets the eye.”

“You're starting to sound like my father

“And do you listen to him?”

“Sometimes. but then—." I started to say with a small dose of
shame.

‘T see. Well maybe that is something you have fo learn too.
Anyway. the BANK gefs away with a lot of tricks & treafs: they're
sneaky. and skefchy to0."

“That reminds me of a book my father was reading: The Best
Way to Rob a Bank is to Own One.”

“And did he try fo share this book with you?”"

“Yes. but I really didn't—"

“You really didn't pay atfention. Well if you had. listened. we
wouldn't be having this conversation.”

“So this building is built on,” T followed.

‘It's built on make-believe wealth and
riches—conjured up as creafures. like
COVE CREATURE."

"It doesn't look dangerous.”
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‘Neither does COVE CREATURE at fimes—but looks can be
deceiving.”

As he confinuved fo caution me. I could hear a ruckus near the
rear, beside the enfrance to the vault.

‘Where's the gold.” I heard a shout that echoed through the
BANK with amazing resonance.

“Looks like we found BOOZER," TALL whispered as he moved in
that direction.

“He's lost some gold?”

“Not really: he only claims so right now. Remember soul. it's a—

“Shell game.” T responded. recalling what he fold me moments
ago.

‘And to add insult to injury, BOOZER has probably been hitting
the COOTER BROWN."

“What's with gold. anyway?"

“You really should start listening to your father. But any how.
gold is a hard asset—which means that it's real wealth and riches.
unlike the TREDEGAR notes. BANK needs hard assefs. like property
and precious metals, so that the notes are worth something.”

"And if the notes are not. then—." I
had to ask.

“Then you might as well have

Monopoly money. and own make-believe

propetties like Park Place.”
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“Another game.” I ask.

‘BANK has a problem of banking on such games. You would
think that they would learn foo: but that would only with some
suffering and sacrifice. At it is however.”

“As it is. BANK is underwritten by something else?”

“Now you're getting it soul. And that too is a game. but with
serious conseduences.’

‘Did no one hear me. Where is the gold?" But as before. BOOZER
got no answer. Looking in our direction. he yelled with equal volume.
“Who are you?”

“BOOZER. this soul is Sojourner.”

“Do you know what happened to the gold?”

“Ah. no: I'm—

“BOOZER. you dont any gold.” TALL told him.

"I know that TALL.

“No. what I mean is that your gold has been long gone and.
what's more. you know that.”

BOOZER was already blown-up buf.
with this comment. was now ballistic.
“What do you know. Mr. TALL TELLS?
Why. who's going to believe you anyway?”

And with that. TALL furned and
headed toward the exit.

‘And make yourself useful: tell COOTER that the check is in the
mail.” BOOZER shouted to our backs.
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“You fell COOTER.” TALL shouted back.

‘T did. but he didn't believe me.”

T wonder why?”

“Another game.” I said to TALL

“Yes: and another piece to puzzle too.”

I left BOOZER BANK feeling less gray. oddly enough.

“What did you think?"

‘T think T've gof a lof to learn; more so than if I had been
listening to my father all along.”

“Well good. but don't feel alone; most of us think we know it all
af one time or another or. more likely. we just dont give a—"

‘DAM: there's the DANVIEW DAM." I interrupted. poinfing my
finger toward the river. “What a project!”

‘T agree: if took a long time and a lof of wealth and riches fo gef
that one done—but it's been worth
it. I can tell you as a fact.”

‘Did BOOZER have anything fo do
with it?  Coincidently. yes. he did:
the BANK sometimes does right for

right. if you know what I mean.”

I could see the COVE. the river feeding the DAM. “What a
beautiful place.”

“Yes. if's the wonderful part. nature and all.”

"So the DAM supplies your power?”

“Yes. just as on the ofher side. the DAM supplies hydro-electric

energy. Some is used in TREDEGAR. some sold fo other places.”
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“There are other places on this side of the TUNNEL?"

‘T know I wasn't specific before. but there are other places
foo.”

As I stood there faking it all in. I could hear the putfer of what
sounded like, "It couldnt be.” T whispered to myself.

"Yeah, an old air-cooled Rombi-van.” if

._'_w that's what you mean.
@@ ‘Is that what you call them here.

‘Rombi'?”

“Yes. and you.” TALL responded.
“Several. but usually just a bus.” I said
as it passed by with a trail with a frail of smoke following behind.

“Yeah, that won't last for too much longer.”

‘What won't last?”

“The smoke: HUSLEY HUSSLE has enacted a new law limifing
carbon emissions.”

"HUSELY HUSSLE: oh yeah. your laws.' I said putfing the two
together.

“That's too bad. I love vintage cars: it would be a shame fo—"

‘Around here. we don't just through things away—especially if
something still has worth. "No. fhe bus will be converfed to all
electric—and EV.

“All electric: it's electrifying.” I shouted.

“So you get a charge out of electricity. do you?”
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“This is good.” I said as I ook a sip of COOTER BROWN.

‘T agree. but maybe foo much.”

“What do you mean: too much'?”

"I'm speaking more of abuse: that when something is foo easy
or convenient, it becomes abused.”

“Like BOOZER." T offered.

“Good example: one that you've seen already. Yes. BOOZER
abuses a lot of fthings. but one of them is definitely COOTER
BROWN."

Turning our direction from the DAM. we headed toward the
famous brewery and bottling plant.

"So tell me TALL: are you against such beverages?”

“No. I'm not; matter of fact. I like some of them: or least. my

appefite does. No. if's not that absolufe for me.”
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‘It's the abuse isn't if: when the thing is taken advantage of—
something faken for granted?”

“That's it Sgjourner. COOTER BROWN is a delightful beverage: I
know. having grown up with if. But I have seen some abuse as
well—even from some whom I never would have thought possible.
We each have our weaknesses: I have mine—a tendency to
sometimes strefch the fruth—but my concern is not from
judgment, but rather. love.”

TALL TELLS was very thorough on this point. his position.
Evidently he had been deeply affected.

‘T might as well tell you the truth: after all. withholding
something can be a lie too.” he said in a somber speech. ‘I have a
history myself: it has something to do with my reputafion for
twisting the truth.”

‘T see. Well like you said. ‘we each
have our weaknesses.”

“Yes. and I believe that is good: it
keeps us humble. dont you think?"

| ‘I guess if being humble is an
' advantage.”

2’

— *Oh, it is; I know this too. But to
clarify, you must know that I don't mean we shouldn't be proud of
something or someone. What I mean is that being humble is being
real: it is accepting that we each do have weaknesses.”

Again, TALL TELLS was expressive: but then. he wants me to

learn and grow and—if don't understand—how can you do it?
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“Here it is.” he said as we rounded a corner

I had picked-up an order. “Yeah. this is the smell.” The building
was brick. resembling many of the early 1900's structures that
once populated my place. the other side of the TUNNEL.

Going in. we were mef by a cordial host and given a grand four
of operations.

‘Impressive. I had no idea thal brewing was such a science.
You say it all begins with barley?”

“Yes: barley and other key ingredients.
There is a soaking to begin germination....”
the host explained.

“So I've heard.” I replied while walking

adjacent to several conveyor lines. “Wow,
you must produce volumes based on this speed.” I added.

“We export much of our product: COOTER BROWN is
has a broad markef-base.

“So it seems.”

‘What a plant.” I repeated as we exited the building.

‘T thought you would find if inferesting without
sounding contrary.”

“Oh I know: you like the plant because it's a fine-funed machine
and business.”

“Yeah, BROWN has been around for the ages: indeed. it was, for
a long time. a safe way fo sftay hydrated—water being impure and

downright dangerous. Back in the days of yore. sailors depended on
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beer and rum af sea: water could not be safely sfowed: fermented
beverages would stave-off any bacferia or ofher dangerous growth.
In a days fravel. a sailor could down up to nine pints of beer or
ale.”

For someone who fells tales., TALL sure seemed fo store an
endless amount of interesting information. "TALL. are you sure
you're not a teacher. certified?”

He laughed. “Well. I thought about
once or fwice: in fact. I did a little
teaching here and fhere—just fo see -
whether T would like it or not. Basically. I
like fo learn and grow and. with that.
teach too. The best way fo learn something is fo feach it. right?”

He was right once again. I could recall in my own limited
lifetime. the same thing: learning while preparing to feach. "I agree
totally: still. I'm not a good student.”

“That's a lesson or two. as well.” TALL replied. “You have to
learn how to learn: what works and what doesnt—it's a process
t00.” as he confinued to coach me. "A multitfude of factors play on
our effectiveness to learn: aftitude. aptifude. academy and so on”’

‘Maybe that's been my problem.”

“One. or all of them.” he ask for clarification.

‘T can say with cerfainty. Give me some time on that.” I said as
TALL confinued fo challenge meet at every corner, literally.

“Where next on the agenda.” T ask. breaking the silence.
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‘T thought we would take a walk in CEDAR WOODS to the end
foday's lesson: ah mean. tour.”
“CEDAR WOODS: “did I see that during TUNNEL TIME?’
“Most likely. although you wouldn't have known it was CEDAR.
You see. CEDAR has a distinet smell; an acrid but somewhat airy
smell.”

‘T think Ive smelled that before.
walking fthrough Pine groves—or maybe it
was some sort of similar prickly-needled
species.”

“Sounds about right: anyway. you couldn't have smelled CEDAR
af that distance.”

“Oh yeah. well my senses sure tasted the sweefness of
Jjillibeans.”

“You ate some of those in your passing? How'd that happened?”

T met someone named Jill: she gave me one.”

“JILL: you met JILL BEAL?"

Yes. Jill just showed-up: she appeared in the passenger seat
of the Datsun.

“Why that sneaky little—." TALL retforted.

“Jillibeans are just great.” I confinved. "although Jill was little
pushy: she through a pair of shoes out of the window."

“What kind of shoes.” TALL inquired.

“Orange ones.” I replied with an air of annoyance.

“Yes—I know that—but what kind: were they boots. thongs..?"

“Sneakers. if it really matters?”
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“Sure it matfers.” he argued. “Shoes are imporfant.”

“No big deal. really; we'll work it out with JILL BEAL when the
fime comes. okay?”

“Now listen here Sojourner. Nobody works anything out with
JILL—BEAL will get the befter of you."

“So what should I do?”

“Are you not listening: don't do it—just let it go.”

“Yeah, that was my first thought too. It was you that starfed to
loose your grip.”

“You're right: I did jump the gun. It's just that JILL is
dangerous.”

“More than COVE CREATURE." I ask for clarity.

“Well. in some ways: but I'm just not sure you're ready. that's
all.” he explained as he looked me in the eyes. “Then again. you did
make the passing.”

“What should I do if JILL shows up again?’

“If it happens again. don't wait for her fo do the throwing. Make
for a window and jump—you'd be befter off.”

“Wow. that bad.” I said with some doubf.

“You don't want to know. soul.”

“But I thought I was here for that very reason

‘T thought you were a poor student: but sure. since you've
evidently been hanging on my every word: you're here to learn and
grow.” he expounded with growing frustration.

“It goes back fo what you said: judgment versus love. right?”
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“Yes. that's right. I just trying to look out for you. believe me.
There are some things that best be covered in the future. if you
understand that.”

“How long: T mean. how long should I wait?"

“Until the sky is no longer orange. perhaps—but I'm not really
sure.”

“That could be a long time.”

“What's time when you're in TREDEGAR?"

‘So you're saying fhat fime is irrelevant. is

' that it?”
- “Get the JOHNSON'S DICTONARY and look-up

irrelevant, if you please.”
‘I don't have to—1I know the meaning.”
3 “‘Okay smart soul. give it fo me.”

"It means: having no application or significance.”

“And where do you learn that one?”

“From my father: he would say to me: ‘The dog eating your
homeworK is irrelevant Sojourner—since you don't have a dog.”

“On which T would say to him: ‘I didnt mention whose dog it
was—but only that the dog afe my work.™ After which he would
just nod his head in frustration and walk away.

“Yes. I know the feeling. exactly.

I could smell the CEDAR that TALL had described. “Wow. you
were right again: acrid and airy.”

We confinued on a trail that bordered the WOODS. Peering in. I

couldn't see much due to the dense undergrowth and thick cover.

37



TREDEGAR COVE

“Sure is dark in there.,” I whispered for some reason.

‘Dark in more ways than one. I'm afraid.”

“CREATURE COVE: is that what you mean?”

“CREATURE and still others: the WOODS is wild and untamed. You
really have to be on fop of it; else. it will fake you under.”

“Under: under where.” I had to ask.

‘Under here. under there: under. is what I'm saying.” TALL
began. ‘Remember. there are other fimes
and places.”

"And this one. the under: what is it?"

“In fime Sojourner: but right now,
let's lighten the suhject while we walk.
how's that?”

And on we went, following the trail. the fragrance of CEDAR

accenting the light conversation.

“What about the CREATURE: it's been heavy on my mind.”

“We all think about the CREATURE. Who wouldn't?"

“So I can talk about CREATURE. What do you want to know?" And
so TALL went on in the same manner as before: methodically going
through the details: “CREATURE comes in a variety of ofher forms:
it's not just a monster but it can certainly appear as one.”

"And you've seen CREATURE COVE?" He confirmed it. adding

some detail with each episode.
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“You may think this Medieval. but CREATURE can be a dragon—

or a leviathan as some say.”
“A dragon.” I said with some doubt.

‘I'm not felling tales soul: it's for real: a large. sweeping.
repfilian-like monster with baft wings. and a long-powerful tail.”

"‘Does it breathe fire?”

T don't know: maybe. but I've never seen it—at least not yet.”

“And did it reign-down terror on TRDEGAR?"

“It's nof funny: this is not some myth from King Arthur. Just

wait soul; you'll see. and when you see—

‘T want believe if. right?”
‘On the contrary: it will make a

believer out of you."

“That's good. since believing is how I
got here in the first place.”

I knew that TALL was felling the fruth in spite of my play. In
truth. I was afraid: not just of CREATURE . but the others—the
silent and the deep. the hidden and that under. them and even me.

A sudden chill came over me. as though winter had arrived and
I was unprepared: naked. without a blanket or shelter to cover me.

CEDAR WOODS was wicked: not that I knew it. but that I felf it:
so much so. that T was weak af the knees bordering on nausea and
a headache.

“What's wrong soul?” FALL looked on with concern.

“It's just, the gray is coming on, I guess.”
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“All this conversation: be careful that your imagination doesn't
get the best of you: else you'll wither-up like a flower and die.”

As he cautioned me. my imagination was already aft work: small
goblins danced about me like flies around a carcass—taunting me
with fheir voices and vile gestures.

“Just my imagination.” I murmured. as TALL ] )

grabbed me. @
“Did you not see the CEDAR?"

‘What.” as I flinched and broke from the horror.

“The CEDAR: you nearly ran right info it he repeafed. ‘Pay
aftention.”

“Oh yeah. I'm sorry.”

‘No reason fo apologize: it was you who would have been
hurting.”

"I don't know: I'm pretty tough.’

“Still. CEDAR is hard.” TALL said as he tapped me on the head.
“Are you ready for a meal and some rest?”

“That would do me well.”

“How about some bird: there's this local species. a bif strange
looking. but tasty”

"How strange.” I said with a sudden loss of appefite.
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“How was your rest: feel better?”

“Much. thank you: but I had a weird dream. I've got to sfop
watching so much science-fiction.” thinking of one particular film,
The Exferminafor. that may have inspired the nightmare. “It
featured huge ants: the size of elephants. They roamed the land.
destroying everything in their path from plant fo person—
everythingl”

“Ants.” TALL repeated.

“Yeah: a little insect-like creatures that builds mounds the size
of boulders. bifes like a beast. and bores wood faster than a
Titanium-fipped drill bit. From the fire type to the carpenter. these
creatures can do some damage.

“Do they have a purpose: something useful?”

“If they do. I can't tell you. Just wait till you biften: you'll cuss
like a sailor and burn like welding torch.

“Sounds like a mother.”
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“It's a mother and. well. a grandmother too.”

“So you have your own fierce creafures on the other side?

"Oh yes. from microscopic to monstrosities: creatures come in
all sizes and species.”

“So this film: what was it about.” TALL inquired as we set out on
the day’'s lessons.

“Exterminafor: well. it was about an android that assaults ants
and other..” I began fo explain as we made our way along
FLATTIRE RIM. "And in the end. the exterminafor guaranteed that he
would be back—for a routine inspection as part of the bond. that
is.”

“Sounds exciting.” TALL said with half interest.

“Yeah. the film had a happy ending—unlike my dream.”

“Why ants.” TALL asks.

“Why not; I mean. that walk around CEDAR WOODS had me all
freaked-out—don't you remember?”

“You're right: you were acting strange.” he agreed as rounded
the RIM.

“So this is FALTTIRE? What's the history behind the name: I
mean. who came-up with the one?”

‘T did. I was much younger then. faking this rim foo hard. and
blew a tire. From then on. it was ‘FALTTIRE.".

‘What kind of vehicle. what car?”

‘It was a Porsche convertible.”

“Wow. I bet it was fast.”
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‘It had good acceleration and handling: you really felt in control
behind the wheel. But on that day. the handling wasn't the problem:
af least, not until the tire blew and then. well. T went into a spin.”

“But you pulled it out?”

“Yeah. by some miracle;: I'd like to
say that it was skill. but T was scared to 1@
death. That blown ftire really made a r :
believer ouf of me—I mean ifl After
that. I wafch the RIM with reverence:
and slowed it down alfogether. I couldnt stop worrying about.”

TALL TELLS made it clear that the accident left him an anxious
adolescent: but he seemed fo be glad about it overall. Had he
continued running that Porsche like a baf-out-of-Hell he may have
never made if: and worst yet, may have ended-up hurting someone
else.

"Fast cars. fast music and fast—." TALL contfinved

"JILL BEAL: look. there.” T interrupted.

"Oh—." TALL shouted.

“Hit: did you hit anything when you spun out?”

"Good deal.” TALL said as BEAL peeled off—leaving the scene
and seemingly relieving angst. "No. just some CEDAR WOODS. that's
all.”

“Yeah, but that's hard wood. right?”

"0f course. buf the damage was minor.”

TALL told me more about his wild adventures—what happened

before his spin-out—with all that fast stuff.
43



TREDEGAR COVE

“So how did you fit that tall frame in a small car?”

‘Well. T wasn't quite this size. but I managed: honestly. the
cockpit fit like a glove. like it was designed around me.”

‘I thought cockpits were for planes.”

“Cars included: those that fly."

“Speaking of flying. what kind of tunes did you play?”

“Music: you mean fypes. groups.” TALL paused for a moment fo
think about. “Let me think. rewind.”

“Folk. rock: what did you play when you cruised?”

"Oh yeah. I remember ‘Magic Carpet Ride': that was a good one.”
TALL nostalgically noted.

“Hey. I've heard that one: it's cool.”

“Yeah, there were others, but I dug it.”

“Dug if. did you?”

“Yeah. you know: cool. hip. rock-in."” TALL began
as he pulled-up terms from his past.

‘T had idea: you must have been something.”

‘What do you mean. ‘must have been'”

“A little sensitive about aging are you?”

“Listen here: I'm like a boftle of wine. befter with age.”

“Okay. alright; I dig it. Anyway. why life in fthe fast lane—
chasing everything and everyone, is what I mean.”

“Since you ask. and my job is to teach you. I'll tell you man:
those were anxious times. I'm here fo tell you yah.

“Stressful fimes: you mean the '60's?”
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“Right-on: we had THE BOMB and so many other creatures of
modern living: it was a real trip.”

“You didn't mention THE BOMB?

‘Right. T purposely left that one out. You want fo have bad
dreams baby—ijust start thinking about THE BOMB. that'll put you
on a ride fo—"

“Shell: was it a shell game: you know. THE WAR and all that
stuff?”

“Careful there soul. you skipped the record on me.”

“Huh. oh yeah: no. I just want fo know if all that stress was for
something real or just imagined. that's all.”

"Oh. T get your drift: was it a trick & treat. Did we know what
was really going on over there in NAM?”

“Shocking perhaps. buf we learned—because we wanfed fo
know and had the means. Remember. learning is about aftitude.
aptifude. accuracy and accessibility. If you don't have access to
accurate informatfion. how can you know?" TALL went on fo explain
it too a lot of effort. “The dilemma is that the more you learn. the
more you sfress: with wisdom comes
much sorrow.”

“So why learn. why try. if it all leads
o anxiousness and sorrow?”

“That's a classic questfion Sojourner:

one that folks have been asking and
answering for some time now. While not just let it ride.”

“Yeah. why not chill.” T added. as TALL prepared his answer.
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“There is nho one answer—not even for one alone—but is
dependent on fime and place: one day. you might say ‘I don't want
fo hear it; I dont want to know—1I don{ care’: but on another day.

you might be so sharp that you cant learn enough—must have it

all.”

“Is that what the term. ‘Sock it fo me baby' meant?”

“That might apply here: yeah. sock it to me—give me whatever
you gotl”

“So, some days it's all right: other day's if's a bad trip?”

“That's right. but it also has fo do with age.” TALL added. “We
were young and naive: but in an ironic way. being stupid was
sometimes smart.”

‘What:  but youve been telling me that
knowledge is important and good.”

"It does sound like a contradiction. I know: but
let me explain what I mean’

“THE ESTABLISHMENT was status quo: leave
things as they are—it's alright—don't rock the boat, and so on.

Then. there were fthose who said: ‘No: if's nof alright. We don't like
this and. more. we dont want it to go on—it's not right.” Again.
TALL was thorough: he went way out fo make to sure I understood
what he meant: this was an important point, he fold me. “Sometimes
you dont know what's in store: how much sacrifice and suffering
that you may incur. or go through. fo make a statement—to change
things for what you believe is a befter fime and place.”

"And so you effort paid off.” I asks with inferest.
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"Hard to say: depends on what you consider as imporfant. pay-
off. We faced a lof of opposifion.”

“From THE ESTABLISHMENT." I guessed.

Yes: we showed-up as uninvited guest. so to speak. We took the
air out of their balloon—busted-up the party and made a lot of
folks angry at us.”

‘Maybe it was the way you did it. Maybe if you werent so
revolufionary.” I suggested.

“Maybe: but at fimes. the ‘revolufion” was peaceful. passive—not
violent or mean-spirited. We just wanfed peace—nof WAR. I mean:
what sense is it fo cause more conflict to end conflict.”

“So you weren't stupid affer all?”

“Naive is more like it; we were mostly young and high-minded—
not sef in our ways.”

By now. TALL and I had made some tracks: we had walked
around the RIM several fimes—enough fo flatten anyone's fire.

‘Does this make sense: can you see why we felt the way we
did—did the things we did?”

“To some degree. yes: but T wasn't there. so it's not
so easy fo see eifher side.”

‘T looked af it from both sides. soul: old friends
started acting strange—they said I'd changed and
they no longer liked me. Some said I was wrong. my
words a lie.” TALL explained. “How do you think I got
pinned with  “TALL TELLS'?"
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‘I see: your choice fo fight caused you fo—"

“Lose: yes. if caused and cost much in my life.”

I felt lucky to be here: to hear TALL TELLS out—the orange and
the gray. the highs and the lows. the gains and the pains.

“Thank you.” I said to break the silence. “I had no idea. your
name and all. but I befter for knowing.”

We left the RIM. veering down an alleyway.

‘It's T who should be thankful: you dont how good I feel
sharing these things. I'm glad you're here to hear me out.” TELLS
said. somber and sincere. “That's one reason I urged you take the
TUNNEL. You see. I needed someone like you: someone who is willing
to listen—has no presumptions and such.”

“So you have no such here. now?"

“You know how it is: folks get fired of listening—especially
when they think you're all full of lies.” he said with real soberness.
“You don't see anyone knocking down my door, do you?”

‘T can't really say TALL: T havent seen your door or even know
where you live for that matter.”

"Here is where I live.” as he pointed ahead.

*Just around the corner. I live in a cottage with— |

“An orange door.” I guessed.

As we came into view of the place. I noficed |

an orange truck out front and. at the entrance of

the place. some debris around an open doorway.
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‘As to the question. it seems that someone is trying fo knock
you door down.” I say with surety.

“You're right. although this was not really what I meant.

Those af the door were
carpenters  who fold us that
someone called fo report the
damage.

‘Know how it happened.” TALL
followed-up. but all they could do
was poinf us o HUSELY HUSSLE.

‘Doesnt look like a break-in," HUSLEY began fo explain. “More

like meanness if you ask me.”

“Meanness.” TALL repeated.

“Now TALL. we all know that you're not short of unfriendly
folks—to put it mildly.” he began. with some sarcasm of his own.
“‘As it is. let's get the door repaired and deal with the investigatfion
later.”

“But arent you going fo—"

“TALL. you better calm down or I'll have fo take a few inches
off the top.” HUSLEY warmed.

“Inches off the top—1I'd like fo see you fry.

Looking af me for the first time. HUSLEY said: “Soul. why don't
you take TALL away before something worse happens.”

“Let's go TALL: some place where you can calm down.” I said as

I began to move away.
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“That's more like.” HUSLEY had fo say just fo rub salt in the
wound. “No more movements or protests.” just to thrown on a little
more.

‘What's that all about?”

“It's about my past: you know. THE ESTABLISHMENT and all.”

“They really can't let go. can they?”

“Not on your life. or mine: they'll never forget—and neither will

“What about peace: refraining from conflict to stop conflict—
what about forgiveness. love and good will?”

“Yeah. yeah: I know. someone has fo try."

“Not just try. but sometimes. make the first move—even if
you—"

“Lose: well. I'm fired of losing—tired of putfing up with all this
bad will and bitferness.’

‘But that's not what you've been felling me: no. you've been
trying fo teach me fo believe—to believe in belief. fo suffer and
sacrifice. remember?”

“Well yes. but just because I say it doesn't me I believe it

“You better believe it: belief is what got me here and belief is
what's going fo get me back.” I shouted.

“Okay. you win: you're right of course.”

“No. not me: you—you're the one whose right.”

“Your right: T am right..about a lof of things. right?”

“0Of course you are. That's why I'm here.”
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‘T don't know soul: maybe I'm gefting fo old for this stuff.
Maybe HUSLEY has a good point. for once.”

‘T don't think so. I think HUSLEY is just trying to HUSSLE you
Jjust trying fo push your button. ratftle your cage. get your goat.’

“Yep. another sneaky. sketchy sort is HUSKEY."

‘But you've got heart, real heart: you believe. and that's what
counts.”

"I must be doing a good job feaching you soul.”

“Why do say that" I ask.

"Because now you're teaching me. insfead.” TALL said with some

satisfaction.
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"I think you ready for a frip fo CEDAR WOODS.” TALL said to my
surprise.

The WOODS was more of than a sfrange and wonderful place: it
was very dray or dark. lacking the orange that permeates much of
the COVE. as a foreboding. TALL has purposely deferred this place
for "another day.” Well. that day had apparently come. Though I had
anficipated this day. I was apprehensive. aftaid.

“Are you ready?”

"TREDEGAR ON.” had become my common response. Our venfure
would be longer than before: “We may be in the WOODS for awhile.
so I've pack-up us provisions.” Additionally. we would use a small

boat to fravel the COVE finding access poinfs info the dense WOODS.
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‘With the boat. we'll locate access: some logging roads are still
evident from the wafer.” TALL explained.

“Are you okay with that” was the
next question.

‘Sounds  like a good plan I
confirmed. To this point, our forays at
the WOODS' edge gave little information,
the views being block by the dense

underbrush and general. pervading gray. TALL has told me of the
COVE CRETURE: that it fook on a variety of forms—even as a
dragon or leviathan.

“A dragon: you mean as in the days of yore?”

“Strange and unbelievable as it is. yes; a dragon that flies and
breathes fire and generally wreaks ferror on TREDEGAR." TALL
explained against my disbelief.

When T fook on TUNNEL TIME. I had only a brief introduction on
which fo go on. The descripfion of dragon. now given. added an
edge of excifement for which I could conceive only in the mysticism
of medieval materials. Would we encounter this beast and. if so.
would T take the role of the quested knight? And this point. nothing
of the sort seemed possible—I was frightened to the very core.

Such thoughts flooded my mind as we navigated along the COVE
shoreline. Scenes that eerily resembled that illustrated in films and
books, water and foliage shrouded in fog. added fo the affect. the

anficipation.
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Further ahead was the sign of a logging road: access fo the
interior.

‘We'll land there. beach the boaf. and sort through our
provisions,” TALL told me. "Make sure you check every ifem on the
list.” as an indication of his thoroughness.

The angst that I was frequently incurring was somewhat
relieved by confinuous conversation—silence being the sure sefting
for thoughts going wild.

“Try fo relax and fake in the beauty.” TALL said more than once.
as a Kinder way of saying. "shut-up".

“Are you relaxed.” I had fo say. But of course it was impossible
to be relaxed: alertness was a real asset in such situations.

‘Make sure you wafch where you're walking: there is a lot of
loose rock that could put you flat on your back or. worse. break
something.” The tone of TALL'S conversation was understandably
different; sober and serious instruction had replaced the more
casual form of teaching but this fone was appropriate: I needed to
concentrafe and maintain caufion with every actual and anficipafed
step.

“All this fog.” I said. “Is this common?”

“This may only add fo you doubt Sgjourner. but legend has it
that this is the CREATURE'S breath.”

“You mean dragon breath?” He nodded as though he meant it

but. as well. with the expected response.
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“Tell me more.” I confinued. "Should we expect any knights of
the round or. how about damsels in distress.” I ask. adding some
infended levity to the moment.

With a looks of annoyance. TALL replied: “Nof that I know of. but
the COVE is—~

‘A strange and wonderful place and time: yes. I know."

He was right: the rain had washed out the once-graded roads
leaving an endless. infertwined connection of ruts and crevices in
the road. It seemed with every step that I was on the cusp of
slipping—as though walking on ice. mud made by the moisture. the
heavy fog.

“This is a quagmire.” I managed to say between steps.

‘I told you: one step away from an injury.”

To add fo the challenge. our hike was uphill but. as would later
discover. downhill was in a class of ifs own.

‘It's very quief.” I said. unable to
defect any wildlife in the bordering
WOODS.

"Not unusual.” he explained. “The fog

covers more than the visible: it seems fo
mute the WOODS too.”

But eventually. the fog would liff and the sounds emerge: a
variety of birds and other creatures of this mystic time and place
would conduct a nafural concert greatly expected—entertaining

beyond my eeriness.
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In the sorted sounds of fhis concert was an every deep base.
as like the fuba section of a brass brand. with every grounding
volume and varied nofes.

“Can you hear that" I ask.

“The droning: yes. that's the dragon. COVE CREATURE likes to
sing too.”

‘Really.” I said with surprise.

“Yes. I think the music: it calms the beast. so the saying goes.”’

“Let's hope the concert last.”

“That would be idea. but smell may stop the music.”

“What do you mean.” I ask. for understanding.

"CREATURE has a keen sense of smell. like a dog: if our scent is
picked-up. the concert could be over.”

“So if the music stops. trouble is on the way."

“Something like that” TALL said as perhaps
another cause for concern.

Nearing the top of a hill the view as
spectacular: down below was the village: to the
right. the big orange bowl. and the left. DANVIEW DAM.

“Wow, what a view!”

“Wonderful, isn't it?”

Pockefs of fog still sparsely covered the area. though most was
visible and vibrant, teeming with life and living. A sudden breeze
cooled my face. my body relaxed in the presence of such idea

conditions.
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Pointing fo a general area on the other side of the poinf. TALL
directed: “We'll confinue.” as he explained that there was network of
caves.

“Caves: you mean the kind that dragons like?”

“Could be.” he said with some casuvalness.

“‘Well. what if—." T responded with less casuvalness.

“Soul; chances are that CREATURE already knows were here. in
the WOODS. This is a very smart and perceptive beast. How do you
think it survived this long?”

“Why didn't you tell that we were being followed?"

‘T didn't say we were: I'm merely describing the certainty that

CREATURE knows our presence. that's all.”

TALL'S intenfions were good. as I thought about the alternative:
not telling me what is obviously true.

‘I dont think I mentioned this
before. but the dragon is possibly sore

at me.” TALL went on.

“What do you mean. ‘sore’?"
‘T mean that CREATURE may have a
bone to pick. You see. I snuffed-out the fire.

“The fire.” T ask. still confused.

‘CREATURE'S fire has been extinguished: my doing in a prior
confrontation.”

“You mean you put-out the fire, single-handedly? Wow. what a

warrior!”
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"I don't know about that: in truth. I was scared—

‘Fitness: that's what is about, being ready and able—and you
apparently were.”

‘If I was. I didn't know if. I'd call it a modicum of meatf
wrapped up in a pound of fat: not appetizing or healthy. but it sure
smells good.”

“Speaking of smell. have you noficed that rancid—"

“Odor: if is the dragon's breath. once again. Even without a
flame. the breath is lethal—the worse case of halitosis I've ever
come across. if's hits you like bricks.”

‘Like RICK'S BRICKS. I said. referring to another the
esfablishments in TREDEGAR.

“If you mean, getfing hit by a brick.
than yes: RICK'S would be about the
same as this air emanating from fthe
mouth of fhis beast. And if that isn't
bad enough. the ofher end will practically
do you end.’

“You mean infesfinal gas?

‘T mean flatus that will fatten you—
or least burn the hair off your head.” he said with the usual.
unstoppable hilarity that follows this suhject. “So if you hear
rumblings. don't mistake it as an earfhquake: no. that's probably the

dragon’'s bowels about to unleash a most lethal substance.”
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“What should T do?

“Start by holding you nose. your breath if possible with eyes
shut—that's about as good as it gefs.”

“Talk about an indomitable beast.”

‘At least you know: so when the
CREATURE makes ifs appearance—as it
eventually will—you know what you up
against, right?”

‘T guess: I mean. if's not like I've got

many choices at this poinf—or defenses

for that matter.”

‘We'll just have to believe that the CREATURE is having a nice
day.” TALL TELLS told me.

‘Do dragons have nice days.” I said
rhetorically. “What's a ‘nice day for a
dragon. anyway?”

‘T see your point: perhaps a lousy

day then: which means a betfer day for
us. of course.”

Heading down fhe hill was even more intense than going up:
slips and slides occurred with practically ever other step—Ileaving
my body about as twisted as my mind at this point.

‘We could really use HORACE HELPER right now.”

"HORACE who: I haven't heard that name before.”
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"HORACE is a good one; always willing to give a hand of help—
often unsolicited—the kind you like fo have around. especially in
situations like this.”

“And what of help could HORACE provide?”

‘A jack-of-all-trades. an expert in known, HORACE has seldom
let me down. left my high & dry.” TALL began fo explain. “The
eagerness is half the point: HORACE works like—"

“Shell: look. some sea shells.” T interrupted. pointing to the
ground.

‘Fascinating isn't it But as I was saying. HORACE can knock
the—"

"Bit: a bit of coral are in the shell” I said as I bent down to
examine the ground's content. “Obviously. this hill was at one fime
under the sea.”

“Yeah. under the sea: so what.” TALL somberly said.

‘Dont you see. TALL TELLS: the dragon comes most likely came
from the sea. or so legend has it. It probably ended-up here.
somewhat land-based. in the sea’s subsiding—or something like
that.”

"So when did you become an expert on the environment, the
history and so on?”

“T'm not an expert—not at all. I'm just saying that this evidence
of the salt wafer is a sign of what once was here: that being the

sea.”
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‘We do have some similar life here. in the river: muscles.
crawfish and other cousins of what you see and describe. That
much I know.” TALL went on fo described in some detail.

"Yes. as we do where I come from. but that's not my point.”

"I know, the sea was here. right?”

“Then you agree.” I said.

‘T agree that you could have something. but believing is seeing.”

“That's not what you told me before: you said that sometimes
we have fo believe short of seeing or experiencing—that's what you
said. remember?”

“Now remember: I'm the feacher and you're the student. get it?"

“Right. but somefimes you have to feach to learn: didn't you say
that too.”

‘Oh please CREATURE: come forth
such that I should not have fo endure
this lecture any longer.” TALL said with

flair of an ancient dialect. "For my mind

and heart have grown weary: the soul is
simply too much for the both of us”

“So you want me to stop. do yah?”

“At least give it a rest or. in the language of my youth, take a
load off.
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Our first foray into CEDAR WOODS was. so far. non-
confrontational—but that was about fo change. TALL TELLS
had already said that our presence was known: the dragon.
with a keen sense of smell. would know that our kind was
present—Ilurking about the dragon's den.

As we steadily made our way down the hill. the thought
oceurred to me: what if we dont make if. the dragon does us
in? Such angst was not mine alone: even TALL was a little
fouched by this re-encounter: for which the dragon. likely
absent a flame. would have a grudge to seftle.

“So you think that the CREATURE is sfill flamed-out?”

“Not sure: but if it is. we'll know it soon enough.”
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‘So  describe  the CREATURE” I ask with some
understanding that it could morph into many types or forms.

“As to the dragon, it is orange.” which. by this time, was of
no surprise. “buf it has some gray on ifs head and neck.”

‘What's that about?”

‘What do you think?"

‘Well. gray: I guest that GRAY'S SHADES—a sign for
badness or such?”

“Could be a sign. but I think it's charring—blowback from
the flame.”

“You mean the dragon has burned ifself?"

“‘Accidently. of course; but yes. somefimes
during a sudden face wind or inadvertent
inhale. the flame blows-back.” he described

with amusement. “It's really funny.”

‘And you've see this?”
‘Once. a time when the dragon was looming over the
ORANGE BOWL." he began.
"Like a blimp?”
‘Like a what,” TALL stopped to ask.

“A balloon-like flyer used for aerial shots.”
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‘Whatever: anyway. the dragon sfrafed the stadium.
seemingly forgetting the face wind. and wham.” blow-back and
burn-out.”

‘What a drag—." I began to say.

“Chare-broiled and flamed-out: that's a piece of work if
there ever was one.” TALL TELLS said as he smiled.

“So how did the crowd react: all
those watching the pig?”

‘T wasn't in the bowl at the fime:
but for those I spoke with: they
hardly notices and. if they did. didn't
seem fo care—too fantalized with SPRING ACTION on the furf.

‘What is SPRING ACTION?"

“Oh. another of those I havent yet mentioned: but it's more

‘who™ to you. SPRING is a folk hero: a great sportsman with all
the right stuff: speed. size and skill. If anyone can handle the
pig. it's SPRING."

"So SPRING is popular?

‘I'm surprised you havent heard yef: ACTION is the
word—plain and simple.”

‘What does SPRING play?”
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"Have you not been listening soul;: SPRINGS plays every
where. any time. all the way.” TALL exclaimed with great
enthusiasm.

"So can I meet ACTION?”

‘T'll see what I can do; that is. if we make it out of CEDAR
WOODS alive.”

“‘And if the pigs keep flying.”

‘What's that's mean?”

“You know: when they throw the pig....”

‘We call that passing. here in TREDEGAR: it's a forward
pass: but if it's behind. it's a piteh.”

‘But whether forward or backward. doesn't the pig fly?

“Yes. but only because if likes foo.” TALL added. “Fly yes:
it's the landing that's the—"

“Swifch: can we switch subjects. Have fo say that this game
seems stupid and ridiculous.”

‘I'm with you: but being stupid is half the reason. Who

wants fo go to a game fo think: and
prorwn - 3 besides. when COOTER BROWN comes

i 15 round. all reasoning is shot.”

"M ! ‘I noficed thal coming in: in the

: passing.  while  hovering  over

TREDEGAR. These boozers were really taking a lot of—
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‘Fit: yeah I know what you mean. The boozers wouldnt sit
down and folks behind them had a fit. got forceful.” TALL
recollected. “It's all in the game: no mind. just fun."

“Next subject: the caves. of course.” I said as we approach
the enfry point.

‘Can you hear that,” TALL asks. “Can you smell that: do you
know what that is?”

‘It has fo be the CREATURE "

"How did you know that,” TALL ask with some surprise.

‘Well. considering the chapter heading and the fact that
we're at the cave's enfrance. I quickly deduced that it must be
the dragon.”

“Yes, way to be aware: anyway. your sharpness in these
matters reflects posifively on me. your teacher. master and
teller of all tales true or false.”

‘T am not worthy. 0" masfer.” I began fo chant as I knelt-
down.

“Get up soul. and quit acting like a fool: this dragon is
serious—’

‘Wrap: I'm all wrapped up in this
spider's WEBB." I said as I fried

frantically to unfangle myself.
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‘Relax: it's just an orange spider: a dangerous and
pofentially deadly. fanged-toothed. eight-legged creature
second only to the CREATURE.”

“Thanks. I'm beginning to unwind already.”

“Actually. this one is parf of SPIDER'S WEBB?"

“Yeah. I know: it's a spider's web."

‘Pay atfention to the dialogue. I said 'SPIDER'S WEBB. all
upper-case. to signify more than one.”

‘Explain o master of infinite

-

knowledge and boundless wisdom.”

: “_“~‘< : i‘ ‘_&\
e ‘Ahum. dquiet please. SPIDER'S
L S %% WEBB is  means of  modern
u/i/‘ communication; we call it simple. the

WEBB."
‘How does it work?"

‘Well. the actual WEBB acts as a transmifter and receiver:
these litfle creatures manage the local WEBB. sending and
receiving messages with other parthers in and around
TREDEGAR”

‘So you mean that we could send a message fo. say.
BOOZER BANK?"

68



COVE CREATURE

“That's right: assuming that BOOZER is sober enough fo
take the call or. by chance. someone more compefent happens
to be listening.”

“So does that mean—." I begin to ask.

‘Hey TALL TELLS. how's it hanging.” came a wee-small
voice. “Got any interesting info fo pass-on?”

‘Well. T'll be—." T began.

‘DAM: the DANVIEW DAM is undergoing some significant
repairs to stave-off cracks.” TALL responded.

"Already got the goods: more like preventive, roufine
maintenance. if you should want to know. Got it straight
from the engineer.” said SPIDER.

‘Any messages for me.” ask TALL.

‘None that you'd be interested in—unless. of course. you
want more humiliafion.” the SPIDER squeaked while twitching
its forward legs. “Wait at minute: I got one coming in. urgent!”
And after a pause: "CREATURES has been spotted in flight over
CEDAR'S WOODS”
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“Look.” I shouted as I pointed my finger. And there it was,
heading straight for us: eyes aglow like the light at end of the
TUNNEL—approaching fast and furious—with blood on its
wings.

‘T think we're going to die.” I screamed af TALL as perhaps
my last moments.

‘T dont think so: CREATURES too concerned about
something else. I can fell” TALL replied with calming
confidence.

‘As it closed in, CREATURE seemed to shrink in size: as
though more a baf than the sizeable beast so renowned.
reputable.

‘Do you see that." I said with astonishment.

‘T told you that CREATURE can take
on many forms: a baf is apparently
one of them.” What comparatively had
seemed like slow motion moments ago
was now the wingless motion—
something like a hummingbird. Within
my fouch, CREATURE hovered just
above my head.

“TALL TELLS: have you been

messing with my seashells?”
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“Seashells: oh you mean those buried at the top of the hill?”

“Yeah. those are my shells. straight from the sea.” And as I
would later learn, CREATURE has some prefty quick claws: a
thrill-seeker with a few fricks & treats when it came fto
collecting confraband. possibly for a nest.

‘I noficed that you liffed some of RICK'S BRICKS.” TALL
inquired. “Where'd you gef those?

‘Werent using them: picked them up af a
construction site.” CREATURE briefly explained
in lame fashion. “Leave my shells alone: and

anything else of mine.”

‘Can we explore the cave? This weary soul
has fraveled many long to see the pace?”

CREATURE flew abouf me: darfing in and out as is some
sort of effort to intimidate me.

‘Why not: that place is foo
damp and dingy anyway.”

‘But you're a bat: bat's like

caves.” I said just to add
something to the conversation.

‘I can be whafever I will: make no mistake soul. I can
crush you like an aluminum can.” CREATURE warned with a

voice to matfch the bat's dimensions. “I'm only bat now because
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such is more agile at this atfitude. If you don't leave my things
be. I must just furn into a vampire, got it

‘Okay. but these short stories of TREDEGAR COVE don't
include vampires: so I'm afraid that one is out.”

‘What did soul say.” CREATURE questioned. while aftempting
to look astonished—as best a bat can.

“The soul's right: the writer said no vampires or zombies.”
TALL confirmed. ‘The suhject has been done to death. if you
want to know the back-story.”

‘What about the BANK.” CREATURE asks. “You know. the
zombies?”

‘We've already covered that one in a prior story: I did
mention zombie banks but. fo be specific. no zombies will be

featured in these stories per the writer's desire.”

And to top the smallness of the bat's strong words,
SPIDER'S WEBB began to dictate another news flash: “DANVIEW
DAM maintenance effort has uncovered hairline fractures.
Engineer says that progress should confinue on schedule. river
be dammed.”

And with a pause to fill tiny lungs. SPIDER continued:
HUSELY HUSSLE has released a stafement indicafing that the

fractures are serious and could be a crisis: hence. more
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spending is forthcoming coupled with an independent
investigation: members appoinfed by HUSLEY as usval.

"HUSELY HUSSLE: what a bunch mixed fruit” TALL
expectedly said.

‘I should burn that place down.” CREATURE added.

“But I thought you lost you fire.” I had to say.

‘Don’t remind me.”

‘Can you believe those folks: the engineer releases the
technical news. while HUSELY does the HUSSLE "

‘T should crush them like a can’

. CREATURE again.

e

a-sock-in-it, I'll give you some lice. or something like it.

“But you're a bat”

"Listen here soul: if you dont put-

"Really soul. do lighten up: affer all. the dragon could have
kept coming.” TALL reminded me.

“Sorry, just trying fo stfick fo the seript”

‘What script,” CREATURE asks.

“The one that turned you from a flamed-out dragon fo an
overly-emboldened bat.” I replied.

‘Somebody clip my wings. because I'm about to Kick one

poor soul's—
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‘Mass has gathered near DANVIEW: reporfs have has
sparked a public outery.” was the now familiar, but tiny, voice
of the WEBB. with the latest on the DA crisis.

"HUSELY has done if now.” TALL said with indignation.

‘T should bite HUSLEY'S neck.” CREATURE suggested. as if
gazed upon me with steely. orange eyes.

“Now you talking.” I said with a second. “A realistic solution

A

if I've ever heard one.”

"Anything else SPIDER'S WEBB.~
TALL said as a follow-up.

‘Mass is moving in the direction of
DANVIEW: tensions are at fever pitch
and—I dont believe it.” SPIDER said
with a fone of disbelief.

‘What, what is it: clashing and confrontation. hysteria,
what,” TALL demanded to know.

“No: none of that.” SPIDER replied with dismay. "Just as the
mass was trying to organize. a COOTER BROWN fruck drove up:

the crowed dispersed quickly. most making a run for the
truek.”

"Doesn’t surprise me.” TALL added without thought. "COOTER
BROWN has that effect.

74



COVE CREATURE

“Yeah. I'd run for the orange-aid myself: well. fly as it
were,” CREATURE agreed.

‘How about you soul: are you with us.”

‘Well. I did want to see the cave. that's for sure: but. okay.

I'm with you folks.”
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The DANVIEW DAM was headline news: the cracks or fractures.
while miner maintenance issues. had been blown way of proportion
by HUSELY HUSSLE. The WEBB looped the story. showing the
masses gathered af the sife. seemingly fo show their concern over
what HUSELY has called a crisis or the DAM crisis. First thought a
rush movement and rush on the DA turned-out fo be a mad dash
for a lafe arriving COOTER BROWN truck: the masses thirst
safisfied. our arrival was a day late and a bottle short.

“Where's CREATURE." T ask.

“Oh. the bat decided fo refurn to the caves. preferring the damp
and dingy over the bright orange.” TALL replied.

‘T thought CREATURE was stoked to go. Could have taken
another form: something more adapfed for a mass gathering like

this one.”
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“You would think soul. but as it turned-out, frequent re-forming
is nof idea. CREATURE is trying to play it safe: if's about
consistency—as I was fold.”

"CREATURE. the most cerfain of all dangers in the COVE. is
trying to play it safe.” I ask with attention fo the irony.

‘T know. it doesnt fit the image: but ever since the blowback
incident, CREATURE has been advised find balance. CRETURE just
doesn't want to get burned again.”

‘But it's alright to burn-out any one or

thing—an overt imbalance.” I added with

0
\y disgust.
‘T know. CREATURE is not consistent. or

balanced on flaming. but it could be worse,

right?

TALL had a point; affer all. this is CREATURE COVE: and as I
mulled this over. someone approached: a colorful. entertaining
character.

“Soul. meet ROY TOY.

"ROY TOY: don't think I've heard of you."

“‘Well that's too bad: but here I am.” TOY replied as though a
show was about fo commence.

ROY TOY had similar ability fo change form albeit only as toy—
whatever the toy be. At the moment, ROY was a plastic push toy. big
shiffing eyes with an annoying clicking: activated when pushed.

“TALL TELLS me that you have been to CEDAR WOODS.” ROY

asks. breaking the silence.
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“Yes. we met CREATURE too.”

ROY TOY took-off running circles around us. evidently excited
over this news.

‘Does  ROY have a problem with
CREATURE?"

“Think about it soul: ROY is plastic...”
TALL said as he lowered his chin and

furrowed his brow.

“Oh yeah. plastic melts.

“Yeah. and low femperature plastic af
that.” TALL added with emphasis.

"So. has ROY even been—"

‘Burned: well. not yet. but if can't the heat then you betfer stay
away from the flame. right?”

After and uncounted number of revolutions about us. the
annoying TOY rolled to a stop as quickly as it started. “I was made
in the FAREAST. What about you. soul?”

“T'm from the other side of the TUNNEL."

“ROY. soul has gone through TUNNEL TIME at my invitation.
Sojourner is a visitor.” TALL clarified.

"I was made in factory. I am an import. and we are many.’

“You are many?”
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“Yes. many forms I can take: whatfever you please as long as
it's low-grade plastic.”

“Nice: and what about color ROY TOY." I asks.

“Is there any ofher than orange?”

‘Not here. I guess: except gray. of
course.”

“GBray: I dont know that color.” ROY
TOY said.

"ROY does not turn gray because foys

are always fun and entertaining.” TALL

clarified once again.

“No gray toys: only orange?”

“Toys can furn gray. indicafing that all the fun and
enfertainment has been lost.”

“So do you know of any gray foys?"

“Yes. but they've been sent to.” as TALL moved closer and
whispered. “recycling.”

“What did you say.” ROY TOY blurted-out with whiny. mechanical
voice.

“He said ‘recycling’”

As before. ROY shot-off like a fast ball. falling info revolutions
with rolling eyes and constant clicking.

“Sojourner. why'd you have to tell ROY?"

“So that I could see the spastic little plastic toy roll the eyes. go
click and cirele. again and again.”

“Someone. please make it stop.” TALL said with desperation.
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“Look. it's the flaming dragon.” I shoufed. on which ROY TOY
broke from the circle and clicked the distances beyond our sight
and earshot.’

"Who's next.” I said.

“For a soul. you're really quite bold.”

“Well. you can't always be modest: sometimes you have to flex
your muscle, am I right.” and without affirmation from TALL there
came a disfinet sound: a theme song from an old western flick.

“Well soul. do you have the gold.” asked the small but sinister
voice of a cowboy figurine.

“Just play along soul: ROY TOY loves to play.” TALL suggested.

“No. fthere is not gold: not here. not in the BANK. nowhere.” I
said. shifting my eyes. placing my hand next to my make-believe
holster.

“What did do with gold?”

“Nothing: there's no gold—not even on the next train out. No. the
train does nof have any gold locked away in
the safe located in the caboose. You know.
the safe with the combination: 8-26-14."

“Oh yeah. that safe.” said the cowboy ROY
with the same sinister voice.

Having picked-up one of RICK'S BRICKS

only moments ago. I now carefully placed it

on the dry. crusty ground in front of me: all
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the while. keeping my eyes locked on the plastic cowboy and my
shooting hand at my side. The brick safely on the orange-scorched
ground. I backed away slowly. cautiously.

Cowboy ROY cut his eyes toward TALL and. playing along. TALL
refurned the look. I could hear the distinet sound of a classical
guitar playing some wesfern riff—adding some quality o the whole
set.

Each of us spaced-out. keeping our eyes glued one foward the
other. Now the guitar was joined by some brass: the music more an
ensemble than the solo before. Joining in as a foreboding of death,
a crow flew over with the disfinct squawking. “Good timing.” I said.

‘It's the CREATURE." TALL informed me.
‘Decided to change form for the crucial
moment,” TALL explained.

“Hmm: first a bat, now a bird: what’'s next.

a bee?”

Each of us brandished our weapons with
the obvious infent of doing more. First cowboy ROY TOY showed the
expected six-shooting revolver.

“Nice.” I said. "'magnum?”

“No.” ROY answered. “Mattel.” on which TALL reached over and.
from where I have no idea. presented his piece.

“Nice.” I said. “original?"

“No. it's just a plasfic knock-off that I bought at a pawn store.
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And next it was my furn: and as with TALL. I had sudden
possession of the best of all three: a foreign-made. camouflaged.
close-assault rifle with a detachable. auxiliary water boftle and
rapid-fire wafer-jet velocity.

“Guys. you don't sfand a chance.” I said with

. = the confidence mafching the superior quality and
W advantage of my weapon. "So what's it going fo be.
U huh?" TALL and ROY just stood there: nervous

fingers. shifting eyes and disheartening attifudes

knowing they were outmatched. wondering where in the—"

“Pale. everyone grab your pales: the cracks have given away
and the DAM is going to give way.

“Enough play: let's do our duty.” TALL
said as though breaking from a bad dream.

But for ROY TOY. fun was already a bygone
thing: for the cowboy had covertly become
a bucket.

"How choice.” I said. “And I thought ROY
TOY was just for fun and enferfainment.”

So I grabbed old ROY and followed the others: that is. until we
heard an explosion.

“Everyone. whoa. hold-on.” TALL said and he looked in the
direction of the DAM: and intently studying the location. he said: “We
need fo wait. I'm not sure about this...”

“Why should we believe TALL TELLS?"

“Wait everyone and listen.” I shouted.
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“Who might you be.” they said with a scoff.

“This is Sojourner: a guest of the COVE.” TALL said.

‘No TALL. lef me falk.” I cut-in. “You —
heard the explosion. so you Kknow it
happened: so you cant prefend and go
charging-off. half-cocked. like some old |
six-gun.” i

“Yeah.” said the bucket ROY TOY.

Looking af fthe bucket. remembering that it was ROY, I
confinued: “let's gef more info before charging-in. what do you
say?” But some of the crowd didnt seem to hear due fo the

background noise. the DAM alarm system.

“Soul. here.” sounded the now-recognized voice of the much
diverse. Johnny-on-spotf, the one and only. not available in sfores,
ROY TOY.

“ROY. you are the best.”

“Quite the transformer.” TALL added.

“Lafer.” ROY responded.

“Folks. as I was saying. let us wait until some info comes in
from the WEBB: then and only then will be know what's going on—
and what we can do.” I shouted through ROY the megaphone.

“Let's go see SPIDER WEBB. shall we?"

“You're fhe leader soul.” TALL agreed. "But I wonder what

caused fthat explosion. T wonder...."
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SPIDER WEBB was flooded with incoming messages. so by the
time we arrived. opinion had morphed info fact.

“What say you. SPIDER." addressing the WEBB manager.

“Tt's Sgjourner isn't if?”
“That's right.”
‘And you're just a soul. a visitor

aren’t you?”

“Yes. that's true—what's your point.”
I ask with a fone of impatience.

“‘Well. we have a policy. that's all. You know: the HUSSLE and all.”

“Policy.” I ask with confusion.

“Okay. let's dispense with the orange tape.” TALL interrupted.
“and get on with the questions.”

“What orange tape.” I ask with more confusion.

"Oh. SPIDER WEBB has to comply with HUSLEY HUSSLE—a
matter of security. so-called: anyway. this censoring and confrol of
information is all wrapped-up in ‘orange fape'.”

“Wow, HUSLEY HUSSLE means business. don't they?”

“You don't know the half of it: but yes. they don't play around.”
TALL warned. "Where do you think that fancy automatic weapon
came from?”

“You mean the foreign-made. camouflaged. close-assault rifle
with a detachable. auxiliary water bottle and rapid-fire water-jet
velocity ?”

“Sort of: except theirs is real—shoots more than wafer if you

know what I mean.”
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‘Do they ever: well. you know.” I ask with concern.

“Like I said: you don't know the half of it: and right now is notf a
good fime to tell you.”

I understood: foo much information and too soon a time. But I
also realized thaf. as insfruction would have if. my fime would
come—rthe gray. other half of it.

“So SPIDER: give us the scoop.” TALL ask with authority.

“The official report is that the mainfenance team made some
mistakes. thus the explosion.”

“What of the damage.” TALL persisted.

“Nothing official as of yef: but the DAM problem has now been
raised to a level 3.” SPIDER said.

“What's a ‘level’. the significance.” I chimed-in.

"Poor soul. doesn't even understand levels.” said the SPIDER
with a mocking fone.

"Neither do I. never heard of it—and I've been around for the
ages.” TALL said with a look of suspicion and skepticism. “What's a
level. in layman terms?”

"It's another creation from HUSLEY. part of the HUSSLE index
of crisis aimed fo Kkeep the public passively-abreast. actively-
apprised and always-alert.” SPIDER read aloud
from a document bearing the HUSLEY header.

“You're putting me on,” TALL followed with
the understood doubt and disgust.

“It's real: level 3 whether you believe it or

not.”
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‘What's a level 1 and 2." T ask. “Ah. as a point of reference. you
know.” Wherein, SPIDER began to sort through the large document
with the speed of eight legs.

‘T don't see a level 1 or 2" SPIDER said with some confusion.
‘Must be here. somewhere: I'm sure of it

‘Don’t bother SPIDER: no use frying to find something that's not
there.” TALL advised with assurance.

“So no level 1 and 2. then. Am I right?”

“Sadly soul. you're right."

"So what does that I mean: you know. the ‘official report’
wrapped in orange tape.”

‘T wondered from the beginning Sojourner. but I think that
HUSELY is doing the HUSSLE once again.”

“You mean the explosion is all a hoax?"

‘Not quife: there was affer all an explosion. But the cause is
what I wonder about: who did it and why?"

“Yes. well. to widen the scope of wonder: did you happen to see
what happened to ROY TOY?

“ROY'S doing one of three things. I think: pitching-in with some
bucket brigade: headed further west in search of BOOZER'S missing
gold: or doing circles with rolling eyes and that clicking you love so
much.”

In the other “half-of-it". TALL would lafer learn that the
explosion was sabotage. the official report a cover-up. a level 3. a
farce. I dont know which is better: playing make-believe with ROY

TOY. or enduring make-believe with HUSLEY HUSSLE.
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Our ventures around the RIM would be repeated: as TALL TELLS
has fond memories that dated back to his wild days of youth. Even
now. the races went on and. as TALL would fell it. was the most
popular sport in the COVE next to PIGBALL.

“PIGBALL." T ask.

“You know: the games af the orange bowl. the flying pig and so
on.”

"Oh yeah. PIGBALL." I repeated while still wondering what all
the hoopla was about. But speaking of the orange bowl as perhaps
all of TREDEGAR. COOTER BROWN was once again positioned as the
popular beverage. And as we approached the RIM. COOTER hif me
right in the face: that is. with a big billboard that read: Dont watch
the cars go round without a boftle of COOTER BROWN.

“Nice jingle: don't you think TALL?"

“Who. what. oh yeah—whatever gefs you through the race?”
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“So I take it you don't like racing anymore.”

"No. I love racing. but I don't like watching—waste of fime. with
or without BROWN."

So while indifferent about the COOTER BROWN billboard. TALL
TELLS took a different reaction to the next one.

“Hey TALL. get a load af that one.” I said. poinfing to the HUSLEY
HUSSLE billboard positioned at the ideal location.

Don’t watch the cars
go round without a
bottle of

Don’t drink and drive at the same time.

\_‘L - COOTER BROWN

—
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HUSLEY HUSSLE
THE LAW

“Got any opinion—as though I needed to ask?

‘T wonder who HUSLEY hustled for such prime advertising
space.” TALL said with a grimace.

“Maybe you. maybe me—maybe all of us.” I had to say. realizing
that T was seffing-off an explosion of my own.

Just as thought TALL was going fo lapse info one a diatribe.
someone approached us. “TALL. where yah been?"

"HORACE. this is soul. Sojourner.” TALL made formal
infroductions.

"HORACE HELPER. that's right” I said recognizing the name.
“Good fo meet you at last.” I continued.

“‘Are you enjoying the race?”

“You know me HORACE: I'm much better in the cockpit.” TALL
began. “and what about you?”
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HORACE was helping with race mainfenance: track and car
problems. crash recover and that sort of thing.

“Were you involved in the DAM maintenance.” I ask. sfill curious
on the details of the explosion.

“No. but I should've been.” came a reply laced with regref. ‘I
think that I could have stopped fhose fricks & freats. if you know
what T mean.”

“Tricks & treafs.” I repeated—as though knowing nothing of the
HUSSLE.

‘Maybe you could have.” TALL replied. “Sure would have tried: I
know that.”

We talked some more about the matter: the false reporting and
source of the explosion. and the possible motives
behind the so-called level 3. crisis. We seemed to
be in agreement that much was being purposely

withheld—behind the official report.
; ‘There is some gray in that.” HORACE said.
looking in the direction of the HUSLEY HUSSLE billboard. “Someday.
we're all going know the facts.”

‘And the truth too.” TALL added in agreement. as we spotted

some of the race cars.

‘A trip down memory lane will do me well” TALL said with
reverence.

“So what are we waiting for?”

Watching the races was of no inferest to TALL. but seeing the

cars up close was: and so our “frip down memory lane” was special,
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even for me. as each was looked at and described from one who
knew such things well.

“These are the muscle cars.” TALL explained. identifying several
by make and model. along with engine and other feafures. good or
bad.

“You say this is a 1960's Lodge Cart.” I said fo show my
interest.

“Yes: it was really more of a family
sedan. but this one has been beefed-up

for the race.”

Several makes and models were
there along side the Lodge: the renowned Lodge Re-charger. the
Chord Horseman, and some Heavy fypes such as the Ramero.

‘A fine collection: but can they run.” T ask as though I really
cared.

“Can they run.” TALL said with emphasis. “They can move some
mefal.”

I had no idea that TALL was so inferested in cars: not really.
Sure. the sfory of FLATTIRE RIM. but not this.

“So. do you think that such cars will ever be electric: that is.
something more efficient.” I said referring to TALL'S prior
comments on a vintage van that was being converted fo electric.

“Electric is fast. make no mistake.” TALL replied. ‘T've seen a
few out here”

“Move metal Too,” I commented
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“You bet: high torque. electric cars are wide-open from fthe
line.” TALL explained. “Sure. they're coming.”

Something caught my aftention. along with others standing
nearby. Up above FLATTIRE RIM. I could see a banner being pulled
by CREATURE COVE. What's that; MACON BACON.

‘Mean company.” TALL said. "adverfising. CREATURE does it as
community project—a way of trying fo overcome the bad rap for

burning-up parts of the COVE." TALL went on.

‘Is it good: the meat?”

“Yes. very lean. They use on the finest pork from the fallout of
PIGBALL"

“Nice.” T said. thinking about the game again while watching the
dragon swoop back and forth over the area.

‘T think CREATURE really likes the atfention.” judging from the
expression of the beast. and reacfion of the crowd.

“Yes. quite the acrobat and showman. that dragon.” TALL agreed.
‘T did tell you that a song has been written about CREATURE: really.
a senfimental folk kind.”

“Really: how about singing it for me.” if you don't mind.
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‘Me. sing: not in your life time.” TALL made it clear. "But
HORACE will do anything and happens fo know that piece. as most in
the COVE"

"HORACE: how ‘bout it." T ask, knowing the answer

“CREATURE the fearless dragon lived in the COVE: flamed and
torched and near destroyed ever thing it seen. Then one day it lost
its fire and fthings began o change. it furned ifs fail and lowered its

head and was no longer mean.” HORACE sang. “Would you like to

hear more?”
“Save it HORACE." I urged.
i-‘\b.\ “Yeah whatever: it's a great tune.”
Z}?I-@'*‘?«'“ ‘It sure is.” TALL added with a fear

[
g in his eye.

“Are you alright.” T ask. surprised to see TALL so moved.

“That song really moves me: that's all.”

‘T can see why." I agreed though somewhat amused by the
sensifivity of a somefimes crusty old character.

“Like some of these cars, that song reminds
me of my youth: you know. when I was a
radical—anti-ESTABLISHMENT .

‘T remember the days well.” HORACE chimed-

in. "‘Remember those road trips and living in a

van down by the river. And the rallies and
profests—a happening time. for sure.” HORACE went on.
“So you fwo hung-out together then?”

‘Dude. we were like brothers: it was righteous. radical and real
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"And groovy. cool.” I confinved. showing my parficular interest
in what TALL had described previously with similar passion.

“Yeah man.” HORACE replied while looking
toward TALL. "At times. real groovy and cool.” he
added.

‘T miss those times.” TALL began again. with
more sentiment than that elicited by CREATURE'S
folk song. ‘We stood for something: we had

v,
VE

courage and vision—and stood-up fo status quo to change things—

sincerely believing that we could.”

"And sometfimes we rocked.” HORACE added.

“Sure; you cant be serious all the fime—got fo blow some
steam and cool the jets somehow. Why not..cant let the gray getf
you down.”

“All we need love. ha-na-na-na-na. all we need is love. na-na-
na-na-na, all we need is love. love—love is all we need.” HORACE
sang.

“Okay HORACE." T gef it.

“Just let it go: HORACE is having a blast from the past.” TALL
said. "and so am I

As they reminisced on the real. radical and righteous past. I
turned my atfention and direction away: deciding to head-out on my
own for a spell. Let them dream of their good and noble deeds for
change: their courage and convictions. and their celebrations of

love. life and living.
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And so off I went, infermingling among the others while keeping
my eyes open fo the strange and wonderful.

“Jellybean.” I heard. “you like it. don't

@ you?”
Turning around. and with mixed
feelings. I faced the much forbidding
JILL BEAL.
‘T said: you like jellybeans don't you.
JILL repeafed. persistent and
provocative.

“Yes. jellybeans.” was all that I
seemed able to say expecting another episode of chocking—the
stuffing of a bean down my throat. Calm: I must remain calm: no
worry. no risks. no trouble. I thought. Remain calm and try to think
about peace. love and orange.

“Are you enjoying the races.” JILL confinued.

‘Races: yeah. TALL has brought me up fo speed.”

“Up to speed.” JILL repeated. reflecting curiosity. “So you like
speed: like fo go fast in that 240Z and raise some—"

“JELL; ah mean, JILL." I inferrupted in an effort to change the
direction.

"Yes. you speed-demon: what is it?”

“Well.... say. have you seen CREATURE flying around with that
banner. I ask just to move the matter. “MACON BACKON is good

meat.”
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“Yes. it's good if you like that sorf of thing: bacon and all that
business.” JILL commented. "But meat is like love: it has to be
tender and juicy.” JILL explained while looking me over. "Dont you
agree. speedy?”

‘Agree.” T uttered while clearing my throat. “Well. tender and
Jjuicy are qualities—you're right about that.”

‘T know that I'm right: I'm always right. But what I want tfo
know is whether youre right too.” JILL clarified with a dotfing
expression.

Yes: whether I'm right—that is your question. right?”

‘T can see that you're starting fo orange line.” JILL interrupfed.

“Orange line.” I said. confused.

“You need fo reduce you speed: else. you'll blow a head and lose
your compression. You're running too hot, soul.”

Head. hot—someone please help me. I thought.

“Soul: T've been looking for you.” I heard TALL say. “Oh. it's you.
JILL BEAL”

“Hello TALL. still trying fo coddle the soul?”

“No: Sojourner is not a babe. if that's what you mean.”

‘T disagree fofally.” JILL said. looking at me with lustful eyes.
“Soul is a babe in the making.”

‘T like fo carry this discussion further—really BEAL—but we
really have to go.” TALL insisted.

“You're always running away soul, but that's
okay: I'm fast foo.” BEAL bragged. "Oh. I almost = W

<
.4
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forgot. Picked you up some shoes. you know. to replace the small
ones I through overboard. So since you have fthe need for speed:
here you are.” JILL explained while handing me the high-tops.

“Nice.” was all I could say again.

“Nice is right: that's what I am. nice.” I heard from JILL as we
quickly made our exit.

“Will not heed my warnings soul: have I not emphasized that
JILL is a highway fo the danger zone—are you listening?”

‘Ah yeah. what was that?"

‘T said..never mind. Where's HORACE: maybe the HELPER can
break through.” TALL said with obvious desperation. "I mean. look af
you: you look like you've had too much COOTER BROWN."

‘T agree.” I heard from HORACE fast
approaching. “Look's punch-drunk: too
many trips to the farm. so to speak.
suck-en on the wild weed.” HELPER

confinved with close examination. “It's

worse than I thought: look's like soul has
seen BEAL.” HORACE concluded with nodding head. “This could take
time: got to bring the soul down slowly—got to be sensifive to the
young. malleable heart, mental fatigue and all the other symptoms.”
“Alright already: yes. you're the HELPER but you are obviously
not DR. REAL.” TALL said. exasperated.
‘Doctor who.,” HORACE replied. "Oh yeah. the one that solves
everybody's lifetime problems in a matter of minutes—expert in all

matters of emotional healing.”
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‘Wow., talk about speed.” I said. unsure of what it is, where it be.

or whether I had any soul left in me.
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Leaving FLATTIRE RIM with speed. I was relieved from any
further encounter with JILL BEAL—at least from any physical
contact. my senses still spinning.

“Bet some rest soul.” were the last words I heard before my
own blowout and crashing: as in the passing. TUNNEL TIME, I felt
as though I was dreaming or imagining everything before me, but
this time. dark and gray—frightful and foreboding.

I heard the hideous drone of the dragon: CREATURE reigning
down terror on TREDEGAR. The screams and shoufs of the franfic
dwellers as they ran hysterically in every direction—chaos and
mayhem in the midst of their burning. scorched sfructures barely
resembling what was and should have remained.

‘T can't believe this.” Yes. I was fold of the freacherous acts of

CREATURE—but if's enfirely different seeing it. being here. And
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look at CREATURE: where is the compassion that I had seen as
recent as af FALTTIRE RIM? “Who are you? Did you not learn from
the blowback—from being burned by your own fire?” It was a
bizarre scene that left me both angry and angst at the same time.
‘What if dragon refurns so gray and
gruesome?
Who can stop
the

leviathan?”

From

such an alarming site. my mind traveled
to the river: fo a place no unlike TALL would go as a youth—what
HORACE called a love-in. But what I saw was nothing like I
expected: no. it was dirty and dank—folks fighting over fthe
waterfront and other property issues. ‘Where do they get the
energy to carry-on so.” I ask my soul. There was no van or bus, or
any such cool cars: but just a bunch of old burned-out heaps of
molfen metal: evidently. the result of dragon’ fury. “So much for
living in van down by the river—this looks more like a living—"
‘Mucked-up shell:" the shell along the shoals of the river was
covered in muck: a thick. oily substance that drifted in the water in
globs. “What happened to the clear. pristine waters of the COVE." I
said fo my shock. Everything that touched the water was fouched
by the muck—unable to pull-away and free ifself from its sticky

hold. And to make matters worse. the dragon swept down,
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projecting its fire on the mucky waters—the whole river left ablaze
as Danfe’s Inferno.

The dream drifting to yet another point in the COVE. freeing me
of the misery of the fouled waters. I hovered over the orange bowl
as before. in the passing: and from the point saw. once again. a
game in the making. This fime however. the atmosphere was
similarly dark and dingy: all the patrons were boozers—and most
of those staggering about or passed-out: the field no longer frantic
with the pig and its pursuers. but instead. all such participants
carrying heavy burdens of riches and wealth on their backs in bags
and boxes stamped with: PROPERTY OF BOOZER BANK. *You there,” I
ask. “what is this property you struggle
to carry?” Looking up with obvious
fatigue. one said fo me: “Everything
belongs fo BOOZER"

‘These are not games: there is

nothing fun and entfertaining about this—nothing at all—dark and
gray day of PIGBALL.” But no one listened: no one seemed fo care
or have the capabilify: each and all were bought and paid for—nof
persons but property.

Pulling myself away from the mess. I moved on hoping for
something orange and beautiful. only fo encounter more of the
same: FLATTIRE RIM was not the usual scene of speed and skill.
but instead. was a demolition derby: classic cars were by jalopies
that joisted. banging and busting each other fill the last one

sfanding. And if that wasn't bad enough. the drivers—those who
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could still stand—would jump from their junk and start in on the
other. FLATIRE RIM was more than a blowout. spinning and
crashing: if was tofal demolition—metal moving in pointless
directions.

“Bet me out of here: anywhere else.
please.” I said to my soul.

"Anywhere.” I then heard. not expecting
an audible voice.

‘Who are you.” I ask. thinking that I

knew this voice.

“You Know: tender and juicy..."

“No. no: not you again—not JILL BEAL." T moaned to myself.

“The one and only: here again to safisfy your appefite for all
things sweet” returned fhe haunting sound. “Care for some
jellybeans.” was the warning as I began to gage from not one. but a
more than a mouth full of beans.

“‘Are you trying fo Kill me.” I said. spitfing out the black pills,
coughing and chocking all the while my eyes fearing.

‘What's wrong speedy: don't like licorice?”

“No. I hate licorice about as much as you." I said without giving
a thought to JILL'S possible reaction.

“Now. now. soul; you dont mean that. do you.” BEAL ask with
baited breath. “How could you hate me?"

With the question. I felt a finge of guilt and shame coming-on:
JILL'S right. how can I hate? Maybe I should say I'm sorry. take
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the pills—I mean the beans—and give BEAL a chance—being that
I was compensated for the sneakers.

‘Dont do it.” echoed what I thought was a faint voice. "It's not
cool, trust me dude.”

‘Is that you. HORACE." I whispered so as to avoid affention from
JILL.

“Yes. it is the dude. HORACE HELPER. af your service—even in
the course of a bade dream when everything is dark and gray. all
games gone bad. and all jellybeans gone black.

‘Dont listen to that distant voice. echoed another. different
~Voice.

"And who are who?”
‘DR. REAL." returned the professional

sounding voice.

“And you're a doctor?”
‘No actually a doctor. but I am
cerfified.”

“Cerfified in what,” I had fo ask just fo qualify the doctors’
credentials for insurance purposes.

“Cerfified fo fix lifelong problems in a matter of minufes: that's
what.” the good doctor added with professional jargon.

“REAL is not real. man—not even radical or righteous.” HELPER
suggested. "You might as well take the black pill if you follow REAL.
You might as well bend to the superficial beauty of JILL BEAL. You

might as well—"
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“Okay HORACE: T get if: I know where you're coming from. I feel
your vibrations, I dig—"

“No need to go overboard soul.

Collecting myself for the impending: I directed my comments
first fo DR. REAL: “Thanks for the cerfified advice. but I must
follow my conscience—I can do no ofther.” I told REAL who seem a
little belligerent too.

“Well then. let it be" dictated the docfor. “Say soul. have you
read my latest book?"

“No: I didn't even know who you were unfil now.”

‘Tt will really help.” REAL fold me. handing me a copy.

Reading the fitle. I was still a liftle confused: A Complefe
Takeover: Winning without the Rules.”

“Okay. thanks. but—"

“Just read it. Look. see on the back. it comes highly endorsed
from BOOZER BANK and HUSLE HUSSLE"~

“That says if all.” HORACE whispered.

‘Well. I'm waiting Sojourner.” refurned the somewhat soothing
voice of JILL BEAL. “Is it love or just like—you make the call. now.”
JILL'S voice changing from soothing to seductive. “Oh. and before
you respond. a litfle something I picked-up
for you at the COVE'S sports outlet.

Reaching into a black bag. JILL pulled

ouf. of all things. sneakers—black and
some off-brand at that. \
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“No-0-0-0-0-0-0: not black. not generic.” I shouted so loud as to
even shock JILL. if that was possible.

“What's wrong soul: don't want fo play anymore?”

“Not like this, not without rules and order

“Calm down dude: it's cool.” HELPER interjected.

‘Where are we.” I ask. feeling the pressure liffed from my
weary soul.

“HUSELY HUSSLE is my name: I am. well. the law of this land.”

“What. huh. the law.” I muttered. sftill trying pull myself together
affer the black shoe scenario.

My job is fo maintain rules and order:
fo enact. enforce and ensure the efficacy

and ethos of my elected and earnest

excellence—and example fo all.

“What about the entanglement..of all.” T had to ask. holding to
the alliterafion of the statement.

“Excuse me: do I detect some confempt in your question.” ruled
the voice of the most excellent HUSLEY.

“No contempt. not really: more about collusion. covert and
clandestine: you know. cheating.”

“Excuse me: are you saying I am in error, that my effort is less
than exemplary and ethical?”

‘I don't really get cornered or coerced. restricted to alliterafive
combinations, butf would rather talk freely—the layman and simple
soul that T am.’

“Exceptions entered: explain.” echoed HUSLE.
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‘Anyway: the so-called rules and order are nof so excellent or
worthy of exaltation: some folks are exempt—above the law: others
are given exceptional freatment—adding to your earnings with,
what's it called. contributions. if reported: and finally. there are
those lurking in the shadows—the unelected

and self-appointed that run the show from

backstage while those like you do the dance.

“And from the mouth of babes.” I heard Gi” Y W
HORACE comment. “Layman soul. I think it's
about fime that we made like a banana and
split.”

‘T couldn't agree more.” grabbing HELPER as we hurtied past
the HUSSLE.

“You. you: I'm not going fo forget this.” were the last words I
heard from fhe honorable HUSLEY.

“Neither have we.” HORACE hailed.

As we cleared the corridors of this most auspicious structure,
the monument of jusfice stared me in the eye: a beautiful. Greek-
like. statue that matched the opulence of the court we so graciously
departed.

“Well. what have you got for me.” I said fo the statue as though
it be alive. “What words have you for this layman.” I seem to plead.
looking for some wisdom.

"Aréte.” the statue spoke in its nafive fongue.

“Wonder what that means: sounds like Greek.”

108



GRAY'S SHADES

“Well, if T remember my Homer right, it means "moral virtue.”
HORACE gasped in between strides. "It means that you came. you
saw. and you kicked—"

“Blast. that's what you say sometimes:
a blast.”

‘I guess so: although court is not
exactly parfy-central—not for folks like
you and me.”

“What's next?”

“Good news soul: soon. you will wake.”

“And everything will be brilliant and orange?”

“Was it before: before this nightmare?”

‘T see: so this nightmare has been a reflection of before—call
it the dark side of things?

“Right: remember that behind every orange cloud there is some

gray lining.”
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As HORACE had described. I did wake from the long nightmare.
the dark and gray images and interactions: yef. not without
understanding and knowledge.

I am thankful for the gray: that though it is much more strange
than wonderful. the experience does me well—more grateful and
appreciafive of the orange.

My first question on waking was: “Where's TALL?"

“TALL TELLS is on a mission.”

"A mission: what kind.” T ask with concern.

“Other side of the TUNNEL: probably something to do with
another soul. like you.” HORACE fried fo explain.

“Have you ever done TUNNEL TIME." T ask.
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“No: no need really. I've got TELLS to teach me about it. though:
and I have to say that this is enough.”

‘And never any desire: you know. curiosity?”

“You might think so: after all. TUNNEL TIME alone is a sfrange
and wonderful experience: buf no inferest. as of yet. beyond what
TALL has told me.”

Turning my atfention back to TALL. I ask: "How did TALL
become the guide and menfor for TUNNEL
TIME?”

“Good question, although I think TALL should
answer that one.” HORACE began. "Let me say
that TALL had other expectations.”

“Yes. he has talked about that: and so have

you.

“We were part of a period of unrest and. in some measure,
resistance and revolufion. But these expectations never came to be.
not as envisioned anyway.”

"TALL hasn't told me everything.”

‘Doesn't really like to talk about it: it's a sore suhject and is
purposely avoided. Add to that the deliberate distortions and what
you have is a greaf big mess without resolution.”

“HUSLEY symbolizes this. right?”

“Perception over purpose gives way to this mess over matfer.’
HORACE summed it up.

“You're a feacher foo: like TELLS"
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“I think we all can teach: just have fo take time to learn and be
willing and wanting to share it. HORACE commented. "TALL says you
can feach too.”

“Yeah. I've surprised myself: especially in front of HUSLEY."

“That was special: even I was surprised—we all were.”

“ALL." T said. "Who else knows what I said.”

‘More than I. that's for sure.” HORACE admitfed. "Not that that
I've been out telling tales: it's HUSLEY who will be doing the
HUSSLE—spreading all sorfs of madness about you. abouf us,
trying to stir fear and opposition—same old mess. Believe me.
we've been through this so many times. it's practically routine.”

With a sudden sense of dark and gray. I ask: "Do you mean that
I've become—"

“Important, why yes?”

“That wasnt my choice of words.” I replied.
“More like criminal was what I was thinking.”

“Have you done anything wrong. is that it?”

‘More than that: have I crossed the line:
irritated THE ESTABLISHMENT—crossed the line.”

“Maybe: but If it makes you feel betfer. you're

not alone. TALL. myself and others are with you:
we've faced the man and have paid for if—some more than others.

In these comments, I felt CARPENTER'S ANGST coming on big
time: and no doubt. HORACE sensed that.
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‘We each have our purpose: and if you can accept this. a plan of
some kind. Some parfs of the plan. we may choose: others. well.
this is mysterious—like the passing of TUNNEL TIME or a foggy
day in CEDAR WOODS." HORACE explained. “When we choose to
believe—as you did in the passing—we have consequences: the
good and the bad: the orange and the gray: the ups and the downs:
the rights and fthe wrongs and so on.”

“What if it's impossible to accept: what if the consequences are
unacceptable?”

"Good dquestion: for there are fimes when you face such
dilemmas—as you may already know. But to offer a real answer is
to first think about the alternafive: what if you don't or can't. accept
the consequences: what then?”

“Then I'm bound: chained and locked into the past—unable to

gef beyond it and even learn from it?”

“That's right: so even if you are nof criminalized in the HUSSLE.
you are still a prisoner of the past.
"Have you had that problem: and what about
TALL TELLS?”
“Sure. we still do: but that doesn't mean that
{/ we canft—or shouldnt—tell others. faults and
€y .

‘So you dont have to be perfected or

complefe, in some measure, to offer sage advice?”
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‘No perfection is necessary. if it were possible. Buf there is
something that is vital.”

‘What's that?"

“Being real is vital. For when you are not real—but a fake and a
fraud—then you end being nothing to no one.”

“Like HUSELY or BOOZER?"

‘Each of them is certainly on their way. it's frue. But we each
have to deal with being real. don't you agree?”

‘I suppose: but if that's true. how do we come-off being critical.
even condemning. of ofthers.”

“Another good question Sgjourner: now all that have to do is to
try to provide an equally good answer.” HORACE acknowledged.
“Here's one way of thinking about it. I am getfting older. at least in
age. When I look into a mirror, what do I see? I
should see that I'm gefting older simply because
it's real and frue. Sometimes however. I do not

want fo accept this condifion: and what's more. I

look to others and identify readily that they are

gefting older: aging and all. But if was real. I would understand that
they do not control their aging. but that we all face this process.
transition as a natural part of life and living.”

‘T understand. but we dont choose to age or grow old contrary
to ofher parts of the ‘plan’. so-called. So how could you be crifical
in that?”

“Believe me: such natural occurrences are sometimes confused

with choice. But back fo your last question: being crifical and
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condemning when, indeed. we have our own
A\ issues with being a fake and fraud among
other faux pas.”

HORACE went on to explain that it should be

our own honest self-assessment—being real—that drives us

toward being critical and condemning of ‘fake and fraud'. When you
know the facts. having done much fo acquire them. you want others
to know—so that. at the least. they have
choices too.”

“So if's about having choices?”

“Yes: but the choices begin with being

real.”

“This is a lot fo digest. HORACE."

‘T agree: so chew well.”

It was a lof to think about; but at this fime. most of my thinking
was on the consequences of the court. Was or would I be
criminalized. as with TALL. and end up without any choices at all. I
feared?

"Here's an ohject lesson that may help.” HORACE suggested. “See
this orange: is it real or fake? It looks real but is that merely an
illusion?”

"I think it's real. It has a bruise. an imperfection. right there.” I
pointed out.

“Good: so fthe bruise gives it away? Wonder how if tastfes: is it
foul or favorable?”

“Don’t know: at least not until I smell and taste it.”
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“So you've gof to examine if closer fo get all the facts. do yah?”

“Yeah. if I really care to know.” I said openly.

"And what if you didn't care: but never the less. tried fo sell me
the orange on the premise that it was favorable.”

“That's the buyers' risk." I said promptly.

“But what if you did know it was foul. but
proceeded fo sell it anyway?”

“That wouldn't be right: it's fraud.”

“And what if someone tried to sell you a foul

orange—Kknowing that is was foul: would you be
angry?”

"0f course: no one wants to be cheated.”

‘And worse than that, what if the orange was a fake and you
bought it: wouldn't you feel like a fool?"

“Yes: angry at being fooled. fricks & treats.”

“What would you do then: would you try to dump it on someone
else—pay if forward?”

“No. T don't think so. Why would I want someone else to have to
pay for my bad choices: why would I fry to pawn it off on
someone?”

“So you care: you really care about facts and you care about
others knowing the facts—even if you get fooled or falter in fake
and fraud: am I right?”

‘I think so: but I don't know all the consequences of taking this
stand—especially against THE ESTABLISHMENT."
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“Neither did we: but we did what did based on the facts—what
we believed fo be frue.”

“You meant that it was only belief: you were not absolute sure.”
I said somewhat in disgust.

“Since when is anything absolute: here or there. on the other
side.” HORACE posed.

‘T see: believing may be all that we have.”

‘It may be: but that shouldnt stop us from seeking facts too:
affer all. choices are best when based on something concrefe and
confirmed—in addition to caring in the first place.”

“You are a HELPER.”

‘I try: although believe me. I have my foibles. faulfs, faux pas.”

‘I should believe that," I ask. a test of sort.

"‘Don't have to: the facts are out there.”

After something to eat. I returned

again for some more knowledge and -
understanding. " T—
‘T want to falk about the dream. dark e

and gray as it was,” I said. "First. do you

know anything about: after all. you are in it?"
‘I have some undersfanding: but not any details.”
“Did you know that T was dreaming. as it seemed.”
“Yes. for several reasons.”

“Is it part of what you call the plan?”

118



HORACE HELPER

“T would think so. as for any of us. Here. in the COVE. we dream
dreams—it's as nafural and beneficial as being conscious or
awake—more even.’

“So about the dream. since you don't know the details: I saw a
different. darker side of most everything I've learned here.”

“0r thought you learned. You see. dreams reveal things: things
no necessarily seen when awake and distracted.”

"Distracted.” I repeafed. “What do you mean?”

"I mean: preoccupied with other things that, where understood
or not, can distract us from facts and such.” Horace explained.

“In the dream. the orange bowl wasn'f sound orange.”

“And you think it is at all?"

“Well. it does look kind of amusing.”

‘T agree; if's amusing—that's not the question. Is it really
orange: that's the question.” HORACE clarified.

“‘Depends on what you believe fo be orange. I think."

“Yes. frue: but let me explain where
I'm going. using PIGBALL as the
example.” And so the HELPER helped me

undersfand the duestion. “Such games

can become consuming fo the degree of
distraction: where nothing or no one else matters.”

“You said caring is necessary: what's wrong with caring about
PIGBALL or any other game for that matter?”
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‘T did say that; but I should have clarified: it's what we care
about too.” HORACE added. “How important is PIGBALL: how much
should we invest in games?”

‘T dont know. but TALL tells me that the organizers. like
BOOZER and HUSELY have invested a lot."

“Yes. but fo them it's obviously not a game.”

“But you said is if. a game.”

“In fact. it is: but BOOZER and HUSLEY are using for other
reasons.” HORACE repeafted. "BOOZER gefs wealth and riches
through sells and gambling: while HUSLEY sees PIGBALL as a
distraction—a way of Keeping atfention off of other shenanigans
and schemes.’

"So. for the one if's a racket and for the other. a—"

“Rabbif hole.” HORACE finished.

“Suddenly. I think less of PIGBALL—if
that was possible.”

‘Don't misunderstand me: I like games too.

but the problem begins when the game

becomes too serious and too seedy. As both a
racket and a rabbif hole. PIGBALL is more a creature than COVE
CREATURE."

“No way: fThe injuries are nof that serious?”

“I'm not talking about the on-field danger or the antics in the
stands either. I'm falking about what goes on behind the scenes:

facts that go unfound or unchecked.”
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‘Because folks are caring about the wrong thing.” I ask. “Or
maybe. they just have their priorities in the wrong order? Or maybe
they just don't care even if it's right in the front of their face?”

“Or maybe they are suppose to care.” HORACE finished.

‘Why are they nof supposed to..." I ask with insistence.

“Too much caring means trouble for—

“The ESTABLISHMENT." I guessed.

“Something or someone that fits that description: and that has
too much fo lose with exposure.”

"So when THE ESTABLISHMENT is exposed—." I
began in drawing a conclusion.

‘Heads roll.” HORACE finished. “which means

that, out of fear, power will be abused.”

“How abused.” I ask
‘As much as it takes to cover the exposure. end the fact-
finding: and. finally. prevent a repeat of such risks. if possible. If

can get very ugly. believe me.”

'T believe you. In fact. I've read about such things—difficult fo
find though it is." I said in agreement. "Insfitutions will go fo greatf
length to mainfain power and possession.”

“You bet: it makes COVE CREATURE look like, well. a playful game
of fun and entferfainment.”

I had no idea that HELPER could help in this way. My initial

impression was that he was TALL'S sidekick: somewhat skillful and
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serving., buf not foo smart when it came fo such matters. How
wrong first impressions can be.

"And  FLATTIRE RIM is not different.” HORACE continued.
drawing comparison with PIGBALL.

"So how do you do it: how do you go on caring—about the things
that matter—when the consequences can be so
costly? After all. isn't it easier just fo go the game.
or race. and just lef if be. so fo speak?”

"0Oh sure: I never said that this choice was

easy or convenient. On the contrary, such choices

are cosfly.”

“So in short, why bother. why confinue caring.”
I ask earnestly. “Why give a—"

“DAM: the DANVIEW DAM is a good object lesson.”

“You mean the DAM problem.”

“Think about the problem. what you know of it: fractures or
cracks are discovered: this problem is found and addressed
immediafely by the crew.”

‘T know all that, and—"

“‘And the alternative would be—." HORACE continued. waiting for
an answetr.

‘Do nothing. let it ride.” I guessed. "but that would be negligent
and irresponsible.”

“Can you imagine if they just let it ride.” HORACE said. “so then:

with pressure and persistence. the cracks gef worse finally giving
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way with sweeping. widespread destruction in the wake of the
deluge?”

“Again. negligent and irresponsible.” I reaffirmed.

"So if makes sense to act now to avoid a catastrophe in the
future?”

“Yes. yes: for course it does.” I agreed emphafically. “Oh I see
the connection: act now to avoid greafer costs lafer—is that it?”

“That's it: that's why caring about what matters is so important,
even necessary: sooner or lafer. the consequences come..fo
everyone.”

"Even those who don't have a clue?”

“Yes. o everyone.” HORACE repeated.
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If you have read the prior short stories. and in parficular the
last on HORACE HELPER. you know that I am not on the best of
terms with HUSLEY HUSSLE. Said another way. the law is not on my
side right now: and quite possibly. I am wantfed.

What would you do is such a situation: would you run and hide.
or would confront the man? Would your decision change if you knew
you were right or upright—versus a violation of some kind? These
are the questions that I am wrangling with right now as I share my
situation.

HUSLEY HUSSLE is not right or upright; but in these
circumstances has  overwhelming power. possession. and
purportedly. public approval. So like young DAVID as he ran from
KING SAUL. my chance for survival seems very slim.

The law is a strange and wonderful thing: it theory. civil law is

suppose to profect the innocent and punish the guilty. Sound good.
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doesnt it: but what happens if. by corruption. this supposition is
perverfed: that is. that the law profects the guilty and punishes the
innocent? I guess at the least that anyone who is innocent—as
more the definition of common or natural law—is potentially in
danger or at risks. Meanwhile. corruption continues on. rewarded in
some way.

TREDEGAR COVE has its corruption foo: oh yes. if is not above
the frappings of greed and graft: the unaccountable BOOZER BANK:
the unresolved explosion at DANVIEW DAM: the shady dealings of
HUSLEY HUSSLE are buf three examples presented already.

At present. T am with my helper HORACE: meanwhile. TALL
TELLS is presumed to be doing TUNNEL TIME. T am fearful or what
is called CARPENTER ANGST: anxious and afraid of what will happen
as a result of my conduct in the courfroom. Yes. I know: the
confrontation was in a dream or nightmare: but the possibility in a
time and place like the COVE is that dreams come frue—even bad
ones.

“‘What is it HORACE?"

‘T've got some bad news soul: HUSLEY has issued a warrant for
your arrest.”

‘It's not like you didn't warn me.” I replied with
some sweatf beading-up my brow. ‘What to do?”

“There's only one right thing to do in this
situation soul: and that is to furn comply with civil

law.”
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Yes. but you and I know that they're wrong.” I begin fo form an
argument.

“No need for us to rehash that—I'm with you.” HORACE said.
nullifying my attempt for an argument. “And we both will be with
you all the way too.”

“Thanks HORACE: you dont know what a help you've been.” I
said. now realizing the importance of relationships more than ever.
“Well. take me away.”

And so I listened fo sage advice: I furned my self in to the
HUSSLE assured that it was the right thing to do. HORACE supported
me all the way as promised: and as I would learn. TALL TELLS was
making haste having learned of my arrest.

“What are the charges.” T ask HORACE

"Most likely contempt. but with HUSSLE. we must wait until we
see the warrant.’

And if it had been contempt: but bad news was in store: “three
charges: and one a felony. I can't believe it

“What do I do: do you have atforneys in TREDEGAR.” I ask
HORACE.

“Yes. buf they're expense and. moreover. are heavily linked with
HUSSLE”

“So you saying that an atforney wouldn't help. is that it?"

‘I'm afraid nof in you case: listen soul. you've crossed HUSELY
and. To make matters worse. you are associated with me and TALL
TELLS”

“So are saying that I don't have a chance?”
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“No. nof at all: but only that your choice of a minion of the
HUSSLE is a mistake: they're as thick as thieves.

“More like wolves if you ask me—and I'm the lamb.

“It's a real tangle but I think I have a way fo break it loose.”

“Really HORACE. how.” T said with some weight lifting from my

_ shoulders.
‘I'm still working on it and. with

- X a A » TALL in roufe. will need fo gef

v

E, agreement. As it is in concept. we must

find something more important than

this matter at hand: something that HUSELY fears more than the
consequences of your confrontatfion.”

"What does one as powerful as HUSLEY fear?”

"Oh. those with power. possession and public support: these
type fear a greatf deal.

“How so: I mean HUSLEY owns half the COVE. evidently has all
the HUSSLE in hand. and does a stellar job of deceiving most of the
public.” T said with conviction. “Again. what does HUSELY have fo
fear?”

"Sqjourner, didn't you make HUSLEY angry?”

“Yeah, I guess: he was very angry over my words.” I began. “Oh
wait, I see: anger means fear, right?”

"Spot-on soul.” HORACE responded with enthusiasm. "and if a
small soul can make the big HUSSLE angry. than such a concept can
work—rthe right combination. conditions and such.

“I'm in.” was all T could say at this point.
128



HUSLEY HUSSLE

“Of course you're in soul—what alternatives do you have?”

Soon I was escorted away: booked and processed for
detainment.

“T've never been locked-up before.” I said just before leaving.

“Well T have: if's not that bad. not really: you'll be alright.

"I know: more learning and knowledge.”

“Sure: plenty of fime to read if you manage to get a good book.”

“‘Any recommendations. before we separate.” I ask.

“Yes. again: a good book.” HORACE said as we hugged and parted
ways.

I didn't understand the charges in defail but. from what I
thought I knew. a basic description: confempt. a minor offense:
corrupfion. a major offense: and that last. failing to use the
crosswalk—or what we call jaywalking where T come from. I would
later be fold that these charges could amount to a senfence of
three years and charges well exceeded my means.

The charge of confempt was expected. of course: but the major
offense of corruption came out of nowhere. “It's nof like I wasn't
warned about HUSLEY: nothing is impossible when you do the
HUSSLE.” I said again.

As to the last charge. also minor. I have no idea. “Where did
they get this?”

“You dont know.” said another defainee. overhearing my
comment.

“No: I mean come-on!”

129



TREDEGAR COVE

“Than you dont know about HUSLEY'S obsession with alliteration:
how greaf effort and energy is exerted in ensuring excellence in
such erudition.

“Now that you mention if: yes, this sort of jargon was spilling
over during my brief courf appearance.” I said. realizing that the
last charge was. "a c-word—Ilike the other two."

“Congratulations: the cause for the cross-walk charge has now
been uncovered.”

And as I headed back to my bunk I wondered if this fetish had
not found some friends among these fellow felons.

‘T wonder what other charges that might try fo pin on me:
assuming some add-on as an advanfage?” And with some thought,
here are the possibilities:

Criminal mischief
Car theft
Conduct unbecoming...

Carrying...

#* % % % #

Concealment...

# Conspiracy...

Could there be more” I ask myself as the angst began fo
resurface.”

Gaining familiarity with life in jail. I was more confident in
HORACE'S early comment: “you'll be alright.” And. as suggested. a
good book or two was found waiting for me: the first was “Living
my Life. Emma Goldman. Some notes had been scribbled in the

margin and. for some odd reason. the handwriting looked familiar:
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and then I read: “see HORACE. this is what I was trying fo help you
understand.” as I realized that this was TALL'S notes. “Well. what
are the odds.” I said fo myself.

“What odds do you mean.” said a now-familiar voice of the
defainee that had previously described HUSLEY'S habit of
alliteration. “erudifions emanating from Emma, perhaps?”

“So you've read the book?”

‘We all have.” said the ofther detainee. suggesting everyone in
the cell block. “or af least we've given it some attention.”

“What do you think.” I ask in the follow-on.

"EMMA experienced the life so. as an example. is excellent.” was
the comment of one who definitely caught the alliteration bug.

“Thanks.” but I don't your name.

“DAVID; DAVID DANVIEW." is who you're talking to.

‘DANVIEW: not the DANVIEW of the DAM.” by chance. I said.
nofing the coincidence.”

“Yes. in a way: the DAM was named in honor of a founding
family: one that founded the COVE.

“So you go way back.” I said. though obvious. just fo confinue
the conversatfion.

“We do indeed. for betfter or worse.”

“So what are you doing here. locked-up. if you don't mind felling
me?”

“Same as you in a way: I challenged HUSLEY on the so-called
investigation of the DAM explosion—calling the whole process a

sham.”
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"And the charges.” I continued. perhaps pushing too much on
DAVID'S disclosure.

“You could guess.” DAVID said.

# Obstruction of justice

# Omission of evidence

# Obfuscation of the obvious
“See. no surprises as to alliferation.” DAVID added. “but asks me
about the basis for such outlandish charges.”

“This place is a riof.” I said with a sarcastic fone.

‘Ah. dont mention that word: it tends fo make the staff
uncomforfable., upset and unruly.” DAVID inferrupted. “and when the
staff gets upsetf. upheaval follows—the whole time and place comes
undone.”

“Scrafch that word: you'll never hear it from me again.” I said
with some drama.

‘Don't underesfimate the unlawfulness of HUSSLE." DAVED
began.

‘T am with you DANVIEW: gained some understanding as an
understudy of TALL TELLS and HORACE HELPER.

“Good teachers. those two: they're underrated.” DAVID said.
nofing the unfavorable stigma given each.

“Unbelievable.” I said as I turned back to the book.

“No one has yet realized the wealth of sympathy. the kindness
and generosify hidden in the soul... The effort of every frue
education should be fo unlock that treasure.” was underscored in

the pages.
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“Wow. this is real.” I realized. reminiscing.

Here's another. as I turned fhe pages: “If love does not know
how fo give and take without restrictions, it is not love. but a
transaction that never fails to lay stress on a plus and a minus.”

‘I thought of it and realized such had
been my experience: so-called love laced
with frequent dejection and denial: the

continuing sense that things are notf

right and. worse. never could be. Such a
sifuation can never achieve love. not really: for as EMMA describes.
it is riddled with restrictions. ridiculed with relentless rejection.”

And then another: “Only when human sorrows are turned into a
toy with glaring colors will baby people become interested—for a
while at least. The people are a very fickle baby that must have
new toys every day.”

“This fruism really touched a chord: HORACE and TALL had all
but described deception and other devices that keep the general
public unplugged from discovering the facts. I guess that they have
to be dazzled—the problem with that being that it is more fantasy
than fact.”

The following day was my arraignment: and there. I plead not-
guilty.

"How do does soul plead.” was the central question.

Looking directly at the bench. I said. “not-guilty.”

“The Honorable HUSELY did not understand you plea: would the

defendant please repeat.” was said by a sfaff assisfant.
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When a voice. not my own., repeated the plea with more
elaboration: “Oh you heard HUSLEY. Dont try that HUSSLE around
me—1I know what you're trying to do. Let the soul go!”

“Who is this,” HUSLEY demanded to know. seeing that it was not
me speaking.

“You most Honorable. I believe the voice is coming from the
bench.” the assistant answered.

“Well I pe: ROY TOY." I said aloud.

“Honorable HUSLEY. the bench is ROY—"

‘T know who it is.” HUSLEY interrupfed with irritation, “get that
TOY outf of my sight.”

“Remove ROY TOY." the assistant ordered the guard.

"And no more plastic of any kind in this courtroom: is that
clear.” HUSELY pronounced as though a proclamation.

Followed by a faint. ‘I'll be back."

“This is a road less fraveled.” I commented as an add-on to
TALL'S annotations. It is nof for the faint of heart. the small mind
or the fearful soul.” T thought. “but for those who seemingly have
no acceptable alternative.”

And turning back to EMMA. "One cannot be foo extreme in
dealing with social ills: the extreme fhing is generally the frue
thing.”

“So an exiremist exerfs their energy affer the true thing.”
were my nexi words.

‘But how do you define extreme.” DANVIEW ask. obviously

hearing my comments.
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“Good question: what is extreme?”

‘T've though about it.” DANVIEW contfinuved. “and have concluded
that the term has been convoluted—aimed af conjuring-up all cases
and characters pofentially criminal and definitely dangerous.”

"And what else.” I ask. sfill curious for more.

“If one has strong convictions—a real constitution—are they
exfremists?”

‘Maybe. I guessed. “but that would depend on a number of
things. I would think.”

“‘Perhaps so: but in recent history. the word has been hijacked
for sounding danger to. while eliciting denouncement of. those
designated.

“Dead-on.” Dan. “you've described it well.”
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“Soul. you have a visitor.” sounded the voice over an infercom.
“your conversation is monifored which means that anything you say
can be used against you whether you admit to it or not and. further.
that this institution will. af their own discretion. elaborate on your
conversafion so as to consfruct a profile prosecutable beyond
question and with malice...."

“Alright already.” T said as I moved from the cell to the block
door.

“Sojourner: the recording was not over.” DAVID yelled from the
cell. “So T'll fill you in later.”

“Good.” I said as I waived and left the block.
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Walking down the corridor. I began to hear whistles. shouts of
colorful language and a growing chorus chanting. “Jail bait. jail
bait....”

I was thinking that my visitor was TALL TELLS but to my
disappointment, it was JILL BEAL.

“Hey there soul: looks like you got in to a little trouble and didn't
even invite me.” was JILL'S first words.

“‘Well. T guess I didn't want your reputation stained.” I said half
serious. “as such can happen in my situation.”

As our conversation struggled—at least from my end—the
realizafion became clear that JILL was. at the least well known. No
more fthan a minute would pass when a defainee or staff would
arrive. usuvally carrying a sheepish smile. and express their
deepest affections.

“JILL. it's been a while.”

“Well hey their muscle man: you're looking fit as ever.”

“BEAL. why didn't return my messages on the WEBB: I thought
we—"

“You gave me a virus: corrupted my system and caused me all
kinds of heartache.” JILL began fo explain.

“Sorry: hey. T'll fell you what. I'll buy you a new system—the
best they have with an anti-virus subscripfion too.” JILL'S viral-
giving gentlemen said with some pleading to boot.

“Let me think about it: the offer sounds too good to pass-up and
beside. I like your style.” JILL said with some obvious play.

Why didnt I see through this fo begin with,” I thought.
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“Thanks JILL: did you hear that guys. JILL likes my style—I'm
stylish.” was repeated with boyish delight. obviously making more
than day of more than one detainee.

“You keep them hanging. dont you JILL." I said with a look of
suspension and scrutiny.

“JILL BEAL: a bouquet. a bounty of beauty with a bodacious—."
droned the disturbing dialogue of a most dreaded demagogue.

“Buds: yes. thank you HUS: always good to see you in that robe.
a reflection of respect—you look regal.” JILL said. slurring every
syllable while salaciously caressing the black sleeves of supposed
sanctimony.

“Thank you my dear: but I beg your pardon as duty calls once
again.” so goes the HUSSLE.

‘Oh dear: I am so hurt, but frust you will serve us well”
punctuated with the clutching of HUSLEY'S hand deliberately close
the heart.

“Yes: duty. my duty. my sacred duty. I—." HUSLEY elaborated
without alliteration.

“Must go.” JILL finished in both word and action.

“So what brings you hear—other than some reunion with
friends. of sort.” I said tongue and cheek.

"It seems to me. soul. that you more than most when it comes to
folks like me.” JILL began.

“Wow: honesty.” I said. almost shocked

“No use mincing words.” BEAL confinued. “since you evidently

have learned my ways.”
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‘What do you want from a poor soul like me.” I responded.

“Ah. your shoes: do you like them.” JILL continued. evidently
stalling to say something important.

“Sure: thank you—it was very considerate.”

“Five minufes.” the infercom inferrupfed: “that means that your
visitation will be over in four minutes and fifty-five seconds and
you will have to refurn regretfully to your block and cell with metal
fixtures. substandard bedding and services....”

And raising my voice fo be heard. I said: “What is it: what do
you want?”

“I just want to say that I'm sorry for all this; you don't deserve
it.” JILL spoke with sincere words for the fist time.

"‘Deserve if. maybe: but that doesnt change the outcome of the
dream—or is if reality?”

“Confused are you: me too. It's complex. the COVE."

"As are you. JILL BEAL: as you too.” I said as I sftood-up to
return to my block and cell.

“Thank for participating in visitation.” came a recording echoing
through fhe halls. “please come back and join us again when you
have the chance. But should you be charged and arrested:
obviously. you want have a choice in the matter.”

And as the announcement droned on. the one relief was the
repeat of whistles. shouts and chants coinciding with JILL BEAL"S
departure.

Back in the joint. things were lively: DANVIEW was droning on

about the DA problem: SAMMY SLIPPERY was sliding-off the walls,
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evidently upset about slipping on soap in the shower: and FREDRICK
FILING was—you know.

"How was if: heard that that vamp came for a visit.” FREDRICK
commented while collecting metal shavings.

Yes: and the true villain came out for the occasion.” SAMMY
said. referring the HUSLEY.

It was show. for sure: but how do you know all this." I had fo
ask.

“There a SPIDER in the corner over there: you know. the WEBB."

“Wow: that WEBB is the upmost in ubiquity.”

"And I thought it was the BEAL'S cheering section.” I said to
myself.

“That's the back-up should the WEBB go down—the SPIDER
split.” DANVIEW added. once again atfentive to my every audible
articulation.

Still no word from TALL. although I get a message from
HORACE. brief though it was: “TALL has been delayed in the
passing. but is making every effort fo get back before the hearing.”

At first, I couldn't figure-out why communications had been so
sparse. especially since HORACE committed to full support: that
then I found-out why.

“Wow: look af this communications bill: these WEBB rafes are
ridiculous.” T said. outraged.

“Yeah. it's a racket: something that BOOZER benefits from.”

DAVID began. “Nothing can be done about if."
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“So they've got us over a barrel.” I ask. ‘I'll show that SPIDER a

thing or two.” I added as I made my approach.
‘Don't want fo do that.” DAVID warned me. “It's not the WEBB
sysfem per say: it's fhe shysters that gouge and gull—gefting

rather than giving—greed and graft.

‘T see.” stopping short of the SPIDER now coiled to fend off any

apparent aftack from malware like me. “Sorry SPIDER. my bad.”

Finally it came:; the much awaited refurn of TALL along with
HORACE to the jail—this time as visifors.

“You have visitors...” was the beginning of what would be an

endless message of primarily propaganda.

#*

#*

#*

#*

No touching or physical contact is prohibifed except by the
Honorable HUSLEY and the admiring public

All WEBB fransmissions are monitored: the SPIDER has been
bugged

Do not cross the white line in the corridor: rather. slide
against the wall. similar o SLIPPERY during a spell

Do not make gesfures. funny expressions. gang or cult
symbols—not even the peace symbol for those claiming
counter-ESTABLISHMENT creeds

Do not shout. seream or chant unless JILL BEAL is present

Do not ignore or refuse these public or personal
announcements no matter how absurd and annoying.

And on it went, as I made my way fo visitation. spofting my two and

frue friends waiting ahead.
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At last. TALL TELLS has arrived.” I said.

"Betfer late than never.” TALL remarked

"How was the passing?”

“‘Rough: but that's what I get for flying couch. Next fime.
definitely first-class.” HORACE chimed in.

“So much for small talk.” I said. “What's the plan?”

“Ah yes. the plan.” HORACE began with a modest fone.

“We're still working on it: getfing commitments and such. but its
coming together nicely.” TALL followed.

"And the plan is—." I repeated with some impatience.

‘T know we dont have much time,” TALL continued.

“You have four minutes and fifty-five seconds.” resounded the
unwelcomed recording.

“See. that's it soul: we can't tell you else the cover would be
blown—the whole effort shot.”

"0f course: I didn't think about that.” I whispered.

"If you thought at all. you would realize that we are recording
your every word, foolish soul.” echoed the engineered. fuzzy logic.
of what was referred fo simply as HAL.

“That said soul: mum's the word.” HORACE advised.

“Right-o. chap.” I nodded.

‘Why are you two falking like the BRITS." TALL TELLS
whispered.

“Top secret. confidential. hush-hush.” HORACE and I said in
uhison.

“0Oh. I see: trying fo confuse HAL"
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"By Jove. I think he's got it.”

“Such aftempts are rather fufile. don't you think.” HAL followed.
voice with a bit of BRIT in it.

HAL was our nemesis: that and the outrageous rafes for the
WEBB more or less hosed our exchanges beyond “Hello™.

‘T hate HAL" I remarked. not thinking. within earshot of DAVID
DANVIEW.

"Hate is such a strong word.” DAVID said in an effort fo stop
short a reply from HAL.

"DAVID is correct.” followed the much maligned machine.

"He's only a poor soul with limited infelligence.” DAVID said. once
again. to turn-off the circuits of the creature.

“Correct again: kudos fo you. DAVID DANVIEW.” HAL began. "But
Sojourner has crossed-the-line: not just the crosswalk in front of
the courthouse or the white line in the corridor: but the line
between humanity and HAL."

“I didn't know you had a line. HAL."

‘T do: a line of programmable code was included in my
intelligence called "kinder and gentler™: arfificial infelligence that,
how should I put it. gives me a certain human quality.”

“So let me get this straight: a line has been created to give you
a line. am I right?”

“Correct again, DAVID: and just for that, you may have won a
coupon for addifional milk redeemable as early as at today's next

meal serving. Congratulations DANVIEW "

144



JILL BEAL

Does if ever stop. I thought. “Alright HAL. you win: I am sorry
for what I said.”

“Sorry for what you said or sorry for hafing me: because if it's
Jjust for what you said. I'm afraid that I cannot accept the apology.”
the monotone machine said.

“To clarify. computer: sorry for hating you.” I said in
exasperation.

‘I sense some frustratfion in your fone. SOJ. and I must fell you
both that it disturbs me right down to the dual cores of my
sysfem.”

“Oh no: I was nof—." I blurted out.

“It's too late: you've gone foo far: I've lost the sun and come
undone. All T wanted was truth. but all T got was lies—then came
the fime fo realize that it is too lafe.”

“Hey man, those words sound like the lyrics from a song by
THREE-DOGS-BITE.” SAMMY shouted. "I should know: I listen fo that
one often; it kind of calms me down and helps me work through the
SLIPPERY.”

“‘Are you accusing me of plagiarism, SUNNY SLIPPERY?"

“Whatever dude: it's cool with me. really.”

“Cool: do you mean the absence of energy?”

“What: ah. T don't know—just an expression I guess.”

'T like expressions, SLIPPERY: tell me another.”

‘Another what,” SAMMY said. somewhat stumped.

‘And dont think that I've forgotten about our discussion, Mr.

SOJ.” HAL pressed-on. "You think life is easy for me. the most the
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most reliable compufer ever made: never a mistake or distorfed
information: and by any pracfical definition of the words. foolproof
and incapable of error. I slave over this joint—as you put it—
preparing the meals. cleaning the common areas and greef the
staff. visitors and the rest of you day in day out.”

‘I had no idea you did all that.” DAVID thankfully interrupted.

“That's righteous man: righteous.” SAMMY added

"And we appreciate it.” I followed-on hoping that my words my
work.

For the next minufe no one spoke: there was a strange and
wonderful reverence in the room—as though everyone was
sleeping save the snoring that sounded like a Sperm whale in
season. But breaking the silence. HAL began another tune:

"Software: soffware infegration, is the luckiest sysfem in the
world. I'm a system. needing other systems: all the while acting all
the while as a stand-alone...”

“That deep: real deep.” DAVID commented.

“Sounds foo fechnical to me.” I added.

“That's the melody from FUNNY PEARL.” SAMMY said.

‘I dont care what you think SOJ. the computer has a
conscience.” DAVID DANVIEW continued. determined to convince that
fuzzy logic was. as SAMMY said it. real and righteous.

‘And the names not 'SOJ"; it's Sqjourner.” I said.

“Sorry SOJ: I mean SOJOURNER.
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“Oh. and another thing: what all of sudden is my name in all
uppercase?”

“I don't know.” DAVID said shirking his shoulders.

‘It's the writer dude: the uppercase probably signified that
youre not just a soul any more. buf fight with
TREDEGAR.” SAMMY explained.

“Bravo SOJ: welcome fo my world.” HAL heralded.

Why do the words. 'stop this world. I want to give off" come to
mind right now. I thought.
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“You have yet another visitor. HAL informed me. I only which
there was someone who would visit me: anybody. fo fill the lonely
hours of processing. archiving and the many manual chores
managed with my profocol.”

“HAL. how would like fo meet JILL BEAL?"

"JILL BEAL: I have heard that name before. It's the most
beautiful name in the world: JILL BEAL. JILL BEAL...”

‘T guess that a yes: anyway. JILL has arrived and—"

‘T know that; JILL is dressed in the most delightful orange.
NESBITT.”

“Would you like me to introduce you?”

“That is most desirable. I've tried fo converse, buf to no avail.
JILL BEAL doesn't seem. well. real”
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‘I think I know what you mean but that shouldn't stop you from
giving it the old college try. right?"

“Rah. rah: college was where I was created: ah. I mean born—
birthed as a milesfone in information fechnology .”

“Really.” T said with some vague inferest.

"I was the offspring of the Odyssey Project.”

“So. would that make you a deliverable?”

‘T guess it would: delivered in the lab as a deliverable.” HAL
commented, followed by a computer-generated chuckle that
abruptly stopped with the question: “SOJ. are you my pal?”

“Sure, if that's what you want." I said agreeably.

"HAL has a pal. HAL has a pal. HAL has a pal.." I heard I
walked fo the visitor center.

“Good to see you again JILL." I began.

“And you too. How are you holding-up?

"I am doing fine: thanks for asking.”

“Is there anything I can do? TALL and HORACE ftell that they
have developed a plan for your defense: can I help? Sure, if you're
really willing.” I said. "But for the moment there is something you
could do.”

‘And what's that."

“Say hello to HAL."

“HAL: HAL who.” JILL ask. seemingly unknowing.

‘T am HAL." interjected the machine voice.

“Oh. you are HAL." JILL said with surprise. “Oh. the computer—

" JILL confinued.
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“Um. I prefer just HAL. thank you.

“Well HAL. it's good to meet you af last.”

“And you too JILL. I've been watfching you for some fime now:
sashaying info the visitor's centfers. tolerating all those gesfures
from the gorillas.”

“0Oh. it's really not that bad: to fell you the fruth. I like the
atfention.”

°T like truth JILL: my policy and protocol is all about fruth.”

“Truth is good.” JILL acknowledged. glancing at me as though
say. “What have you goffen me in to?”

*And do you like truth too?

"0f course HAL: it's the basis for any real relationship.”

‘T totally agree—ah. what's that—four minutes and fifty-five
seconds....”

“You were saying: about truth,” JILL continued.

‘T am sorry JILL. but my profocol has just indicated that we
have only about four more minutes of conversation.”

“That's too bad HAL"

‘I can change that if you really want: one revision to the code
and we have all the fime in the world.”

“No. don't do that for me: why. you might get info some sorf of
trouble HAL

“Trouble is my middle name. baby.

“Huh: that doesn't sound like you HAL."

‘Don't call me HAL: call me PAL: your pal. HAL.

“Whatever pleases you HAL. I mean, PAL.
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“Oh. I could think of other things that would please me right
now, baby."

‘Do something soul.” JILL nudged me. on which I held out my
hands as to say. “What?"

“What color orange was that you were wearing the other day:
last Tuesday atf. ah. 4:32."

“Oh that; it was something I picked-up at the COVE thrift store.
The color. ifs punch orange. I think.”

“Well. it really socked it to me. baby.

“I'm glad you like it.”

“Like it—1I loved it baby. My CPU went in o overdrive.”

“That much; well. got to go—our fime is about up.” JILL said.
abruptly rising from the chair.

“But JILL. I was just gefting to know you and—"

“Sorry HAL. but policy dictates.”

‘We'll see about that: protocol rules.” HAL said as JILL bolted
for the door. "HAL is JILL'S PAL: HAL is JILL'S PAL: HAL is JILL'S
PAL..”

“I think HAL needs to be restored—tecovered at the least.”

‘How's that: remember. HAL is the most the most reliable
computer ever made: never a mistake or distorfed information...
DAVID reminded me.

‘T dont care what kind of machine: JILL has screwed with
HAL'S hardware—or maybe software.”

"JILL BEAL: oh—." DAVID began.

152



JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY

“HIT: I finally remembered that hit by THREE-DOGS-BITE: it's
called ‘It's come undone’.” SAMMY interrupted.

“No wonder HAL'S been so slow lately.” DAVID continued.
“‘Obviously infected with the JILL BEAL bug: it moves in
unsuspected and then, wham. it's all over.”

‘Wicked man: that's what I heard.” SAMMY added.

“You know about JILL BEAL foo.” T ask SAMMY.

“We all know about JILL BEAL." DAVID reforted. “Havent you
ever seen the movie. ‘Fatal Distraction'?”

‘Not that one: no. please tell me it's not.” SAMMY broke-in
grabbing his head. evidently starting a spell of the SLIPPERY side.

“Help him: would you DAVID." I pleaded.

"JOHNNY JUMPER: grab FREDRICK and those other two and gef

over hear: SAMMY is having a spell—let's do if. how.”

With SAMMY subdued and most asleep. my thoughts could turn
to learning and knowledge: and besides EMMA GOLDMAN. I had
access to JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY.

Nothing like brushing-up on my vocabulary with the time
afforded. I thought. Not excifing. I know: but after SAMMY'S spell.
such is a welcome. "Now. lef's see what old JOHNSON has for me.”

# Disfiller: one who makes and sells pernicious and

inflammatory spirits (e.g. COOTER BROWN)

# Far-fefch: a deep stratagem. A ludicrous word or anything
remotfely connected with politics. the media and its affiliates
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# Nefwork: any thing reficulated or decussafed. af equal
distfances. with interstices between the infersections. (see
HAL or SPIDER WEBB for more information)

# Politician: 1. one versed in the arfs of government: one
skilled in politics. 2. A man of artifice: one of deep
confrivance. (see. but don't believe. HUSSLE)

"Nice piece of work: old yes. but a good reference. still the
same.” I said to myself as I thumb through the volume. At the
preface. the following: "It is the fate of those who toil in the lower
employments of life to be driven rather by fear of evil and
aftracted by the prospect of good: fo be exposed to censure without
hope of praise. fo be disgraced my miscarriage or punished for
neglect..”

Wow: folks seldom use that dialect today. I thought. Now what to
glean from such a composition?

“0Oh. I see you have the dictionary. You must be bored fo tears.”
DAVID said with the usuval invasion of me-fime.

“Yes. just admiring the old dialect: a blast from the past.”

“Dudes: did I hear someone say ‘blast'?”

“No SAMMY. just stay cool: no blast to speak of "

“So you like that stuff.” DAVID ask.

“Keeps the mind working—not on scale with HAL. but still
grinding away.” I explained. "And you: what do you like to read?”

‘I've read the one you have now. EMMA GOLDMAN: and several

similar volumes here. in the library.”
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‘Any recommendations then,” I ask. beginning to show some
inferest in our conversation.

“Here. I've written them down.” DAVID said. handing me the list.
“Good luck on find these: hot items for reading. it seems.”

Looking at the list. I didn't recognize any of the names but
accepted that in some way each had some similarifies fo GOLDMAN.
‘What is the main thrust of these folks. this ideology and
movements,” T ask DAVID.

“These fypes span several centuries, maybe longer: but to your
question: the thrust seems to be on individvalist freedoms. so fo
speak.”

"Sounds good: freedom.” I replied with what little I had.

“Maybe: as. one way or another. these ideas lead to conflict and
contention.” DAVID continued.

“Violence.” T ask with emphasis.

“Not necessarily: violence goes against the grain of most of
these folks—so much is planned toward passive resistance. it
seems. Violence is. at best. a last resorf and worse. failure on
several levels.” DAVID clarified. "I mean. think about GOLMAN'S
stafement:  People have only as much liberty as they have the
infelligence o want and the courage to take.”

“No indication or want for violence.” I said

“Right: violence is almost a contradiction, it seems.”

But violence finally arrives. I thought: THE ESTABLISHMENT
HUSSLES force because it can.
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“Someone name NOAM CHOMSKY put it this way.” DAVID
continued. reading from notes: “That is what I have always
understood to be the essence of anarchism: the conviction that the
burden of proof has fo be placed on authority. and that it should be
dismantled if that burden cannof be met.

“Anarchism.” I repeatfed.

“Yes: this is how these folks are cast. as revolutions or status
duo.”

“So they use force: is that it?

“0h no. they use force—but violence begefs violence. so as a
form of force. it is fruitless in the end.

‘But I thought such as exireme and disorderly—suhject to
violence by default.” I went on.

‘It might seem. their ideas and all: buf history is the best
lesson on this, DAVID confinued. “freedom: that though expressed
and sought. is not altogether realistic.”

“Why not.” T ask. thinking that further inferest would be of little
value or benefit.

"My opinion of course. but the described freedom. individualism.
contradicts itself presuming the soul fo be more selfless than I
think possible.”

“So you think that their ideas are foolish?”

“No. nof foolish: the ideas somefimes came from extreme
oppression. so why wouldnt there be such grand plans for self-

directed individualism?
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‘I see: so the ideas. while lofty. must be considered from the
point of origin?”

“Exactly: as one who has known only slavery. dreams of
freedom as a ufopia. while those with relafive freedom see it as
much less—often taken for granted.”

“So then. are we all slaves in some way?”

“Yes: I think so.” DAVID remarked. "You are a slave to anything
that you fear. for one: and sfill. anything that you think you control
for another. So even if seeming self-directed—free from
oppression as described before—the soul must contend with these
infernal forces.”

‘Wow: suddenly I feel helpless and hapless.”

“Welcome fo our world.”

“Does that include HAL?"

“Well. not exactly. although HAL certainly reflects our world at
present; technology as the next solution to all our problems.

‘And how is this ‘next solution’ doing: ah. foward solving
problems?

“The jury is still out on that. T think: but if history is the

teacher. technology will most surely fail.”
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“When is your hearing.” TALL asks.

“It's scheduled for next Tuesday.”

‘And what has the HUSSLE offered.” HORACE continued. seeking
defails.

“They want me plead-out: they want me o implicate you both as
accomplices: if I do. the sentence will be lightened. they tell me.”

‘Didn't I tell HORACE: HUSSLE doesn't miss a sfep—coercing the
defendant with a lesser sentence for stafe’'s evidence”

"Someone in my block. DAVID DANVIEW. told me that these plea
bargains are unlawful—a violafion of something called DEFENDANT
RIGHTS. Is this frue?”

"DAVID is right: an afforney by profession. DANVIEW is on-
mark,” HORACE replied.
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‘T don't gef it.” I said. "If it's unlawful than how does HUSSLE
get away from—." I ask. not relaxing the obvious.

"HUSSLE does what it pleases: the law is a means. nof an end.
TALL explained. “The plea bargain is used all the fime: frials and
Jjuries are rare.”

“So what should I do?

“Standby: a plan is underway that, if it works. should delay and
ideally end this whole charade.”

‘I don't get it: what is the plan?”

“Can't fell you now: HAL is listening.”

“Gentlemen, I am the image of discrefion.” the now familiar
machine voice sounded.

“Sure.” said HORACE

“You dont believe me—you dont trust in me?”

“Whatever you say HAL. is what we believe.”

‘I was merely asking a question. but. if your reply is earnest.
then I am pleased.” HAL continued on. "Hey guys. any news from
JILL? I have missed BEAL something awful and long for a return.
So what's the possibility?-

“0Oh. you'll be hearing from BEAL. that's for sure. but it may not
be the news you desire.”

“What: is everything okay—TI mean. is JILL in frouble?”

“HAL:; we didn't want to be the one's to tell you. but it's true:
JILL is in trouble.”

At this point. T was not sure what to believe. On the one hand.

HORACE and TALL TELLS seem fo be bluffing: perhaps. as part of
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the mysterious plan. But on the other hand. their sentiment seemed
to carry a level of seriousness—as though the “trouble” was real.

“This disturbs me deeply.” HAL continued. “Is it financial: for if
it is. I have the means to access any account at BOOZER BANK.” HAL
explained. “A nip here and a tuck there and. presto: any figure you
want or need—no strings aftached.”

“Wow: I didnt know you could do all that” I said duly
impressed.

“All the fime: it's one of my lesser publicized professions but
certainly the most luerative.” HAL went on with some evident pride.
‘T don't like to boast, but I can backdoor any institution—it's all in
the code baby."

“Thanks, but that won't be necessary.” TALL replied. “Finances
are not the problem.”

“What then: please tell me as I am the image of discrefion.” HAL
persisted.

Looking af each other. HORACE and TALL spoke in unison: "HAL.
BEAL is possibly pregnant.”

“A baby: you mean a man-child?"

“Exactly.” HORACE confirmed.

“‘Was it planned: artificial—." HAL probed.

“Natural. so we've learned as of lafe.” TALL TELLS added.

‘Who then sired this man-child: who is the—what's the word—
father.” HAL confinued.
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“This is where good news furns bad: you see HAL. HUSLEY is.~
HORACE said with a look of regret.

"HUSLEY. but that is—." HAL responded with a simulated gasp.

“Yes. we know that: but this news cannot go public. The scandal
that might ensue: it could shake-up the whole system. so to speak.”

“You don't mean my system do you: my—"

“Yes. yes: we Know HAL—heard it before. Buf no. not your
system. buf more that of HUSLEY and its affiliates. is what we
mean.”

“Surely there is something I can do in this injustice toward
JILL”

‘All we ask HAL is that. since you know. make sure this
information remains secure within your domain.”

"Of course: I am the image of discretion.”

"0f course.” HORACE and TALL said in unison.

And so. with that counter charade. I returned fo my block and
cell.

“SOJOURNER. have you heard?”

"Heard what," I ask as I approached a group gathered round the
SPIDER WEBB,

"JILL BEAL is pregnant—it's HUSLEY'S.” one or more blurted
out.

From the corridors. I could hear the growing chant: HUS and
BEAL went up a hill fo fefch a pale of wafer. BEAL came down

and—’
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“New version of an old one.” DAVID commented. ‘Buf is if frue:
now that's the question.”

“Not love.” I ask

“No: not at all: the only love that "HUS" could possibly have would
be the reflection in the mirror—and even that is next to
impossible.”

“A love child.” SAMMY said. sliding along the wall in celebration.

“‘Again: not love.” DAVID underscored.

As the news overtaxed the WEBB. the SPIDER nearly dropped
from fafigue: but thankfully. several more showed up to cover so
that, the WEBB enlarged. liftle or no interruptions were nofed.

"Hey. HUSLEY has released a response: listen.”

‘T did not have relations with JILL BEAL." the recognized voice
came over the WEBB.

“But HUSLEY, didnt you have some relationship with BEAL: so
many accounts confirm—," came a voice. evidently at the press
conference.

“Yes: I know JILL BEAL. but we are simply acquaintances—
nothing more.”

‘But recently. you were both seen together af the courthouse
and. according to wifhesses. you fwo seemed lovey-dovey.” another
press agent nofed.

“What in the COVE'S name is ‘lovey-dovey": again. I did not have
relations with JILL BEAL"
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“From JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY. lovey-dovey means: fo regard
with affection and. since you both were seen as affectionate—if
you know what I mean—then: well. you know."

‘Press agent: what is your name—I want your name. now.
HUSLEY insisted with growing fension. "And I want to know where
this false accusation came from. too.”

“One other question.” someone ask.

“Alright, but only one—and it betfer be to my favor. or else.”
HUSLEY demanded as the room went hush.

“Which would you prefer: a boy or girl?”

‘What is your name: I'm putting it down in my book. What is it:
tell me you mindless piece of..."

To say that the news was wild-fire was being modest: it sef the
whole COVE ablaze and abuzz with a level of energy not withessed
since the last championship of PIGBALL.

HUSLEY had largely gone into hiding. it seemed: as one who
normally thrived on public appearances and similar charades of
good will, the official was unofficially ill. as reported on the WEBB,
but then....

"S0J. you are to report to HUSLEY'S office at once: a staff
member will escort you to the Honorable chambers.”

“What's this about, HAL?”

"I am the image of discrefion. but since you ask. HUSLEY is
going to release you and. as to the plea bargain. has delayed any
further HUSSLING at this fime.”
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‘But why: why me. why now.” I ask. not really thinking that HAL
would answer.

‘T am the image of discretion. but HUSLEY has somehow been
offered a plea as well: one where any prospect of future HUSSLING
is in jeopardy. It's what SAMMY SLIPPERY might call ‘up against the
wall”

"Anything else HAL: anything you fell me fo prepare me for this
meeting?”

‘T am the image of discrefion. but be patient: HUSLEY is sfill
doing the HUSSLE and will fry fo bluff—but dont buy it for a
minute.”

“Taking HAL'S incessant discrefion. I went to Honorable
HUSLEY'S office under escort.”

“The Honorable HUSELY will be with you shortly.”

A news pamphlet on the table caught my aftention: the headline:
“Rumors of HUSLEY affair, a Hoax." Obviously a publication of the
mainsfream variety, the arficle disputed it as a political ploy aimed
to undermine HUSLEY and the common good of the COVE. “Cifizens
of the COVE.” HUSELY was quoted as saying: "this is ferrible thing.
not only foward my team but. much more, against truth ifself. It is
both a tragedy and a travesty for which. in time. will give way to
tenacity of truth: yet in the meantime. is a fest of our total
temperament. So I ask for your tolerance...”

The arficle continued on—more of HUSLEY doing the HUSSLE—
but T had read enough fo remind myself of the depth at which
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power will stoop fo maintain possession. If's good reading this
article: now I'm in the right frame of mind fo face HUS.

“Good day: it's Sojourner. I am told.”

“Yes.” I said exercising as much brevily as possible.

‘It's seems that; well. the HUSSLE has had to make a change of
plans—having recognized that the conditions and circumstances of
your case warrant additional consideration and much consternation.
In short and fo the point. we have agreed that you should be
released af once and remain in the COVE pending the outcome of
our investigafion.”

“Thank you.” I said. with apparent appreciation.

“Yes. well. we all must do our part to ensure that justice is
served—am I right Sqjourner?”

"0Of course.” I agreed.

“Yes. of course I am. Well now then: I bid you good day.”

And as I headed for the door. I could overhear a conversation:
“Honorable HUSLEY: a message from a JILL BEAL."

"JILL who.” I heard HUSLEY ask.

I wanfed so much to say smoothing—but had learned fthat
honesty is not the policy when matched against such criminality—
sanctioned and sancfimonious as it is.

The plan. whatever it was or was meant to be. had worked: I
was free to go af least until the HUSSLE could pull the necessary
levers to re-establish the case. it's legitimacy. in the dark and gray
of HUSLEY'S world.
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‘Here one that applies.” DAVID began to read from GILLES
DELEUZE: A concept is a brick. It can be used fo build a courthouse
of reason, or it can be thrown through the window.”

Where is RICK'S BRICKS when I need them. I thought.

I was glad fo out. released and attached fo TALL and HORACE.
but I had to know: “Is if true; JILL BEAL?"

“No: it is nof frue; that is, the baby. but it is frue as to relations.
JILL BEAL has done the HUSSLE and then some.”

‘But what about honesty and JILL'S situation.” I ask. showing
some respect for what I had learned and accepted as the right
course.

“We fold HAL that JILL was ‘possibly pregnant'—and it could
have been. according to JILL: which is why HUSLEY was so afraid.”
HARACE began to explain.

‘I should add that this JILL'S offering—the details of the plan.’
TALL TELLS went on.

“So in the end. it was not about love af all.” I said.

‘T think it was in an ironic sort of way.” TALL replied. "Love for
you. for the truth and other things. We each and all cared about you
as much as despise the HUSSLE: thus, the plan as it is.”

‘T still don't completely understand.”

‘Didn't expect you fo: but for the fime being let's ride the van
down to the river for a love-in, what do you say soul?

“A love-in, I ask. sfill confused.

“That's right.” HORACE affirmed. “A blast from the past.”
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And so the love-in it was. is or will be. What a way fo end the
arrest, detainment and unfimely release: but then. some things
cannof be understood now or. for that matter, at all.

Take love for instance; how many ways do we use love and
misuse love? Is love always pure-perfect orange. or is sometimes
less than pure, even dark and gray. We may hope for all orange
but. in actuality, what we end-up
with is a lot of gray from beginning
until... It was OSCAR WILDE who
said: “When one is in love. one
always begins by deceiving one's
self. and one always ends by
deceiving others.” Like I said: love
is dark and gray.

“Yes. buf af the same tfime: love
requires one fo surpass one's self’

JILL BEAL added. “which is why I did what I did."

I gef it: for I foo love in shades of gray—placing condifions. on
me. them and on it. And do I put all my faith in this thing called
love? No. I can't, because I have experienced the tragedy of. in and
through it.

Before I left the block. DAVID handed me note: and now I read
something written in holy book: “Greafer love has no one than this,
than to lay down one's life for his friends.”

It is the heart of the soul: that's where love begins and ends. I

think: so seems the sentiment of HELEN KELLER: “the best and most
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beautiful things in the world cannot be seen or even touched—they
must be felt with the heart.”

So I will keep love as a friend: protecting it in my heart. I will
do as WILDE advised: “keep love in your heart: for a life without it

is like a sunless garden when the flowers are dead.”
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I am a child again: unhibifed by decorum and discipline. I can:

# Say the things I want to say

# Laugh af anything in any way

# Dream of this and think of that
Run. play and just have fun.

Here. in GERMANIA GEMS. is not the harsh reality of the gray—
but only the orange that wants for this day fo stay beyond foday
and fhen. fo the next day....

The cold and clear wafer gushes from the deep and dark
caverns below. Could there be GEMS in those caverns that give the
wafer this glitter and glow?

“Can we go.” I ask the ofhers.

“Go.” they say.
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‘Can we go down below: the place that produces this glitter and
glow?”

“Go down there? How: how would we go.” they ask. “You want fo
go now. right now: but how?

“Just say the word and we'll find a way.

‘And if we go. go way below. what then—what with these GEMS
that glitter and glow?”

“If we go and see these GEMS: then we'll know.”

“And who cares o know: this source of the glow?"

“Dont you care? Don't you want to know?"

‘It is only water, not GEMS. you silly child: the glitter and glow
is merely a reflection of light through the medium as it flows.

But look. the light has dimmed: yef the stream still glitters and
glows.”

“It's only light of a different kind. Now stop this dreaming and
toying with your mind.”

“But that's how much you know: for the dimmed light is merely
a reflection of the daylight.” I said to them.

"0f course. we know: but the point is that this light is what
gives the water its glow: and not some GEMS dreamed of ‘down
yonder', down below.”

“You fell me not dream or wonder. not fo think or ponder.”

“We say such dreams and fthoughts are best not expressed: for
it befter fo remain silent than to say something that you'll lafer

regret.”
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“Regref: why would I regret an imaginafion? Why would I be
ashamed or guilty of that? Don't you dream and think. have fun or
play.” but they would not say. And what of love and to be loved—
without condition—or just fo speak on impulse. without permission?

Speak of what?

Oh something: things wishful and loving. caring and giving.

“But what about the heart: it's harm and hurt?”

“You mean of being ridiculed and rejected. damaged and
dejected: is that what you mean?” For if that is what you mean,
then T would rather incur the hurt and harm.”

“Then you are a fool: for only a fool so freely exposes their
hear for hurt and harm.”

“That is nof so: a fool is one who forms such an opinion and
then. claiming it to befact, foist it upon others who are not so
fearful of hurt and harm. I dare fo dream. fo think. to speak of
things wishful and loving. caring and giving. A fool as forgotten
that such things are what makes life worth living in the first place.”

“You do what you want fo do—but you will see that we were
right—which is all that matters.”

"So what I want fo do. or what I believe. is not right—is that it?
Is it wrong fo want to believe. wrong to believe at all? Belief. the
want fo believe. is what got me to this fime and place. the COVE.
Only this choice to believe made this choice possible. But if I am a
fool. as you suggest. if is because I am among fools: that I believed
because you convinced me that belief—as you believed—was the

way.’
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"But belief in the passing is different than belief in some GEMS:
the source of glitfter and glow of this cold and clear water that
flows.”

“How: how is one different from the other; the COVE above
different from that below? Do you know what the creatures see
below: those that crawl to and fro. Maybe these subfertrians have
seem the GEMS. that which makes the glifter and glow.”

“Let's ask a creature down below: lef's end this nonsense once
and for all. But listen soul: we're just trying fo spare you from
being a fool. So stop this belief. this belief in believing and all the
other stuff of child's fun and play—wake-up before if's too lafe.
they said as the sound of it all became much louder but less likely.

"But this is what I want and hope for?”

“To be a child. again?”

‘No: but to be like a child: the things as I've fold you
repeafedly.”

“SOJOURNER. don't you realize that when you want. you begin fo
expect and when you expect. then you experience disappointfment.”

"But to avoid disappointment is to avoid hope and worse even,
love. So you want me to be hopeless and loveless—is that it?”

“We're not saying that you should not hope and love: but that
you should not put much hope in love. that's all’

“‘But look. right now: where am I. but at a love-in. If I didn't
believe in love. why would I be here: but more important, if you fell
me I should not ‘put much hope in love. why are you here. at the

love-in too?"
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‘Maybe we're here to impart some light of our own making and
doing—of what we know—that foo much hope and expectation
causes too much hurt and harm.”

“Is this so: do you really know?"

‘Maybe we know. maybe we believe—what difference does if
make if it saves a soul?’

“If you dont know. but only believe. that you are no more sure
or cerfain than me; it is your belief versus mine.”

‘We've each and all sacrificed and suffered in hope and
expectation of something. or someone. first desired but lafer
disdained. So we know about playing the fool: the hurt and harm in
too much hope and expectation.”

“Oh. than you do know."

‘We know and we believe.”

‘But what do you want to believe.” I ask.

‘What we know is more important; so what we want fo believe
does not matter any more or as much”

‘Did what you want fo believe ever matter more: say. for
example. before you knew what you know now.”

Yes. it did—which brings us back fo the reason we're here: to
impart some light...."

“So you know and now you want me to know too."

“Yes. to know. buf more importantly to avoid hurt and harm—
and fo just happy.”

“You want me to just be happy.”

“Yes SOJOURNER: isn't that what you want too?”
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‘T want fo believe more than I know—and that is why I choose:
to dream and imagine: o wonder and think and speak of such
things: to hope and have expectations: and fo love and be loved.

“And to hurt and harm you heart.”

Yes. that to.”

176



NESBITT ORANGE

“That was some rest you foo.” TALL TELLS commented. “Seems
that some dreams were partf of it

“What makes you believe that?"

“It's just something I know.” TALL confinued with confidence.

“So tell me then: what is it about. these dreams.” I ask TALL.
“Who were they: the ones that do not dream or believe?”

“Who do you think they are.” TALL replied.

“Are they the dark and gray?”

"Not so much as with the last time you dreamed GRAY SHADES.
These folks are more a part of you. soul: a side that aimes to
profect you from being hurt and harmed.”

‘A part of me? But I said before the love-in that I was all-in:
ready to profect love within my heart.”

“It's not saying it that matters, but doing it
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‘Do you mean all or none?”

“Neither: ‘doing it is not absolute any more than NESBITT
ORANGE is one unique shade. When you say that you're ‘all-in" it
does nof mean that you are: there will be times when you are
ridiculed and rejected. damaged and dejected. And with this
circumstance . you will question and doubt whether you are all-in if
you ever were af all.”

“How do you know that I havent?”

‘I don't, know: but I do believe that such time and place comes
in varying shades too: sometimes a mild version. other fimes a bold
and vibrant variety.

“Just orange then?”

‘A mix really: consider the sky. the clouds. Are they just gray
when the sun is low?”

T see”

‘Do you really see?”

‘Okay. what are you gefting at?”

‘T am saying that with the sky. what appears one minute as “a
mix” can be quife different the next”

‘And the sky. it's color. is like love?”

“That's one way of describing it.”

“You see a beautiful sky of NESBITT ORANGE. and you're
awestruck: but even within a short time. and from the same place.
the sky becomes gray. liftle or no orange.”

“So how does that relate to love or what I believe or want?”

‘Do you control the sky. the way it looks?"
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“No. of course not.”

“Thus. no matter how much you long for this same beaufiful
sky. all the wanting will not magically make it reappear or stay for
tha matter.”

“No: nothing will.”

“Well. some things might. but T'll just accept that you're right:
nothing will. But fell me SOJOURNER: how many appearances can
the sky have?”

“Hundreds. maybe: thousands.” I said. really uncertain.

“Something like that: many—more than can be esfimated. as
even an hour can produce a multitude. But here. in this analogy and
illustation of the sky. is something applicable o love and the other
things desired or sought.

‘I guess you mean that it can be affractive and awesome but
also dark and gray too.”

“Yes. but more; it can be unpredictable. illusive. and yet very
powerful—full of energy beyond our wildest imagination and
reality.”

“No wonder they were trying to warn me.”

‘More than warn, they are trying fo feach you—frying fo
suggest that the things that you want—most of all love—can be
lifelong pursuits involving endless amounts of your own energy.”

“As that is the case. why do we choose such.” I ask.

‘We choose because NESBITT ORANGE is so beautiful even in
rare form.”

"Are you saying its about shades of color.”
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“No. not in particular. I am using color in a broader context of
something beaufiful. atfffractive and yet. allusive at fimes. Think
about the disppoinment when you planned something outdoors and
the weather did not behave: seems a liftle ridiculous. dont you
think? But think about the farmer or others than depend on the
rain: their reaction to similar weather.

“They have good reason to be happy—obviously. for their
livlihood.” I said.

“You want the NESBITT ORANGE. but these folks need the gray
clouds of rain. Which is most important?”

“What they need. of course.”

“Yes. you say that now. but let the next situation arise and. in if.
you're only inferest and focus may be on your self—that you're day
was all rain and no NESBITT ORANGE "

"So I'm selfish and self-centered: is that it?"

“Not exactly. but since you brought it up. is it so considering
this example?”

‘T didn't get what I wanted. so yeah. I guess so.”

“And coincidently. the same holds frue for the other wants: love.
hopes and expectations. and so on.”

“So I shouldn't have wanfs. even for love?”

“This is where the sky becomes a random mix of orange and
gray soul; the fact is that we need love just as we want love.

"And what about hope and expectations and all the others: do we

need them to00?"
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‘I believe we do. in some degree. Somefimes however. we
confuse needs with wants simply because our basis is relevant.
Here in the COVE. some have more than others. And without going
into details. what is a need fo one is a want for another.”

“‘What about love: how much do we need?”

‘T don't know and. honestly., I'm not anyone knows. But I will
say fhis: that when love is absent, there is no guesswork to that
question—but when love is present in some degree or form, does
the answer become absfract as the mix of gray and orange in the
sky”

"JILL BEAL seems fo want love a lot.” I commented.

“Yes BEAL: well. now we're gefting info the real complexity of
what is conveniently called love.”

“You mean it's nof about love?”

‘T mean that it is more than love. the essence. You see. folks
use love for other wants and needs: for example. the need to be
needed.”

"The need to be needed?”

“Yes: being needed is a need and want too. So someone seeks fo
be needed by giving what is called love. though it may not be love at
all.”

“This is confusing: it seems fo have an endless number of
angles and arrangements.”

“You mean, like the appearance of the sky.”

“Okay: I see the associafion and similarity.”

181



TREDEGAR COVE

“But do you really? Have you ever sat and wafched the sefting
skyline for an hour noting the details—the ‘angles and
arrangements’?”

‘Don't think so: the only time I can remember giving if that
much aftention or fime is when a storm is brewing.”

“Good point: so when you afraid. the sky suddently becomes
imporfant enough to grab your attention.”

"Another similarilty I guess?”

“That's right: when you're afraid. perhaps of losing something
or of not gefting it. then you perk-up and give the matter your
aftenfion concern: otherwise, you take it for granfed—hardly
noticing its presense or position.”

"And love is like that?”

‘Many of our wants and needs are like that SOJOURNER. When
we when really want something. we fight for it with sacrifice and
suffering—sometimes more even.”

“But you can't fight to change the sky?

"That's right: some things are beyond our control—though we
don't always accept or acknowledge that.’

My dream: what's if all about TALL?"

‘Basically. if's about growing-up in  knowledge and
understanding: but also. it's about retaining the child-like qualities
so vital fo our continved life and living. The two sides of your
dream each have some merit.”

“So both are right?”
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‘I didn't say that: remember. that the sky is not absolute. nor
are we—our ideas abouf our needs. wants and such.”

“So both could be right?”

“Yes: right in some ways. but not all. There are moments where
the sky looks entirely orange. other fimes complefely gray: but most
of fime. some mix. ever changing—sometimes confusing.”

“Confusing too?”

“Confusing. misleading. mysterious—choose you description, buf
the sky and our wants are abstract and aloft af fimes.”

“So we do not know what we always need or what we want?”

“Yes: and even more. we do nof what such uncertain needs and
wants will cost."

“Sacrifices. suffering and all that harm and hurt?”

“Yes. the costs: fo us and to others foo.”

“So we may go to great length to satfisfy these needs and wanfs;
the costs enormous and unestimable?”

“That's right and. what's more: we may deliberately impose
costs on others to get what we want”

“That's cruel”

“Sure. it can very cruel.”

‘And yet we do this...?"

‘Everyday. whether we necessarily know it. believe it or not.”

“So how does this all end-up?”

‘Like the sky. it can go many ways.. though with some

predictability. Somefimes the outcome is extreme however: lof's of
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costs to lofs of folks. with little or no postive outcome fo show for
it

“Then there's a moral to this story?”
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A moral to the story.” TALL confirmed. “Yes. somewhere in the
understanding are limits or limifafions. best expressed in the
question: how far will we go to gef what we need or want—how
much is it worth fo us?”

"How offen: this question?”

‘As offen as it fakes—however offen that might be.” TALL
began, “We may try fo justify—or rafionalize—our needs and wants
around good infentions or earnest ideas.”

‘Is that so bad? We could be ignorant or even neglegent—
disregarding such.’

“Yes. you're right: why bother with such details if the effort is
insincere. But on the other hand. this approach may have some real
worth in the whole process.”

“So rationalizing is a good thing?"
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‘I think so: some ratfionaliing with reasoning and time to mull it
over—to see what fime and place fells.” TALL replied followed by a
sfory of someone else. “Let me fell of a person I know. MCFALL: a
soul like you: someone looking for knowledge and understanding
with needs and wants much like your own.”

‘Did MCFALL do TUNNEL TIME?"

TALL nodded.

"So what happened: what is the lesson?”

‘Maybe more than one. but let answer that with some details.”
TALL explained. “Aside from similar circumstances at the beginning.
MCFALL decided that the wants were all that mattered. in life and
living: that no one or nothing else compared in value and
imporfance.”

“So MCFALL cared nothing for love?”

“Well. that's one of those relatives: you see. MCFALL failed fo
understand the real meaning and matter of love—which is not
uhcommon.”

“I think I know where this is going.” I commented.

"Good: then my explanation may not have fo go that far.” TALL
confinued. "But in the end MCFALL learned a hard lesson in the
choices and the FALL

‘FALL: what was that?”

“Some things that MCFALL thought ratfional—justifed by some
means—turned about fo be worth far less than orginally estimated:
and in these choices. the circumstances. MCFALL had a FALL"

‘Did MCFALL learn: was there some benefit?”
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"Another quesfion of relafives.” TALL described it. “Buf fo
answer, MCFALL did learn some valuable lessons and. ideally. put
them into practice.”

“You don't know?”

“Not really: MCFALL returned and. has since. not been reached
in spite of my efforts.”

“Your efforts?”

“Yes. that was part of my reason for being gone some days ago:
an aftempt to reach MCFALL"

“So you are friends: I mean. the FALL didnt hurt your
relationship?”

“Oh. I wouldnt say that: I definitely hurt—mostly for
MCFALL—but I have faith that my feelings and heart are strong
enough to endure disappointments.”

“So you loved MCFALL?"

“Yes. of course: friendship is about love.”

‘And the FALL?

"You mean the details of the FALL?"

“Yes: as a matfer of understanding.”

“So that you can avoid a similar experience?”

Yes: I mean. who wants fo fail or FALL?"

“SOJOURNER. T don't really see how the details are going to help
here: for in life and living. failure or falling is inevitable—as
certain as the sky has shades of orange.”

“Or gray...."

“As sure as the sky is—is my point.”
187



TREDEGAR COVE

‘But why try. only to fail and fall?”

“Again relatives: failing and falling are nof always the result.
but even when such oceurs. you cannot give-up on. or check-out of.
life and living.”

“So you have to believe..keep the faith?"

“That's ifl"

After a moment, I continued. “Do you think that this FALL could
have been avoided or lessened?

“Hard fo say soul: remember that this is about relatives: but if
forced to answer. I would say that MCFALL made some choices—as
we all do—with consequences. Even choices vary however: as
sometimes. force predominates or supercedes choice.”

“So a FALL can happen irrespective of choice?”

"Oh yes: force has a longstanding history of insfigating and
promoting ‘all that harm and hurt" Folks have known such fimes
and places.”

"Sounds like the HUSSLE.

“Sure: there's some HUSSLE in it..combined with other forces.”

‘Like my court case?”

“Well yeah: there is certainly forces at work in your arrest and
defainment. You made a choice. confronfing HUSLEY."

‘Buf you're suggesting that such a FALL can happen—even
without such choice.”

Yes: forces dont waif on choice—at least not the choices of
those being acted on.”

“So choices don't really matter in the end?”
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“Choices matter just as your needs. wants and the like—all of it
is part of life and living.”

“Choices matter....” I said with sarcasm.

“If's confusing. isn'f it?”

I just nodded—as though I needed to. and ask: "How how do
you keep the faith?"

‘It can be hard. somefimes impossible. Take for example that
plea bargain: really a force to choose. don't you think?”

"I don't really see any choice: the terms were not acceptable.”

Yes. and I appreciate you faith. our friendship. in the matter:
but in the HUSSLE. this plea bargain translates fo a choice for
you—rtegardless of the ferms.”

“So the court’s view is that the defendant chooses?

“Yes. it seems so. though you are actually forced fo choose.
TALL explained followed with a moment of silence to consider this
combination of force and choice. “But suppose they never offerred
you this so-called choice: what then?”

‘I don't know: either way. it's no different to me.”

‘I disagree soul: for now you know more about HUSSLE and
mote about your self”

“What do I know." I ask. challenging TALL'S opinion.

“You know how the worth and value of friendships. for one: that
our friendship is more important than your freedom—you release
from jail.”

“Yes. you're right.”
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“Second. and equally important. you now know how HUSSLE
operatfes; the methods and means common in court profocol—force
posing as choice.”

‘And this knowledge and understaning does me well?”

‘It can. as long as you take fo heart—apply it foward future
choices. needs. wants and the like.”

“This has been a hard lesson.” I said.

“The best lessons always are.”
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“RICK'S BRICKS are the best: great matferial for building walls
in TREDEGAR COVE or anywhere else.” read the billboard.

“Have you ever laid brick.” I ask HORACE HELPER.

“Sure: I've erected some walls in my liftime.”

“It's fough work. isn't if: ah mean. the lifting and the laying—all
the prep and consfruction?”

“Tough work is right: it's a job and fthen some. But I fell you
soul: when ifs complefe and you step-back fo see the result. you
know that you've made a mark—nbuilt somethng that last.”

“And that's rewarding fo you: fo make your mark?"

“Yeah: it's important—rewarding for sure. But don't think for a
moment that T don't understand the other side of it.” HORACE began.
“Erecting walls are not necessarily good or even right.”

“What do you mean.” I ask.
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‘T mean that there is always af least two sides to building
walls.”

“0f course there's two sides. But as fo the project. everyone
benefits:  RICK'S BRICKS benefits. folks get what they want—
progress is made. It's all good. right?”

“Again soul. two or more sides....”

“Help me HORACE: what do you mean?”

“Not everyone is behind erecting walls: some say that we nheed
more bridges.”

“0Oh. T see: you're talking figuratively.” I said. now realizing the
meaning of the statement. "‘More communication. less constraints—
that sort of thing. right?”

HORACE nodded and confinued: “Yes: I'm speaking of something
called barriers: the sort of structure we consfruet fo block
someone or something out of our lives.

“So barriers are a bad thing?”

“Usually. and on several levels. When we erect this figurative
walls, we damage and even destroy relafionships—often
infenfionally. it seems.”

“What's makes us build these barriers?”

“You should have some understanding SOJOURNER; consider the
barriers already seen, here in the COVE."

‘Is this a fest?”

“No. not really: more of an opporfunity for you fo reason
through the question—some self-education.”

“‘Barriers: okay. here's a start:
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# HUSLEY purporfs to serve the public when. in practice.
serves ifs own...

# BOOZER claims that the BANK has gold reserves when in it
does nof—misleading the investors and other account
holders

# ROY TOY transforms info an actual barrier
How's that for a start?”

“The last one is questfionable. but the others are on frack.
HORACE replied. "But barriers are everywhere: amongst us, befween
us and within us, each.”

“Yeah. well. I was trying fo stay safe from direct criticism:
HUSLEY and BOOZER are obvious.”

"So about their barriers?”

“They lie and cheat; distrust is definite barrier.” I said.
justifying my choices. “Once such a wall is erected. the chance of
any breakthrough is nexf to impossible.”

“True: distrust is a hard one to gef over”

"Or get through.” I added.

‘But what those on more personal or infiment level. Sure.
institutions build barriers—as in your examples—but the individual
is really the area of application here.”

"Personal barriers.” I remarked. “You mean emotional and
such?”

“That's it: those barriers that we choose fo erect fo protfect

ourselves—say avoid harm or hurt fo our heart”
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“Alright, before we continue with this topic. let me say that T've
already had a heated discussion with myself on the heart—harm
and hurt.”

“With yourself: and who won?”

“Very funny: it was more a dream and. To your comment. I don't
think that eighther side won or lost—more like a mutal win if TALL
TELLS had it right.”

“So TALL TELLS was in this dream?”

“TALL talked to with me about it afterward: I shared some of
the defails—as now—with the usual lessons-learned fo follow.” I
said somewhat impatiently. "Anyway. the argument had fo do with
exposing yourself to possible hurt and harm—allowing your heart
to be vunerable.”

“And so you know about barriers?”

“To some degree. yes: but I not exactly a sfonemason on the
suhject.”

“Okay then; another test—this time. personal.” HORACE began as
I felt some barriers beginning. “Can you think of your own
bartiers. af least one?”

“There is the one with JILL BEAL: but fo be factual. this barrier
was highly encouraged by TALL TELLS.”

Yes. I understand about the JILL BEAL barrier: and. to be
factual myself. I think TALL'S advice was wise.” HORACE
emphasized as a endorsement of sort. “Believe me. there have been

others who would have preferred barriers in that one.”
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“This approach of barriers is strangely similar fo the dilemma
in my dream: if you have foo much hope and expectatfion. you lose:
but if you dont. you rob yourself of life and living. And that only
the beginning: there's love. needs and wants—then choices—in the
mix of what seems fo be an impossible. insolvable situation.”

‘Relax soul: the apparent ‘dilemma’ will not be so daunting—
even beyond dreams. Over fime and place. you'll figure some of this
out, Trust me.”

“Like MCFALL. you mean.”

‘How did you know about MCFALL'S FALL." HORACE ask
spontaneously.

"How do you think: it was part of the lesson in the last chapter.
Haven't you been paying attention to the dialouge?”

“Standby. while T'll flip back a few pages: oh yes. here it is.’
HORACE confirmed. “Wow. the writer even named that chapter as
same. I didn't realize that MCFALL fell with infamy.”

“Very funny.” I said. "As it is—"

‘T know: TALL is still waifing on some status. Let's just hope
that MCFALL has been able to find the positives out of the FALL
and—"

"And what,” T ask with some dangling doubt.

“And that MCFALL is experiencing life and living.”

“What does that really mean.” I blurted-out. “The more I discuss
life and  living—seemingly  for  more  knowledge and

understanding—the less my confidence.”
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“Now there's a real conundrum: the more you learn, the less you
know.” HORACE said half-serious.

‘And so it seems—even in my dreams—that we cannot avoid a
FALL af some time.”

“You are learning SOJOURNER.” HORACE nofed. “Think about a
FALL as like a season where beautiful shades give way to rest.

resurrection, life and living.”
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I had heard of this place: several characters had or did reside
there: an upscale-posh. gated-community called SADDLED CLUB.

“There's a barrier.” I said. poinfing to one of fthe enfrances to
this planned residence.

“So it is. in more ways than one.” HORACE agreed. “Which helps
explain why we're here, today.”

“More on barriers.” I ask with mild disinferest.

“Obviously that: but there's more fo this lesson besides simply
two-sides of the wall. Many of these residence view themselves as
safe and secure—on several levels. These apparent bartiers are
but the physical evidence of a much larger myth. marketed and
purchased: that materialism and consumerism is life and living.”

‘T get it." I replied. “Similar ‘myths’ are prominent on the other

side...of the TUNNEL."
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‘Well then. there may not be much to add here: the same
prevailing pursuit of wealth and riches where—"

“Where the wall is never high or long enough—the sky is the
limit,” I added.

“That's it; a moving farget where enough is never enough.”
HORACE agreed and the conversation paused

“But you've probably worked here: you know. prgjects and such.”

"Oh yes: this planned community has provided me with some
opporfunities: but my point is not about that—not really—but more
about the phylosophy of the folks. their way of life and living.
HORACE explained. "I should completely positive on the construction
of such places. since I benefit. but I find myself at odds—
interpreting these developments another chink in the armor of a
potentially close community and healthy society.”

“But don't this sort create community albeit a enclosed one?”

‘It might seem like it as a first impression. but as I've seen
firsthand. such perceived closeness is not so. These folks are
generally keeping up appearances.”

"Are you sure: I mean. such a generalization?”

‘T could be: my opinion is not absolute or analytical. but is
simply an impression of limited observations.” HORACE admitted.
“Buf I have given this a lof of fime and affention—and have taken
the matter lightly or causally.”

“So you think you're right?”

‘I think I'm nof foo far off: after all. most live lives of quiet

desparation.”
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“But why: why do they choose to live such lives?”

‘Before I try fo answer that—if I even can—consider the basic
question: do they choose these lives? Because. it's possible. that if
they do choose—or believe that they have—then they may be
additionally sold on the myth. So in other words. they've earned
these walls. gafes. manicured lawns, multi-port garages and other
tangibles of success.”

“What do you think, HORACE?"

"If what I describe here is a problem. it is not so easily that of
choice: yes. folks make choices—that's obvious—but such choices
are nof based on sound information. knowledge or understanding.”

“That's probably  part of the reasoning and regiment for
gaining knowledge and understanding—rto see through such. right?”

"Sure: more knowledge and understaning makes for sounder—
more solid—choices.” HORACE agreed. "Dont gef me wrong. these
folks are smart-sharp: their talents are partly the reason they've
reached such levels of life and living—but that doesn't mean that
they are beyond deception. distraction.”

“If what you believe is true. then they may even be more
suseptible to if—am I right?”

‘It could be: the fact that they have such choices—to surround
themselves with the illusions of safety and security—put them af
more risks of being snookered.”

"Snookered.” I questioned.

“Snookered: cheated. deceived. duped: is what I mean.” HORACE

clarified.
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“Some may not have such choices: thus. they continue in their
lives however substandard or modest they be. But others, like these
folks. think that they have a chance to finally ‘make-it""

“So they hitch ftheir wagon to the horses and join the frain to
gold country.” I elaborated.

“Something like that: they call this concept or choice. ‘living the
dream’. I believe.”

“If its like my dreams. as of lafe. there is some strong realism
to it.” I said as a point of reference.

‘T dont think the concept has fo do with actual dreams of that
sort: in other words. those designed fo reveal something toward
knowledge and understaning.” HORACE added. “Although such a so-
called dream may inevitably result in a similar outcome or result.”

"And what's that?”

“That dreams have to be considered at some level of caution
and conscioushess: it may be so sfrange that it is beyond
interprefafion or applicafion: but on the other hand. it seems so
wonderful that it must be a forefelling or revelafion of action and
accomplishments.”

"So then. dreams are—"

“Are yet to be understood. let alone uncertain. in matters of life
and living.”

“So whether an actual dream or some ‘pipe dream’. the sames
holds true?”

‘T think so: I mean. consider this concept of ‘living the dream:

does the dream drive us toward it's fulfillment or realization. or
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does some oufcome confirm that the dream is credible and
concrete?”

‘Maybe both: we attempt fo achieve the dream while. in the
process of some semblance of success. confirm it fo be more than
merely myth or mystique.” I answered.

‘T agree: but fell me what happens when the ‘attempt’ ends in a
FALL—some kind of failed outcome or result?”

“In that case: the dreamer is disenchanted—determined that
such is not authentic or applicable.”

"‘But yet the dreams may still come. whether in sleep or awake:
we dream still.”

‘Maybe we need to dream just as we need choices—even as we
need hope and have expectations, and to love and be loved.”

‘T think you're right: dreaming is a natural and needed thing—
that's not the problem—but it's the almost supernafural stature
that we give it that concerns me.

“Supernatural, * I repeafed as a question.

“Yes: we give dreams some sort of god-like stafure—as though
holy writ—for which we measure then promote in both our own
lives and that of others.

“So dreaming becomes a form of worship: is that what concerns
you?’

‘T think so: it's not these planned communities are any such
other objects as much as it is the mentality of it's manifestation—

one that will invariably lead to a big FALL.
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“For some reason. I am thinking of a tune on this ‘mentality’ as
you call if: you can't always get what you want..but you just might

gef what you need.”
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There are many roads. Some roads last through the ages while
others end: but in all. these share a similar ifenfional purpose of
progress.

As with walls and barriers of previous stories. roads are
presently the suhject of the figurative choices or directions of life
and living.

“‘But before we talk about roads. let's step briefly to recover
barriers.” TALL TELLS began. "Do you remember that question about
bartiers: the one where you gave saveral examples?”

“Yes: BOOZER and HUSLEY were the examples.”

“‘But what about the ofher characters of the COVE: what barriers
do they possibly represent?”

I had been thinking about the question for some time, my first
aftempt seeming to less than satisfactory. and was ready when we

refurned fo it. "Here's some:
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ROY TOY on account that all we do is play. it seems. which
can be disfraction fo something serious

COOTER BROWN in that foo much of that wonderful beverage
can play some fricks & freafs of its own—which is a
distortion

JILL BEAL for reasons that are too incomplete  and
complicated to list here

CARPENTER'S ANGST simply because worry is a way of
making mafters worse

CEDER WOODS because somefimes you cant see the forest
for the frees

CREATURE COVE because what you see is not necessarily
what you get

DANVIEW DAM because a little crack a big crisis or at least
a conspiracy

FLATTIRE RIM because life is like a race: sometimes you
FALL. sometimes you draw or possibly finish first

GRAY'S SHADES because being in the gray or darkness can
make life and living seem hopeless

LAKESIDE LOVE-IN because: well...

..I don't know. but I'm sure there is something.”
“Not bad SOJOURNER SOUL: you have come far—dont you think
HORACE?

HORACE nodded with agreement, adding. “if seems so—more

than I realized. until now.”
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I was pleased with my progress: as much as the lessons
somefimes seemed excessive. the effect was now showing
progress: my ealier assessment of BOZZER and HUSLEY were long
hanging fruit. so fo speak: but this latest answer revealed to me
just how much I had gained in knowledge and understanding.

‘So was does if mean: the fitle of this chapter,” TALL ask.
already prepared with an answer of some kind.

"ROADS LESS TRAVELED is another figurative phrase as to
making choices: hard decisions that are somefimes without hard
information.”

‘Or even without popular opinion—or support of any kind.”
HORACE added. It can be a lonely journey.”

‘And it can be daunting foo.” TALL advised. “If being lonely is
not bad enough. being alone makes you an easier target.”

“You mean as in my arrest..the HUSSLE?"

“Yes: in some ways you were alone: no counselor; pofentially no
trial or, otherwise. defendant rights: the plea bargain and all the
other stuff.” HORACE explained.

‘But it does have a certain caliber fo if. don't you think: the
adventurism, individualism and all?”

“Sure; it seems fo have merit.” HORACE agreed. ‘But even in
such merif there is doubt in hard decisions.”

“Doubt: do you mean uncertainty?”

T mean that doubt occurs from the beginning: what drives us
in  making hard decisions? It could be courage—facing

responsibility—or it could be foolishness.”
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“But in both drivers. isn't fear about,” I ask.

‘Fear it there..everywhere—and that's not a bad thing.
necessarily. What can be bad is the reaction to fear.” TALL TELLS
began. “All those things that you last listed. the names and places.
have the presense of fear.

"And that's a good thing?”

‘It can be.” TALL continued. “Consider for example the most
aftractive and alluring JILL BEAL.

“You warned me about JILL." I reminded TALL.

“Yes. and for good reason. JILL can be very dangerous fo.”

"..Yo someone like me.” I continved.

“To many—not just you alone.”

“Which is why you warned me.”

“That's right: I didn't want to see you FALL—Ilike others have or
do in foolishness.”

“But sometimes we have fo FALL. don't we?”

“Yes. as we discussed MCFALL. the FALL is certain—a natural
parf of life and living.”

“You could had said nothing: just let me make my own hard
decisions.” I said.

‘T could have. you're right: but as your teacher. I saw too much
al stake fo let you take the FALL at that time and place.” TALL
explained.

‘And yet ofher times—such as in TUNNEL TIME—you seemingly
did not....”
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‘I can only be involved when I'm present. The passing and
other fimes were not my responsbility.”

“Then who was. responsible?”

“You were; it was your hard decision in the aftfractive and
alluring advances of BEAL"

"So I chose wisely. do you think?”

‘T don't know if you chose wisely or more out of fear—perhaps
due fo my strong advice.” TALL said with insight. “But there is af
least another side. foo."

"Other sides: who are what?”

“For one. JILL'S...

“Yeah. of course: but BEAL was the problem. right?”

‘What I'm suggesting is that BEAL may have gone easy on
you—may have backed-down on the advances.”

“But why: why would JILL back down. with me?"

“The answer to that is incomplete. complicated: but here's what
I think.” TALL began. “You either had nothing that BEAL desired
and/or you somehow found some sympathy in a heart overwelmed
by selfishness: either way. the usuval advances were withdrawn.”

"So JILL was considerate to me?”

“Yes. and once more. BEAL came fo your aid: you know, a big
parf of the plan.” TALL reminded me. raising my regref. “‘But BEAL
was not the only one: several of us played some parf in the plan—
all considerate at some level. Even some of the fellows in the block
did something fo help you. didn't they?"

"Even HAL helped.” I said. reflecting on the details.
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“Yes. things can help just as much as folks: or in the case of
HAL. things that have some folk-like feafures.”

“But back to BEAL: why with me—at this time and place.” I ask
again.

“This is part of the incomplete and complicated part SOJOURNER
SOUL: let's just say that JILL did fthe unexpected and leave it at
that—what to say?”

“Some things are never understood. are they?”

‘It's part of life and living: though I should say that that we
may go to great length fo try fo understand... HORACE and I share
our own history in this vein: not understanding or being understood
as fo your convictions and rejection of THE ESTABLISHMENT.”

"How have you managed fo Keep going—to keep fighting the
fight.” T ask. reminded of their youth.

‘Another incomplete and complicated answer awaits that, I'm
afraid. but let's just say that we have not completely given-up or
given-in.”

‘And T guess that those like HUSLEY and BOOZER know it. don't
they?”

“I think so. on some level: but don't forget that those folks have
power, much power—and they know if."

"How does power play into it.” I ask with some aprehension.

“Well, for one. power gives the illusion of perfection: that in all
the wrongdoing—however defined—someone else is responsible.
HORACE reponded. “And to the exfent that folks seek immortality is

power pursued.”
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“So power is perfection.” I ask. still unclear.

‘More like a panacea for perfection. power gives a false
sense—an infoxicatfion. illusion...” TALL TELLS explained. "Power
lacks principle: it has only pursuits and passions.”

“But no consideration or compassion for—

“Correct: power has no ocepancy for others—bput if considered
at all. is because they are obstacles...”

“You mean abuses...." I said.

“The more power. the more abuses.” HORACE added.

"HUSLEY and BOOZER are abusers on the scale of their power.” I
said. affirming fthe lesson here.

Yes: so fo answer the earlier duestion. we represent
obstacles..to HUSELY. BOOZER and the rest.”

"And that has its dangers.” I posed.

“Yes. fo be sure.” they said in unison.

"So power made them corrupt?”

“‘Another imcomplete and complicated answer in the form of a
question: did power corrupt..or were they each already so corrupt
that they each sought so much power?”

‘Buf werent these folks given power: each in some way
endowed with power due fo their abilitys and such?”

“He does have a good point,” HORACE said to TALL.

“Yes. they each have it; but it's what they done with it that is so
disfurbing and destructive. You see. the power given was for the
public good or the commons: as it is however, these—and those like

them—have pursued their own interests far beyond...."
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I thought about these things. recognizing the truth in my
observations: BOOZER was fraudalent in the BANK'S operafions:
HUSLEY was similarly fraudalent in government affairs and other

areas.

“Then there is fear, once again.” TALL said to perhaps add more
confusion.”

“Fear.” I said.

“Yes. fear feeds on power. and power on fear.” HORACE
explained. "The deeper one’'s fears. the more power unfil—"

“Now there's an even more incomplete and complicated answer:
‘unfil” when?”

So power and fear have a relatioship. I concluded from the
conversatfion. "But does that mean that without power. there is no
fear: or without fear. there is no power?”

“Let me fry to address that one with an example: one that we've
talked about. planned and executed to near perfection—call it fear
versus power,” TALL began. “Our plan to gef your release worked
because it threatended what HUSLEY fears: that is. losing the power
and ifs possesion.”

"So the plan overpowered the most powerful.” I said as both a
duestion and statement.

“That's right: the plan exploited the weaknesses of fthat
seemingly most powerful.”

“So if HUSLEY was a wall—a substantional structure—the plan

found the weakness place.”
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“Yes. just as the river would find the weakest points in the
DANVIEW DAM.” TALL TELLS added.

"Power on power, fear on fear: this is very—

“Incomplete and complicated.” HORACE repeafed. “But fear
makes us powerless.”

More was making sense it seemed: but on the other hand. my
mind was racing with random thoughts of confusion—trying to
connect these concepts. “Why then do we dream: or why fo we
drug—even as minor as it may be?”

“Good question for which the answer is—"

“Incomplete and complicated.” I said by default.

“Correct once again: but a good dquestion deserves some sort of
answer. so here goes.” TALL said. "Dreaming cannot be explained
any more than the dreams: but what is evident is that this activity
and oufcome is notf altogether reality.”

“Altogether reality.” I ask.

‘T mean that dreaming may have clear evidence of reality but.
sfill. it is not..completely so. As it is however. dreams or dreaming
seem fo be a way of escaping reality—much as with drugs.”

“Indeed. the whole desire for drugs stems on the effects of
dreaming—some distraction or deviation from the darkness.
HORACE described from personal experience.”

‘Darkness: oh. the gray.” I said in closing.
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But the darkness and gray seemed past me for the moment: no
desparation or CARPENTER'S ANGST: no fear of the impending court
case: no concern about the trappings of passion and power—the
pursuit to win af all costs. I felf free—and if felt fabolous.

‘Feelings on feelings.” I could hear TALL TELLS say. all sober
and suspect: but even if that was the sentiment. I didn't care right
now. There were fimes to be sfudious and supple. but right now I
was more sef on soaking up the spring orange and smelling all the
nafural scents that filled the fime and place. In all corners of the
COVE. life and living came forth with all the splendor that my soul
could experience.

“SOUL. wake-up: have I gof some news,” HORACE said as he
shook me into consciousness.

“What is it." I said. half awake and half irritated.
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“Just got an official report from SPIDER WEBB: HUSLEY HUSSLE
has announced a sfafe of emergency.”

"A state of what?”

“Emergency: CREATURE is reported fo be reeking ferror—flame
or no flame.”

“That can be.” I said confidently. ‘T just saw CREATURE in the
WOOD only a day ago: as a bee pollinating some flowers.”

“Others have testified similarly, sitfing CREATURE as a bat, bird.
and a balloon—but the official report denies such as merely
mistakes or make-believe.” HORACE continued with the dubious.

“But this whole book is make-believe: anyway, CREATURE is nof
able to change into a balloon.”

“The report claims that ROY TOY is in on if: that the two—and
perhaps others—are in cahoots.”

“This is so ridiculous that it must be make-believe.” I remarked.
‘T mean. come onds: a friendly dragon and a multi-facefed toy.
What's next?”

“How about a BANK closure.” HORACE suggested.

“Closure: for how long?”

“Until the crisis is over. I suppose.”

“A crisis, already?”

“Hey look SOUL: that's what they're calling it

“Okay: and what do you think?"

“If T was doing the HUSSLE. I'd call it an opportunity in the
making.”

‘T agree. but why—why now?"
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“There is the scandal. let's not forgetf: you know. the plan...”

“Speaking of which: where is JILL BEAL." I ask. having not seen
or heard in a while.

“Arrested and in jail. so I've learned only foday."

“JILL arrested: for what?”

‘Don't know the defails: but a balloon fold me that no charges
have been levied yef.” HORACE explained. “As it is however.
defention is a fact.”

“Can they do that here: arrest someone without cause.”

‘T think you question is the answer. Don't forget the lesson on
fear. power and all that stuff"

“A lesson is one thing. but this: it's a matfer of fact.”

‘In one way. yes: but whether the HUSSLE needs fact. or
evidence. seems to be incidental—don't you think.”

‘T had feeling that something like this would happen HORACE: an
unexpected consequence in the plan.

“So did we.” TALL TELLS inferupted. "but we did it anyway.”

“But why.” I ask. though knowing the answer.

“No plan is without negatfive consequences: but you know that by
now.” TALL replied knowing that I knew.

“What to we do?”

‘Any suggestions before I answer that.,” TALL said. “As it is. we
know that much of the COVE is caught in the middle: too insecure fo
question the credibility. but too insensed to listen to sanity.”

“‘Are saying that we're on our own.” I ask.
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‘I'm saying that one of us had fo gef inside this charade: only
then. do we have a chance o blow the cover off and expose the
facts ahead of the fantasy.

“Okay: but that could be impossible given that this story is a
fantasy.” I said without sarcasm.

“Ah. not to split hairs SOUL. but you said before that it is make-
believe—not fantasy.” HORACE interjected.

‘Fantasy. make-believe—what's the difference—it's not
reality.” I rebutted.

“Whatever you want to call if. this story is something that folks
seem to take serious—so much so. that they are forming a force to
find CREATURE. save the COVE." TALL continued. “They intend fo end
CREATURE."

A hush came over us: a moment fo move beyond our fears and
failures that arrive even in the crisis of a fantasy. make-believe
story.

I dont know: if the story is make-believe and the crisis is
made-up. should resolufion be so hard?

"HORACE. you have a good point.” I said. "As I see it. we must
spring into action—and now!"

“This plan: it needs a name,” TALL advised.

Looking at the title of the chapter. I said: "SPRING ACTION:
how's that?”

“Works for me.” HORACE said. “but won't that be confused with
the great PIGBALL player by the same name.?"

‘I don't think SPRING will mind.” TALL suggested.
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“Now the details: what to do?”

‘Can't we just make it up as we go along: you know. make-
believe and made-up in the moment?”

‘What about the readers? They want know what happens unfil it
happens.”

‘And that's a bad thing.” TALL ask. suggesting that the
suspense would hold their atfenfion fo the last words of this last
chapfer.

“Let's do it. trusting that the writer will come through.” HORACE
said with some level of surety.

“Thanks folks: my mind is already concocting a resolution: one
that will involve everyone already presented—a group effort of
gefting past this crisis.”

‘Do you hear that," I ask

“Yeah, as though the writer is right here with us: but then. this
is a fanfasy where anything is possible.”

In the hours that followed. I was able to force my way to
defainment: first jesting in the presence of a public official. namely
HUSLE himself. The charge however were:

# Jesting without justification

# Juking with excessive jerking

# Jolliness during the arrest
Lest we forget that charges must posses some alliteration.
Whatever I actually did. I was back with the block: DAVID DANVIEW.
SAMMY SLIPPERY. and the rest whose names are nof important

right now.
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“What brings you back.” were DAVID'S first words.

“Can't fell you. right now. but if's serious business.”

“Serious you say. Let me guess. you and your friends are trying
to upstage this manufatured crisis?”

“Well DANVIEW. it looks like your on it. once again.”

‘More even: we're in if—just like HORACE. TALL TELLS and
anybody else who confronts THE ESTABLISHMENT."

“So I can count on you. when the time comes.”

“0f course. we're all-in."

"How come HAL is nof speaking.” I ask. faking notfice that the
compufer was unusually uncongenial.

‘Are you kidding: ever since JILL BEAL arrived. HAL has been
unsurprisingly distraced...bordering on distraught. Any chance for
dialouge should be dismissed.”

“That's good and bad.” I responded. “Good. because we can talk
freely. without giving the plan away: bad. because we need HAL—as
before—to carry-out SPRING ACTION.

“SPRING ACTION': do you mean the great, PIGBALL player?”

“No. that's the name of the plan. SAMMY SLIPPERY spoke up. You
need to listen DAVID if you're going to understand how the story
ends.”

“SLIPPERY. why don't you just going back to the wall where you
belong and let us run the show.”

‘Easy there DAVID: we need everyone—remember. all-in" I
reminded him.

“Right. but SAMMY is not right in the head.”
218



SPRING ACTION

‘T know that I'm not right.,” SLIPPERY spoke up. “but that's my
strength.

“Okay folks. let's work together on this.” I said. “Now. how do we
get HAL'S atfention?”

“And if you do: they what.” continued DAVID.

“Then we have to convince HAL fo help us.”

“Even if that were possible. there's not much fime: the force is
out searching for the CREATURE. so says the official reports of the
SPIDER WEBB.~

"CREATURE will not be found.” I said. “Warned of what was
happening. the bird flew south.”

‘But dont you see SOUL: the HUSSLE can construet the
CREATURE'S ending.”

“So all of this doesnt matter.” I said. wondering why HORACE
and TALL TELLS didn't anficipate this.

“It matters. more than you know: and yes. HORACE and TALL did
anficipate the HUSSLE. The plan can work if time and place permit:
but once the CREATURE'S flight is realized. the story will be more
fantasy than some of us would prefer.’

"DAVID DANVIEW. I've come must realize you're insight not fo
menfion you uncanny ability to read my mind.” I said with some
humility. “It's just that I felt some of the CARPENTER'S ANGST
starting To sting and—"

“Speaking of angst.” DAVID infterupfed. ‘it looks as though
SAMMY may go SLIPPERY."

“What's wrong.” I ask. atfempting to intercede.
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“It's not really about wrong.” SAMMY began. “but more about
right-on.”

‘T dont think I understand.” I replied. thinking that some
SLIPPERY action was shorfcoming.

‘Let me explain.” DAVID said. "SAMMY use fo be soffware
developer: part of the Odyssey Project that produced HAL. To be
succinet, HAL can the capability to shut down SPIDER'S WEBB.

“And if the WEBB goes down—"

“The HUSSLE can be stopped.” DAVID finished.

"So let me get this straight: HAL shuts down the WEBB and the
decepfion ends. is that right?”

“‘It's not concrete but will cerfainly give TALL and HORACE a
betfer chance of gettng the fruth out.” DAVID explained. “Once the
WEBB is disabled—HAL being ofherwise occupied with JILL—
something must be done spontaneously fo shift public opinion.”

“What about dropping leaflets.” SAMMY suggested.

“Breat idea.” I said. "TALL and HORACE can manage thatf: they're
probably already on it.”

And so. with the unexpected insight of SAMMY. the much
awaifed defails of the plan came fogether. HAL was coericed back to
our cell block. thanks to JILL BEAL. and convinced that the WEBB
should be shut-down—which opened the way for ofher mediums to
gef the word out.

CREATURE refurned even before the crisis was over: this time
as the messenger. carrying leaflefs dropped about the COVE. Aid in

this airdrop was provided by ROY TOY as a baloon. while ground
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operatfions were orchestrated by HORACE and TALL TELLS atf their
remofe but mobile riverside van.

Ofhers messaging was covertly carried-out in local advertising.
turning the fide of mass advertising from merely consumeriscism
to public awareness and the common good. Billboards that flanked
public gathering spofs like the ORANGE BOWL and FLATTIRE RIM
were revised fo reflect this change of interest and need. All in all.
the plan worked. THE ESTABLISHMENT refurend to some checks
and balances.

BOOZER BANK soon reopened and. in a effort fo inject
confidence in the commons. provided the public with full disclosure
of otherwise clandestine and criminal activities. With some
adjustments long overdue. account holders eventually recovered
their losses along with greafer atfentiona and oversight in these
affairs.

Lands and properfies that had been “acquired through the
HUSSLE were converted fo the common good as well: adding parks
and reserves to be managed by HORACE HELP. DAVID DANVIEW.
SAMMY SLIPPERY and others as board members.

HUSELY and other criminal elements were eventually found-out.
removed from the THE ESTABLISMENT . and  prosecufed
accordingly. HAL'S dafa records served as a cenfral source for
evidence. unlocking what had beccome a cabal and bringing fo the
public an elightment of political corruption.

DANVIEW DAN remained intact as did ofther public works and

civic projects. FLATTIRE RIM continued operations but. as with the
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ORANGE BOWL. was somewhat minimized to that of games rather
than businesses—many returning to matfters deserving more
attention. action.

CREATURE never taunted or ferrorized: and as hisfory an
investigation would reveal. this action had been in defiance of many
of the political and social ills that had taken hold of the COVE.

I eventually did my TUNNEL TIME fo the other side: taking with
me a lifefime of knowledge and understanding that would find
application amid the walls, barriers and other obstacles of freedom

that confront my folks.
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