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Chapter 1
Janine Spends A Penny

From the twenty-third floor, the phosphorescent trails of car 
lights blended into chaotically twisted glowing snakes, 
slithering blindly between the dark edifices of skyscrapers. Far 
above the shrillness and futility it was almost beautiful to see 
humans doing what they do best: effortlessly achieving a 
ridiculous level of order and precision. Yes, it was almost 
beautiful, Klint decided ... but not quite. 

There's still that smell, Klint pondered as unconsciously he 
wrinkled his dark green, bulbous nose. It was that smell 
which most disgusted him. Whenever you got more than a 
handful of humans together there it was, the stench of sweat 
and perfume, self-denial and pointless ingenuity. Still, there 
were worse places to live. Much worse. Klint lowered his hat 
until his face was lost in shadow. All that remained were the 
silvery sliver of two narrow eyes and that cleverly quivering 
nose, the distinctive trademark of his kind1.

1 Klint is in fact, a goblin. I’m sure “fantasy” genre writers mean well, 
but goblin-kind really has been portrayed rather unfairly. In the real 
world they bear very little resemblance to those chain-mailed, boorish 
ruffians of popular lore. Sure there’s a bad element out there, but for 
the most part you will find that goblins really are just smaller, 
greener … well...people.
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Klint reluctantly prized his gaze away from the oil-smeared 
window and slowly turned to face the creature. Motionless, it 
slumped in the corner of the room, on a wooden crate 
advertising some kind of fermented grape juice. Like Klint, 
his visitor was shrouded in darkness, but its darkness was of a 
different and altogether more ominous nature. It was the kind 
of darkness you find at the bottom of a very, very deep pit 
when you realize that something squishy and cold just 
attached itself to your foot. Klint didn't like the look of it. 
Not that there was very much to see.

"I'm retired", Klint said, his rasping voice sending a large rat 
scurrying down a convenient drainpipe in the hope of finding 
more salubrious company.

The creature in the corner continued to slump ominously, 
exhibiting a level of expressiveness one rarely finds in a cloud. 
If anything the malicious miasma thickened, prompting 
several even larger rats to vacate the premises. It bubbled 
wetly. It was a sniffing, snorting and thoroughly unpleasant 
sound. Klint surmised it was clearing its throat to speak. If 
indeed it had a throat.

"We will pay.... handthomely."

"Handthomely?"

"Yettttttth yeth! Very handthomely," the creature replied, 
giving way too much emphasis to a consonant it couldn't 
actually pronounce.

Klint tapped his shiny pointed black boot as he stared intently 
into the miasmic shadow, wondering just how much a 
"handthome" payment amounted to these days. It was all 
academic though, at least in Klint's deliberations. He had no 
great need for windfalls, and he had always found that money 
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attracted problems, like an open box of breakfast cereal 
attracted rodents. What interested him more, as he stood 
there with his beady shrewd eyes appraising his unexpected 
visitor, was why anyone would wish to bring him out of 
retirement. It was not that he was without talents; it was just 
that most people tended to underestimate them. 

"How to put this...delicately." Klint half closed his eyes and 
paused, choosing his words with the same care and 
deliberation a surgeon might exercise in selecting the right 
scalpel. "Spin on it.” Klint waved his arm at the cloud 
irritably, as though he were swatting away a swarm of trouser-
gnats. “I am … RETIRED.”

The creature paffed, a hard action to describe given that 
emotional states are not generally expressed as highly 
localized meteorological phenomena.

"Ath far ath WE are contherned, you are NOT retired 
anymore, FRIEND." 

For all its difficulties with the letter 'S', this creature knew 
how to issue a threat. It was the particular emphasis on "we", 
"not" and "friend", all most likely chosen expressly because 
they lacked the need for any form of aspiration, that laid 
down such seriously bad juju in the room. For the first time 
in their encounter, Klint felt that little shiver in his nose that 
meant actual, real danger, and Klint listened to his nose in 
these matters. 

The creature floated toward Klint, leaving a trail on the grimy 
wooden floorboards which unpleasantly reminded him of the 
human technology he so greatly despised; tire tracks on an 
endless concrete road.

"Thit," it said.
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Klint did a double take. Then he decided to play safe and sat 
down. 

"Lithten clothely" it gurgled. "My employerth need a thertain 
item retrieved. They need it to be done thoon, thwiftly and 
thecretively. You are the only one who can do it."

Klint was properly rattled now. He needed time to think. He 
adjusted his battered fedora just so as he gathered his wits, his 
nerve and an assortment of loose buttons and barley sugars 
which seemed to have found their way into his trouser 
pockets. As he willed his heart to stop racing, Klint gazed out 
over the vast human city sprawled before him. The bright 
night lights of the city, more vibrant by far than the twinkling 
stars of his moonless native realm, had disappeared now 
giving way to the harsh orange light of this realm's sun.

Any charm the city had at night rapidly vanished as the 
flotsam and jetsam of a million human lives came into view. 
Wires crisscrossed the landscape, transporting that precious 
electricity humans seemed to hold so dear. Even from this 
high up, Klint could see the tiny specks of identically dressed 
humans, scurrying from who knows where on missions to do 
who knows what. He shuddered. So pointlessly ordered, 
these humans. Where did they find the energy? 

When his palms had stopped sweating, he turned once again 
to address the shadow.

"Why me?"

"Becauthe we believe thith item ith in your old thtomping 
ground, Mr. Guffwipe. Tholen Eythareth"

"Where?" Klint snapped, angrily. "Look I don't mean to be 
personal but is there any way you could lose that lisp? I mean 
you're a demon, right? Isn't there something infernally 
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magical you can do to ... you know... ssstop sssounding 
ssstupid?"

"Lithp? Ohhhh! Thorry."

A gummy, wet noise emanated from the cloud followed by a 
loud, sloppy pop. A large set of worn dentures clattered 
across the room, coming to a sticky rest at Klint's feet. 

"Jutht a thecond," the demon mumbled.

"No, really, take your time." Klint tapped his foot.

There was a wet sucking sound followed by some exploratory 
snapping.

"Is that better? I've been having some trouble with my 
choppers lately."

"Much." Klint’s fear of this creature was rapidly giving way to 
the kind of irritation one feels when a crazy person sits next 
to you on a bus and begins to tell you about his new pair of 
socks. "Now, where were you saying you thought this item of 
sorts was?"

"Solen Eysareth."

Solen Eysareth. Suddenly, Klint felt very tired. Human cities, 
Goblin Cities, places somewhere in between, there were just 
too many places. Too many plots, hatreds, and plans were all 
mashed up together... like cosmic spaghetti. There were days 
when it seemed just too tiring to be living in the green skin of 
one who could, should he so desire, trace any strand of that 
spaghetti, sucking it up and inside to its full conclusion.

He sighed.

A large, battered looking tabby cat, which had hitherto been 
blissfully snoring on an armchair in a corner of the room, 
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decided to wake up and look across at Klint inquisitively. 
Slowly it rose and stretched, its limbs clicking arthritically. 
With a grace that was only slightly diminished by its bent tail 
and half-missing left ear, it sauntered over to the shadow, 
nonchalantly. A twitching rat's tail hung from its mouth, 
looking for all the world like a wriggly disgusting cat cigarette. 
The cat sniffed disinterestedly at the shadowy creature, then 
belched. The stale air in the room was suddenly sweetened 
with the stench of freshly gnawed rat.

"Nigel! Mind your manners!"

Nigel gazed up at Klint, a look of concentration on its 
bedraggled face. A high pitch squeaking noise followed, and 
the room was suddenly filled with the stench of heavily 
digested rat. Klint tried not to gag. The shadowy creature 
coughed and produced a wet, dry retching sound. Somehow 
this display of fallibility broke some of the tension. Klint 
smiled across at the miasma, almost apologetically.

"Look let's just chill out a minute, ok? You know, I was 
planning a pretty straightforward day. Sardines on toast, that 
kind of thing. Then you ... well you fly in through my front 
door without even knocking and quite frankly scare fifty 
shades of zebra shit out of me, and now you're telling me I 
need to go to Solen of all places. Let's just take a breather ok? 
Would you fancy a cup of coffee?"

"Oh!" The creature bubbled, and for the tiniest of moments 
those dark tendrils of nothingness which surrounded it 
wavered, and seemed to become less absolutely evil. "Don't 
mind if I do! I'm gasping actually.”

Klint forced a smile and managed to walk over to the 
improvised kitchen sink which consisted of an old toilet pot, 
a piece of garden hose and a tanned grithling bladder filled 
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with stale water. He procured two beaten-up tin cups from 
the heap next to the sink and dipped them in the toilet pot. 
Whatever was in there looked like coffee and he guessed the 
shadowy figure in the corner probably wouldn’t notice the 
difference anyway.

Klint smiled pleasantly and handed it across to … it. He was 
only mildly alarmed when an amorphous blob of cloud 
(presumably an arm) extended from the shadow and curled 
around the mug. The creature took a sip. Klint waited 
expectantly.

His visitor grunted and gurgled. "Ahhhh....rrrrhhh...ugh!" it 
said. “Grrrrkkkt," it added. Then it slowly toppled over2.

"Sorry about that," Klint muttered conversationally, as he 
carefully emptied both of the coffee cups back into the toilet 
bowl before turning to observe the shadow tendrils slowly 
dissolving away from the twitching creature. 

There are times when you really should make the effort to 
clean the coffee cups, close the lid on the toilet bowl, and 
generally spruce up the place a bit before leaving the house. 
There are other times where you should kick your opponent 
in the balls, grab your cat and run like hell. This moment, 
Klint decided, definitely fell into the latter category.

Within the space of three seconds, Klint had commenced 
phase one of his exit strategy with precision, taking three 
quick steps toward the shadow before bringing his shiny and 
quite viciously pointed right boot into swift, decisive contact 
2 Klint had washed his hands in that toilet pot after he dealt with 
Finnyan the Merth on his last assignment. Finnyan had been a 
particularly ugly vampire with a deadly addiction to garlic; not a very 
good addiction to have when you're a vampire.
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with what he felt sure must be the assortment of dangly 
things strategically positioned between the shadowy creature's 
muscular legs. Devil spawn of darkness or not, Klint's 
experience had always been that a kick to the goolies tends to 
get results.  Stage one completed successfully, with 
aforementioned creature of darkness whimpering like a baby 
on the floor, Klint proceeded to stage two... 

"Grrrrkt!" gurgled the creature. "Don't go." That simple 
phrase was encased in quiet. It was so quiet that its impact 
reverberated in that room endlessly. Klint stopped in his 
tracks.

"Why?" Klint gazed down at the creature and suddenly felt a 
surge of emotion far more like pity than fear or disgust. There 
was something in the tone of its voice.

"Just ... please... don't go yet. For both our sakes, just ... 
don't."

Klint waited as the shocking silence surrounding that 
moment ceased to reverberate. Slowly the miasma gathered 
some sense of self-possession.

"I guess I'm really getting too old for this kind of stuff. Sorry 
Klint, the whole being-dark-and-evil business is only part of 
the job but I never really liked it. It doesn't suit me to be 
honest."

Klint blinked a few times. "Oh. No worries.” He took a few 
steps toward the cloud and settled down onto his haunches to 
get a better look at the creature. “You can be yourself in this 
office. You're among ... erm... friends... sort of."

"Really?".

Klint nodded slowly. 
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The creature held its breath and then seemed to lighten up a 
bit, which was a rather strange sight given the fact that it was 
a demon constructed of pure darkness. It rose from the 
ground and threw off its shadowy garments. With a whisper, 
the tendrils of dread shadow slid and shredded to the floor 
like old, black gauze. The air displaced and shimmered as the 
dark cloud, now a formless pool on the floor, dissipated to 
nothingness, leaving nothing to betray that it had existed but 
a salty tang in the air. Klint stared at the demon and practiced 
blinking a few more times.

"Bugger me!" Klint accidentally swallowed his barley sugar. In 
a deft motion, he unwrapped another, and threw it into his 
mouth.

To say the transformation was extensive would be like 
describing Mount Everest as a bit of a climb. The formerly 
featureless creature was now a very large and muscular, yet 
strangely delicate looking transvestite, in a sequined if 
somewhat battle-torn frock, a pink boa and golden Prada 
Pumps. All was finished off to perfection with a green 
grithling leather handbag.

"Well ..... well," Klint stammered ineffectually.

The demon flicked a strand of peroxide hair from its long, 
lean face, and stared across at Klint defiantly. Somehow the 
shadowy-darkness-look had seemed less fearsome, Klint 
mused.

"Is there a problem?"

"No... not a problem per se. I'm just... " Klint dug deep for 
the right word... "surprised.”

The demon sat daintily on the wooden box which groaned 
alarmingly beneath her six foot five and a half frame. She 
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snapped open her purse, producing a small hand mirror and a 
lipstick, and began freshening up. Klint decided that this was 
turning out to be a strange day.

"Look. Let me try again," the creature uttered in a business-
like tone. "It's not really all that mysterious. My bosses require 
...well... an item... of sorts. It was last seen in Solen Eysareth, 
and you..." She poked a knuckly, pink-nailed finger in Klint's 
direction "... are the perfect choice to retrieve it." 

"An item... of sorts," Klint repeated, his shrewd goblin eyes 
searching the strange old transvestite's face for some clue of 
what sort of item it was referring to. Then he saw the thread, 
and knew that if he pulled on it insistently enough he would 
come to see the nasty, lurky problem that invariably lay 
lurking lurkishly inside missions of this nature.

"Who was it last seen with?" Klint knew he had it. The lady 
demon's hands twitched involuntarily and fidgeted restlessly 
with the vast assortment of rings adorning its sausage like 
fingers.

"A woman... of sorts," it replied.

There was that phrase again. Klint felt his nose itch, smelling 
a veritable buffet of dangerous complications lurking behind 
those words. 

"Who?" Klint replied, leaning forward, eyes fixed firm and 
full on the Prada-pumped paragon of pastels.

"She is one of you, Mr. Guffwipe." Klint's sharp intake of 
breath made the creature chuckle wetly. "That's right. She is 
one of your kind.”

Klint shook his head. “No.”
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“Yes, Klint. We have sent three ... consultants ... before you. 
None have returned."

Klint leant back in his armchair. He grabbed Nigel and pulled 
the heavily protesting cat on his lap. Klint's head was reeling. 
His mind wandered as absently he stroked the cat's grimy fur. 
Goblins were rare now. All too rare. He couldn't remember 
the last time he had bumped into one of ... him. One thing 
was for sure. It would take a pretty extraordinary person to 
corner a Goblin. He chewed a barley sugar thoughtfully.

"It's Emique isn't it?" Klint’s voice came in a hoarse whisper.

The demon nodded.

All suddenly became clear. In fact, it was so painfully, brightly 
clear that Klint missed the murkiness of three minutes earlier. 
He had chosen this stinking city, as far away as possible from 
the ghost of a memory. With every scrap of his iron will, he 
had almost reached a point of letting go of all that had 
happened. He was retired; retired to this unpleasantly noisy, 
sickeningly ordered human hell, just so that he could try to 
forget... and yet here sat this awkward creature, with a 
message from his past. Yes, it was a message which provided 
a dangerously welcome twist to his near total boredom but it 
was also a threat. No doubt about it. It was a threat to his 
peace of mind; not to mention his current status as a creature 
with his limbs more or less intact.

But it was Emique. Cogs and gears subtly shifted in the twisty 
machinery of Klint's mind, and with an inaudible but 
momentous thunk, Klint had suddenly left retirement.

With just one tiny nudge our lives are twisted into utterly 
unexpected shapes and directions. Eggs or cereal for 
breakfast? Yellow or black and red stripy socks today? On 
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these and a myriad other small choices have the orbit of 
entire planets swung. Choice. We make thousands of the little 
things every day, blissfully unaware of the mushroom clouds 
of causality we wreak on a universe which, by and large, 
would much prefer everything stayed still for a moment.

A rat scurried away when the sequined creature stepped 
forward and started to lay its gold-ringed claw on Klint's 
hand. Nigel raised his head to stare at Klint moodily and 
belched. Klint nodded. The situation had been summarized 
succinctly.

~~~~~~
By late morning, Klint found himself in a depressing airport 
waiting lounge, sipping a depressing instant coffee, holding a 
battered bag containing an even more battered cat. Solen here 
we come, Klint mused sourly. He pushed his leather hat a 
little lower over his face. He didn't like being out during the 
daylight and on top of that, airports made him nauseous. The 
air was thick with the pungent smell of human emotion. 
Within minutes of this assault his nose began to stream in 
nostrilly protest. Klint rummaged in his bag and produced a 
torn spotted handkerchief. He inspected it closely to locate a 
relatively non-snotty patch and then honked his nose with 
relish, rather enjoying the disgusted glances of the various 
humans milling about him in their grey suits and sensible 
shoes. 

A surprisingly large old lady with a battered shopping trolley 
settled on the chair next to him. He shifted uneasily, glancing 
sidelong at the old lady who in turn glanced sidelong back at 
him. Klint couldn't help but recoil somewhat. As a general 
rule he was fine with ugliness. After all, in a goblin's eyes 
beauty is just ugliness that hasn't happened yet. This woman, 
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however, took ugliness to new, dizzying heights. It wasn't the 
warts, the hairy moles or even the boils in isolation that did it; 
it was the whole oozing, hairy package. Most of all though, it 
was the deep, abiding, total meanness Klint saw in her beady, 
myopic gaze. He shuddered and wondered if he could 
discretely move away without drawing her attention. 

The old lady was muttering under her breath, her voice 
cobwebby and faded yet no less malicious than her evil gaze. 
Her mutterings crawled out of her mouth and over her lips 
like poisonous little spiders. This was an unpleasant woman. 
She could compete in the unpleasant Olympics.

Klint felt Nigel move inside the leather bag. The foul 
tempered fur ball carefully raised his head just high enough to 
peek over the edge of the bag with one bloodshot, stale urine 
colored eye. Something about the trolley fascinated him. Klint 
felt compelled to lean over ever so slightly to inspect the 
trolley's contents. He needed to know. The lady pulled the 
trolley closer and leered, her teeth resembling a dilapidated, 
coffee-stained picket fence. Klint scratched his chin. 
Something was odd here. He had that familiar sensation; that 
blood rush of raw curiosity. 

Goblins, by and large, have very few vices. Gambling, alcohol 
and fast and loose women tend to leave your typical goblin 
cold (especially the latter as goblin women tend to be loose in 
the sense of wobbly, and fast in the sense of being quick to 
hit a male goblin on the head with a rolling pin if he "gets 
fresh"). There is, however, one vice which gets a goblin in hot 
water nine times out of ten, and that is ... curiosity. Very few 
goblins can leave a door unlocked, a secret undiscovered, or a 
trolley uninspected. This is why goblins make such good 
detectives and get on remarkably well with cats.
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The trolley moved, and not in a predictable, boring, rules of 
physics kind of way. Klint watched intently as small bumps 
moved and writhed around under the striped canvas, like 
trapped creatures. His widened eyes darted to the old lady. 
She appeared to have fallen asleep. What was in there? Klint 
had his hand halfway to the zipper on top of the trolley when 
she awoke with a series of disgusting wet snorts. Slowly, she 
turned to face Klint, his hand still outstretched toward the 
trolley. The old lady broke out in an oily smile. Slowly she 
lifted her left hand and raised her middle finger in his 
direction.

"Fuck you!" she mouthed.

Klint gulped, and realized that in his shock he had crushed 
the Styrofoam coffee cup in his hand, flooding his lap with 
brown, gritty nastiness. He leaned toward the old bat, cleared 
his throat, and found himself suddenly at a loss for words.

"I..... couldn't help but notice your obscene finger gesture," 
he said, finally, after it became obvious that the old lady had 
no intention of starting a conversation.

"Fuck you," she repeated, and then blew a long fruity 
raspberry.

"hmmm... that's interesting," Klint said, as he rubbed his 
bristly chin and wiped away a fleck of old lady saliva from his 
cheek. "Do you know who I am?"

"Spin on it!" she croaked, and proceeded to mime how he 
could go about doing just that.

Klint rose in disgust, deciding that he would leave this mad 
old fruit cake be, when Nigel jumped out of his bag and 
started scratching his nails on the old lady's shopping trolley. 
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The old hag gazed down at the cat, with what appeared to be 
equal parts disgust and unease.

"Fuck off!"

Nigel gazed back at her inscrutably, clearly unphazed. He 
lifted his tail and emitted a long, sonorous fart, then 
continued to scratch.

"Oh you dirty beast!" she screeched, and Klint grit his teeth 
seeing that yet again Nigel had contrived to create a scene, 
and it would be his job to get them out of it. A large 
gentleman wearing a t-shirt which enthused about an 
unidentifiable sport swaggered over.

“Is everything alright?” He rumbled.

“Fuck off!” The lady posited gleefully.

The large gentleman scowled and skulked off.

Klint took pride in his ability to charm old ladies. He put on 
his most ingratiating smile. The smile vanished from his face, 
however, when with alarming speed the old lady produced a 
battered pink umbrella seemingly out of nowhere, and 
brought it crashing down on Nigel's head. The blow had a 
force that no ordinary old lady should possess and that no 
ordinary cat could survive. There was a loud and hollow 
‘THUNK’. Nigel swayed on his feet and coughed up a large 
slimy fur ball.

By the time Klint overcame his amazement, Nigel had 
regained his senses and was staring up at the old lady with 
yellow, baleful eyes. Klint saw the assortment of rat's tails 
lodged in the fur ball and fought back the urge to unleash the 
last twenty-four hours' worth of food all over the floor as an 
act of gastric solidarity.
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"Hey! That's my damn cat you're abusing!" he rasped, quite 
prepared to resort to fisticuffs, despite the fact that she was 
an old lady, and two feet taller than him with a neck the width 
of his waist. He took a step toward her.

"Get lost, goblin! And take your disgusting flatulent beast 
with you!" she remarked, sounding for all the world like a 
cross between an English school ma'am and a grizzled sailor. 
In fact, now that Klint was standing closer to her he noticed 
her huge biceps and rippling muscles. A large anchor was 
tattooed to her right arm. This was no ordinary old lady.

"What did you call me?" he asked? Surely he had heard 
wrongly. 

"GoooBLIN." She leaned forward and enunciated the word 
slowly as if speaking to a retarded school child. 

Now that is interesting, Klint mused.

You see, just as every goblin's curse is his curiosity, every 
goblin is blessed with a gift of invisibility. I don't mean that 
impressive, magical invisibility where someone puts on a 
cloak and POOF, they're gone. That's far too obvious and 
well ... visible... at least to the dangerous, long bearded and 
dark cloaked people you most want to be invisible from. No, 
a goblin's invisibility comes from the simple knack of 
blending in. As Klint walked about the human realm, people 
saw him, but absolutely NO ONE ever noticed him. 
Occasionally someone might vaguely note how odd it was 
that a 4 foot nothing green gentleman with a bulbous nose 
was buying barley sugars from the grocery store, but no one 
bothered to commit it to memory or do anything about it. 
This was a profound gift, and it had got Klint out of trouble 
more times than he cared to remember.
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Yet here in a busy airport this profane old buzzard, who 
herself seemed to be in possession of no magical skills or 
arcane devices, had somehow NOTICED Klint and 
recognized him as a goblin. Very interesting. Very alarming. 

"Who the hell are you?" Klint whispered

By now Nigel had more or less recovered, and he once again 
stepped close to the trolley, ducking and hissing as the 
ridiculously strong old bat swung her pretty but hefty pink 
umbrella at him. It was then that Klint took a proper look at 
the trolley and realized what Nigel had been trying to say. 
There on the side of the trolley in big bold letters appeared 
the words

EMAIL FOR MESSRS. KLINT GUFFWIPE AND NIGEL 
THE CATTE.

Emails and technology generally are a funny kind of thing. In 
the human realms everything seems to operate flawlessly, "as 
if by magic", as humans are fond of braying at each other. 
The problem is, not even magic works "as if by magic" when 
you really get down to brass tacks. Sure, magic can look 
pretty and impressive on the surface of things, but generally 
speaking a lot of dirty, disgusting, often dangerous work 
needs to happen behind the scenes first. Technology is much 
the same. In the human realms, Johnny Six Pack opens his 
Hotmail and gleefully reads a message all about how he too 
can have a 12 inch penis, a 20 inch waist, and a 25 year old 
girlfriend. In the OTHER realms this message, and a billion 
others just like it, clatter and collide chaotically, usually on a 
trolley with one wonky wheel - just like the one Klint was 
staring at. 

"I have reason to believe you are in possession of something 
which belongs to me," Klint said loudly and authoritatively in 
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the hopes of intimidating the armed, six foot tall and 
ridiculously muscular old lady.

He pointed at his name on the side of the trolley, pointedly, 
which was rather the point of pointing. The old lady and 
Klint stared at one another for at least ten seconds, locked in 
a battle of wills. And then.... she ran. In a flash she had seized 
the trolley and was legging it down the airport terminal, her 
muscular legs pistoning like an Olympic sprinter.

"Help!" she screeched, as she hefted the entire heavy trolley 
up over her head and threw it over a turnstile as though it 
were a sack of pillows. "I'm being victimized by that horrible 
green man and his cat!"

"After her!" Klint roared, rather redundantly, as Nigel crawled 
into the battered leather bag and Klint hefted it over his 
shoulder and gave chase.

Far in the distance, almost out of earshot he heard her 
booming voice again.

"Hellllp! I'm a frail old lady in distress.” Her plaintive cry was 
followed by a gigantic crash, probably as she shouldered her 
way through a locked security door. Breathless, sweating and 
muttering goblin obscenities Klint finally reached the end of a 
long corridor, leading to the left or the right.

"Which way?" he panted desperately as Nigel poked his head 
out of the bag and sniffed the air carefully. The cat's old 
scarred nose wrinkled in sudden recognition and he looked 
left.

Klint sprinted along to the end of the corridor, bashed 
through the big swinging doors at the end, towards another 
departure hall and came to an abrupt halt when it occurred to 
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him he was staring into the faces of a large handful of armed 
guards with not at all friendly looks on their faces.

"Eh..." he said. "Hi guys! Whassup?"

"What is your name sir?" demanded a guard who was so 
bedecked with medals that Klint suspected he probably was 
the commander of the group.

"My name is Klint Guffwipe. I think I took a wrong turn, I 
was looking for..." Klint gestured vaguely and totally 
unconvincingly at the swinging doors. "I guess I'll..." He 
started moving backwards toward the doors.

"Klint, you said?" Asked the commander. "Guffwipe?" Two 
guards moved around Klint and blocked the exit. They 
looked official. Klint hated that.

"I guess this belongs to you then?" The commander gestured.

Some guards moved aside and Klint saw that they stood in a 
big circle, leaving a wide open space in the middle. In that 
open space stood a man clad in a dark green armored suit. 
The man was eyeing an object on the other side of the circle 
of guards. Klint sighed. It was the trolley.

"That is not..." he started but paused when he saw the big 
bold letters on the side of the trolley clearly stating it was his 
trolley.

"Ahem... where I expected to find it," he graciously 
continued.

The commander grabbed his weapon a tad more tightly. 
"Could you tell us what kind of explosive device is in there 
please?"
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Klint blinked. "Ehm. Explosive? No it's just where I keep my 
... "

At that point the trolley started making a bubbling sound. 
The guards aimed their weapons while the armored man 
darted out of the circle. 

Right, thought Klint. I could have guessed that would 
happen. Dramatically he rolled his eyes. It was quite filmic 
actually. Sadly, no one present had an eye for filmic flourishes 
at that precise moment. 

Slowly, the trolley floated up a few feet and tilted. A pink, 
jelly like substance started seeping out.

Klint looked around and noticed that the humans had gone 
blank. That usually happened when they saw something their 
limited minds could not cope with. They sort of froze. 
Usually they would snap out of it after a little while and their 
brains would simply rewind a bit. They would mutter "I feel 
like I've seen this before!" and then continue their ordered 
little lives as if nothing had happened. He had seen it all too 
often. He grabbed the trolley out of the air, pushed the pink 
jelly back in and started running. If he’d hurry, he might still 
be able to catch his plane.

"Attention to all passengers," a mechanical voice echoed.

"All flights have been delayed for at least an hour." 
Immediately Klint stopped running. "There is a confused old 
lady on the runway. We apologize for any inconvenience.

~~~~~~

Klint headed for the toilets. He parked the trolley in the 
corner of the cubicle, cat on top, and sat down. On the 
bottom of the trolley he found the pink, jelly like blob.
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"Why can't they use paper for once," Klint muttered while he 
lifted the slimy message to his lap. It stuck to his fingers and 
slowly started dripping down his legs. He could feel it making 
contact, trying to deliver its message. Klint took a deep 
breath, closed his eyes gave into the blob's mental probing.

He began to read.

"Dear Mr. Guffwipe," the words floated through his mind in 
elegant script that seemed to be written with a feather pen on 
expensive paper using an ink that appeared to have been 
made out of a mix of high quality pigments, 50 year old 
whiskey and sour yogurt.

"We would like to express our most sincere gratefulness to 
you. This mission, as we know, is not to be taken lightly and 
we appreciate you graciously accepting it without much 
hesitation. You truly are a brave man … goblin … type 
person."

"Riiiiiight." He said, to no one in particular. Nigel looked at 
him questioningly.

"We expect you to continue towards your plane which will 
leave in a few minutes. You will catch it. Then when you 
reach the Portals a messenger will come to you to provide 
you with more details. This is an automated message. You 
can not reply to it. For support please contact our customer 
service unit."

What a pointless message, he mused as he cleaned the email 
jelly from his pants as best he could. Klint shook his head. 
Something was tickling at the edges of his consciousness. It 
was the unmistakable probing of an attachment. He grit his 
teeth as he felt that familiar crawling sensation of a foreign 
presence doing its work deep in the back of his mind. It was 
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that feeling of getting an itch underneath a plaster cast of a 
broken limb, only in this case the plaster cast happened to be 
the top of his cranium. No spoon or chopstick was going to 
fit under there in a hurry.

There is a thriving attachment trade in the Shadow Realms, 
with street vendors on every corner in the big cities offering 
upgrades of various kinds. Most are shoddy and do only a 
fraction of what the snazzy packaging claims it can do. Some 
are downright horrifying and catastrophic to the hapless mind 
that makes the mistake of installing them. A malicious 
attachment could convince its victim that his fingers were 
delicious, edible treats or could enslave him to the dark tenets 
of a strange and bloodthirsty religion. On the other hand, a 
helpful attachment might do any number of wondrous things, 
such as warning you of the presence of malign spirits, 
covering you in a cloak of shadows, or providing a 
convenient map of nearby public toilets in almost all of the 
discovered realms where something like a toilet might come 
in handy3.

Nigel watched curiously as Klint's face, usually so full of 
expression and life as plans hatched and strategies unfolded, 
became blank. His eyes glazed over as the attachment did its 
work. A million tiny fragments of ideas were forming and 
reforming throughout the dark and winding passageways of 
his convoluted and devious consciousness. Like tiny shards of 
sentient data they slid along his mental pathways and lodged 
themselves in a precise pattern. This was not the first 
attachment that Klint had installed into his person and it 
would not be the last. It was however, one of the most 

3 Klint rated the public toilet map with five stars.
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sophisticated and elegantly designed attachments he had ever 
felt. 

All that was before him dimmed to sepia darkness. There, 
looming large in his mind's eye was the impossibly vivid, 
minutely detailed and extremely pornographic image of a 
devilish creature with horns doing something extremely nasty 
to a small, terrified looking cherub. For a moment Klint felt a 
jarring burst of adrenaline and fear as he realized he must be 
"seeing" the vanity splash screen of what could only be a 
hideously talented and brilliantly malign mind-hacker, but 
then he sensed something; something he had not felt in a 
long time. It was her... Emique had written this piece of 
mind-altering brilliance. All went to black, and a shiver ran 
down his spine as his consciousness was enveloped by 
Emique's. Her breathing was in his ear. Her breast was 
pressed against his back. Klint bit his lip, feeling blood 
surging places where, ideally, it should not surge in a crowded 
airport or its public conveniences for that matter. 

"You bitch.” He swallowed hard, and Nigel noted that the 
skin of his goblin friend had turned a particularly shiny green. 

"Hello cupcake," a sultry voiced breathed into Klint's ear. 

"It's been a long, long time. By now a certain shadowy 
individual will have found you." Her voice breathed the 
words sensuously into his ear; she could describe a barium 
enema and make it sound sexy. Klint struggled to pull himself 
together and concentrate. 

"I'm not sure what they told you, but don't take it at face 
value my little green cupcake. All is not as it seems. They will 
want you to find me, but guess what? I want you to find me 
too." Her voice grew faint, as though she were quietly leaving 
the room. 
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As Emique's hidden message faded, Klint smiled down at 
Nigel reassuringly and thought over all that he had learnt in 
the past few minutes. Things were becoming interesting. He 
rubbed his chin as he surveyed the situation. Emique was in 
trouble. A powerful group had tasked him to locate Emique 
and recover an "item ... of sorts" from her. 

Why he of all beings, a retired goblin of dubious repute had 
been muscled into this grubby task remained a mystery. Yes 
he was clever and good at finding people and things, but 
there were many others equally equipped with the requisite 
wiles. It was a very interesting and thrilling development 
indeed that Emique somehow knew that Klint had become 
her pursuer, and wanted to be found, presumably on her own 
terms. Then there was that whole flirty, sexy vibe she was 
laying down. That opened up questions of a completely 
different nature. 

Klint grinned like a horny schoolboy and pulled at his 
earlobe, remembering the tickling of her whispering breath. 
He caught the direction his mind wandered in and wrestled it 
back to matters at hand. Enough of that, he thought.. 

He opened his eyes again and noticed immediately something 
had changed while he was reading. Nigel was staring at him 
intently and the air felt slightly chillier. Klint finished his 
business and opened the cabin door expecting to see the 
washing area, but his view was obstructed by a large and 
highly unmistakable pair of female assets. 

He craned his neck upward slowly, because, well it seemed 
the right thing to do. He found himself gazing up at an all too 
familiar pair of red lips and eyelashes emerging from a dark, 
evil vaporous cloud. 

"Hello dear! It's me again!" 
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"Oh shit," Klint muttered. 

Long arms grabbed Klint by the collar and hoisted him out of 
the safety of the toilet cubicle without any visible effort. He 
felt his feet dancing around spasmodically as the demonic 
tranny shook him cheerfully, like a much beloved ragdoll. He 
rapidly assimilated the message that resistance would not only 
be futile, it would be painfully embarrassing and emasculating 
to boot.

"Well hello ... erm Madam.. how lovely to see you again. How 
have you beeeeee..."

His sardonic tone was sadly disrupted by all the air rapidly 
exiting his lungs in a long, squeaking wheeze as he was 
slammed down onto the nappy changing table. 

"I'm afraid I have to be a little firm with you now, Mister 
Guffwipe.” Her tone was demonically businesslike yet 
strangely maternal. This 'being a little firm' business was not 
something he wished to encourage, Klint decided.

"Just a question first, if I may?" Klint had often found that 
courtesy in adversity often afforded him a slender window of 
opportunity to avoid unpleasantness. On a good day it would 
also afford him an additional bonus opportunity to kick an 
assailant in the balls (or their squishy equivalent) and run like 
hell.

"Yes?"

"Is there a reason you are dressed like a 1950's air hostess?"

"Well", the demon appeared flustered. "It seemed appropriate 
for the setting. Nothing wrong with making a statement is 
there?" 
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The demon creature shimmered, the cloud shifting and 
adjusting uncomfortably around its corporeal form, for all the 
world giving a strange impression of malice tempered with 
self-conscious awkwardness.

"No I suppose not." Klint ventured. "Your... hat is a little 
crooked, though."

The demon demurely righted its hat with one claw. 

"Thank you." Klint heard a heavy swallowing noise followed 
by a hissing inhalation of breath. "You ... really are a nice little 
man, Mr. Guffwipe." 

"Kind of you to say, I'm sure. Now look. I thought we had an 
agreement." Klint struggled to raise his head so that he could 
look the creature in the eye and lay down some semblance of 
a macho vibe; an ambitious goal considering he was sitting on 
a nappy changing table. "I am heading to Solen. Mission 
accomplished. I'm going to look for Emique. Not that I think 
I have a hope in ... you know where ... of finding her. So why 
in the name of Saint Jude's big bouncing BALLS are you 
hassling me and getting all up in my business?"

The demon flinched. She drew a deep breath.

"Mister Guffwipe. I appreciate that you are under STRESS at 
the moment.” A long claw reached down and pinched Klint's 
nose, viciously. "But there is simply NO  CALL for that kind 
of language.” She twisted his nose violently to emphasize the 
words "no" and "call.” 

"I am after all here to HELP you.”

"nnngelp nggme?" Klint nasally inquired in what he hoped 
was a placatory tone.
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She smiled and released Klint's nose. As shyly as a virgin 
schoolgirl she leaned forward and placed a demure, demonic 
kiss on Klint's green forehead, leaving a crimson smear 
between his eyebrows. 

"Yes. To help you. Now please excuse me for a little 
moment, sweetie. I have something for you, but first I need 
to spend a penny." 

"Spend a ... penny?"

The demon turned and stepped graciously into the toilet 
cubicle, hitching her skirt up and then demurely closing the 
door.

Klint stared at the cubicle, vigorously trying to ignore the 
clattering sounds coming from the loo and suppressing any 
wonderings about the suitability of toilets for demonical 
physiology. The clattering stopped and a deep sigh rose from 
the cabin. The toilet flushed twice.

Moments later she emerged, holding a long syringe 
containing a viscous blue, evil looking liquid. She moved fast.

As the liquid emptied into the vein on Klint's neck, she 
smiled down at him, and whispered in his ear. "Don't worry 
you sweet, sweet man. We'll meet again...perhaps." 

Klint's eyes drooped closed and a great oozing blackness 
settled into his mind. With the last traces of his remaining 
will, he asked one more question before his conscious flowed 
away into inky oblivion.

"What .,. is... your ... name... anyway?"

The demon smiled. "Janine. My name is Janine."
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Chapter 2
The No Hat Policy

Klint groaned, his head pounding. It felt as though two tiny 
fire demons had met in his brain, fell in love, and decided to 
consummate their ardor by doing the demonic horizontal 
mambo in his cerebellum. It hurt. As consciousness slowly 
returned he became dimly aware of a crushing weight on his 
chest, and a foul odor permeating his sensitive, green nostrils. 
The pain threatened to push him back into unconsciousness 
but that rank stench was too much to bear. If only to escape 
the horrifying smell, Klint dragged himself back to the land of 
the living. He opened his eyes to see a large grey and black 
tabby sitting on his chest, its mangy bedraggled head mere 
inches away from his own. The cat belched, inquisitively.

"Nigel," Klint groaned "remind me to buy you some tic-
tacs(TM).”

Nigel sat back on his haunches to lick his paws in a self-
satisfied manner as, painfully, Klint pulled himself into a 
sitting position, and looked around the dimly lit room.

Klint decided that his new surroundings were completely 
unremarkable, in all respects but one. The floor was of drab, 
cold concrete, the walls were stained brown brick, and the 
ceiling a cold white plaster, with a single flickering fluorescent 
light in its center. A door faced him on the opposite wall. A 
small, black, imp like creature with red horns sat at a desk in 
the corner. The latter was the remarkable bit.

"Where am I?" Klint asked.
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"Welcome back, Mr. Guffwipe," the imp intoned in a 
business-like manner, his voice high pitched yet with a tone 
that dripped officious malice: the kind public servants and 
driving instructors are good at.

"Don't call me that. My old dad was Mr. Guffwipe." 

His head felt a little better (the fire demons in his head having 
progressed to smoking cigarettes in bed asking if it was good 
for them too), but still, he was thoroughly fed up. Just this 
morning he had been happily retired, and now he was dealing 
with a black imp with red horns. This day was not turning out 
well.

"Very well, Klint." The little imp enunciated the "t" of Klint 
in a way that made Klint want to knock his little horns off. 

"You asked me where you are, but the important question is... 
in point of fact (again that nasty clicking "t" sound) what you 
are.” 

Klint sighed. The last thing he remembered was... something 
about a blue liquid and a girl named...Janine? He could only 
guess what had happened4. He needed answers.

"Alright, I'll bite. WHAT am I?" 

"Why Mr. Guffwipe, WHAT you are is... dead!" The imp 
giggled nastily. Clearly it relished delivering what, let's face it, 
is pretty bad news to most people.

"Riiiigggght", said Klint. "You expect me to believe that I am 
dead, is that it?"

4 Even Goblins have limits to their alcohol consumption. Klint knew 
all about that.
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"I do, because you are!" the imp responded testily. "You are 
in purgatory and the only way you will ever draw breath again 
is to perform a foul deed for the Lord of Darkness, a deed so 
foul and evil that it would wither the heart of a mere mortal. 
A dead so heinous, and horrid that..."

"Yes, yes I get the idea" Klint interjected. "This deed 
probably involves locating and killing a certain person in 
Solen Eysareth and retrieving an item... of sorts, right?"

"Well.. yes... that's the general idea, yes," the imp responded, 
sorely miffed to have his scary spiel interrupted so 
unceremoniously.

Klint smiled. "There are three reasons why I know, 
categorically, that I am not dead.” The imp twitched, and 
most likely would have blushed if his skin were not obsidian 
black.

"Firstly, there is a fluorescent light above us. I accept that 
fluoro lights are hellish, but the one above us happens to 
have a sticker on it saying 'Crazy Joe's budget lighting 
warehouse'." The imp scowled.

"Secondly," Klint raised his second finger theatrically. "You 
happen to be wearing Nike™5 cross trainers." The imp 
unconsciously shifted his feet back under his chair, and 
mumbled something about even minions of hell having a 
right to wear comfortable footwear. 

"Finally, there's one reason I am completely, utterly sure that 
I am not in purgatory right now. Would you like to know 
what that is?"
5 We have no liaison whatsoever with the aforementioned footwear 
producer.
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The imp nodded grudgingly.

"I KNOW that I am not dead, because Nigel is here with me, 
and this cat, as improbable as it seems...." Klint paused for 
dramatic effect and looked down at the smelly cat at his feet, 
who happened at this moment to be licking his anus and 
purring, "is.... IMMORTAL.”

The imp dropped his pen. "Yes... immortal," Klint continued, 
taking his turn to relish the imp's discomfort.

"This cat cannot die. This cat is here. Therefore I am not 
dead. Simple logic, bitch."

With the hapless imp still reeling in uncertainty, Klint saw his 
opportunity and he took it. He darted across the room, in a 
way that only a Goblin can, and snatched the dossier that lay 
on the desk.

“No!” The imp screamed, girlishly, his hellish aura completely 
dissipating into the piping voice of a creature that had been 
bullied in the schoolyard one too many times. “Give it!” The 
imp dived out from behind his desk and jumped up and 

6 This insignia is a stylized representation of a pink rat with a book in 
one hand and a lump of cheese in the other. Legend has it that the 
Order of Librarians once entered the insignia into a logo competition 
held by Snark, Snate and Snell, a prestigious advertising company in 
the Other Realm. Unsurprisingly the logo came rock bottom last, 
deemed even less creative than the last-minute entry by "Uncle 
Kevin's Premium Zebra Manure Emporium", which was essentially 
an actual blob of zebra manure squished onto paper. Two weeks later 
Snark was found dead, his head inserted into the ugly end of a zebra. 
Snate and Snell quit the advertising game not long afterward. No one 
knows their whereabouts with certainty, but it is rumored that they 
are in the human realm, and spend their time writing quirky eBooks 
under false names.
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down like a black frog in cross trainers, trying desperately to 
snatch the file from Klint’s hands. But it was too late.

Klint's eyes widened, as he scanned down the page. The top 
of the page bore the insignia of the Order of Librarians6. 
Underneath in boring Helvetica font were the words:

"Top secret internal memo. Do not read." 

Shocked, Klint's eyes flicked over to the imp, who had 
returned to his desk and was slumping moodily in his faux 
leather office chair. To the best of Klint's knowledge, no 
document like this had ever seen the light of day. The imp 
just nodded, and for the first time Klint noticed something 
else about this little creature; something which set the hair on 
the back of his neck bristling. The imp's eyes were lit with the 
fire of obsessive zeal. He had seen that look all too often, and 
he knew that bloodshed, terror and lots of other nasty things 
always followed in its wake. No matter how small or fluffy or 
harmless a creature might seem, if you saw that gleam it was 
time to be careful; very, very careful. For the first time in a 
long time Klint tasted that bitter tang of fear at the back of 
his throat.

His green palms sweating, his eyes strayed to the rest of the 
document. A small blotchy and stained sheet of paper had 
been carefully glued to the memo by each of its corners. The 
left side of the page was ripped, as though it had been hastily 
torn out of a book. Its font was spidery and grey. It looked 
well read, and ancient. 

He began to read:

"Klint decided that his new surroundings were completely 
unremarkable, in all respects but one. The floor was of drab, 
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cold concrete, the walls were stained brown brick, and the 
ceiling a cold white plaster, with a single flickering fluorescent 
light in its center. A door faced him on the opposite wall. A 
small, black, imp like creature with red horns sat at a desk in 
the corner. That was the remarkable bit. "Where am I?" Klint 
asked the imp. He realized this was not a particularly creative 
question but it was all he could think of at the time. 
"Welcome back, Mr. Guffwipe," the imp intoned in a 
business like manner, his voice high pitched yet with a tone 
that dripped officious malice."

As he scanned the words, Klint's eyes widened in disbelief, 
his breath quickening. Nigel yowled uneasily and gazed up at 
his old friend.

 How could this be? Klint recognized these words to be a 
precise, albeit flowery description of the past few minutes. 
Not only was the page about him, it was about his thoughts. 
Klint tried to swallow, and a wave of nausea washed over 
him. He forced himself to read on.

"The imp nodded grudgingly, feeling thoroughly 
outmaneuvered by the clever, irritating goblin standing before 
him. "I KNOW that I am not dead, because... "

Here the page faded inexplicably to blank for the space of a 
paragraph, but Klint could only surmise it was the old faded 
ink making the page illegible. 

"This is ... impossible," Klint breathed.

Reluctantly, but with the inevitability of time itself his eyes 
then traced down along two, faded diagonal lines; left and 
right. Before he had even finished reading he realized what 
each line represented: a choice. A single, terrible choice. The 
left path Klint instantly recognized as the one he had taken:
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"With the hapless imp still reeling in uncertainty, Klint saw 
his opportunity and he took it. He darted across the room, in 
a way that only a Goblin can, and snatched the dossier that 
lay on the desk. Before the imp could think to protest or 
retaliate, Klint's eyes widened, as he began to read."

The right path made no sense to him, until he realized this 
was the choice he had not taken:

"Before the imp could fully process the fact that he was in the 
company of an immortal being, and a highly flexible one at 
that, Klint picked Nigel up and strode to the door. Quick as a 
flash he opened it. A bustling busy street confronted him. But 
this was no human city, he realized, as a zebra passed before 
him, pulling a cart filled with purple fruit, driven by a small 
rodent like creature wearing a top hat. "Smarlag's testicles" he 
breathed. "I'm in Solen Eysareth!" There was a moment of 
crushing pain, inexplicably accompanied by the smell of an 
overripe banana. Then blackness."

Here, the dread page ended, abruptly. A choice. Klint's head 
was swimming with all that this meant. In the immediate 
sense it meant that he was in Solen Eysareth, and that had he 
chosen to open the door without first reading the file (as 
indeed he had fleetingly contemplated doing) he would have 
been in Solen right now. Even now he fancied he caught the 
unmistakable stench of zebra dung. That business about 
bananas and blackness made no sense at all. Perhaps it was a 
misprint.

In the bigger, wobblier, scarier sense, he felt his mind almost 
shutting down with everything this page revealed. It meant 
that a book existed which somehow chronicled his activities - 
and that the author of this book somehow KNEW where he 
would be and what he might do. There was every reason to 
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suppose this book in fact chronicled what would happen 
next, not just to him but quite possibly to any number of 
people he may or may not know.

Wobblier still, Klint could barely bring himself to think on 
this. His head pounded and he rubbed his temples as he 
grappled with the implications. Could it be that all life was 
plotted in this manner, every moment just boiling down to 
thin threads of diagonal lines leading down one path or 
another? No, it couldn't be so horribly predetermined. Klint's 
very nature rebelled. 

He felt his jaw clench as he suddenly came to understand two 
things. Firstly, a book existed, of near limitless value. 
Secondly, he knew that to the very fiber of his being he hated 
and feared this book, because in its rigid order of a left and a 
right decision, possibly extending off into infinity, a madness 
lay. He understood that gleam in the imp's eye now.

Klint forced himself to read the final sentence at the bottom 
of the file:

"This page was recovered from our target during an 
encounter in which three of our operatives disappeared. The 
target, and The Book, remain at large. The page confirms our 
wildest hopes, and our greatest fears.”

"Arrghhh!" thought Klint. 

"Aaaaaarrrrrgh," he said, because it didn't seem enough 
merely to think it. He grabbed his head, as if stung on the 
cerebellum by a wasp. He splayed his fingers and peered 
across at the smirking imp. 

"Who are you, you irritating little bastard?" 

"Now that's an entirely different question." The imp grinned. 
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"I, Mr. Guffwipe, am the second counselor of the Order of 
Librarians of Solen Eysareth."

"You, sir, are full of zebra dung. What on earth was that tripe 
about me being dead?"

The imp squirmed uneasily in his little chair and adjusted 
several small jars containing paperclips, erasers and other 
infernal office necessities. 

"Oh, that. Well, to be honest, we just thought it would be a 
gentler way to bring you on board and up to speed than to go 
into the whole... you know... book thing."

"So, let me be sure I completely understand here. You 
thought that convincing me that I was no longer among the 
living would actually help me?"

The imp attempted a grin. "It's just that folks tend to get a bit 
... you know... insane-ish ... when they learn of the existence 
of a book that knows everything.”

"Well I am not normal folk," Klint replied haughtily, glaring 
at the imp.

"May I suggest," squeaked the imp, "that we go directly to the 
Order of Librarians now? I think it could clear things up quite 
a bit for you." 

"Yes. Let's do that."

The imp nodded. He walked to the door and opened it, 
casually ducking while a giant sledge hammer swung over his 
head and smashed itself deeply into the ceiling where it got 
stuck. Klint was still eyeing the sledge hammer with a decent 
amount of shock while the Imp disabled some electrical 
tripwires and kicked away a very slippery looking banana peel.
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Carefully Klint stepped over the banana peel. He opened 
another door which revealed a small, dark alley. Klint 
immediately recognized the all pervasive smell of Zebra dung. 
Solen. He could see and smell that he was in one of the many 
small alleys that provided a safe haven for the crème de la 
crème of Solen's scum and villainy. 

"I need to eat first," he said, moodily. 

The imp scowled but nodded. "Ok, fine. Wait here.” It 
disappeared around a corner.

Klint looked around trying to find clues to his location. The 
buildings around him were made of brown brick, at least 
thirteen stories high which effectively blocked the sunlight 
from reaching the ground. It somehow reminded him of New 
York on a bad day. Solen had changed. When he left so many 
years ago, it was still an averagely sized place with roughly six 
million official and another estimated seven million unofficial 
inhabitants. The city center was a maze of small alleys 
without a proper central square or any landmark that could be 
appointed official city center really. Many hundreds of years 
ago when the city was founded, the pioneers simply erected 
their homes and buildings wherever they liked. Eventually, 
when more and more buildings were squeezed in between the 
existing ones, the concept of 'alleys' automatically became 
apparent. Now and then a house would be moved elsewhere 
when it was accidentally built in the middle of an alley, 
effectively blocking all traffic, but many times nobody even 
bothered. They would simply build a bridge over the house, a 
tunnel under it, or a passage way right through it.

After the Great Junction people realized that a city could also 
be built in a more orderly fashion and Solen started to evolve 
suburbs designed according to the Human American model: 
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straight, wide roads that could fit two zebra carts besides each 
other, cleverly named First Street and counting up, sided by 
impressive marble buildings with as many flowery ornaments 
as could possibly fit their facades. Unfortunately the valley in 
which the pioneers had first founded Solen was not quite 
large enough to fit such a great city, so when the borders of 
the valley came in sight the buildings became higher and the 
streets turned into alleys again. Basically this made Solen 
Eysareth kind of bowl shaped if you viewed it from one of 
the panorama terraces along the valley's edge. Klint gazed up 
and located a sign that said:

Seven-thousand-nine-hundred-and-eighty-third Street . 

Great. It would take at least half a day to get to the inner ring 
with the wide streets and squares. 

"Well, Mr. Guffwipe, are you inclined to get in?" Klint shook 
himself out of his daydreaming and turned to the imp who 
had fetched a zebra cab. 

Klint slowly trotted toward the cart inhaling as much of the 
beloved smell of his hometown as he could. "Just a few 
minutes ago I was dead. Let me enjoy my resurrection for a 
while will you?" he snarled at the Imp, who scowled again 
and turned his back to Klint.

"Nigel!" Klint yelled. He doubted the cat would follow him 
across half the city. A loud "Pffffffrrrrrrrrttt" came from 
within the cart and the Imp hastily opened a window. "Ah, 
there you are!" grinned Klint and took a seat next to his 
immortal friend. "To the McDonwalds!" he commanded the 
imp. The cab driver cracked his whip, the zebras snorted and 
the cart creaked into motion. Dramatically they disappeared 
into the alley's gloom.
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~~~~~~
Donggg! 

Klint jumped. He had fallen asleep in the cart. He had 
dreamed of zebras and cool, shadowy bedrooms with 
beautiful half naked women slowly taking off their...

"Hello? I ain't got all day." Klint leaned out of the window. 
They had arrived. An irritated, thin, unhealthy looking girl 
stood next to the cart with a small chalkboard. She angrily 
slapped a wooden spoon on an upside down cooking pot. 

Donggg!

Behind the girl stood a wooden construction with a rickety 
chimney that featured a big, wooden letter D with a small 
head on top and pitchfork like arms.

Klint smacked his lips. "I'll have a triple Grithlingburger with 
Tweaked Potato Strips. And a Coddly Fry for Nigel." An 
approving meow followed.

Strangely enough all cholesterol heightening edibles have a 
lively mirror existence in alternate realities. Klint happily took 
advantage of this fact to maintain his impressive detective 
look. Klint looked at the Imp who shook his head slowly. 
"and a Diet Grogg for my skinny friend here."

The girl grumpily fussed with her chalkboard. "Second 
window please!" Then she turned and ran a few feet where 
she opened a panel between two wooden poles and waited. 
The imp directed the zebra cart toward the panel.

"That'll be two Solas," the same girl demanded in a slightly 
different voice.
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Klint growled softly and elbowed the imp. He got the hint, 
pulled some coins out of his pocket and threw them toward 
the girl who caught them expertly.

"Third window please!" She ran towards the shed and shoved 
the chalkboard through a hole in the wood. Then she ran 
back to the cooking pot and slapped it again with the wooden 
spoon while grabbing another chalkboard. "Next!" she 
shrieked.

The cart arrived at the third window which was not much 
more than a big hole in the shed with some sort of counter. 
The darkness inside was thick and absolute. Klint thought 
that might actually be for the best.

A voice rumbled from within the darkness: "Grithling 
Special." A plate was pushed into the light. Klint noticed the 
brownish, leathery fingers that pushed the plate toward him. 
They started smoking slightly when they touched the light. 
Hastily, they retreated into the darkness.

~~~~~~

Klint burped contentedly. The solid lump of grease, gristle 
and sesame seeds that lay gelatinously and stubbornly at the 
pit of his stomach somehow felt like the return of a long lost 
friend. Wiping his face primly with a complementary 
McDonwalds refresher towelette, Klint found himself 
strangely at peace. He slid his boots off, curled his green hairy 
toes and blinked up at the gritty orange late afternoon Solen 
sun. 
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.You know, Nigel, Solen isn't the worst place in the world to 
visit."

The bedraggled old cat blinked up at Klint for a moment 
thoughtfully before continuing the elaborate process of 
cleaning his anus. This was his way of reserving judgment.

Klint nodded, casually observing the grisly process. Soon 
enough his eyes fluttered closed as the Grithling Special 
coupled with the swaying, jolting bump of the zebra cart 
lulled him into blissful slumber. His final conscious moments 
were of a mangy, foul-odored creature curling up on his lap. 
Truly, a goblin and his cat share a very special bond. 

Klint awoke roughly two and a half hours later to what felt 
like two grumpy zebras lurching to a sudden halt, followed by 
the grinding shuddering standstill of a poorly constructed 
wooden cart. This was no coincidence as that is precisely 
what was happening.

"Wha... were here already?" Klint sat up, and struggled into 
his trusty boots.

"Yussir." The cart driver's accurate brevity was eloquently 
hostile. I've just driven two and a half hours and I know you 
probably won't even tip me and my balls hurt and now on 
top of that I have to answer your damn fool questions. Or 
something like that.

Klint ignored the driver's deafening silence, and leaned 
forward squinting his eyes, probing the murky Solen twilight. 
Soon it would become a pitch black you could almost taste. 
Sure enough, there it was, jutting massively over them like an 
army of angular stone giants. The Library. Klint sighed again, 
but this time it wasn't a contented sound so much as that 
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small resigned exhalation one makes when one is about to 
knock on the front door of one's least favorite aunt. 

The time had come for shit to get real. He looked around for 
his nasty impish travelling companion. The imp was nowhere 
to be seen. Klint snorted derisively. Good riddance.

Klint took the steps two at a time. The building loomed over 
him now and a frustrating forest of spiral columns and 
statues commemorating the contributions of long dead 
famous librarians loomed out of the gathering darkness. 

"Cyril the Cataloguer," read the plaque beneath one 
particularly massive colossus. Klint stopped a moment and 
looked up at the giant stone face which seemed to peer back 
at him with scholastic disdain. His masterful gaze was 
somewhat spoilt by his giant stone bowtie, pocket pen 
protector and crumbling nose. 

Klint smirked down at his nonplussed companion, and 
waggled his eyebrows in Cyril's direction. Two souls more 
eminently unsuited to the grandiosity of this library you 
would be hard pressed to find; a goblin who despised all 
books and a cat who perceived literature not in terms of its 
profundity or ability to elevate living beings to a new level of 
enlightenment, but rather in terms of the relative litter tray 
absorptiveness of the paper upon which it was written.

Together they stood surrounded by the impossible granite 
weight of countless centuries of folklore, history and yes 
indeed, even a theology. For The Library had become far 
more than simply a building to keep the rain off a lot of old 
books. As countless kings had risen and fallen, as a never-
ending progression of lives had sprung up and extinguished 
themselves in a frenzy of births, deaths and all of the fun 
stuff in between, the library had simply stood there, growing, 
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developing a life of its own. It had come to 'mean something’ 
over time. As its halls broadened and its catacombs deepened, 
by infinitesimal degrees the library had slowly become a living 
thing. 

At first the library wasn't quite sure if it was alive or not, but 
after a few centuries of pondering, it came to realize that it 
must be alive if it was even pondering the question to begin 
with. From this dawning self-awareness slowly came a 
realization of the presence of the small, scurrying creatures 
that infested it, reading its books and generally smelling up 
the place with questions and answers. From this awareness of 
scurrying bipedal life forms, the Library finally became aware 
not just of its own sentience, but also of its colossally foul 
mood and distaste for all the nasty, thinking creatures which 
inhabited it. It was at around this time that librarians began to 
find other librarians crushed into the mortar of the library's 
walls, or asphyxiated beneath a mountain of moldering 
books. 

Oh yes, the library was a living, breathing thing, and what is 
more, it was heartily pissed. At around the same time it 
recognized the unsavory existence of librarians, it also 
became dimly aware of those other rustling, fluttery, dry 
moth like things which inhabited its innards. Books. 
Countless books. Not that the Library actually called them 
that.

It learnt to feed on this never ending supply of books, 
gorging itself on the very soul and anima that went into 
writing and reading them. The librarians who had been there 
longest knew this; knew it in their bones. Their true task was 
not simply to look after books. It was to feed the beast. Little 
wonder that as the Library woke up, a strange and blood-
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soaked religion grew around it, and that librarians as a bunch 
tended to be peculiar, zealous and not to be trifled with.

Klint blew his nose loudly on a McDonwalds napkin, and 
tucked the now soggily green scrap of absorbent paper into a 
nearby donations box. A sign on it read "help save Cyril's 
nose," Klint snorted in satisfied amusement before glowering 
up at the vast black building which seemed to lean over him. 
He suddenly had a sense of how an ant might feel when 
looking up at a large, disaffected child with behavioral issues 
holding a magnifying glass.

"We could just, you know, wander off?" Klint looked down 
at Nigel hopefully. "Start a secondhand fish business? Sell 
conputers door to door? Travel agency? Anything really."

Nigel scowled.

"Righto." Klint sighed and trudged the final remaining steps 
to the Library's unfeasibly massive doors. 

He shoved at the door with his shoulder, expecting the 
massive weight to grind forward slowly and reluctantly. 
Instead, the door opened smoothly in a smug fashion. Klint 
muttered a picturesque goblin obscenity involving lubricated 
frogs, as he gracelessly stumbled into the hall.

The air was dry. Let me rephrase that. The air was horribly, 
infernally desiccated; like the inside of a packet of salted 
peanuts in a desert on an unseasonably hot summer day, only 
without the peanuts.

Klint gasped, and immediately wished he hadn't. He could 
almost feel the moisture seeping out of his body, his skin by 
gradual degrees becoming as dry and crisp as the vast weight 
of paper which now surrounded him. This place was hostile 
to life; pure and simple. Ideas could live here forever, lying 
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dormant between the covers of a vast constellation of books, 
but the very life which brought each idea into being was 
deeply unwelcome here.

"I do NOT like this place." Klint's voice came out in a 
rasping, osmotic croak7, not dissimilar to the sound a 
lubricated frog makes when it is shoved... oh never mind.

Klint realized that his cat had wandered off for the time 
being, probably to heed the call of nature in some dark corner 
somewhere. Klint sighed and looked around, wondering if 
someone would come along to help him soon. It was not 
until Klint had stood motionless for some time that he 
realized he was not alone. From the corners and dim recesses 
of the vast hall came an oh so soft rustling. He peered 
through the gloom and realized the he was surrounded by 
gnomes; scores of little, busy, vicious looking librarian 
gnomes. They all appeared to be dressed alike in three piece 
suits with pocket watches, their hair slicked back and 
gleaming in the candle light. They appeared to be sorting, 
endlessly, their tiny clever hands a whir of activity. He knew 
they knew he was there, because occasionally he would catch 
the silvery gleam of their shrewd little eyes observing him. 
The hairs prickled at the back of his neck. Malicious little 
shits, gnomes. If Klint could have mustered up the saliva 
needed to spit on the floor theatrically he might have done 
so. As it was in the impossible dryness of the library, he opted 
to set his scowl to wide beam.

"Ahem."

7 Osmotic pressure is the pressure which needs to be applied to a 
solution to prevent the inward flow of water across a semipermeable 
membrane. To rasp osmotically is not a good thing.



   51

The rustling halted for just the tiniest fraction of a second, 
before resuming apace. 

"AHEM."

This time the rustling continued unabated, the gnomes not 
even bothering to lift their malicious little eyes to observe that 
distastefully green creature in his swanky black boots. Klint 
made an irritated gesture to the (lack of) air in general.

"Look. I get it. You are gnomes and I am a goblin. We hate 
each other. Here's the thing. I have no more phlegm with 
which to ahem, and I need to speak to whoever is in charge 
of this place, mmkay? Once I get my business done here I can 
be on my merry way and you won't have to look at me and I 
won't have to SMELL you ever again."

Klint yelled the word "smell" so that it reverberated around 
the hall, echoing so deep into the distant bowels of the library 
that it startled a rat. Fortunately the rat didn't have long to 
dwell on the origin of this ghostly sound, as seconds later its 
life was snuffed out by the ever hungry and none too choosey 
Nigel. Nigel had also heard the sound, obviously, but he was 
accustomed to hearing the word "smell" in a raised voice in 
his vicinity, and was thus unperturbed. Admittedly it was 
usually prefaced with "oh my god what is that foul" and then 
followed with a shoe hurled in his direction. 

The gnomes stopped; every last bearded one of them. One 
largish gnome sniffed his own armpit tentatively for a 
moment, before collecting himself and staring balefully at 
Klint along with the rest of his gnomish brethren. A tiny 
gnome sporting a comb-over and colossal yellow tinted 
spectacles trotted up to Klint. His pointy teeth shone a pale 
blue white as he snarled at Klint. "This way." He trotted off, 
disappearing rapidly into the murky gloom.
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Klint strode behind him, swallowed into the belly of the beast 
that was The Library.

Now one thing about goblins: they don't get lost. In fact, 
there is no word for "losing yourself somewhere" in the 
native goblin tongue. The closest you can get is a word whose 
literal translation is "hiding so well that even you aren't quite 
sure you could find yourself." The point is, getting lost is just 
not something that goblins tend to do. They think it a 
colossal waste of time and rather look down their nose on 
any creature that makes a habit of doing it. Little wonder that 
Klint was extremely perplexed to realize before long that he 
was totally, completely, utterly and hopelessly lost. 

This was not a library with nice straight corridors and helpful 
signs. Not unlike the alleys of the city surrounding it, the 
walls of the Library twisted and writhed like a snake trying to 
swallow an octopus. The walls sometimes conspired to 
squeeze in together so that you could barely pass. In other 
places they stretched out into great halls, so vast that your 
footsteps echoed off into the murky black, never to return 
again. The roof changed too, sometimes lowering to barely 
above head height and other times soaring sky-high and out 
of view. 

The signs did little to alleviate the sense of impending chaos 
and imponderable confusion. They seemed to be written in 
different fonts and were placed at infuriatingly incongruous 
heights for no apparent reason. To make matters infinitely 
worse, there seemed to be very little agreement as to what the 
signs were precisely intended to convey. Some focused purely 
on alerting librarians to potential hazards: "Warning: frequent 
book pile collapses next 1000 paces." Other signs seemed to 
refer to long since forgotten cataloguing systems. Along one 
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particularly torturous and windy corridor it appeared that a 
war of sorts had been waged, with different signs placed 
higgledy piggledy side by side, even on top of one another. 
One sign proclaimed in a bold flourished calligraphic font 
"Sea mammals of the Pellingkun Islands before the third 
Corsair Wars". The sign included an arrow pointing helpfully 
down a long stack of spider web covered books winding off 
into oblivion. A sign right next to it in a bold Helvetica font 
pointed in precisely the same direction and simply said 
"Books About Sheep”.

Klint couldn't stand it any more. "How the hell do you work 
here?" he hissed at his scurrying little guide, who just 
chuckled and picked up the pace.

Finally, after contending with a corridor of books that reeked 
inexplicably of moldering badger flesh, Klint burst watery 
eyed and gagging into a small, well lit waiting room. He 
leaned forward on his knees, catching his breath and trying 
desperately not to think about what makes a book smell like 
rotting woodland creature. The noticeably smug gnome was 
already busily completing some kind of paper work. 

"Write your name here, here, here, here and ..... here," the 
gnome demanded in a voice that sounded like a cake fork 
scraping against grandma’s dentures. 

Klint wrote "bite me" five times, before plonking himself 
down in a stained yellow plastic chair and glowering as the 
gnome scurried off, no doubt to return to his important 
cataloguing work. He surveyed the waiting room, grumpily. It 
was blissfully devoid of books, aside from a few ancient 
magazines splayed carefully on a stained blue plastic table 
beside a fern that looked like it wished it was dead. A large 
sign on the wall opposite him read "No portable conputers," 
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and beneath it was a diagrammatic representation of a gnome 
holding a small glowing device being struck on the head by 
what appeared to be a large wooden mallet.

He yawned, and wondered what Nigel was up to.

Klint scratched himself rather obscenely and looked at his 
wrist, an odd mannerism for a creature who not only 
abstained from wearing a wristwatch but who despised the 
"ticking little bastards" nearly as much as he despised books. 
He listlessly picked up what looked like a two hundred year 
old copy of Teen Goblin and thumbed through it 
halfheartedly. A story about the mysterious disappearance of 
a boy goblin band caught his attention for a few moments. 
He had a fleeting memory of a much younger, thinner and 
pimplier Klint lamenting the unexplained disappearance of 
these angst ridden and impossibly cool goblins. He ripped the 
page out and stuffed it absent-mindedly into his hat. It was 
not long though before he disgustedly threw the faded 
magazine back on to the plastic table, where it came to a rest 
beside an alarmingly stained edition of Busty Gnomes.

"Bored now," Klint remarked to the fern. The fern politely 
agreed by remaining completely motionless, but it clearly had 
no interest in continuing the conversation.

"Be like that," Klint muttered as his chin sank down onto his 
chest.

~~~~~~

Limbs outstretched, Klint floated into an unfamiliar room. 
He resembled a small, green, lumpy inflatable balloon in a 
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trench coat. Flickering candles cast a feeble light, barely 
touching the thick, dark shadows clinging to him like spectral 
glue. He waited, bobbing up and down on candle thermals. 
This was not typical behavior for Klint. In fact, part of his 
psyche was putting a big red line around this whole business 
of transgressing the laws of physics, urgently recommending 
that his conscious mind review the whole situation 
immediately.

Slowly his eyes adjusted to the gloom, and he beheld a small 
form hunched over a desk. The figure barely moved, but 
waves of energy, excitement and concentration emanated 
from its diminutive presence. Klint observed the form 
closely, fascinated. It was a woman. As his eyes adjusted, 
Klint saw that she was copying text from a large, leather-
bound book into a note pad. She wielded a chewed, blue Bic 
biro as though it were a weapon, slashing and stabbing words 
onto paper with unearthly savagery and speed. 

The book was old. Its pages stained yellow, its edges frayed 
with countless turnings. If it had been human it would have 
been wrinkled beyond recognition, fond of eating dinner at 
5pm and in possession of no more than three teeth. Despite 
its impossible age and frailty, the woman turned the book's 
pages savagely, contemptuous of the crumbling paper. She 
turned the pages forward and backward constantly, her 
fingers tracing along the writing with impressive speed. She 
was hunting for something. Klint, a curious individual even 
by goblin standards, watched transfixed. Though he couldn't 
make out the writing, he could see that each page had a 
peculiar flourish. The bottom of each page was always 
identical. Two ornate lines curled their way down to two 
boxes. The typeface in each box was wrought in a peculiar 
ink, which appeared to shimmer in the candle light, the words 
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themselves almost seeming to writhe and change shape as he 
observed them.

The agitated woman stuck her finger in her ear and wiggled it 
quickly, irritably. Every moment was a study in urgent 
precision, somehow infused with a fear that any second might 
be lost or wasted. Something seemed so familiar here. 

As he floated transfixed, he felt himself descend toward her, 
as though his fascination had somehow woven a silver thread 
between them and was now drawing him in. The figure froze 
... and Klint froze back. The pen was placed carefully, 
deliberately aside. She sat motionless now, her hands folded 
on the desk in front of her. Her hands. Klint's eyes widened 
as he realized those hands were deep, deep green, like the 
shadowy shimmery at the bottom of a mountain pond. They 
were just like his own.

Klint clenched his teeth, as realization slapped him hard 
across the face. How could he not have seen it sooner? That 
frenzied energy; that speed; the careless tumble of wiry hair 
falling black and sumptuous over slender, angular shoulders. 
Emique. Even as his mind gasped her name, he saw her turn 
her head, ever so slightly. It was just enough for him to see a 
playfully knowing smile curling the corner of her thin lips.

"Where the hell have you been, cupcake?" she whispered. For 
an electric moment their eyes locked.

~~~~~~

"Hellooooooooooo!"

"What the..." Klint shot upright, his heart pounding, the 
wrench from his dream causing something close to actual 
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pain. He wiped away a strand of goblin drool from the corner 
of his mouth. "Who the ... bloody hell are you?" 

"I'm Rosie, your Chief Assistant Library Coordinator for 
today! Helloooooo! And you must be ... " A round bosomed, 
matronly gnome wearing horrendously sensible shoes and 
colossal glasses glanced down at the registration form Klint 
had completed earlier "Mr. .... erm... Bite Me?" 

"No... yes...no. You can call me Klint." 

The Chief Assistant Library Coordinator tutted and corrected 
the registration form accordingly. Klint grit his teeth as he 
noticed Rosie's badge that said "Hello, I'm Rosie" and below 
that, in smaller type, "No Hats." His immediate irrational and 
fleeting distaste toward this woman was giving way to 
something that was much less fleeting and much more 
rational.

Rosie peeked over the edge of her glasses, scowled at Klint's 
hat for a few seconds and then tipped her pen against her 
head while lifting a rather bushy eyebrow. To his own 
irritated amazement Klint removed his hat almost 
automatically.

Whatever that dream had been it was long gone. Klint 
seethed in frustration. He felt deep in his goblin bones that it 
had been no ordinary dream, and that it had been the real, 
living Emique he had just encountered. But how could that 
be, he pondered, as the woman before him fussed and 
clucked over the pointless forms. Oh sure, "magical" stuff 
happened all the time, but magic tended to be ... well... fuzzy 
and shimmery and all wobbly at the edges. This was precise. 
It reeked of ... well... it reeked of the eminently more practical 
witchcraft of science. The attachment. Yes. It must have been 
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the attachment he had installed into his consciousness at the 
airport.

Klint tapped his temple thoughtfully as the Chief Assistant 
Library Coordinator finally finished her officious little 
business.

"Well, Mr. Klint." Rosie spoke his name as though it tasted of 
liver and bratwurst "I suppose you had better go through. 
The Master Librarian is ready to see you now."

He was ushered through a small glass door, helpfully labeled 
"Master Librarian. Hats Welcome." Klint could have sworn 
the door hadn’t been there when he had first entered the 
room. Nothing about this Library seemed particularly set in 
stone, even the bits that were literally set in stone. Relieved he 
put his hat back on.

"Here he is! The ... ermm... man of the ... erm... hour!" The 
voice was booming. It was the kind of booming voice you 
might expect from an extremely self-important wizard who 
moonlighted either as an opera singer or professional 
wrestler. A truly large individual ponderously rose from his 
chair and leaned across his desk, extending a plate-sized, 
meaty and calloused hand. Klint craned his neck to look up at 
a large, bumpy face with a crooked nose set wonkily atop 
unfeasibly muscular shoulders. He looked like the kind of guy 
whose principal interaction with books to date had been 
tearing phone directories in half in order to impress other 
large, similarly lumpy men.

"Ummm ... Wow," Klint said, in a half strangled tone. This 
was precisely the kind of individual Klint spent a lot of time 
keeping away from, and he was fighting a strong impulse to 
slowly back out of the room. Unwilling to commit to the 
bone crushing possibilities of a full handshake yet even more 
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unwilling to offend this mountain of mannishness, Klint 
delicately shook one finger of the gigantic proffered hand.  
"I'm... delighted to make your acquaintance... I think." Klint 
ventured cautiously.

The colossus's face twitched, and he gurgled. A tiny fleck of 
foam appeared at the corner of the massive librarian's lips. 
Wide-eyed and speechless, Klint observed the horrifying 
reaction. The Master librarian's giant bulbous face turned red, 
and he began to groan. It sounded like granite golems having 
sex in a giant vat of marmalade.

"Are you... ok?"

The librarian started slapping his massive, muscular thighs. 
Suddenly Klint realized the behemoth was laughing. Great 
booming bubbles of mirth spasmodically emanated from 
deep within the giant man's gullet, filling the tiny room with 
terrifying volumes of deep, manly laughter. His entire massive 
frame shook, causing the glass door of the room to rattle 
violently.

"Arrrrrrrrr..." Finally the laughter subsided to the point where 
he could breathe. "I'm sorry... that's just so… you," the 
Librarian gushed, wiping tears from his eyes.

"Ummm... thank you," Klint replied, and immediately wished 
he hadn't when it elicited another violent spasm of 
incomprehensible, room-shaking mirth. Klint was getting a 
bit fed up. It had been a long day and aside from a pretty 
good lunch it had been mostly lousy. Watching a wrestler 
have a coronary was not something he had time or patience 
for right now.

"Perhaps we could get down to business now?" Klint 
suggested, testily.
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"Sorry, sorry." The man slumped into his chair, which 
protested violently under his weight, and he gestured to Klint 
to do the same. He reached into a desk drawer, and carefully 
placed a battered dossier on the desk in front of Klint. 

"This," he rumbled, pointing his jutting mountainous chin at 
the dossier "is why you are here.” 

For a long moment, Klint simply stared at the cover, unsure 
of whether he truly wished to delve inside. He remembered 
the last folder he had opened and the shattering realization 
that had lain within; of a book which knew his choices and 
which somehow plotted his own personal path of causality 
across space and time. He felt poised at a similar crossroad. 
Cause and effect seemed to crackle within the room. Klint's 
skin prickled.

He grit his teeth, opened the front cover, and read the page 
before him.  

"For a long moment, Klint simply stared at the cover, unsure 
of whether he truly wished to delve inside. He remembered 
the last folder he had opened and the shattering realization 
that had lain within; of a book which knew your choices and 
which somehow plotted his own personal path of causality 
across space and time. He felt poised at a similar crossroad."

Klint groaned. Not again. Two ornate lines ran down to two 
separate boxes. 

In the left box, in an unsettlingly familiar angular cursive 
script appeared the words: "Klint grit his teeth and opened 
the front cover." In the right, appeared another course of 
action which he had indeed momentarily considered: "Klint 
turned on his heel and walked briskly to the door, muttering a 
goblin obscenity about root vegetables."
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It was the same paper; the same script; the same damnably 
ornate lines leading down to what had moments ago been 
two very possible courses of action. The same neat tear on 
the left hand side of the page showed that it had been 
meticulously torn out of the same damn book. Klint sighed, 
rubbing his temple. He wasn't as brutally shocked as his first 
encounter but, he still felt an insane gurgle of laughter at the 
back of his mouth and a nasty pressure behind his eyeballs. 

The Master Librarian sat across the desk sipping what 
appeared to be a protein shake from a large glass tankard. He 
was watching Klint intently. 

"Keep reading..." he rumbled, wiping a sticky, frothy proteiny 
foam from his top lip. 

Klint scowled at the librarian's obvious glee. He flicked 
through the torn pages with mounting horror. Each page 
captured a tiny tableaux of a moment from his life; not just 
what was happening to him, but what was happening inside 
him. His thought processes; his deliberations; his 
speculations... and each page led inexorably to a choice 
between two causal paths. There was no discernible order to 
the pages. Some moments had occurred hours ago. Other 
moments referred to situations he had encountered many, 
many moons ago. As he read, with a crawling sense of 
horrified fascination he came face to face with his own 
fallibility, his memory thrust back to a time when he had far 
less wisdom and street smarts to draw from. 

"You've read ... all of this?" Klint glanced up at the Master 
Librarian, breathing deeply to control his anger.

The bookish colossus nodded cheerfully. "Would you like me 
to show you some of my all-time favorites?" he asked, 
reaching one hairy backed hand across the desk.
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"No. No, I would not." 

Through a haze of embarrassment and indignation, Klint 
noticed something unusual. Nearly every page had comments 
inscribed into the margins, written in a small, precise, clever 
hand. The comments chilled him. They were incisive, 
observant and dangerously detailed. A brilliant mind had 
probed and analyzed the tiniest hidden corners of his psyche, 
commenting on his predilections, tendencies, whims and 
wiles. An exclamation mark would appear beside some of his 
more imponderable and unpredictable choices. A smiley face 
was inscribed next to his moments of wit, cleverness and 
sheer brazen arrogance. Klint swallowed in dread and 
fascination. It was not often that his ways were 
comprehensible to others, and here was irrefutable evidence 
of a mind that could comprehend him; perhaps even predict 
him. This was serious. This was scary. This was a little bit 
sexy.

Then Klint realized he had seen this handwriting. 

"Emique." Klint whispered the words to no one in particular. 
"She has been watching me." 

From the corner of his eye he saw the librarian leaning 
forward intently, watching him with what could only be 
described as predatory admiration. Klint had the distinct 
impression that this oversized wrestler librarian had a bit of a 
crush on him. This thought was an alarming one.

"Yes Mr. Guffwipe. Yes, she has."

"Why?" Klint stood. He still had to look up to meet the 
Master Librarian's gaze, but the anger and determination in 
his eyes had a quality which was not to be ignored. Not even 
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by the Master Librarian. The large, muscular man's smile 
froze, then slowly evaporated.

"Perhaps I had better explain."



64

Chapter 3
Klint Cleans A Pickle

The gargantuan scholar sat back in his chair and took one 
long swig from his protein shake

Klint’s shrewd eyes saw that he was stalling; trying to buy 
time. Klint sat back too. He was good at waiting games. No 
one beats a goblin at a waiting game, with the possible 
exception of another goblin … if he were dead.

Finally the librarian got up and paced across the room, 
adjusting an ornamental action figure on a shelf. He spoke 
with his back facing Klint.

“Eighty-seven years ago, a librarian was discovered dead in a 
distant hall of the library. The moment was briefly recorded 
in the library newspaper and it was widely disregarded.” The 
Master Librarian turned to face Klint, his gaze fleetingly 
meeting Klint’s shrewd countenance before skittering off to a 
corner of the room like a startled mongoose. 

“After all, librarians die all the time in here, you see.”

His voice found a soft, rhythmic cadence, as though he were 
reciting a well-worn nursery rhyme.

“There was one matter of minor note. He was found 
clutching an uncatalogued book. That book was named ‘The 
Book Of Choices.’”  

“Catchy title,” Klint quipped, but his sarcasm fell on deaf 
ears.
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“The book was placed in the Processing Pile and there it 
remained for some … fifty years. During this time not a 
single record was found of the book, and we can only surmise 
that it lay completely undisturbed and forgotten for that 
time.”

“Wait a minute,” Klint interjected. “You’re telling me this 
book was mysteriously found in the dead hands of a librarian, 
and then it was forgotten and lost to history for FIFTY years? 
It just sat there?”

The librarian spun to face him, leaning forward, his face 
alight with manic zeal, which is the worst kind of zeal. “The 
library is massive, Mr. Guffwipe. I mean, it is massive on a 
scale we can’t begin to imagine. There are rooms here … 
there are whole floors that we’re only just rediscovering. God 
knows what is out there. There are books here in languages 
we no longer even recognize, let alone have the ability to 
read.”

The sagacious muscle man wrung his hands and Klint could 
see that they were trembling. He lowered his voice to a 
whisper now, as though scared the library might overhear 
him. “We’ve found … ideas and stories which…” His voice 
trailed off into silence, and when it reappeared it was a grey, 
dread whisper. “There’s too much here. Too much. Not even 
the gods know what we haven’t found yet; what remains 
hidden from view.”

Klint nodded slowly, watching the tortured giant intently, part 
of his mind ever focused on his exit strategy. With visible the 
effort, the Master Librarian reassembled his wits. Slowly the 
cloud over his soul passed.

“Around thirty five years ago, the book made a reappearance 
in our records, again only briefly. An eminent visiting scholar 
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arrived at the library requesting to search a largely ignored 
section of the library relating to the early causality 
philosophers. This hardly warranted a line in our annals. We 
have visiting scholars come to the library all the time.”

The Master Librarian plonked himself back down in his chair, 
heavily, and steepled his fingers.

“However, the infirmary records were interesting. Forty-eight 
hours after logging into the library the scholar was taken into 
the infirmary. Records state he was gibbering, crying and that 
he had...”

Here, the Head Librarian stopped a moment as though 
seeking Klint’s permission to continue. Klint impatiently 
waved his hand.

“The records say that he had ... gouged his own eyes out. He 
was pronounced insane and was sent back to his homeland, 
where he disappeared from the history books, into 
anonymity. Among his possessions was a book. The infirmary 
records clearly record that book as the self-same book. It was 
The Book of Choices.”

“Great,” Klint mumbled, suddenly wishing he were anywhere 
other than here. “This is just … great.”

“The book disappeared from all reckoning again,” the 
librarian continued. "It was not until ten years ago that it 
reappeared. By this time I had been appointed to the 
venerable post of Master Librarian. I was young, full of 
ambition and not greatly interested in dusty arcane books 
about causality philosophy.”

The awesomely athletic antiquarian rummaged around in the 
top drawer of his desk and pulled out an old shoebox. He 
drew from it a small oil painting and blew a cloud of paper 
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dust off it. When the dust cleared, Klint saw that it was a 
picture of the Master Librarian, but he was vastly different. 
He was a much younger man, with an unruly mane of bright 
red hair radiating from his big round head like a hairy halo. 
His face glowed in the painting. Whether it was artistic license 
or an accurate rendering, the picture told a story of an 
exuberant, energetic soul embarking on an exciting new 
career. The greatest difference though was not in his face. It 
was his eyes. They were gentle and placid in the picture. Now 
the light in his eyes was hard and brittle.

“I’d been Master Librarian … oh … for about a year. It was 
an exciting time for me, Klint.” A sad smile crept into his 
face. It seemed too small a smile, and far too delicate for such 
an overbearing creature. 

“A dangerous gas cloud had been identified in the far darkest 
corner of one of the oldest rooms in the library. We needed 
to excavate a ventilation shaft to another layer. I thought 
nothing of this. I had already overseen three such excavations 
in my brief time as head librarian. This time though, a 
workman returned with a book. A book that he had 
discovered, purely by chance, lodged behind an ancient piece 
of wall. A parchment on top of it said ’No. Please. No.’”

The librarian looked sadly at his younger, happier self.

”Ten years ago. Ten years ago that … it … finally landed on 
my desk. Every day since, Klint, that book has been my 
millstone. My religion. My purpose. I have studied it 
painstakingly; agonizingly … as the rest of my life’s passions 
and interests turned to powdered dust like old, dry 
parchment. The book has become my life.”

Klint's skin prickled. This was bad. This was very bad.
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“When I finally realized the power of the book, I assembled a 
team of crack investigators to learn more about it. We 
plunged into the records; we traveled to all the libraries in this 
realm from the grandest to the tiniest, and the history I have 
given you is all that there is to say of this book. We know it is 
ancient. We know it recounts events from a thousand years 
ago and more. Yet the first evidence of its existence was 
eighty-seven years ago.”

“Surely, there’s some reference to it before then. No legends? 
No information on the authors or how it came to be?”

“Nothing. We knew the book was powerful and magical, but 
it was a magic no scholar recognized or understood. So we 
studied, and studied ... and studied. Back then I still believed 
that it might be possible to use the book to neatly understand 
and predict the future.” The book-savvy behemoth laughed a 
small, dry cough of a laugh. “But just when we thought we 
were getting close to predicting a choice line, the rules would 
change, and the book would careen off on tangents we had 
no way of knowing or understanding. Six of my original team 
killed themselves, and another three left the profession, 
disappearing from the pages of history entirely.”

“What?” Klint asked, incredulous. “Six? Why couldn’t they 
just … leave?”

“The book.” The librarian suddenly seemed vastly older than 
his years. “The book has an intelligence to it: a cruel and 
subtle intelligence. It … this sounds crazy but it came to 
know each and every one of us. And once it knew us, Klint, it 
tormented us… mercilessly.”

The librarian chewed on his lip, suddenly lost deep in 
thought. Finally his words returned. 
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“I survived, only because I came to recognize one thing about 
the book that the other scholars refused to admit to. It is 
alive. It wants to confuse, hurt, upset, and confound every 
mind that touches its pages. I knew this and I fought back. 
That is how I survived being in the presence of that cursed 
object so long.”

Klint watched the librarian as he slowly stood up and 
resumed his weary, restless pacing up and down the office. 
Suddenly Klint came to understand a little more about the 
stakes here.

The librarian walked back across the room, leaned across the 
desk and looked directly at Klint. He was a muscular 
mountainous presence, but now Klint could easily see that he 
was filled with a bone weariness.

The librarian's voice sank to a whisper. “It was four years ago 
that we first saw your name appear in the book.”

The librarian was silent, and Klint felt a sudden lurch in his 
stomach and a tightness in his chest. That long? He forced 
himself to remain silent, even though he wanted to get up and 
throw protein shake in the librarians face.

“At first we had no idea who this Klint person was, and 
frankly, we didn't care. There were major events at foot and 
we were frantically working on finding ways to manipulate 
the choices. We had so much hope that we could...”

The librarian broke off... his voice had been swelling with that 
fervor he had recognized earlier in the imp. Klint felt 
painfully aware of how incongruously large the librarian was 
as his voice increased in intensity. The silence was just as 
shocking.
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He sighed. It was the deep sigh of someone who had too 
many old dusty thoughts in his brain and who needed to 
exhale them before his soul exploded with the weight of 
them.

“We began to care though. One day a scholar was thumbing 
through the book following one particularly embroiled and 
dangerous choice line relating to the disappearance of a 
prominent librarian, and ... we suddenly saw that you were 
very, very significant.”
“Why?” Klint felt that deep, almost painful surge of curiosity. 
He had to know, not because it directly affected his welfare 
but more importantly, because he sensed the beginning of a 
beautiful, hidden jewel of a mystery. He wanted it in his 
mind. He coveted it.

“Why?” the librarian repeated. Then he laughed a brief bitter 
laugh. “Because the book, in one simple sentence, described 
you in very intimate and knowing terms. I remember the 
sentence well, even today. It was so small, yet so 
momentous.” Once again his voice found that soft, rhythmic 
cadence, as though he were repeating words that he had 
spoken ten thousand times before.

"It was at this time that Klint the inestimably talented goblin, 
who would later be the one solitary being to fully know The 
Book Of Choices, entered his first, brief retirement.”

“What?” Klint sat up, his insatiable curiosity giving way to a 
deep, dark outrage.

“The book said that about me? How the hell would it know? 
Even I didn't know that my retirement was not permanent. 
What did it mean that I...”
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The librarian wearily raised his hand and shook his head. 
“Klint. We don't have answers. Not a single solitary one. All 
we know is that a book that KNOWS things identified you 
out of every possible being in this giant reality, as the one 
who would know it. Of all the scholars, mages, 
chroneographers, mediums, fortune tellers, soothsayers, 
economists and conputerologists this reality has produced, 
you are the one to know the book.” 

Klint snorted. “I don't want to know the fucking book. I have 
hated it from the minute I heard about the scungy, papery 
bastard.”

“Nevertheless. That is what the book has foreseen.”

Klint silently appraised the librarian. Clearly his belief in the 
book approached the absolutism of religion. Yet for all that 
this was not the ranting of a completely mad man. Klint sat 
back, lost in thought.

“But … that’s just one … what do you call it? Choice line. 
That’s just one possibility among many, right? You must have 
looked for others in different paths who found and 
controlled the…” Klint stopped short. The librarian was 
slowly, sadly shaking his head. 

“Yes we looked. In fact a whole team of us searched. We 
reasoned that surely there must be away that one of US; one 
of our team of scholars; could come to be the one. But no.”

 “There was not one. The book mocked our efforts.” The 
librarian gripped his mug of protein shake until the nasty 
viscous fluid within it jiggled and frothed.

“Not only could we not find a single other soul to master the 
book, the more we looked through the choices the more we 
saw .... your ... name.”
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Klint looked at the librarian closely. There was not just 
admiration in his voice. There was something else and Klint 
did not like the look of it at all. It was .... resentment. jealousy. 
Klint knew then and there that the librarian wanted to know 
the meaning of this book more than anything, and not just 
for its own sake, as goblins tend to find themselves wanting 
to know things. Oh no. He wanted to know this book 
because he wanted power. 

Klint planted his feet firmly on the floor and gripped the 
chair tightly, his muscles coiling like a spring. Hardly anything 
about him changed visibly, but in the merest fraction of a 
second he could be at that door and beyond. His senses 
ratcheted up a notch and the stench of the librarian’s sweat 
announced itself to him. 

“Finally we realized. The only way to uncover the secret of 
the book would be to find this ... this ... Klint.”

Klint grit his teeth. “Well ... you found me. Congratulations.”

The librarian smiled, and again that half predator half, 
sycophant revealed himself.

“I know your mind, Klint, at least what a human could know 
of it. I know that you are cleverer than I could ever be. I 
don't understand fully, but I begin to see why the book chose 
you.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a whisper. 
“For a long time I hated you for it, but I’ve come to terms 
with that now. I really am so honored to see you.”

Klint’s skin crawled. He felt as though he was a rare butterfly 
being observed by an avid butterfly collector, with a pin 
poised to impale him.

“So,” Klint said, eager to change the conversation away from 
anything that caused that manic collector’s gleam in the 
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librarian’s eye. "That explains why you wanted to find me, but 
where does Emique fit into this mess? And how did you 
locate me?”

“Really? You haven't figured that part out yet?” The librarian 
looked almost disappointed.

“I have my theories,” Klint snapped, “but I want to hear it 
from you, ok?”

“Well, it was really a matter of good fortune more than 
anything. All we had was the name Klint, which to gnomes 
and humans is an entirely archaic and foreign name. We 
searched high and low for it. We plundered every archive we 
could find. Nothing.”

Klint shivered. He had the image of a shadowy team of 
dangerous maniacs searching for him while he lived his little 
life, oblivious. And now here he was talking to their 
mastermind. Great. 

“Then that moment of improbable blind luck happened, Mr. 
Guffwipe. So improbable was that stroke of luck I must 
believe it had a deliberate intelligence behind it. Against all 
chance and probability, suddenly we found your name.”

How? 

“A book came to us. We retrieved it from an abandoned and 
crumbling library, in the heart of the swamplands beyond the 
Selenian Desert. Even our maps begin to fade into 
uncertainty there. Nevertheless it came, by dusty road and 
lonely zebra wagon.”

“There was nothing unusual about this book. Nothing 
magical. The records show that it entered our collection 
without ceremony or any great scholastic interest. We paid 
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the book hunter a pittance for it and he vanished back along 
his lonely way.”

“It was a book of children’s fables,” the librarian said, not 
making eye contact with Klint. “It was one of the few 
remaining books of your people. In it, for the first time, after 
years of searching we found reference to Klint of the 
quickened finger and subtle mind. He was a kind of folk hero, 
I believe.”

Klint nodded. “He is a kind of a legend. I was named after 
him.”

There was a long pause as Klint's mind raced back to the time 
when his father had haltingly read him those strange stories 
about this amazing Klint of the quickened finger and subtle 
mind. By firelight he would hear tales of how his legendary 
namesake had delved deep into forgotten places, always to 
survive by wit and cunning, always to retrieve the strangest of 
treasures. His favorite story had been of how he had stolen 
the whistle from the blind priestess of the devouring god 
Tarjan. Klint lowered his hat over his eyes. So long ago.

Finally the librarian broke Klint's reverie. “It never occurred 
to us that you could be a goblin, you see.”

“And why is that?” Klint growled, suddenly feeling his blood 
heated with a feeling he had not felt for many years; a strange 
pride in the cleverness and indefatigable resourcefulness of 
his kind.

“If any creature in this entire grime filled universe could 
understand something like this … book, it would have to be a 
goblin.”

“Please don't be offended. It's just that.... well....” he looked 
hesitant to continue. He lowered his voice as though 
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someone else in the room might hear ... “There’s so few of 
you now. After the ...”

Klint raised his hand and stopped him mid-sentence. He 
nodded slowly. “We don't need to speak of that.” 

 “It was then that we began to search for another goblin to 
help us find you. Eventually, again by sheer chance, she came 
to us: a traveling rogue with books to sell.”

“Emique,” Klint murmured, the reality of his situation 
suddenly coming into crystal clear focus.

“Yes, Emique.”

Klint rubbed at his eyes as though he had begun seeing 
imaginary wasps.

“You’re telling me that Emique is only involved in this 
because you needed someone who could find ... me?”

The Librarian tugged on his earlobe. “That is exactly it, Mr. 
Guffwipe. Exactly so.”

“And Emique subsequently stole this dangerous, scary 
powerful book right out from under your nose? Do I have 
that bit right?”

The large man turned a spectacular shade of beetroot. His jaw 
clicked loudly as he grit his teeth and nodded again, staring 
off into the corner of the room over Klint's shoulder. The 
corner of Klint's mouth twitched. 

“I see.” Klint grinned. “You’ll forgive me if I see the humor 
in this situation.” 

With effort the librarian declenched his massive mandible, 
and continued. “

So it appears we are in something of a ... a...”
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"Pickle?" Klint suggested helpfully.

“Yes,” the librarian growled. “Let's call it a pickle. For 
whatever reason the book is linked to YOU, Mr. Guffwipe. 
You are the key to finding the book, I'm certain of it, simply 
because the book seems to be tied to you, and you to it.”

“I see.” Klint repeated, drumming his fingers on the table. 
“Well, frankly, I haven't been in the pickle cleaning business 
for quite some time, and I have to be completely candid with 
you. I see no reason why I should help you find this book."

"We will reward you handsomely, Mr. Guffwipe."

"I don't care."

"Think of the power of the book, Mr. Guffwipe." the 
librarian persisted. “We need the book safe and sound here in 
the library, where we can study it. Where we can make sure 
that it never gets used by the wrong ...”

Klint waved impatiently. “Oh please. I've seen that gleam in 
your and your lackey's eyes. You want this book precisely 
because it is dangerous and powerful.”

The librarian swallowed. It was a sick, wet sound, like a lard-
covered gerbil being swallowed by a hagfish. Suddenly his 
eyes darted across to Klint, and his smile was one of vicious 
cunning.

"Aren’t you the least bit interested in the fact that this 
monumentous book of power has NAMED you as its future 
owner? Doesn't this imponderable mystery set your nostril 
aquiver? Aren't you excruciatingly, exquisitely ... 
curiousssssss?"

Klint's stared across the table at the librarian, coldly.
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“Nice try. But the way I see it, this book and I will end up 
crossing paths sooner or later with or without the Library. I 
see no reason why helping you makes the slightest bit of 
difference to that.”

The Master Librarian stiffened, his nostrils flaring wide 
enough to allow ingress to a casually passing and foolhardy 
moth.

"And before you go threatening me, I'll thank you to 
remember that this book you so passionately believe in 
KNOWS that it will come to me. Imprisoning me here is 
courting with powerful and unpredictable forces. You would 
not want to make an enemy of the book."

The librarian's nostrils now seemed to occupy the entire 
lower half of his face. He gripped on to the edge of his desk 
and Klint could hear the wood groaning in his grasp.

"So I think we have finished our conversation, don’t you?"

Klint planted his hat squarely on his bulbous head, rose 
decisively and walked to the door. He did not like the sound 
of this at all. He would deal with the library's minions as best 
he could once he was clear of this place.

His hand was on the doorknob when the librarian's voice 
reached out to him and curled about his throat like a brill-
creamed python.

"There is the small matter of Emique."

Klint slowly turned around.

"What?"
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“If you don't find her, Mr. Guffwipe, we will simply have to 
send someone else to locate her. Someone big, and possibly 
pointy.”

Klint felt a hot searing blast of anger scorch his soul, and for 
the wildest moment he struggled not to fly across the room 
like an enraged frog to tear at the librarian’s smug face and 
nasty, heavily muscled throat.

"What ... makes ... you think ... you could even find her?" 
Klint growled. “She's a goblin. She could be living in your 
house for a year without you knowing.”

"True," the Master Librarian conceded. "But... we have access 
to resources you can't even imagine. We WILL find her Mr. 
Guffwipe, with or without you. It might take years but we 
will track her down, and when we do her life will be forfeit. 
We will take the book and we will destroy her, slowly."

Klint slowly walked across the room, his quick, clever eyes 
staring daggers at the librarian.

"I'm listening..." he said quietly.

The librarian opened his top drawer, procured a sheet of 
paper and began folding it as he spoke.

"If you find her and the book, then we leave Emique 
unharmed. We take the book. You take Emique."

“Just like that?”

“Yes, just like that.”

Klint sighed and wearily nodded. “Alright, damn you. 
Alright.”
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The librarian was silent for a while, his tongue protruding 
from his mouth as he carefully folded the final touches on 
what appeared to be a paper plane.

“Excellent.” The librarian clapped his gigantic hands 
together, causing bits of plaster to fall from the ceiling.

“We will give you all the help you need,” the librarian 
grinned.

“All I need is that you let me get on with it in my own way, 
unassisted and left the hell alone.”

“Of course, of course,” the librarian enthused. “Exactly as 
you say,”... he paused ... “with one minor, tiny amendment.”

He pressed an ornate brass button on his desk. Klint heard a 
duck like buzzing quack faintly in the adjacent room.

"Rosie! Alert the ninjas."

"The ... ninjas?"

"Yes. I have an elite band of our library's best covert ninjas 
waiting to accompany you, just to ensure your safety and to 
ensure that we stick to our original agreement."

Klint sighed wearily. "Fine. Just me and an elite band of 
fucking ninjas then." 

"Goodbye and god speed, Klint. It has been an honor and a 
privilege."

Klint waved away the effusive compliment as he would an 
annoying fly.

He stopped just as he was about to leave.

"Wait. You never answered my second question. How did 
you find me?"
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The librarian grinned broadly. "I was waiting for you to say 
that" he rumbled. He threw the paper plane up into the air. It 
circled twice lazily, before gliding neatly into Klint's 
outstretched hand.

Klint recognized the paper immediately and he grit his teeth 
as he slowly unraveled the meticulously crafted plane.

There, in that familiar spidery hand he saw the words: "You 
never answered my second question. How did you find me?"

Klint groaned. "Not again."

He scanned down the page and sure enough there it was 
"Not again." Underneath were words which made the hair at 
the back of his neck prickle.

"Klint looked across to the note in the margin."

He looked across, and there he noticed Emique's 
handwriting.

"Klint is located on the twenty-third floor of the tallest 
building in San Diego. Thanks for the hospitality."

Underneath it in smaller writing he saw the words, "PS. Hi 
cupcake. See you soon. :)"

The Librarian started to laugh. It was a dry, scratching laugh. 
It was the sound of a rocking chair on a dry, dusty floor in a 
deserted house at the edge of the wastelands of Hell. It was 
the laughter of insanity.

As the laughter grew, Klint closed the door behind him 
firmly. His skin felt cold and he realized that he had broken 
out into a cold sweat.
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"Rosie, get me out of here. I have a book to find, a universe 
to save and a bad case of gas."

~~~~~~

Klint grunted for at least the seven-hundredth time. The truth 
be known he had lost count. With the Master Librarian out of 
sight he had moved Heaven and Earth in trying to explain 
that goblins worked best alone; and especially him. He 
explained vociferously and angrily to anyone who was within 
hearing range, but it fell upon deaf gnomes’ ears... These 
alleged “ninjas” were to be involved in his search; and that 
was that.

Now he stood glowering in the megalithic portal between the 
giant statues at the top of the long marble stairway leading 
down to the central square. A few steps down an 
etchographer was clumsily fidgeting with his tripod to get it in 
a stable position. 

Any quest required a proper etchograph for the archives. 
Such was immutable library policy. Even a top-secret quest 
like this was not exempt. Klint repositioned his hat and lifted 
Nigel a little higher on his arm. His loyal companion was 
even less keen than Klint at the thought of part of his soul 
being indelibly etchographed. Nigel tried to lift his tail at the 
device, exposing his grisliest asset. 

“Good work,” Klint muttered, grinning like a schoolboy and 
lifting Nigel even higher so as to allow the most disgusting 
view as possible. One of the Librarian Ninjas standing behind 
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him “accidentally” poked a rather sharp object in his back 
and Klint angrily turned around.

"Watch it!" he grumbled. The Ninja did not even blink.

These Ninjas were a weird bunch, Klint decided. There were 
nine of them all together. They stood there, posing, 
completely motionless. All were dressed identically, in black 
three piece suits with Victorian looking one-shoulder capes. 
They carried small knapsacks, and all but a few of them 
peered through the lenses of very thick jam jar glasses. On 
their belts, they sported various devices blinking silvery in the 
setting sun. Klint recognized one of the items as a letter 
opener. Somehow though they managed to look quite lethal, 
despite their absurdly long and pointy noses which peeked 
through the custom designed hole in their ninja cowls.  Klint 
also noticed that the emblem of a pink rat holding a massive 
book in one hand and a lump of cheese in the other was 
stitched on their breast pockets. This also somewhat offset 
their deadly countenance.

"Please stand still!" the etchographer announced, 
enthusiastically. "The process has started!"

The etchograph reluctantly shuddered into life. With a series 
of whirs and thunks, small valves on the device started to 
move faster and faster, like a steam-powered pumping 
station. When the device achieved full speed, the 
etchographer slowly pulled a large plate of metal through a 
slit in the device. 

“Hold still!” the etchographer repeated, a bead of sweat 
glistening on his brow.

Klint desperately tried to hold Nigel in position but gave up 
when the cat buried his claws in Klint's neck once more. 



   83

Nigel jumped down and indignantly removed himself from 
the scene. Centuries later young Librarians would still be 
marveling over the question of what that strange blur on the 
etcho could have been.

After a few minutes the whirring and buzzing slowed down 
and with a content gleam on his face, the etchographer pulled 
the metal plate out of the slit.

"It's done!" he declared, theatrically presenting the etcho to 
his - as Klint felt it - victims. Nigel came from behind one of 
the huge statues and farted.

"Finally!" Klint muttered. He grabbed Nigel and started 
walking down the stairs. 

When he arrived at the bottom several minutes later he 
secretly peeked over his shoulder to check if the ninjas were 
still there since he had not heard them move behind him. 

Silently he hoped they would stay behind... But they were all 
there, standing motionless a few steps up the stairs. He 
sighed. He would have to lose them before they left Solen, 
otherwise this whole journey would be quite miserable. He 
started for the other side of the square where he hoped to be 
able to catch a zebra cab to get to the Transitumundos station 
near the western city walls. About halfway across the square 
he sank down on a bench to catch his breath and think of a 
way to get rid of his stealthy chaperones. Klint glared at them. 
Once more they were standing motionless in a pose that 
suggested they were about to attack.

Klint sighed and closed his eyes. He had to go. Move. The 
day was almost done and he had not even reached the other 
end of the square yet! When he opened his eyes again the 
band of Ninjas had moved closer to him. It started to dawn 
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on Klint now and he turned his head away. Just a second later 
he quickly turned his head to the Ninjas again and frowned. 
They were now standing yet another pace closer to him. They 
stared at him intently.

"You've got to be kidding me," he murmured, rising from the 
bench, almost touching the Ninjas in his move. They didn't 
even flinch. Klint darted off in the direction of the central 
fountain. He halted suddenly and swiveled around. They just 
stood there, a few paces behind him, in the same pose they 
had maintained the whole time so far. Klint felt a nervous 
twitch develop right below in his left eyelid.

"WHY don't you freaking MOVE!" 

He did not wait for an answer since he knew it would take 
too much of his precious time and when he turned around 
again the fountain came into view. An idea popped into his 
head. He jumped forward, darted left and right like a 
madman. Meanwhile he tried to spot the ninjas moving but 
every time they came in view they seemed frozen in place. 

“Fiddle-dee-dee!” he intoned theatrically. “My shoelace 
appears to have become undone.”

Casually he walked toward the fountain. He placed his boot 
and Nigel on the edge and pretended to tie his lace. He 
secretly lifted his elbow to check from under his arm if the 
ninjas moved which of course they hadn’t. Then he suddenly 
turned his back toward the fountain.

Behind him he heard some screams and a lot of splashing. 

"Haha!" he exclaimed and triumphantly he turned around 
again. 
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The ninjas had not lost their pose, but they looked somewhat 
soaked, standing knee deep in the water with their dripping 
black suits and capes. Slowly Klint picked up Nigel who had 
managed to stay dry, and started backing off, facing the 
ninjas. They didn't move although Klint could sense their 
unease. He was almost ten paces away when one of them 
cracked.

"Okay! Okay, hold it alright!" the ninja in front grumbled 
while he climbed out of the fountain. He sloshed towards 
him with what Klint guessed to be an apologetic look on his 
face. It was kind of hard to say with that forage cap and all. 
The gnome halted right before Klint, hands behind his back. 
He pressed the tip of his pointy black shoe in the sand and 
made a move as if he was extinguishing a cigarette bud. 
"Ahem." he murmured..."We give in."

"Finally!" said Klint and sat down on a bench at the edge of 
the grass.

Klint watched his new travel companions warily while they 
regrouped, combing beards, wringing the water out of their 
black garments, polishing their thick, round glasses and 
looking sourly at their pouches of wasted tobacco. He almost 
felt sorry for them. Almost.

"Alright." he rose to his feet again. "I'm fetching us some 
cabs while you clean yourself up. On one condition though." 
The one Klint presumed was the head Ninja scowled.

"No more games!" Klint made his best serious and 
threatening face. 

"Okay, okay," said the head Ninja. Klint turned and raised his 
hand. "Taxi!" he yelled. It took a while before he had six 
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zebra cabs lined up. He took the first one, the nine ninjas fit 
into the five other cabs easily. 

"Everyone in the cabs?" Klint didn't even wait for the nine 
croaking yesses. "Go!" 

The caravan of cabs started moving slowly towards the city 
walls, and Klint grinned. He waved good-bye from behind a 
rusty garbage container. It would take quite a while before his 
ninja colleagues discovered that he was not traveling with 
them. If he was lucky they would not realize until they 
reached the city walls. Klint rubbed his hands together 
gleefully. This gave him just about enough time to visit some 
shops to pick up the gear he would need. He had no doubt 
they would find him again, but at least he’d be able to breathe 
for a few hours.

"That was quite a master move, don't you think, Nigel!" Klint 
patted the cat on his head. Nigel’s juicy fart would have to 
suffice as agreement. 

"Come here, you...you cat!" Klint exclaimed in a sudden and 
rather embarrassing burst of affection. He grabbed Nigel and 
cuddled him a bit. Nigel endured.

"Nooooooo!" A voice suddenly cut through the air. "It can't 
be! It. Can. Not. Be!" 

Klint froze and turned several shades greener. Nigel raised his 
bristles and started hissing, wild panic gleaming in his eyes. 

No! thought Klint... It can not be...he heard the sound of a 
lonely guitar string reverberate in the air, a melancholic 
mouth harp struck just the right chord. 

His mouth suddenly felt like the Selanian desert in a raging 
sandstorm. 
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"WOW! It's him! Wyclintius Mary Guffwipe!" 

~~~~~~

Klint could not believe his ears. This was one of those rare 
moments that his mind simply stopped. He felt his blood 
drain away from his face as if it was a slug that just got salted. 
He felt his skin darken, his heart started to race and his brain 
froze. He took a deep breath and turned, slowly, ready to face 
his doom: or for lack of better words, his mother. 

Nothing was there. Emptiness.

Well, not exactly emptiness. There was nothing to see apart 
from the typical Solen view; rickety houses with glassless 
windows out of which fat women of all sorts of species 
emptied their buckets of sewage, creating the famous 
'Flowers of Solen' on the pavement below.

Klint blinked. "Ha! You fell for it!" He heard the voice again. 
He looked down, into a pair of bright blue eyes, set in a 
beautiful, slim, young face. Long black hair adorned the face 
and a bright smile completed the beaming appearance of this 
girl. She must be about eleven years old, Klint surmised. The 
girl's voice had sounded exactly like the voice of his mother. 
Horrible. Incredible. This girl even knew his full name! How 
was that possible? Nigel suddenly jumped out of the leather 
bag and started rubbing against the girl’s leg.

"Meatburps!" yelled the kid as she picked up the otherwise 
highly unliftable cat. She started cuddling Nigel who, in turn, 
started to purr with a smug look on his face.

Klint's amazement was complete. "Who..."
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The girl looked up and interrupted. "Has your brain gone 
soggy, Klint?"

"I..." Klint found himself looking shyly at the ground. 
"don't..."

"You forgot me!" The girl mimicked indignation. "I can't 
believe it!"

Klint gave up. "Look, I'm sorry! Okay? But who are you!"

"Seven years ago. In the timbered house next to Broddy's Bar 
near the southern well. Remember now?" Nigel thoroughly 
enjoyed the girl’s treatment, and somehow his rolling around 
in her arms made a memory stir in the back of Klint’s brain. 
Flashes of a bright smile, high pitched laughing. Pink flowers. 
A tiny hand curling around his finger.

"Ah!" Klint's eyes widened in disbelief. "No... Pim? Really?" 
The girl beamed at him. Klint sank to his knees smiling and 
softly touched the girl’s hair. "Primrose! Incredible, you are 
twice as big as you were!" 

"Duh! I know. It’s incredible really, since I'm also more than 
twice as old. Soggy brain." The girl grinned and set Nigel 
down. Nigel protested only slightly before curling up between 
her feet. Klint was still too amazed to properly react. The last 
time he had seen this girl, she had been a very strong willed, 
four year old hurricane-like little tot. He remembered her 
catching laugh clearly. She had appeared on the doorstep like 
a stray cat and refused to leave. In a whim, much against her 
nature, thought Klint, Emique had taken the girl in. Klint had 
to give up his Chesterfield, which was replaced by a little bed 
for the child to sleep in. He still felt the sting of that decision.
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"So, are you all alone?" Klint could have slammed his face 
into the wall. This child unnerved him. Of course she was 
alone. It was quite obvious.

"Yes, soggy brain. But not anymore! I found you! Come, 
Klint. I want to show you something." She grabbed his hand 
and pulled. Nigel meowed questioningly at Klint and then 
jumped into the kid’s arms again. She turned and walked 
away. Klint could only follow her.

While they progressed into the alleys of Solen Eysareth's city 
center Klint noticed how much his hometown had changed 
in the last seven years. 
A lot of the old shop facades had been redecorated. Where 
once there were dimly lit, grim stone buildings now there 
appeared gleaming glassy edifices, complete with magically 
illuminated signs. Sure the old places still existed, tucked 
down side alleys, but so much of his old city now gleamed 
with fresh life. 
Klint hardly recognized this part of town that used to house 
all kinds of weapon smiths, stores that sold burglars tools and 
shimmery fast food joints. It used to be almost impossible to 
pass through here without being robbed, or talked into some 
shady business deal. 

8 The story goes that in the early days of Solen Eysareth, when 
corruption was not as widely accepted yet, a giant fist had appeared 
out of the sky and had slammed the house of the mayor of Solen 
deep into the ground. All that was left now was a hole, about 30 feet 
deep and 80 feet wide, surrounded by piles of weed-overgrown 
rubbish. Besides being a money generating tourist attraction, it was 
also a common place for Solen's underground scene to dump bodies. 
Exactly because of that, it would not be long until this historical 
location would lose its holeyness.
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The alley they were walking through right now used to be 
nicknamed Silly Con Alley but now it had become a tourist 
destination, lined with imported coconut palm trees and all 
kinds of souvenir shops, selling miniature versions of the 
famous 

Hole of Solen8 Zebra hats with built in grog compartments 
and "My boyfriend went to Solen and all I got was chlamydia, 
and this lousy T-Shirt" T-Shirts. Buildings had been merged 
or separated. The changes were so big Klint noticed with 
alarm that sometimes he did not even recognize his 
surroundings. Secretly, he was quite happy that Primrose was 
leading the way. He did not even want to think of the 
embarrassment he would suffer if he would have had to ask 
for directions.

Pim tacked smoothly through the groups of imps, gnomes, 
dwarves, humans, city trolls, all kinds of, well, kinds that 
walked the alleys of Solen. Klint simply bashed through as the 
oncoming stream of pedestrians closed behind the little girl, 
leaving a trail of people behind, scolding him while 
scrambling back on their feet. Or hooves. He grinned to 
himself. This turned out to be quite an enjoyable walk!

Suddenly he bumped into Primrose, who had stopped in the 
middle of the street. "There it is!" She pointed. Klint's heart 
skipped a beat. The timbered house had not changed a bit.

"I still live there you know! I'm a big girl now." She pulled his 
hand again and they entered the house. "Want some tea?" 
Primrose ran to the kitchen immediately. Much to his delight 
the Chesterfield armchair was back in its old place.



   91

"Lovely!" He sank down in the comfortable Chesterfield with 
a relieved sigh. He wiggled back into it so that his feet lifted 
off the ground and he closed his eyes, in an old goblin’s 
equivalent of heaven. Many years ago he had endured vast 
trouble and inconvenience to move his beloved armchair to 
this Realm, and then he left in a hurry never to come back. 
He had regretted not taking the chair with him every single 
day he had lived in the Human realm. Memories came 
tumbling in from all sides as Klint took in the dark wooden 
furniture, the old stove, the display cabinet filled with 
extremely lethal and shiny bladed items that could be easily 
thrown at, slit through, smashed into or slashed down the 
flesh of any warm or cold-blooded creature that inhabited 
this Realm. Nigel had found his favorite spot near the stove 
and just like that the past seven years were gone. Klint was 
home again. He kicked off his boots and wiggled his green 
toes, sighing again, luxuriantly. 

Just for a moment, he decided, the world could go to hell. He 
was, after all, a retiree. He deserved a rest from time to time. 
Metaphysical panic-inducing books, cloud demons with 
gender problems, maniacal librarian fanbois and infuriating 
hat policies could all be damned for just ... a... few... 
precious... mmminnn…

Klint's head slowly fell forward onto his chest and his nostrils 
quivered in stereo as he produced a loud, green snore. Nigel 
deftly leaped into his friend's welcoming lap and curled up 
into a small, flatulent ball of happiness. Before long theirs was 
a symphony of snores. 

When Klint finally woke, the room was in darkness, the 
sounds of night sliding soft and soothing through the 
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window. Sleepily, he wondered where Nigel had disappeared 
off to. 

Then he froze. He was not alone. 

Deep in shadow, in the corner, Klint's keen eyes could barely 
make out the outline of a slightly darker patch of shadow, 
slumped against the wall. Klint closed his eyes down to two 
tiny slits. He slowed his breathing and relaxed his muscles, for 
all the world giving the impression of peaceful sleep.

He slumped his head to one side, to get a better view of his 
shadowy visitor. 

"I know you're awake." The voice was little more than a 
whisper, almost blending into the night breeze that caressed 
the leaves outside.

Klint’s heart leapt into his mouth. He opened his eyes and 
leaned forward, straining his eyes to pierce the gloom, but try 
as he might the shadowy form gave away none of its secrets.

"There's only two of us left now, Klint."

Emique. Klint could make out her head now. She was 
slumped over, her hair hanging down over her face. Her 
voice sounded familiar, but different. It sounded sadder, 
softer, older.

"I know," he replied quietly, his fear giving way to grief, and 
then a desolation he only allowed in very occasionally. Silence 
once again flowed into the room, blending with the ink of 
darkness, deepening it, making it absolute.

"I miss the stories most," she whispered, her voice barely 
reaching Klint yet searing him. 

He felt tears stinging his eyes.
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"Why are you here?" He whispered, his voice suddenly hoarse 
with emotion.

"I'm not here. Not now. Why are you here?"

No matter how hard Klint tried to see her face it remained 
buried beneath layers of shadow.

"To find ... you.”

"Why? Why do you want to find me?"

Klint shook his head, not really sure of the answer himself. 
"Because you're in trouble. Because you're the only one like 
me."

"Is that all?" Her voice was barely a breath now, barely more 
than a whisper of a half forgotten thought.

"No. Because I ..." Klint closed his eyes. He didn't want to, 
but he remembered. His keen mind held on too tight to the 
important things; the painful things. He remembered too 
much. Too much. "Because, I remember us. Emique."

The shadow didn't move. The shadow didn't speak. But Klint 
knew she was smiling.

They shared the silence, two small lost souls encased in night. 
They breathed it in together like smoke.
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Chapter 4
The Chronomentrophobic Hair Sucker

When Klint woke up to the real world, he found Primrose 
curled up on his lap, in deep, sweet sleep. She had lit the 
stove and made something to eat. Her empty plate was on the 
small table next to the Chesterfield. His full plate was next to 
it, looking slightly cold, but still good. The sun had set and 
darkness oozed through the window reluctantly, like really 
dark tomato ketchup from a glass bottle. He carefully lifted 
the sleeping girl in his arms and carried her upstairs, where 
the bedroom had been seven years ago. Not surprisingly, 
there it was. 

When he came down the stairs again he sat at the kitchen 
table and pecked at his food. His mind drifted back to that 
strangely vivid dream. He felt certain that these were no 
ordinary dreams. He could feel Emique’s presence curling 
about him. It made him happy, but it was a strange happiness. 
It had a keening sadness to it. He shook his head. He realized 
he was slipping. It would be so easy just to sink back into the 
embrace of this city, but Emique was out there and 
something needed to be done. He needed to hurry. He 
methodically ate the meal Primrose had prepared for him. 
With the taste of home alive on his tongue he felt prepared 
for adventure. 

As he softly closed the door behind him and peered along the 
dark Solen streets, already beginning to seethe with Solen’s 
nocturnal denizens, he realized he had absolutely no idea of 
where to go. Solen was familiar in some ways, but it had 
changed too much.
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Klint grunted and was turning to skulk back inside when his 
eyes clung to the hand painted sign outside Broddy's Bar. 
"Broddy's Bar" it said. That was clear enough. The second 
line was … intriguing. "all sors a likins welkome - Cheap Beer 
- life musix". 

Clearly the bar had changed owners since he left Solen so 
long ago. It was once a place where you would only go if you 
happened to be involved in the dark counterpoint to Klint’s 
profession, and even then only when you had either very 
good valuables to sell, or a death wish. 

Klint’s eyes lingered on the words "Cheap Beer" and he 
suddenly felt parched. He crossed the street, careful to avoid 
the nocturnal street carts, which were pulled along at an 
alarming pace by nocturnal zebras, eyes glowing bleakly with 
an eerie magic which allowed them to see perfectly in near 
total darkness.

Finally at the door he found it locked. He was about to walk 
off in disgust when he saw a small, faded sign directly above 
the letter box. "Please use back door ;)". He shook his head. 
Why could things never be simple in Solen? Cautiously he 
stepped into the dark and extremely small alley next to 
Broddy's and finally he found the backdoor, lit by a single 
lantern. The door was locked, but sure enough Klint heard 
loud raucous music and happy, drunken, singing voices. He 
knocked and a small window opened. A bloodshot, pale 
green eye peeked through. Then a large, glossy lipped mouth 
appeared.

"Password?" it demanded. 

Klint rolled his eyes theatrically and threw out his arms in 
despair. "Holy Begeebus!" he exclaimed. He hated it when 
this kind of silliness stood between him and a beer.
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"Right!" croaked the mouth and the door swung open. The 
mouth belonged to a huge, black, and extremely muscular 
cave troll, who threw back his long, curly blond hair and 
flashed his fake lashes at Klint. 

"You even got the expression and gestures right!" The troll 
whispered with a voice like a warm summer night scented 
with decaying rodents. "Not many can do that, handsome!" 

Klint blinked, mumbled “ermm thanks” and stumbled past 
the troll towards the staircase that led to a dimly lit 
underground room. 

At first he could see very little. A seething, writhing crowd 
dancing around him jostling him dragging him along like an 
ocean current. When his eyes finally adjusted he realized that 
the room was filled with dancing people of all kinds 
imaginable.

The room had a broody atmosphere, it extended way beyond 
what he would have thought possible considering the tiny 
appearance of the bar from the outside. The far end of the 
room was hidden in darkness, while on the right side on a 
rickety wooden stage a band was playing moody New Orleans 
jazz music. Some tables were positioned around the stage. 
One of them was occupied by a well-dressed Hrooem, a fat, 
monkey-like creature with three arms, one of which was 
gainfully employed by being wrapped around a curvy human 
girl in a dressing gown. Klint knew street power when he saw 
it. That must be the new owner, Klint mused. The Hrooem 
turned one of his eye-sticks toward Klint but he seemed 
largely disinterested for now. 

As he squeezed, and shuffled and side-stepped his way 
through the fantastical masses, finally he spotted what he was 
looking for: the bar. He pushed toward it, like a swimmer 
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struggling against the tide. Heads turned toward him, 
scanning him up and down, some nodding approvingly, some 
turning away with obvious disinterest. Klint noticed a lot of 
masculine looking females in dungarees, wigged and painted 
males, beautiful, fashion magazine quality girls and smart 
looking boys dancing, holding hands and snogging with 
whomever they bumped into. 

"Ah!" Klint now understood the sign’s promise that "all sors 
a likins” were welcome.. As he drew nearer, he could see that 
the bar lay next to a small stage. On it, he could just make out 
the silhouette of a pole dancer doing the dance of the seven 
veils. She had at least six veils left. Actually, the veils seemed 
to appear and disappear randomly, like patches of mist. 
Pushing dancing people aside, Klint finally made it to the bar 
and found himself an empty barstool. The boy behind the bar 
smiled at him with a questioning look on his face.

"Can I offer you a drink love?" he asked.

"Beer." Klint held an imaginary, large, glass of beer between 
his hands to indicate the size of the beer he wanted. "And I'm 
not your love, thank you.” 

The bartender turned his back to Klint indignantly. "Well 
excuse me, love! Beer coming up." He filled a pint-sized glass 
to the brim with stale, luke-warm beer and set it down in 
front of Klint. "Why the sad face, love?" 

Klint took a large sip, sighed contentedly and turned his eyes 
to the pole dancer. She was still in the shadows and looked 
kind of awkward making square and wooden movements. 
"She a first timer?" Klint asked the bartender. 

"Yeah, walked in tonight asking for a job. I don't care really, 
there's always someone in here who will appreciate what goes 
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on that stage. Are you Ok love?" Slightly irritated Klint shook 
his head, then nodded. The beer left an awful taste in his 
mouth. For lack of something better he washed it away with a 
fresh sip of beer. Something floated in his glass. He tried to 
get it out but it would not stick to his finger. He felt like a 
really sad, lonely old sod and he probably looked like one too, 
he surmised. Emique kept sneaking up at him from the back 
of his mind. She must be the glue to piece everything 
together. Why could he not get his head around it? He 
slammed his beer down on the bar, irritably. He was getting 
nowhere. The thought that somewhere, someone was 
probably reading his current musings and laughing about 
them irritated him even more.

"Hello dear!" A familiar voice came from the stage. He 
turned his head. The pole dancer had stopped dancing and 
seemed to be looking at him. "I see you found your way here 
finally!" The music murmured on but the crowd was now 
looking at Klint curiously. A pair of pink heels followed by 
long, gangly, hairy legs suddenly appeared from the gloom as 
the pole dancer clumsily stepped off the stage. Klint realized 
with something approaching alarm that she was pushing her 
way toward him, using her extensive bosom to move people 
out of her way. She looked like a military flagship, expression 
and all. Suddenly Klint recognized her.

"Janine." He mumbled. "You don't happen to be hiding any 
syringes with blue liquid upon you right?" The demon 
adjusted her wig and smiled brightly, her pointy teeth glowing 
eerily in the disco black light. 

"No, and I already apologized for that, Klint.” There was a 
trace of a rebuke in her voice. 

“Actually, you didn’t.”
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“Really!” Janine appeared to be genuinely shocked. “Well I 
really am very sorry my sweet, little man.” She loomed over 
him pulled off his hat and planted a big wet kiss on the 
middle of his forehead before plonking the hat back on his 
head. Klint scowled and righted his hat. 

“Are we friends again, dear?”

Before Klint could respond, Janine gestured airily toward the 
bartender and took a seat next to Klint. The crowd continued 
their snogging and dancing while Janine threw the long end 
of her pink boa over her shoulder.

"Would you care to explain?" Klint downed his beer and 
ordered another.

The demon shrugged. "I was trying to help you Klint. I 
wanted to, ahem. Make sure you came along with me." Klint 
banged his fist on the table. He had had it by now with being 
poisoned, followed, declared dead and treated like a customer 
of the tax office. "Help me? What is WRONG with you 
people? Why don't you simply try and ASK?"

The demon shrugged again. "When you slept I went out to 
fetch a baggage trolley to move you away, but when I 
returned you were gone. Cat and all. It took me ages to find 
you again. You do have a splendid taste for bars, I admit!" 
She gestured around with her razor sharp claw, an approving 
look on her face, making a handful of dancers duck for their 
lives. 

"Okay. Then what the hell is it you're trying to tell me? This 
time please just say it straight to my face!" 

The demon demurely emptied the glass in one giant gulp. She 
gestured to the barman for another one and emptied that one 
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too. "I told you, my bosses need you to collect an item of 
sorts."

"Yes, I think by now I know what that item of sorts is. And I 
must say I'm quickly developing a healthy dislike of prose." 

The demon patted him lightly on the shoulder, causing him 
to grunt and almost topple of his bar stool. Klint grimaced. 
"Perhaps we could skip the whole polite talk and get to the 
point? The Master Librarian has managed to convince me to 
cooperate… so why are you still bugging me?" 

 “Bugging you?” she replied in a shocked tone. ”That’s not a 
very nice thing to say!”

“Yeah well I’m not in a nice mood.”

“The Master Librarian…” Janine said in a slightly dreamy 
tone. Then she frowned. “I’m not working for him. Never.”

This didn’t make sense. Just when he was beginning to see 
some sort of logic in all this madness, Klint felt lost again. 
“Then… who ARE you working for?”

The demon smiled until she showed her pointy and mean 
looking teeth. "Go there. You’ll find out soon enough…" She 
pointed to somewhere behind him. 

"Uhm right." Klint was starting to get pissed about being 
pushed around without any real control. He hated not being 
in control and usually he wasn't. Not in control that is. 
Instead of doing what the demon wanted him to do, he kept 
his eyes resolutely plastered on Janine, alert to the possibility 
of blue syringes appearing from nowhere. But no syringe 
appeared. Instead Janine went up in smoke, leaving a pair of 
golden Prada pumps smoking on the floor. Klint stared at 
them for a while. Just as suddenly a smaller flash blinded him. 
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When he could see again a cloud hovered above the pumps. 
A claw extended from the cloud, made an apologetic gesture, 
grabbed the impractical shoes and pulled them back in. Then 
the claw extended once more and pointed towards the dark 
end of the room. "Yeah, yeah, alright."

The band played on while Klint navigated through the 
dancing crowd, occasionally removing a hand from his 
behind and politely declining offers to have various kinds of 
risky, naked fun. The dark end of the room closed in on him, 
and even the raucous sounds of the bar faded. He expected 
to find people here, dancing and cavorting in the darkness, 
but nothing happened here, except the door. It was not there. 
And then it was. The sensible part of Klint’s mind screamed 
at him to turn tail and run, but there was something 
deliciously impossible about this door encased in darkness, 
not just being there, but happening, hidden in plain sight. The 
door was both completely mundane and utterly impossible. 
How could such a door … happen, Klint wondered to 
himself. It appeared to radiate from a nether void, and his 
mind, rarely prone to flights of fancy, pictured this strange 
portal spuming improbable happenstance into reality like a 
black hole trying to see if, cosmically speaking, its ass looks 
big in its pants.

His inner curiosity monster drooling all over itself, he took 
the only course imaginable. He opened the door.

He was looking out on the courtyard behind Broddy's. 

Klint chuckled under his breath. "That’s all?" he muttered. 
He was about to slam the door and take his seat back at the 
bar when he noticed the sign above the door on the other 
side of the courtyard.
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"We don't make it tick!" the sign read. Klint’s eyes narrowed. 
We don’t make it tick? Why? What? Before he knew it he had 
slipped out into the night and was making his way to the 
door.

The air was fresh. Something that was almost impossible in 
Solen. No smells of zebra dung or stale beer assaulted his 
nostrils. The walls that surrounded the small square courtyard 
were overgrown with Golden Chain and Elderberry. There 
was a startling silence and peace to this place. In the center of 
the courtyard was a small pond. As Klint drew near to it he 
noted a huge koi swimming in lazy circles. As he drew near 
the koi stopped, and peered at Klint suspiciously with one 
beady eye. Slowly, the koi swam backwards, tail fins first, and 
hid under a cattails leaf.

Klint crossed the courtyard and carefully opened the door 
under the sign. Candle light lit the room behind the door. It 
was small and long, and the walls were covered with clocks of 
all sizes. Huge standing clocks with ornate pendulums that 
moved from left to right, small cuckoo clocks that seemed to 
be of Swiss make, old train station clocks ticking the time 
away. Or actually, not ticking. It took Klint a moment to 
realize that he was surrounded by thick, impenetrable silence. 
The hands of the clocks moved, but no single, solitary tick 
was to be heard. Klint clicked the joints of his fingers just to 
make sure he had not gone deaf.

"Who's ticking there?" A croaky voice came from somewhere 
in the back. "Oh, sure, you're in already anyway!"

"Klint Guffwipe. May I come in?" Klint answered and then 
realized his question had already been answered. He moved 
further down the room, careful not to knock over any clocks.
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"Don't worry!" said the voice. "I can fix it." The place smelled 
of metal and oil. Klint could almost taste it in the air. In the 
back of the room a large desk stood in front of a wall that 
was hidden by what must have been a thousand small 
drawers. A ladder stood against the shelves, passing over the 
desk allowing access to the top drawers and functioning as a 
cloth rack at the same time. A large part of the desk was 
covered with cogs and gears and all kinds of tools which 
looked as though they could be used to dissect anything. 
Clocks exposing their geary bowels were scattered around the 
desk. One very big and mutilated clock stood in the center of 
the mess. Rags were piled up against the sides of the desk, 
and another large pile of rags lay on the chair behind the 
desk. As he slowly approached, Klint also beheld strange 
looking, gleaming items made of copper, glass and oddly 
shaped pieces of wood. Gears were sticking out of the pile of 
rags everywhere. Why would one put a pile of junk like that 
on his working chair? Klint wondered. 

At that exact moment the pile of junk spun round on the 
chair and stared at Klint intently. Klint stepped back, startled, 
knocking over an expensive looking clock that fell in pieces 
to the floor. The pile of junk shrugged and winked at Klint.

"As I said!" it declared. Two arms extended from under the 
rags and started taking off some of the gears, cogs and pieces 
of cloth. Soon Klint began to distinguish some human like 
shapes, shoulders, a neck, a head. Then legs.

Two pale blue eyes stared at him. They were positioned high 
on a long face, with a long nose under which the two strands 
of a droopy, grey moustache hung down to a chin that 
extended into a thin, grey goatee. It was the eyes that Klint 
noticed most. They were very blue. Very deep. Like pools of 
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endless... endless... deepness. They were two deep abysses 
that took Klint in, floating him around like a feather on the 
wind, light and without worry. He saw familiar faces floating 
around him. Emique, Primrose, Janine, Nigel. Where was 
Nigel?

The eyes blinked, throwing Klint back out, into the metal 
scented clockmakers room. He felt a little dizzy and grabbed 
the ladder to keep his balance. Klint contemplated turning 
around, and just walking away. This job seemed to 
incorporate large amounts of unexpected out-of-controlness: 
too much for Klint's taste. He grumbled loudly. Where was 
Nigel?

"My apologies, Mr. Guffwipe, I still possess some of the 
qualities of my people even though I have not been in touch 
with them for... well… a long ... time? Ahem." The long faced 
man rose out of the chair, immediately towering high and 
thin above Klint, like a miniature Eiffel tower. He extended 
an arm and pulled a tiny stool from under the desk.

"Sit, Mr. Guffwipe. By all means!" Klint sat down. The stool 
creaked alarmingly. "Tell me, goblin, what brings you to my 
humble clockery?"

"Who are you?" Asked Klint, trying to avoid the eyes of this 
strange long man. 

"Ah! A man of direct questions! I like that!" The man softly 
pulled his goatee and smiled mildly. Klint stared at him "I am 
Wait!" He said. Klint had heard a lot of strange names, but he 
felt he had to comment on this one. Then he realized the 
man had meant for him to wait. His host had an alert look in 
his eyes, snapping his head from left to right trying to locate 
something only he had heard.



   105

"There!" the man exclaimed and jumped to the other side of 
the room with one huge jump. While soaring through the air 
he grabbed a knife from his belt, which he planted into the 
wall right next to a tiny Austrian clock. 

"No more of that!" the man yelled, maniacally eyeing the 
small clock. An oh so soft tremble seemed to pass through 
the room, producing tiny, tingling and clanky sounds. Klint 
thought he saw the clocks sneakily move fractionally away 
from the small Austrian clock that was currently the target of 
the rage of his host. "No ticking in this room, please" the 
man’s tone was more reasonable now. He panted a little, 
closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then he turned back 
to Klint, leaving his knife where it was, stuck in the wall. 
Klint was sure it had been closer to that little clock just a 
second before. 

"Have you seen my koi in the courtyard? A prize winning 
specimen! A brilliant fish I must say." He tugged on his 
moustache. 

"My name, Mr. Guffwipe, is Dull." 

Klint lifted an eyebrow. "That is no problem for me. Any 
name will do, really. I don't really like my name either to be 
honest."

The man sighed. "No, I mean my name is Dullaminiosius 
Molltick Tacknov. In short, Dull." He must have had a 
lifetime of explaining behind him, Klint grinned behind his 
fist. 

"I am, what they call a Chroneographer. Or at least, I was 
one. Now I'm but a humble clock keeper." Dull sat down in 
his chair again. Klint held his breath. He had always thought 
the Chroneographers were a fairy tale. His mother used to tell 
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him scary stories about them when he was just a little goblin. 
The Chroneographers would come and take him away. Write 
him out of existence in their fantastic lair.

"Yeah. And I'm Santa Claus." Said Klint. This puzzled Dull a 
bit. "I thought you said you were Klint Guffwipe?" 

Klint shrugged. "Never mind. What am I doing here?"

"Tea?" Dull asked while he turned toward a small stove 
where a kettle stood steaming.

Klint gave him his foulest glare. This did not really seem to 
have any effect at all. Dull just stared back at him blankly. 
Klint sighed. "No, thank you. Could you please enlighten me? 
Why am I here? I'm looking for a book. This is a 
clockmakers’ store... I don't have much time you know." 

"Ahh! But there you are making a mistake, Mr. Guffwipe. 
Time is of no importance." Dull patiently poured himself 
some tea, took a sip and sat down with a smug expression.

"I would debate that, if I did not have a gut feeling that 
debating with you would be useless." Klint's felt his irritation 
level rising. "So, do what you have to do. I'm here anyway."

"You see, Mr. Guffwipe," the Chroneographer started, "Time 
is at the same time. That is why it is of no importance. It is 
always and continuously happening at once. There is no such 
thing as sequential events."

Dull took another long sip of his tea and continued: "To give 
our lives and our understanding of the world the appearance 
of safety, our brains put events in a chronological order - but 
they are not. In fact, they have already happened. And they 
are about to happen at the same time. Actually it's quite easy 
to comb through those threads of time, follow them back to 
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where they are going a long time ago and finally distill what 
will happen even before it has happened. So you see, time is 
of no importance. It is a child’s toy - a petty conjurer’s folly 
which we must all strive to outgrow.” The silence in the room 
thickened as the clocks listened, dumbstruck and impotent. 
“Now do you really not want a wonderful cup of tea?"

Klint felt the crumpled page of the dreaded book itch against 
his chest. He pushed it a bit further down his inner pocket . 
"So you say you can predict the future?" 

"Not predict, I can tell with scientific accuracy what will 
happen." Dulls eyes brightened. "Let me show you."

He leaned forward and with a quick movement plucked a 
single hair from Klint's scalp. "Hey!" Klint exclaimed. But he 
fell silent when Dull brought the hair to his mouth and 
sucked on it, rolling his eyes with an insane yet thoughtful 
expression. "Hmmm. Yes. hmmm, oh!" He closed his eyes 
and started rocking forward and backward while softly 
humming a strange melody. Klint felt himself drift away again 
but he pinched himself in the cheek. That immediately got 
him down on his stool again.

"Yes." Dull said. "Now say something I could not possibly 
know you were going to say."

Klint grinned. Dull was on his turf now. "Rhinoceros," he 
said. But at exactly the same time, perhaps even milliseconds 
before him, Dull said the same word.

"Nice trick." Klint sniffed dismissively. "Fart Police!" Again 
the Chroneographer matched his voice perfectly.

Klint narrowed his eyes and stared at the grinning old man, 
who was twirling his moustache with glee. "Simulacrum!" 
Dull whispered the same word, at the same time, and … 
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eeriest of all … with a perfect imitation of Klint’s goblin 
accent.

Klint’s eyes flashed. He wasn’t sure if he should be awestruck 
with wonderment or grievously offended. He dug deep. It 
was time to beat this weird man with his unsettling ocean 
eyes. Be unpredictable, Emique had said. He let go. He let go 
completely. He set his mind adrift into the deeps. "Barbie!" 

The Chroneographer blinked. He had failed.

"Again," he whispered.

Klint smiled victoriously. He knew where to look within 
himself now; or was it that he knew where not too look?

"Joogleberry Frothslubbers the Third!"

The Chroneographer sank back on his chair. He took the hair 
out of his mouth and absentmindedly played with it for a 
while. "Impressive," he said eventually. "I have never before 
met anyone like you… I could not understand your near 
future with a hundred percent accuracy. You're... different, 
Mr. Guffwipe."

Klint shook his head and despite himself, smiled. "Impressive 
indeed. You got it right three out of five! What are the 
chances?"

Dull pointed at him with a long, pointy finger. "The chances, 
Mr.Guffwipe, are huge. Unlike most living beings think, 
unlike what most scientists say, chances are like shooting the 
result of a nose picking session away with your finger in the 
direction of the wall and missing." He gave a quick 
demonstration to support this statement.

"The Mathematics of Chance are based on an illusory idea 
that time is a sequential system. But because everything is in 
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fact happening at the same time, whirling around in the 
possibility matrix, bouncing off the walls of impossibility with 
immense speed, the loose strands of events become, in a way, 
cone shaped. Which means that every single event has a 
forty-five degrees outcome angle, roughly. In other words, 
there's always a fifty percent chance. Either it happens, or it 
doesn't. You win, or you lose. You live, or you die. You 
throw a six with your dice, or you don't. See? It's quite simple 
really." The Chroneographer nodded encouragingly at Klint 
as if that would make him understand. It did not. 

Klint decided to go no deeper into the matter. "But still... 
Why haven't I heard of this power of the Chroneographers? 
With a power like that you could do anything!" 

The Chroneographer slowly shook his head and smiled. "No. 
It only works for small things. I can't use this power too 
deeply. The deeper I go into this thinking the further I move 
from understanding life as cause and effect, the more … 
chaotic … I become. You would call it insanity. Eventually I 
would slip too far and be lost. A Chroneographer always 
knows that chaos lies just around the corner, like a hungry 
one-eyed jackal. We can only court with this so far and for so 
long before it catches us." He rose out of the chair, grabbed a 
rather heavy looking hammer and smashed one of the bigger 
clocks, which immediately stopped ticking. The surrounding 
clocks shivered.

Dull gestured around lightly with the hammer. "One of the 
things I picked up during these time-dives is my aversion to 
ticking sounds. I was lucky. I had the guts to leave the 
Chroneographers Lair. Most don't want to end up an outcast 
and keep on going until they lose even the last thread of 
sanity to the Cause. Tea? I am going to have another cup..."
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"Whatever makes you tick... no tea for me." Klint thought of 
how the book had made him scream in agony. He had fought 
to keep his wits. He looked across at the old man with a new 
respect. Here was a man who fought that battle every day. 
"Could a book do that?” Klint asked. “Could a book have 
that power of unraveling time?"

"No!" Dull's eyes flashed with a blue gleam. "Impossible." He 
turned his back to Klint. "Impossible. A book is all about 
ordering things one way. It must follow one thread. A 
Chroneographer can't house his knowledge inside a book 
because his knowledge is about everything being everywhere, 
every time at once, not straight lines and directions. Holding 
knowledge of future options in a book would be like ... like ... 
drinking water with a fork."

"Then," Klint retrieved the crumpled page of the book from 
his pocket, "help me understand this."

Dull took the piece of paper from Klint’s hands and put the 
corner of the paper in his mouth. Klint felt time wind down, 
like a dying carousel. Dull whirled around in slow-motion, his 
face pale, his eyes wide. "Where did you get this?" He 
pronounced each word very carefully. "The book this page 
came from may look like a book, but it is not. It's...it's..." Dull 
sank to his chair shaking. "Destroy it when you find it. 
Please."

Dull held the page of the book in front of him as if it were a 
rotting fish. "This was the very reason why I deserted the 
Chroneographers." He sighed. "The very reason."

Klint blinked at the unexpected vehemence in the old man’s 
words. Things were taking an interesting turn. "Do you know 
who wrote this book?" He asked.
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"I do.” Dull gave Klint a tired look. “I was one of the Foolish 
Founders. We gazed too long into the sun, each one of us. I 
had thought this travesty was lost forever.”

Klint leaned toward him. “Who are you? Who are you 
really?”

The old man sipped his tea, and his mouth twitched as he 
fought to maintain composure. “I’m no-one, Klint. Not any 
more. And I will say no more of this.”

Klint made to protest, but the Chroneographer simply raised 
his hand.

"Enough. The Door to Elsewhere will take you where you 
need to go. I will give you a device that will help you find the 
book. It detects flaws in the space-time momentuum." The 
Chroneographer opened a drawer under his desk and pulled 
out something that looked like a watch without hands. It did 
not tick. Klint took it and put it around his wrist. It felt thin, 
airy. Like a strand of cigar smoke curling over his skin.

"How does it work?" Klint carefully tapped his finger on the 
bronze plate.

"You will see… it's very intuitive really. Now you must go. 
The Chroneographers Lair should be a good place to start. 
That's where all this trouble began..." Dull closed his eyes and 
did not move.

"Where is this... Lair?" Klint asked.

He closed his eyes again and sighed. "The door to Elsewhere 
is hidden in the very core of the Library. That’s where it all 
starts. Has started. That’s where you need to start. Good luck 
Mr. Guffwipe." Dull pointed at the door, which opened itself 
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soundlessly. Klint wanted to ask more, but the 
Chroneographer seemed to have fallen asleep.

"Right." Klint pulled the page out of Dull’s fingers and 
silently walked back to the courtyard, leaving the 
Chroneographer slumped in his chair, between his clocks that 
did not tick.

The courtyard was very quiet. Klint stopped and relished the 
silence. Time was of no importance, right? He sat down on 
the edge of the pond. Might as well take a breather then. He 
dug in his pocket for a barley sugar and realized sourly it was 
his last one. No barley sugars in this realm. Crap. The koi 
swam around in the clear water, not losing sight of that bulky 
green thing that took away much of its moonlight.

Meticulously sucking on the barley sugar, Klint massaged his 
forehead and cracked his finger joints. The koi broke the 
stillness of the reflecting moonlight. The look of this carefree 
creature, happily swimming around, invoked a sense of 
jealousy within Klint that tickled the back of his brain. 

"What an easy life you have, Fish! No worries, no books that 
mess up your future, no secret clergy association that tries to 
make you do stuff against your will." He mused aloud. "An 
… easy … fucking … life." He splashed the water to 
punctuate his point. 

"You know, I'm quite happy to trade for a day or two." The 
koi replied bubblishly. "I celebrate the day I see you swim 
around in this godforsaken pond and feel my pain!"

Klint jumped. 

"Life's but a walking shadow," the koi recited, "a poor player, 
that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is 
heard no more; it is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and 
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fury, signifying nothing." It made a grumpy sound and 
grotesquely spat a splash of water toward Klint, only narrowly 
missing. "Get lost, green man. Leave me be."

Humans were blessed with the power to shut down and 
rewind their brains in situations like this. Klint wished he 
could be human for a few moments. Instead, he decided to 
ignore the koi, which in turn appeared to be somewhat 
offended by this attitude. Klint turned his back to the ill-
mannered fish and headed for the entrance to Broddy's.

"Fishes live in the sea, as men do a-land; the great ones eat up 
the little ones!" The koi yelled. "Come back, and I'll eat you!"

Suddenly it appeared to Klint the courtyard was much too 
quiet. Apart from the screeches of the enraged koi. He 
moved towards the door of Broddy's bar and put his ear 
against the weathered wood.

"Sound trumpets!" The Koi shrieked. "Let our bloody colors 
wave! And either victory, or else a grave!" It spat another few 
drops of water at Klint. "Come back here and fight, you 
coward!"

No sound came from behind the door. No dancing feet, no 
smooth and sultry jazz music. Something was not right. 
Slowly Klint opened the door. It creaked loudly. Quickly 
Klint took in the situation.

The dancers had retreated to the walls of the room and 
embraced each other as though their lives were about to end. 
The band members stood nailed to the stage floor with looks 
of terror on their faces. In the center of the room, 
surrounded by the Librarian Ninjas, stood Primrose and 
Nigel, back to back, weapons drawn, looking extremely 
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slashy, razor sharp and impressively lethal. All eyes focused 
on Klint.

"That's ok," he said. "They're with me.... uhm, one lemonade 
and one ... milk? Please?" Nigel growled in disgust. His claws 
slit out just a bit further. The barman took cover.

Suddenly the door girl - cave troll bashed through the 
shivering crowd, flashed her eyelashes, pulled off her wig and 
threw it challengingly in the circle of Ninjas. "Fiiiiiiiigghhhtt!" 
She yelled with a booming voice and bashed one of them on 
the head.

Suddenly the room turned to a blur of mowing arms and 
slashing blades. Primrose whirled around like a dervish, her 
sharps flashing. Nigel much resembled a blender with sixteen 
blades and an evil character, neatly slicing beards and 
shredding clothes, and only pausing for a few seconds when 
the bartender smashed a bottle of expensive whiskey into his 
whiskery face.

While most of the crowd pulled back from the scene, the 
more potent visitors of Broddy’s joined the fight and used 
anything they could grab to bash into the heads of anyone 
they encountered.

Nigel and Primrose fought bravely but soon it became 
apparent that they were no match for a band of highly trained 
Ninjas. Klint ducked when a barstool came flying by. That 
was when he noticed the banana under the table.

Some facts emerge only in the most peculiar situations. Like 
the discovery that even cave trolls have trouble keeping their 
posture while sliding through a ballroom on a ripe banana 
and balancing on one leg. It might have been the pumps that 
did the job though, Klint thought when they headed back to 
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his old house. The troll had slowly capsized on top of a 
handful of Ninjas, effectively rendering them ineffective. 
Klint had grabbed Nigel and Primrose under each arm, and 
had quickly left the bar, hiding in the stream of fleeting 
visitors, before anyone realized the fight was over. 

After a few turns in the wrong direction to shake off any 
possible pursuers, they arrived at the old house. They could 
hear the uproar that was still going on in Broddy's echoing 
around the alley. 

Klint opened the rickety front door of his old home the 
tiniest crack. Lost in twilight as they were, the long thin sliver 
of darkness between the door and the doorframe was deeper 
and blacker still. He pressed his bulbous nose to the sliver 
and sniffed cautiously.

He sniffed again, this time making little tasting noises as his 
complex nose analyzed every trace of what was inside. Visibly 
his shoulders relaxed and he confidently pushed the door 
wide open, ushering Primrose and Nigel through. 

"We're safe. Nothing has passed through this door. I stake 
my nose on it."

Softly, Klint drew the door to, and slowly he lowered the big 
iron bar into its cradle. They were safe.

"Hellooooo darling!"

Klint jumped two feet into the air, spun three hundred and 
sixty degrees and fell in a complicated heap of boots, hat, 
trench coat and angry goblin.

"What the ffuuundraiser. How the hell did you get in here!"

"Well I must say, dear. Your hospitality leads a little bit to be 
desired." Janine waggled her finger in a simultaneously 
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coquettish and terrifyingly demonic reprimand. "I clouded in, 
as usual."

Klint grit his teeth, silently acknowledging the growing 
correlation between giant transvestite cloud demons and 
unwelcome guests. While Klint tried to restore some 
semblance of dignity Nigel sacheted over to Janine, curled 
around her massive ankles a few times and plopped himself 
down in front of her to lick his bum.

"Little traitor," Klint mumbled, glaring across at Nigel, who 
by now was purring.

Primrose eyed the massive, lipsticked creature curiously, but 
without any particular concern. Janine looked meaningfully at 
the child and coughed pointedly at Klint. 

"Oh. Sorry. Pim this is ... well this is Janine. Janine, this is 
Pim. I knew her from ... before."

Primrose extended a small hand up at Janine, who reluctantly 
took it between two claws and shook it tentatively, as though 
she were afraid she might snap it off.

"You're large!" Primrose observed cheerfully.

"Well, aren’t you just darling" Janine crooned, producing a 
disgustingly brown lollypop and handing it to Primrose. She 
smiled a pointy, knowing twinkly kind of smile across at 
Klint, but it transformed into a look of maternal concern, 
tinged with evil. 

"What's going on, dear?"

"Oh nothing much. We're just being hunted by a seriously 
pissed off band of librarian ninjas who are hell bent on 
forcing me to retrieve an artifact of immense power for a 
power crazed megalomaniacal librarian so that he can do who 
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knows what, and I now need to return to the very Library in 
which he resides in order to locate a doorway to a place 
known as Elsewhere which, I am unreliably informed by a 
certifiably insane person with a clock fetish, is a vital step to 
retrieving the book and saving ..." Klint took a giant lungful 
of air "Emique."

"Oh."

"Oh?" Klint repeated.

"Sweetie, are you feeling slightly overwrought? Have you 
been to the toilet recently? I find a good poo can do wonders 
when things seem a little stressful. I have some laxettes in my 
purse if you..."

"I do NOT need to do a poo."

"Are you sure?" Primrose chimed in. "You do look a bit ... 
you know... roundy." She accurately mimed Klint's pot belly.

Klint took three deep breaths, trying very hard to control a 
growing urge to scream. "You're going to need to TRUST me 
on this. My problem is not related to a need to evacuate my 
bowels."

Janine looked skeptical and tutted, exchanging knowing 
glances with Primrose. Already, it seemed, the sisterhood had 
asserted itself.

"Well there's no point moping about then is there? Much 
better to get this over and done with smartly."

Janine righted her dress. "Come on then. Let's go to the 
library." she uttered briskly, as though she were talking about 
sweeping the kitchen floor.
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Wearily Klint rose to his feet. "All right. All right" he 
groaned, suddenly feeling very old.

"But first I have to ... do something." 

"See I told you!" Primrose did a happy dance.

Klint scowled. "Not ... another ... word. Now where's the 
newspaper."

~~~~~~

Klint pushed aside one of the curtains. No ninjas in sight, 
Broddy's bar had finally closed its doors and the city was still 
smothered in darkness. "Ok, time to go."

"Where are we going?" asked Primrose. "Can you tie my 
shoes?"

Mechanically Klint squatted and reached for her laces. "To 
the library. At first ... Dull told me we should go and find the 
Chroneographer’s Lair. He said we should use a Door to 
Elsewhere to get there."

"That sounds like a long journey. I've gotta get my 
toothbrush." Primrose turned and ran up the stairs.

"Ooooh!" Chirped Janine.

"Tell me you know where that door is."

"What?" Janine threw him a confused gaze. She clearly had 
no idea what he was talking about. Then she beamed: "A long 
journey! Now I can finally wear my adventurers outfit!" She 
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bubbled a bit and a vague waft of sulfur tickled Klint's 
nostrils.

"I'm ready to go!" Janine clapped her hands and slowly 
slipped on her high, black heels. Her hairy legs emerged from 
the tiniest, dark brown spandex shorts Klint had ever seen, 
and there was no way of ignoring her assets that hardly fit 
into khaki her tank top. Her heavy leather belt was adorned 
with two huge plastic guns9. To finish the picture, Janine 
wore a tiny pink bowler hat pinned to her hair.

"Lara Croft!" she exclaimed happily. "The toughest girl ever!" 
She shook her bosom with a stalwart look in her radiating, 
yellow eyes. "Ready to kick bums! How do I look?"

"You look very..." Klint eyed her bulging pants, gulped, and 
quickly looked away again. "Ahem. Feminine."

Primrose staggered down the stairs again. Relieved that he 
could focus on something else, Klint turned towards her. 
"Ready to go?" She patted Nigel on the head. "Yes."

Moments later they snuck out the door into the alley next to 
Broddy's. Okay, thought Klint. Now what. For a few seconds 
he stood there undecided. It occurred to him that going out 
without any form of a plan was plain silly. He didn't like 
being silly. Then he remembered the strange device Dull had 
9 Although from an earth dweller’s point of view the possibilities in 
this realm were virtually unlimited, the use of guns was not one of 
them. An elite core of Demons that used guns on earth had imported 
them once but they discovered that they simply would not work. The 
best result that ever came out of the research by aspirant firearms 
manufacturers was a disappointing poof, commonly seen in cheap 
Chinese fireworks. It could not even scare away the rats. Thus the 
villains of this realm remained green with envy. Or at least with a 
more envious-looking shade of green on their devious phizzes.
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given him. He pushed away his sleeve and let the moonlight 
touch the wafer-thin disc on his wrist.

"Ooooh!" Janine whispered. They all leaned over to get a 
good view. 

"What is it?" Asked Primrose.

"No idea, Pim. It’s supposed to help me find the book." Klint 
tapped the disc with his finger. Nothing happened.

Suddenly Janine hissed in a bored tone. “Ok, I’m done with 
all this doing nothing!” she proclaimed. “Time for some 
action! Follow the leader!” 

She turned with a determined look on her face and paced 
away in the direction of the library.

And so it came that from shadow to shadow, from alley to 
alley, a colorful (although largely green) group made its way 
to the library of Solen Eysareth. A little girl, a cat, a demon 
and a goblin. A grumpy goblin.

Klint sorely missed his barley sugars and he was highly 
irritated he was now heading back to that shithole of a library. 
Why couldn't Emique simply send him a note with a time and 
a location? Why all these games? He was so lost in thought 
that he didn't notice that the group had halted, and he 
bumped into Janine.

"We're here!" Janine declared.

They peeked around the corner. There it was. The library. It 
looked huge, marbly, solid, highly inaccessible.

"How are we going to get in? We can't simply knock on the 
door, can we?" asked Primrose.

"We better not." Klint patted her on the head. "Any ideas?"
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Janine threw haughty look at him and stepped forward. 
"What do you mean, any ideas?" she asked. "Just follow the 
leader!"

She spurted across the central square, occasionally ducking 
behind a bench or hopping behind a lantern pole with her 
belly pulled in, like a proper spy in a Disney cartoon. She 
finally reached the building and jumped behind one of the 
huge pillars of the library. There she beckoned them to do the 
same. Seconds later they had all joined her.

She quickly counted the group, nodded, stealthily grabbed the 
nearest drainpipe and clawed herself a way up to the roof. 
Klint looked up at the rapidly disappearing bulk of Janine, 
equal parts disgusted and amazed by her limb’s contortions. 
Her long, muscular legs and arms made her resemble an ugly, 
fleshy misshapen spider. Primrose turned out to be a 
drainpipe monkey and shot up as if she did nothing but climb 
drainpipes every day. Klint shook his head again and cracked 
his knuckles. He lifted Nigel to his shoulder, mumbled a 
prayer to Grunk, the three legged Goblin deity of taking 
stupid risks, and started climbing. It was a grim, slippery and 
horrifying climb, made all the more challenging by the 
mange-ridden cat embedded deep into the flesh of his upper 
arm and neck. Klint painstakingly shimmied, twisted, and 
hoisted his way to the roof. Finally his hands found the solid 
brick of the roof and he dug his nails in and pulled, collapsing 
at Janine’s feet in a panting, sweating heap.

“About time dear,” Janine huffed, as she stood over Klint, 
hands on her hips. “You really might want to consider taking 
up a cardio regimen when all this is over.”

Klint said an unpleasant word.
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Finally he rose shakily to his feet and emptied the mortar grit 
from his pockets. Then he drew in his breath sharply. 

“Smarlag’s balls!”

Klint gazed out over Solen. The library, he realized, was one 
of the highest points in Solen. Stretched out before him, as 
far as his eyes could pierce through the murky brown fog, lay 
the beautiful bitch of a city, Solen. Deadly, disgraceful and 
majestic it stretched luxuriously across the plains. Life seethed 
here. Love. Hate. Everything in between. It was all here to be 
tasted and it was a delicious, addictive poison. His gaze traced 
the paths of countless twisting alleys, writhing like dying 
serpents - and he knew that each one concealed its own 
mystery. Each represented the beginning and ending of a new 
adventure. The sheer scale of possibilities pushed him 
backward like a strong wind from the ocean.

He felt Primrose’s warm, small hand find his own. Side by 
side, they took it in.

“We’re so small,” Primrose whispered.

“Yes.” Klint squeezed her hand and grinned down at her. 
“Just like everyone else.”

Then, the moment had passed.

"Right!" Said Klint. "Now we're on top of the library, what 
demonic magic are you going to use to get us to the door to 
Elsewhere?"

Janine glanced at him with a hurt look in her eyes. "Do as I 
do!" Janine pulled her plastic guns and waved them bravely in 
the air. 

She crouched in a catlike pose and set out for the nearest 
chimney, using every nook and cranny she encountered to 
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hide from a hypothetical enemy that was nowhere in sight. 
Klint could have sworn he heard a soft score of Hollywood 
strings. The last few steps she ran, jumped and somersaulted, 
ending up on top of the chimney. 

"Well?" She cooed, "Are you coming?" then she turned and 
dropped into the chimney.

"No Way!" grunted Klint. He skipped the nook and cranny 
jumping and walked straight to the chimney, Primrose and 
Nigel at his heels. 

The chimney was bigger than it looked from the outside. 
After some effort he got on top of it and looked inside, 
straight into Janine's face.

"I'm stuck," she said apologetically.

"For fuuuuurry animal’s sake!" Klint yelled. "Why don't you 
magic yourself out, turn into a cloud or whatever you 
demonic guys eh girls do!"

"Lara Croft would never do such a thing." Her tone was 
indignant; or as indignant as anyone can sound when stuck in 
a chimney in undersized shorts.

"Holy FAQ10" Klint pulled Primrose on top of the chimney. 
They pulled and pushed and cursed but Janine would not 
budge. Klint wiped some sweat of his forehead.

10 One particularly weird and useless Solen religion holds that a lost 
ancient and holy tome exists somewhere in the city catacombs. 
Legend has it that the Holy FAQ answers all questions which one 
might ever need to ask - in an extremely annoying and know-it-all 
kind of way. The exact location of The Holy FAQ is said to be a 
closely guarded secret, known only to the Unholy Monks of RTFM.
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"I suppose we could leave her here and pick her up later on" 
He said to Primrose, with a huge wink.

"I suppose so..." she played along, hardly able to hold back 
her laughter. "We can go to that chimney over there, it looks 
a lot bigger.

"Never mind" said Janine, who appeared next to them in her 
cloud shape. "I was done with being Lara Croft Anyway." She 
rose out of the cloud as her normal self, hairy, large, with 
pink nail polish and a bright green boa around her neck.

Klint was done playing games. "I'm done playing games." He 
said. "Now, since you are back to your jolly old self again, 
why don't you magic us all inside? That would make my life 
SO much easier."

"Ahhh no, Klint, I can't do that." Janine frantically shook her 
head and waved a finger at him. "Unfortunately my magic 
applies to me only. I can cloud, I can shape shift, I can do 
many things. But I am not a wizard or an elf, you know. I 
can’t use my magic on anyone else. Besides, it might notice 
us..."

"Magic? Can that notice us?" Primrose gave her a surprised 
look. 

Janine smiled and patted her on the head. "No, dear, the 
Library might notice us. And that is something we positively 
want to avoid."

"Right." Klint headed for the larger chimney. "This one has a 
ladder. I think we can get down here without getting stuck... 
IF we’re sensible." He looked pointedly at Janine. Then he 
draped Nigel around his neck and started down, immediately 
followed by Primrose and Janine.
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They progressed steadily downward. The chimney was dark, 
but not as sooty as Klint had expected. "I guess they haven't 
used this for a long time" he muttered. "Lucky us!" 

"What would you expect?" Said Janine. "The majority of the 
books here are so old and dry that even the thought of fire 
would light them up. Fire has been banished from a large part 
of the library many hundreds of years ago."

"Then how do they keep themselves warm? The Librarians I 
mean?" Asked Primrose.

"Ahh!" Janine said. Although they were climbing in almost 
total darkness, Klint could almost see her smile knowingly, 
pointing a finger in the sky. "They have other means of 
keeping warm. You will see soon enough, dear!"

Klint felt a gush of air coming from below. Almost there… 
“How do you know all this?” 

“Oh, I once was in a…. well… lets just say I’ve been around 
long enough to know, OK?” Janine sounded final.

Klint's foot slipped away. He had reached the last rung of the 
ladder and carefully dropped down, landing inaudibly in the 
large hearth underneath. Even with his considerable size and 
weight, Klint prized himself on having retained the stealth 
and speed of a much younger goblin. 

Primrose landed in his arms. Janine simply appeared next to 
him. "Ooh!" She whispered. "I think I know where we are! 
We need to be really, really quiet, you hear me! The Master 
Librarian’s office is right behind this wall, and believe me, he 
has really big ears."
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"Everything about that man is big." Klint remembered. Janine 
winked at him. "Yes, everything. Very big." She giggled and 
headed for the door. Klint swallowed.

Silently they moved along the corridors, Janine leading the 
way. Soon the dry air started to work Klint's internals and a 
vicious thirst began to develop.

"I don't see any books!" said Primrose. She walked around a 
particularly creaky looking plank.

"That's right, Pim," explained Janine. "The library is a sort of 
labyrinth. It has a rough circle shape. The corridors on the 
outside are called the Outer Court. They take you to the 
offices, the weapons room and the medical facilities." She 
pointed somewhere behind them. "It's the safe zone of the 
library really."

They took a few turns which for some reason called for 
Janine's full attention. "Then there's the inner court, which 
holds the books. We'll get to that soon enough. Once we get 
there, you need to be careful." 

Primrose shivered. "What's so dangerous about books?"

Janine was uncharacteristically and ominously silent. Primrose 
shivered.

They rounded the corner. A large hall filled with rows and 
rows of books stretched out in front of them. In the distance 
a gnome was sorting a huge pile of books. Janine pressed 
Primrose against the wall and hissed. But she was too late.

The gnome looked in their direction and dropped his books. 
He staggered backwards and started running.

"Get him!" yelled Janine and darted after the gnome.
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They spread out, taking parallel rows of books. Klint and 
Primrose had more speed than the short legged gnome and 
reached the end of their row way before he did. Janine did 
not rush; she just looked scary. The poor gnome was too 
busy looking over his shoulder at the horrific death cloud 
closing in on him, to notice that Klint waited at the end of 
the row. Klint neatly grabbed the gnome by his suspenders, 
effortlessly hoisting the kicking and squirming creature off his 
feet.

“Nnnnnyyyarrr!” the gnome ventured, in a porcine squeal. 

 “Be quiet, you runt-faced little puke,” Klint hissed. The 
gnome bit his arm.

Janine arrived, took over the screeching gnome from Klint, 
threw him over her shoulder and turned. 

The head of the gnome bumped into the bookshelves behind 
them. 

“Whoops!” said Janine. The gnome did not comment, mainly 
because the blow knocked him out. The shelves where less 
cooperative. Slowly and creaking they tilted. Books dropped 
to the floor. The shelves hit the next shelves and like a giant, 
papery domino game the rest of the shelves thunked down 
causing booming echoes to bounce around the hall.

The three intruders looked at each other undecidedly. “I 
think we better run,” concluded Klint eventually when a few 
gnomes burst out of the door on the other end of the room, 
uncreatively yelling “Get them!” 

They ran. Janine picked up an immense speed. Klint had to 
pick up Nigel and Primrose, who simply could not keep up. 
Rows and rows of books flashed by and Klint lost all sense of 
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direction. He was proud of his stamina, but this speed was 
slightly too much even for a goblin.

“Janine!” he halted, panting. “Wait…I…” Janine turned and 
pointed. “There, get in there.” 

A few paces further he saw a door. He set Primrose and 
Nigel to their feet. “Quickly!” they ran to the door and closed 
it behind them. Only seconds later they heard the gnomes run 
by. 

“I think we’ve lost them,” said Klint. The room was very 
dark. Klint tried to open the door. “Crap!” the door was 
locked.
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Chapter 5
Zzyzx and the Tome Maidens

“Try and find another exit.” Klint whispered to the darkness 
in general. They started shuffling along the walls looking for 
doors and windows, but found none. Primrose bumped into 
an old oil lamp, and with some effort and a small waft of 
demonic magic they managed to light the thing. The room 
was empty, about nine feet long and seven feet wide and it 
smelled of decaying paper…and something else… Klint 
widened his sensitive goblin nostrils, trying to remember 
where he had smelled that scent before.

“Aaargh,” said the gnome, who started to wake up. He 
opened his eyes and glanced around the room. His eyes 
widened some more. Then he said “AARRgggghhh!” And 
quickly closed them again.

Klint gestured to Janine, who used her bright green boa to 
wrap up the gnome. When she was done she positioned the 
feathery, green, gnome shaped package on the other side of 
the room, ignoring the muffled screams and shaking head.

Primrose kicked the door. “I guess we’re stuck here then.”

“No, we’re not. Just temporarily locked in.” Janine 
straightened her back.

A rumble went through the air, as if Cyril at the Library 
Entrance blew his nose in his granite napkin. Immediately the 
gnome in the corner started kicking and screaming.

“Shut up!” Klint yelled, but the gnome kept wriggling and 
screaming with a look of utter scared-shitlessness in his eyes. 
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Klint casually walked over and thumped him on the head. 
The gnome fell silent.

They huddled around the oil lamp. “We need to find a way 
out of this room. I hate being locked up!” Klint hissed.

Janine elbowed him kindly in his side. “I can not get you out 
with magic, dear, you know that. But I can cloud. To the 
other side of the door. I think I know where to find the key! 
Take care! I will be back!” She disappeared in a poof of 
smoke.

Primrose cuddled up against Klint. “Just like old times huh?”

Klint grinned. “I guess… If you imagine that the oil lamp is 
the hearth, and the door is not locked…” 

Primrose whispered. “I wish Emique was here.”

Emique. Klint sighed and threw an arm around Primrose. 
“We’ll see her soon enough, little lady.”

Suddenly Nigel jumped up and stared intently to the other 
side of the room.

Alarmed they followed his gaze. The gnome was gone.

“How…” Klint jumped up.

“Klint, look!” Primrose pointed.

She picked up the oil lamp and lit the corner. Where the 
gnome had been just a moment ago dark gap, spanning 
almost the whole width of the room, had formed in the old 
wooden floorboards. Nigel started hissing, tail in bristles. 
Carefully they approached the strange void.

The gap was dark and so deep they could not see where it 
ended. Its edges were oddly shaped - as if the floorboards had 
melted away. A gush of stale, hot air brushed their faces. 
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Klint picked up a piece of mortar and dropped it in the gap. 
They heard it bounce against the walls a few times. Then 
nothing. A rumbling sound echoed its way up from the 
deepness and another gush of hot air made them back away.

Klint, Primrose and Nigel crouched in a corner of the tiny, 
stifling room. They fell into silence, their eyes downcast, 
trying desperately but not quite succeeding at keeping their 
eyes away from the stygian depths of the vast, breathing 
chasm which dominated the room. Occasionally a fetid, foul 
waft of air would belch up from the horrid hole, and the tiny 
room would become thick with the scent of putrescence, 
decay and worse ... endless black. It was the scent of air that 
had lain dormant and decaying far beneath the earth for 
longer than life itself. 

That wasn't the worst of it. Once. Twice. Three times, they 
had heard them. There were voices. They were impossibly 
faint, as though traveling a vast distance, but the fear in the 
glance shared by Klint and Primrose was proof enough that it 
was no figment of the imagination. The voices were real, and 
they were filled with dry, desolate anguish. 

Slowly they shuffled to the far corner until their backs 
pressed painfully against the ancient mortar work. Primrose 
and Nigel shrunk in against Klint, clinging to him.

"It won't be long," he whispered softly. He caressed 
Primrose's hair and ran his fingers along Nigel's mangy coat. 
"She'll be back soon."

"Promise?" Primrose whispered.

"Yes. I promise. We'll be out of here very soon." Klint tried 
to sound confident; what else could he do? The truth was, a 
horrible doubt had taken root within him like a weed. How 



132

much could he truly trust Janine to return? What if she 
betrayed them? What if she simply left, leaving them to rot 
staring at this dark promise of death?

"Klint." her voice trembled.

"Yes?"

"The ... the hole. It's growing isn't it?"

Klint was quiet for a long time. He had hoped that she would 
not notice. 

He had been watching it closely for some time. Since they 
had found themselves trapped in the room the hole had 
indeed grown, inch by quiet inch. Ten minutes ago he had 
been able to stretch his legs out flat with a clear distance from 
the hole. Now, his legs were bent to prevent his boots from 
dangling over the edge.

It was worse than that though. The hole seemed to be 
growing toward them; as though it sensed their presence; as 
though it hungered for them.  

"Yes, Pim. I'm afraid it is."

"I'm scared, Klimpty." It was the first time she had called him 
by that name - the old name she had called him by as she sat 
on his knee all those years ago.

"Shh.. I know. I'm scared too."

A blast of hot air filled the room, encasing the three in a foul 
mist. Klint felt his dauntless soul tremble, and a new thought 
entered his mind. 

Jump.

It was just a tiny thought at first, barely a whisper of an 
impulse; but it grew. Jump. Jump. Jump. JUMP. JUMP.
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"Stop it!" Klint jerked himself to full alertness and he saw that 
he had pushed himself just a tiny bit closer to the hole's 
dreadful edge. His boots dangled just over the abyss. He 
pushed himself back, then looked around to see Primrose 
squeezed against the wall, her eyes wide with horror. Nigel 
meowed softly and imploringly. It was time to leave.

"Janine!" Klint yelled. "If you're going to help, NOW is the 
time."

From far, far down the hole Klint heard a dry, horrifying 
laugh. The hole was close now. Klint and Primrose were 
standing and the nothingness began barely beyond the end of 
Klint's feet. Primrose turned around and began to beat on the 
locked door, desperately trying to see if it would dislodge. 

"Janine. Damn you! NOW!" Klint yelled, his voice cracking.

The air wobbled, and a tiny fleck of grey black mist appeared 
in the air above the hole. Then other flecks of blackness 
joined the first, assembling rapidly now into a familiar cloud. 
It wafted toward the locked door and an elegantly manicured 
claw appeared from it, clasping a small key. 

She grabbed the key, fumbled a moment then turned it with a 
satisfying click. She grabbed the old handle and pulled it 
down with all her force, pressing her shoulder desperately 
against the door.

"It's... it's stuck." Her voice was shrill with panic.

Klint sidled over, the hole in the floor now so wide there was 
barely enough room for purchase and he shoved at the door 
with Primrose. The sickening sound of metal grating over 
rock accompanied the door shuddering forward an inch. 
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Nigel climbed up Klint's pants leg and wrapped himself 
around his neck, yowling loudly. Behind them both in the far 
depths of the hole the laughter burst forth once more. This 
time it was louder, as though it were much closer, and it was 
filled with insanity and cruel despair. Klint felt one of his feet 
slip and he nearly tumbled over backwards but he held fast to 
the door handle.

"On the count of three" Klint yelled, both of them breathing 
in fast, ragged gasps as terror took hold.

"One. Two. THREE." They slammed both their bodies 
against the door, and it gave way in a shuddering grinding 
squeal of protest, all three of them tumbling out and onto the 
floor beyond.

What was a room with a hole behind them was now just a 
solid, foul, all-digesting maw.

Klint lay on his back, panting, his nervous system still not 
entirely convinced by his brain's realization that he was still 
alive. Primrose crawled over to Klint and wrapped her arms 
around his neck and buried her face in his shoulder. Nigel 
stumbled to his feet, limped over to them both and licked 
Klint on the nose.

He looked up at the vaporous form hovering above their 
twisted limbs and he grinned. He realized that he had never 
been more grateful to see a demonic cloud in his life.

“How did you find the key?” Klint panted, drying his sweaty 
palms on his pants while watching Janine fully reassemble.

“This is not my first time in the library.” Janine’s face clouded 
over. Let’s just say the Master Librarian and I ... we have 
history.”
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For the first time Klint saw something approaching sadness 
and uncertainty cross Janine's face. He decided it would be 
prudent to leave this be for now. He filed it away, for another 
time. 

Janine took a long hard look at Klint before plonking herself 
down heavily beside him.

“Listen Klint. I can take you to the door to elsewhere. I've 
seen it before. I can probably remember where it is… but…”

“But?”

“But it's in the deepest part of the library where people go. 
It’s right on... on ... the edge.”

“The edge? Edge of what?”

She took a deep breath. “It’s on the edge of where the library 
stops looking like a library and begins to look like what it … 
really is.” 

“Janine glanced over Klint’s shoulder and looked at the dark 
hole meaningfully. A lone, crying voice gibbered somewhere 
in the deeps below them.

Klint nodded, and looked across at Primrose, who was 
playing with Nigel, tickling him and giggling.

Janine lowered her voice. “The child, Klint. She's beautiful. I 
can take her away. Guide her out of here.”

Primrose looked over at them both sharply. 

"I can hear!" She marched over angrily. “Klint needs me. I'm 
coming.” 

Klint realized that Primrose might be a little girl still, but a 
hard life and the genes of her parents had rendered her will as 
hard as twice forged adamantine. He recognized her glare. It 
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was the same look he encountered in her father's eyes all 
those years ago. Klint shrugged. “She is coming.”

Janine nodded. “Follow me and stay close.”

The band walked quickly and quietly along long and winding 
corridors. At first the books, the floor the shelves were only 
covered in a fine layer of dust, but as they turned and turned, 
ducking and weaving between tumbling piles of books, the 
dust became thicker and thicker, until finally it filled the air 
like a fine mist. Klint felt the insides of his mouth becoming 
coated with the bone dry dust, and he realized he was 
breathing in the decay of countless ancient books drifting into 
non-existence. He coughed and tried not to gag as he 
pictured his lungs filling with desiccated dead books and all 
the ideas they once imprisoned.

The signs on the shelves disappeared one by one, until they 
were walking in a wilderness of shelves and piles of books 
that seemed completely random.

"How do you know where we are?" Klint asked, between 
ragged coughing gasps.

"Just trust me," Janine hesitated a moment. "Just … walk 
quietly, and don't ... look at things too closely." 

Klint didn’t quite know what that meant but he followed 
blindly on, and just as the hole had grown outward toward 
them, he now had the distinct feeling that the shelves of 
books were closing in about them, until his shoulders were 
brushing against the dry, dead books.

Klint stopped in his tracks. 

Primrose turned around, her eyes dark and wide. She 
beckoned to him to follow. "What is it?" she whispered.
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"Nothing. I... I thought I saw something. You go ahead. I'll 
be right behind you."

He smiled reassuringly. Reluctantly Primrose turned around 
and scampered after Janine, disappearing into the gloom.

Klint turned back to the books closing in on him. Something 
had caught his eye. Carefully, he backtracked, poring over the 
moldering books, running his fingers along their faded, 
cracking spines. He must have been imagining things. It 
couldn't be.

Yet there it was. The font was faded to the point of nearly 
being invisible, but his eyes had not fooled him: ‘A History of 
the Guffwipes.’

Slowly, almost fearfully he reached for the book. How could 
he not have known of this book’s existence until now? What 
strange accident of fate had brought him to walk down this 
corridor and to stumble across a history he had longed for, 
ever since he could form thought?

The air about him was still. He felt an unutterably profound 
silence descend over him. His hands shook. Slowly he drew 
the cover back. He could feel the dry leather crackling under 
his fingers.

Klint groaned, softly. "Nooo. Damn it no. No. NO."

The pages were a black, gooey congealed mass of filth. In 
disgust he watched as maggots chewed at the paper, digesting 
it and excreting it as a black, viscous goo. 

Desperately he clawed at the pages for even a last remaining 
word of history, something he could cling to or know of a 
past that had been a mystery to him. But there was nothing. 
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He dropped the book to the floor, and he looked at his 
hands. They were black with dead ink, dead history; a black, 
horrifyingly unknowable past. He dropped to his knees, and a 
dry, wracking sob escaped his lips. The sound was swallowed 
up by the oppressive, dusty air.

He felt alone. Bereft. His vision swam before his eyes, the 
corridor between the books seeming to writhe like a snake, 
vanishing into the distance.

Dimly he knew that he needed to move on. He dried his eyes 
on his dusty sleeve and tried to collect himself. There was 
something he needed to do. He took one step, then another. 
He froze, and slowly turned again to the books.

"A History of the Goblin Kings."

Hope rose in his chest and he reached eagerly for the book, 
scrambling at the shelves to reach up for it.

Books tumbled around him as he reached and struggled to 
take hold of the tome. Finally it crashed down on him and a 
laugh escaped his lips; high and shrill. 

Somewhere in the distance he heard footsteps, a voice raised 
in alarm, but he cast such distractions aside. 

He dug through the pile of books and pulled it free. 

"Yesss," he panted, and his trembling fingers worked at the 
cover, clawing at it to reveal its secrets.

"Stop!"

A large clawed hand crashed down on the book, seizing it and 
throwing it aside.

"Noooo!" Klint screamed, lashing out at the creature who'd 
taken the knowledge he craved. 
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"Klint. Klint. Look at me." The voice was a familiar one, and 
he felt a gentle hand shaking him gently. Slowly his vision 
cleared and he looked up at Janine and Primrose.

"I... I saw books... about my... past." Klint whispered. He felt 
a crushing sadness. Everything he wanted to know could be 
here, but how could he ever find it?

"Shhhh. It's a trick, dear. It's a horrible trick. Trust me, there's 
nothing here. Nothing you need anyway."

Klint rose unsteadily to his feet, and he rubbed his hands on 
his coat, to try to get rid of the black gooey horror he felt 
between his fingers, under his fingernails.

Primrose was holding Nigel, and they were both staring at 
him with concern.

"I'm alright. I'm ... sorry."

"Stop that." Janine said, gently. "Come on. I've found what I 
was looking for."

Close together, eyes fixed firmly on the corridor in front of 
them, the four turned a corner, then another, and another. 

"Here."

There, nestled improbably between two imposing towers of 
books was a brass door, and beside it was a button pointing 
down. Janine pressed the button, and jerkily the door opened.

They all piled in.

Janine clawed at the lowest button and slowly the elevator 
ground into life. 

Through the crack in the door, Klint and Primrose could see 
floor after floor slowly sliding past. Sometimes there was 
nothing outside but complete black. Sometimes the light 
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shining through between the doors was almost too bright to 
look at. On one floor the elevator slowed down to barely 
moving and on the other side of the door they heard a soft, 
sobbing sound and what sounded like fingernails scratching 
at the door. The hair at the back of Klint’s neck rose. Then 
the elevator once again jolted back into life and sunk down, 
down, down into the library's depths.

Finally the elevator crunched to a stop and the doors jerked 
open.

They stepped out into a vast hall. In neat rows, one after the 
other and extending off into blackness were rows upon rows 
of drawers. Each drawer was large enough for a small card 
and ladders were placed at regular intervals.

The air was noticeably warmer here, and the smell of books 
was still there but there was another smell competing with it, 
and it was just as strong. Klint couldn't identify it. He didn't 
want to know.

They looked at one another. It was that look that people 
exchange when they want to say "OK there's no turning back 
now is there?" but they also don't want to say it.

Primrose cocked her head. "Do you guys hear that?"

They stood still and held their breath. Sure enough, so faintly 
it could barely be heard was the sound of an alarm. A steady 
throbbing siren sound was pulsing. Far above them in the less 
ancient parts of the library that sound must be deafening. 
Here it was just a steady trickle of sound, like an echo of an 
echo.

"We don't have long to find it" Janine whispered, a note of 
urgency in her voice. 
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"To ... find it?" Klint repeated, his Goblin smarts beginning 
to return. "You don't know where the door to Elsewhere 
actually is?"

"No. But this is the place where we will find out where it is."

"Great. Peachy. Well, where are we anyway?"

"We're in the catalog room."

"The catalog room. I've seen catalogs all over the library. Why 
did we have to go down so deep just to access the catalog."

"No, you don't understand. This is THE catalog.” Her voice 
had gained an unfamiliar tone of reverence. “It’s the very first 
catalog on which the whole library is built. Other catalogs are 
built over the top of this one and around this one, but this is 
the foundation stone. It's where everything in the library 
begins."

"I see. So, if the door to Elsewhere is anywhere it's here?"

Janine nodded. “And only here, dear.”

The elevator door behind them suddenly snapped shut, and 
the four of them jumped. After a moment they heard ancient 
motors clunk into life and the elevator began its arduous 
descent upward. Janine glanced at Klint and Klint nodded. 
Soon someone or something would be coming down after 
them, and it would be pissed.

Klint figured it took them ten minutes to descend. That 
meant they had twenty minutes to find the Door To 
Elsewhere's locations and get the hell out of there.

Klint clapped his hands. This was a puzzle worthy of a 
goblin. A silvery light illuminated his eyes. Suddenly he felt in 
control of the situation a little bit more.
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"Janine, we're going to need to buy as much time as possible. 
Try to find a way to jam the elevator. Pim, go and look under 
D for doorway. I'm going to look under E for elsewhere. We 
all meet back here in T minus 10 minutes, OK?"

Primrose and Janine looked at each other.

"We're meeting for tea in ten minutes dear?" 

Klint drew a deep breath, then decided it would take too long 
to explain. "Yes. We're all going to meet back here in ten 
minutes and have a nice cup of tea. Go GO GO!" 

Primrose ran off like a hare to find D. Klint ran off to find E. 
Janine started prying off a control panel on the elevator with 
her claws.

Ten minutes later, Klint ran back into the circle of light 
surrounding the elevator and looked at his companions. 
Primrose was scowling and Janine was pouting.

Janine lifted a hand. "I broke a claw," she muttered darkly.

"I'm sorry Janine. I'll shout you a … maniclaw? … when we 
get out of this. I found nothing under E. Pim?"

Primrose shook her head sadly.

"OK never mind. Nothing would be that ffffuggledy easy 
would it?"

"Janine, do you have good news?"

”I can’t stop the elevator, dear. I managed to slow it, 
though.” Klint ran over and inspected the gear box. He 
noticed a plastic gun jutting from it, grinding against the 
gears. He looked up the shaft. The elevator cable wound up 
into oblivion. He could hear the elevator was still moving but 
there was no sign of it yet. Thank Vlob for small mercies. 
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“OK think.” Klint strode up and down in front of them 
tugging on his fleshy green earlobes. “What other way of 
finding the Doorway could there be?”

Klint scrambled in his pocket for a Starbucks napkin and his 
pizza hut pen.

"Quick brainstorm. Now!"

"Shouldn’t we have the tea first?" Janine asked.

“The what?”

“The tea, dear. Didn’t you say there was going to be…”

"There is no tea for God’s sake. Help me!"

"You lied about the tea?" Janine sounded wounded.

"We don’t have time for this. Yes, I am sorry. I lied about the 
tea. How are we going to find this fucking doorway?"

“P for portal, perhaps?” Klint jotted it down. “Magical 
door?” Primrose suggested. Klint wrote that down too. 

Klint looked up and there, in the very far distance up the 
elevator shaft he could see what he had been dreading: a tiny 
dot. The elevator. It was coming. 

“Quickly!” Klint’s voice cracked, the urgency seeping out of 
his voice. “Janine, go and look under P. Pim, go and look 
under M. Hurry!”

Klint ran up and down the rows frantically looking for 
anything that could possibly give a clue as to where he might 
find some reference to the door.

A few minutes later, Klint and Janine returned, both shaking 
their heads. 
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As one they looked up. The elevator could be seen all too 
clearly now. Worse, there were large, dark shapes inside. They 
cowered against a wall as Klint looked around hopelessly. He 
was out of ideas. The only available course he saw was a 
pathetic one.”

“Run. This way.”

Fear crackling in the air around them, they bolted for the 
shadows along the edge of the hall. In the very far corner of 
the great hall they crouched in the shadows and watched as 
the elevator crunched to a halt. 

Silence. Perhaps there was no one in there after all. Perhaps it 
had been a trick of the light?

Three shadows stepped out of the elevator and floated in the 
hall. 

“Wh... what are they?” Primrose's voice sounded like that of a 
small, frightened child.

Janine let out a small, plaintive squeak, and Klint and 
Primrose turned to look at her in alarm. She cleared her 
throat and smiled as though she were trying to look brave, 
but failing. “I’ve never seen three of them in one place at 
once. They’re called Tome Maidens.”

“Tome Maidens?” Klint looked across at the approaching 
shadows as they slowly gathered form.

They did indeed appear to generally take the form of 
shrouded women, but they were huge, at least ten feet tall. 
Even from a distance, Klint could clearly see that their faces 
were entirely missing, with just blackness in their place. They 
had fully formed now, and were facing one another, like the 
ghosts of three sharing their grief.
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“Are they dangerous?” Klint whispered

“Oh yes, dear. How do you think the library manages to stay 
filled with precious objects in a place like Solen? Just one 
touch from a maiden is enough to desiccate the soul.” 

“Great. But you can take them right? A big strong cloud 
demon like you?”

Janine slowly shook her head. “I could deal with one, dear.”

Something shifted in the air around the Tome Maidens. It 
was quiet at first, but a weeping, wailing noise began to flow 
from them in waves. Primrose covered her ears. Pale hands 
extend out in front of the three shadows and slowly they 
began to turn in their direction. 

"They can see us," Klint whispered. "Run."

But it was too late. The Maidens flowed across the floor like 
smoke, reaching the corner with frightening speed. Then they 
slowed down and gradually closed in.

“Oh god. No,” Primrose whimpered.

Janine strode out in front of Klint and Primrose, pulling 
herself up to her full height and swinging her handbag around 
her, which began to glow with an eerie pink light. 

"I'll do what I can to hold them off, dears. Get away."

Then, the three weeping horrors descended on Janine. The 
Maiden’s wails turned to furious screams as Janine’s cloud 
darkened, lightning cracking out and throwing them 
backward. Her handbag glowed an impossible poisonous 
pink and whenever a blow landed on one of the Maiden it 
would dissolve a moment, as though trembling in the air. Still, 
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for all that, the creatures closed in on Janine, bit by bit, 
pushing her back toward the wall.

Klint and Primrose found themselves clinging to one another, 
pressed up against the card stack. There was nowhere to go. 
Frantically, Klint pulled at the drawers crashing them down 
between them and the slowly approaching maidens.

Klint grabbed Primrose and pulled her down, hiding her 
behind the overturned stack of cards.

"Pim. I want you to run, and keep running. Find a hole 
somewhere. I... I want you to take Nigel with you." Klint 
squeezed her shoulder, trying to smile reassuringly. Then he 
stood up and stared at the maidens whirring, snarling and 
wailing around Janine. He carefully selected one of the large 
hardwood drawers that lay strewn on the floor about them, 
and hefted it like a makeshift weapon. Slowly he advanced 
toward them, his heels clicking eerily over the stone floor.

“Run, dear. Just … run.” Janine’s voice came out in a gasp.

“No.” Klint stared up at the horrid beings, and swallowed 
back the tang of fear at the back of his throat.

It was then that he glanced down at his makeshift weapon. 
There was one last card stuck in the back of the drawer. For 
no particular reason, it occurred to him that this was the very 
last entry of the very last drawer of the deepest, oldest catalog 
of knowledge in existence. That made it pretty damn special. 
Perversely, despite or perhaps because of his imminent death, 
he looked at the card.

‘ZZYZX.’

Idly, as death closed in on him and his senses narrowed to 
tiny points, he wondered what the last word meant. 
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He supposed that would be his last little moment of delicious 
curiosity before oblivion claimed him for her own. Then he 
noticed something else. Something small and faded and silly: 
a smiley face followed by “PTO”. 

With a jolt he recognized Emique's writing. He turned the 
card over.

"Hi cupcake! Wow, what are the chances! PS: There's a loose 
brick in the wall."

Hope which lay dead on the floor of his soul suddenly jerked 
into life and did a little jig.

"WAIT!" 

Klint spun round hoping that Primrose had not yet run too 
far, and he found her standing right behind him. Her eyes 
were wide as she stared at the frenzied cloud of Maidens. 

"Pim?" She did not react. Klint slapped her in the face. "PIM! 
A loose brick in the wall! Find it, quickly!" 

Primrose snapped out of her stupor and they ran to the wall.

“Hurry!” Janine gasped.

Desperately, Klint and Primrose started pushing the bricks in 
the wall. They were well all mortared up. None of them 
would budge. 

"KLINT, THERE!" Primrose pointed a bit further away 
from them. 

Someone had drawn big circle on the wall with a piece of 
chalk. An arrow pointed to a brick in the center of the circle. 
Next to the arrow stood the words "THE GRASS IS 
ALWAYS GREENER ... ;)"
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"I can't hold them off any longer!" Yelled Janine. She shifted 
solid and jumped backward "NOW, KLINT!" 

Klint pushed the brick. It fell backward, leaving a dark hole in 
the wall. They braced themselves for what was about to 
happen. Which turned out to be … nothing.

"That’s it?" asked Primrose.

"Christ!" said Klint, slapping his forehead. 

"MWOOOOOhh," wailed the Maidens. It seemed as though 
they were slowly sucked away, clawing in the air for their prey 
but no longer able to reach them.

A low, rumbling sound arose. The walls of the catalog room 
trembled. Klint felt the sound pulsating in his chest. 
Something was wrong, time seemed to slow down. A dark gas 
like substance started oozing out of the hole in the wall. The 
drawers they had pulled out of the cabinets started to float, 
the cards that were scattered all over the floor formed clouds 
around their heads. 

Klint felt the ground fall away as if he sank into some kind of 
water but he felt himself being pulled upward at the same 
time. The creatures suddenly seemed to be spread out thin 
like dark misty marmalade with claws. Soon most of the 
catalogue hall was filled with the black mist from the hole, 
hiding most of the cabinets, and the banshees, from view. 

Nigel floated towards the hole in the wall and clawed himself 
through. Seconds later his head peered out again and he 
meowed questioningly. 

The rumbling sound became almost deafening now. Klint felt 
like a fish in a snow globe, he waved a waft of cards out of 
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his sight trying to locate the others. The Maidens appeared to 
be recongealing and wafting closer, yet again. 

Janine mouthed at him "Go!" 

Primrose pulled at him urgently and made herself drift 
towards the hole. For sure it was not big enough for her to 
get through. Nevertheless she did. 

Klint stopped wondering. He drifted to the hole and went 
through. He felt being squeezed and pulled like a rubber 
band. It didn't hurt, it felt like he was a plastic cleaning glove 
being pulled off his own hand. He was stretched further than 
his spine should tolerate, the tension rose. Then a sharp 
slapping sound and a flash of light and he was floating in total 
darkness. 

The rumbling sound had stopped completely. Actually, Klint 
could hear nothing at all. He looked around and saw the brick 
shaped hole floating in the darkness behind him. There was 
no trace of a wall around the hole though. Their attackers 
were nowhere to be seen. Perhaps they could not go 
elsewhere, he thought. The blackness around him was so 
intense he could not even see his own hands.

"Pim?"

"I'm here." Her voice was close by somewhere in the 
darkness. 

"Janine?" 

"I found a switch!" said Janine proudly from a little further 
away. She pulled the switch at the same time as Klint said 
"Don't touch it!" It clicked. Nigel grunted.

They all held their breaths. A strange electrical buzz sounded 
and a big, pink neon sign lit up in the middle of the darkness. 
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"ELSE HERE" it said. The W only lit up occasionally with a 
crackling sound. The sign spread just enough light for them 
to see one another vaguely in the thick darkness. 

"Great!" Said Klint. "Now what?" He floated towards the 
others.

Janine shrugged, Primrose made an "I don't know" gesture 
and Nigel tried not to look like a huge, furry helium balloon 
with paws, but failed miserably.

"I think it's broken." Said Janine.

"Have you tried turning it off and on again?" asked Klint.

Janine pulled the switch a couple of times. The neon sign 
flickered. Then something started buzzing above their heads, 
and a hissing sound filled their ears. A low, distorted voice 
started to speak, but they could not understand a word it said. 
Then the pitch went up, and the voice came up to speed. 

"..sibility for any injury or death caused by the use of our 
service. Please state the time and location you wish to visit." 
The hissing sound paused.

Klint sighed. "I could sure use a good cup of coffee now." He 
wondered where he should take them. The Chroneographers 
Lair perhaps? Could it suddenly be that easy? When he 
opened his mouth to give it a shot, the hissing started again.

"You said: NOW." Echoed the voice. "You said: COFFEE. 
Is this correct?"

"Bloody hell!" Klint muttered. Then he carefully articulated 
"NO!"

The neon sign turned off with a small poofing sound and 
they were once more floating in total darkness.
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"Thank you for using our service. We wish you a safe 
journey." Said the voice. The hissing sound ended with a 
determined beep, followed by a loud click.

"Oh crap!" Said Klint, right before the world started to spin.

Primrose, Janine, Nigel and Klint swirled about one another, 
their faces resembling smeared watercolor paintings by an 
insane and possibly dangerous artist with carpal tunnel 
syndrome. 

Klint felt a wordless, crawling sensation of deep, unutterable 
confusion. Like a sand fly from hell crawling his flesh it 
worked inside his mind, originating in the here and now but 
slowly seeping back into his memories until all that remained 
of his wrecked consciousness was the picture the light left on 
his retinas. For one brief, solid-state instant the four 
companions were locked in a wordless, thoughtless limbo like 
inactive data on a long forgotten flash drive. 

And then their existences rebooted. Object by object, 
moment by moment, memory by memory the time space 
momentuum configured itself into a large, bug-ridden 
operating system. 

Only now, Klint and his three unlikely companions found 
themselves ... in another elsewhere. A final trashcan thunked 
into place with a hollow drum like sound, and the transition 
was complete. 

"What the ffflip was that?" Janine screeched, her knees 
buckling. 

"That, my dear, is how most of us have to cross realms." 
Klint responded with a smug smile on his face as he watched 
Nigel splay his legs and set about cleaning his rear end, a 
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ritual he never failed to observe when crossing from one 
realm to another.

"Well it's horrible," Janine grumbled moodily, retrieving a 
worn lipstick and an ornate, scuffed compact from her purse 
and using them to freshen up her ample, fleshy, devilish lips.

"Where are we anyway?" Primrose inquired, watching in 
fascination as Janine licked her front teeth then smacked her 
lips approvingly into the tiny mirror.

"Hmm... Judging from the gravity, I'm quite sure we are on 
Earth." 

"Can you be a little more specific, dear?" Janine asked, still 
not quite her usual cheerful self after having her entire 
existence shut down and rebooted.

Klint sniffed. "Hmm... carbon monoxide. Urine."

"Ewwwww!" Primrose scowled at Klint as he kept sniffing.

"Technology." Klint scowled back at Primrose. "Were in the 
human realm, early twenty-first century."

Primrose put her hands on her hips and sighed. "That still is 
quite broad, really, isn't it? Any thoughts on, you know, 
WHERE?"

Klint tapped his foot. "I was just being systematic," he 
muttered, moodily. "We're in San Diego. Kettner Boulevard if 
you want to be extremely specific."

Primrose’s eyes widened in something approximating 
admiration, or at least as close as possible to that emotion for 
a girl who is convinced that she knows almost everything. 

"How can you know that?" 
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He pointed up at a large, grimy monstrosity of a skyscraper 
towering over them.

"Because that's where I live."

"Ooh! I never saw it from the outside" Janine exclaimed 
chirpily, her bad mood now all but forgotten. 

Klint looked up and down the largely deserted street, his eyes 
narrowing. An old homeless man across the road was 
shuffling down the street dragging a battered old suitcase 
behind him. Other than that, all was still.

"Shouldn't we go inside? Think about next steps? I'd like to 
see where you live."

Klint slowly shook his head. "No. Something is about to 
happen."

He looked around, suddenly noticing a Starbucks behind 
them. Klint winced. So far, in all his travels in the grimy, 
desolate human realms it had never reached a point where it 
had become necessity to set foot over the threshold of a 
Starbucks. "Needs must as the devil drives," he muttered 
under his breath. After all, he had already been soaked in so 
much of the banal sameness these humans seemed to love so 
much. Why not?

"Follow me, stay close and stay sharp," he muttered, grimly.

Lorraine straightened her Starbucks badge and surveyed her 
station with satisfaction. Six weeks out of Starbucks Academy 
Training, her extensive training had served her well. Her work 
area was spotless, she had uttered words of encouragement to 
her colleagues the requisite seven times since her shift started 
and her mind was keen and alert. Starbucks is a state of mind, 
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she repeated her training mantra back to herself and it felt 
like a comforting pebble of truth in her pocket.

She looked across at her coffee station partner. "Great job, 
Jim!" She fist pumped at him. Jim looked across at her 
wearily. Lorraine was just sure she was reaching him.

The front door whooshed open and Lorraine turned to greet 
her new customers with her trademark Starbucks smile. 

A giant predatory woman with massive lips, a bedraggled 
child, a mange-ridden cat and a diminutive, grumpy-looking 
green gentleman in a filthy trench coat filed in through the 
door.

Primrose tugged on Klint's sleeve. "Why does that lady have 
so many teeth?" she whispered loudly, pointing at Lorraine.

For a moment they hovered there uncertainly, staring at the 
alarming, smiling woman, not quite sure what to do next.

It was Janine who broke the tension. She straightened her 
back, adjusted her Prada purse and strode across to Lorraine, 
flashing her best demonic smile. 

"Hellooooo dear!" She screeched. "A tankard of your finest 
ale, please. And do you have any zebra milk for the cat?"

Lorraine and Jim craned their necks to look up at the seven 
foot (in heels) demon smiling down at them. Jim squeaked 
and disappeared into the store room.

Lorraine blinked three times, as she frantically delved into her 
Starbucks training to figure out how to deal with this 
situation.

"We ... we ... don't actually serve .... those particular items ... 
umm madam?" She croaked. Beads of perspiration appeared 
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on Lorraine's forehead as Primrose, Janine and Klint glanced 
at one another.

"Oh. I see." Janine sniffed, clearly somewhat put out. Janine 
got down on one knee and whispered with Primrose 
conspiratorially. Finally she turned back to Lorraine. 

"Would it be too much to ask for a water then?" Janine asked 
haughtily.

"Of course, Madam!" Lorraine breathed again. Two streaks of 
sweat now appeared on her once crisp white shirt, above her 
perky, Starbucks material breasts. "Would you like tall, grande 
or venti?"

"Water." Janine repeated. 

"No problem at all…" Lorraine croaked uncertainly. She 
turned to the water station before turning around again 
clumsily.

"Still or carbonated?"

"Water." 

"Iced or room tem..."

"WATER" Janine leaned forward and said the word slowly, 
her teeth clicking loudly at the "T."

Lorraine squeaked and filled two plastic tumblers with ice 
water with shaking hands.

"And anything for the green gentleman?" She blurted out, 
almost swallowing the words but not quite. She turned white. 

"Oh! I am so sorry I didn't mean to..."

Klint stepped forward and raised a hand. "Shhh. It's ok, 
Lorraine. I'm green. No offense is taken."
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"Oh thank you," she gushed. "Again my most humble 
apologies, sir, I really meant no offense at all, it's just that..."

"Morning bun."

"I beg your pardon, Sir?"

Klint sighed. "Now that we have cleared up the whole issue 
of my greenness, I would like to purchase a morning bun, 
please."

"Oh of course, sir! Again, I'm so sorry. Will there be anything 
else?"

"Tea, please."

"Sure! I'll be happy to assist with that. Would you like black 
or gr... or ... not quite so black, sir?"

"For fuck's sake gimme a caramel frappaccino."

The four converged on a table in a dark corner of the room, 
as one by one the other customers moved away as discreetly 
as possible, turning only briefly to absorb the site of a mangy 
cat sitting on a chair in Starbucks. 

Klint lowered his hat down over his forehead and positioned 
himself to have a clear view out of the window, and across 
the street to his building.

He took one gulp of his not-quite-coffee and winced.

"So. What's next?" Primrose asked, twirling her hair with one 
finger and already beginning to look bored.

"We wait and we plan." Klint took another gulp of his coffee 
and strategically positioned a goblin-head sized customer 
feedback form so that he could peer over the top of it, 
sneakily.
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"Wait for what?" Janine asked.

"You'll see. But first things first. We need to talk about 
something unpleasant." He lowered his voice, and glanced 
around, which was rather redundant because the room was 
now empty apart from Lorraine and Jim, who was pretending 
to be asleep. "We need to talk about the book."

He fished around in his pocket and pulled out a severely 
chewed pizza hut pen and slid it, along with a napkin, to 
Primrose. "Take notes."

Primrose nodded, stuck out her tongue, grabbed the pen like 
it were a hammer and laboriously produced the word 
"NOTES" at the top of the napkin.

Klint sighed and looked out the window. The homeless guy 
had returned and appeared to be staring intently into the 
garbage bin they had appeared beside. 

"Ready," Primrose chirped. 

"OK, firstly let's have a little think about our objectives."

"Objectamawhats?" Klint sighed. Just put a big "O". There 
you go, good girl.

"Now. What do we hope to achieve while we are here?"

Nigel picked up a packet of sweetener in his mouth and 
chewed thoughtfully. After a few moments Janine chipped in. 

"Oh I know dear! Not dying? Is that a good start?"

"Great idea, Janine.  Primrose, write that down."

Janine glowed with pride while Primrose carefully wrote 
down goal one. Klint resumed looking out the window, 
noticing that the homeless guy was still looking intently into 
the bin. In fact he seemed not to have moved an inch. An old 
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bag lady had appeared at some point, and was sitting on a 
bench. She seemed to be staring across the street directly at 
them. 

Primrose sat back and admired her penmanship.

"This is fun! What else?"

"Well I think it would be good if we also found the book, 
don't you?"

Primrose and Janine nodded vigorously. Janine clapped her 
giant clawed hands gleefully. "Oh that's a good one!"

Klint looked out the window again and observed that a third 
homeless person had appeared. He was sitting on the steps of 
Klint's building. He almost looked asleep, just as the man 
looking in the bin almost looked as though he were actually 
looking for something; just as the bag lady looked almost like 
an innocent old lady instead of what she actually was, which 
was a man dressed as a lady, watching the Starbucks window 
intently.

Klint set his coffee down carefully. 

"Now. I don't want anyone to get upset." Klint's voice was 
calm. It was the slow kind of calm voice someone uses when 
they wish to calmly explain to someone that a deadly spider is 
currently sitting on one's shoulder.

Nigel spat out a half chewed packet of sweetener and Janine 
looked over at Klint inquisitively. 

"U. P. S. E. T." murmured Primrose with a strained voice 
while her nails whitened from pure concentration.

"It is my firm conviction that right now, we are being 
observed by three librarian ninjas."
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Primrose and Janine stiffened, and Nigel farted in wet, 
nauseating alarm.

"Shhhhhh. Sit perfectly still. When I say now, Pim, I want 
you to take a sip of your water as though nothing has 
happened. Janine, I want you to scratch your arm pit. Nigel, 
just ... act natural ... lick your anus or something. OK Now."

While the three performed their tasks dutifully, Klint jumped 
out of his chair, moving with surprising speed. He crossed 
the room, grabbing an extra handful of napkins and moved 
just as swiftly back to his chair. It had all happened in less 
than three breaths.

"What was that about?" Janine whispered, her long talon like 
fingernails clacking nervously on the table surface.

"I wanted to see if their eyes are following me."

"And are they?"

"Oh yes."

"So it's ... the N word?"  Primrose asked her voice trembling.

"Oh yes."

"How did they find us so quickly?" Janine whispered.

"Because they were meant to. Why else would we appear in 
the first place the Ninjas would come to find us, the place 
they categorically know, from Emique's note, is my home?"

"You knew they were coming, dear?"

"I knew something was coming, yes."

"Well I don't mean to judge dear, but don't you think that we 
might have had our little planning session somewhere else?"
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Klint shook his head. "No. I've realized something. We're on 
a roller coaster right now. We are being thrown around all 
over the place so that we think things are out of control, but 
right now everything that is happening is on rails. The ninjas 
aren't our problem. Not really."

"The... the book?" Primrose asked softly.

"Yes. The book is watching our every move. I don't know 
how; not yet. But I do know this. The only way we're going to 
get off this ride is to break all the rules. We're going to stand 
up, we're going to shake, rattle and roll; we're going to put 
our hands outside of the vehicle. We're going to do 
everything in our power to somehow jolt ourselves off these 
damned rails this book has us stuck on right now."

Janine and Primrose shifted uneasily. "That sounds scary," 
Primrose whispered.

"I know," Klint responded quietly. "But the alternative is 
much scarier. We have to surprise this book somehow. We 
have to start making choices it can't see or we have no chance 
of escaping it."

Primrose shivered. "So what do we do next?”

Klint glanced out of the window. An old man had appeared 
and was standing directly outside the window, staring in at 
them. His eyes were filled with anger and malice. It was a 
look that said "soon you'll be surrounded."

Klint half closed his eyes, for a moment lost deep in thought 
as the clever cogs of his mind shifted into new and 
imponderable formations. 

He grabbed his pen and the napkin. 

"Here's our three step plan, kids."
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He wrote in a quick, clever, but almost illegible scrawl.

One: convince Lorraine here to show us the secret tunnel 
leading from this kitchen to the local Freemason’s Hall.

Two: locate and steal fast vehicle with air conditioning.

Three: Acquire barely sugars and go to Las Vegas.

Klint positioned the plan squarely in the center of the table, 
thought for a moment, and then added a final sentence at the 
bottom: "This could be a trick."

"Come on. It's time we got this show on the road."

Janine confidentially strode towards Lorraine. "I'm looking 
for something, dear."

Lorraine gulped and shot a glance to Jim, who heroically 
retreated to the kitchen and started pretending he was very 
busy.

"Ok, Lorraine," she said to herself. "Smile!" She smiled. 
"What is it, that you are looking for, madam?"

"My dear friend Klint here tells me there is a hall… where 
contractors gather. Please tell me where it is." 

Lorraine managed to keep her smile. "Where contractors 
gather?"

Janine clapped her claws. "Yes! Free…masons? Hall? Please, 
kindly show me the secret passage to it." 

Klint walked up to them and Lorraine gave him a helpless 
look. She clutched her skirt but her hands would not stop 
shaking. "There is no hall, Janine," Sighed Klint. "I was 
Joking. You see? No hall."

"Oh." Said Janine, heavily disappointed.
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Lorraine lightened up. "We have a toilet!" She pointed to the 
corridor in the back of the room.

"Great. Janine," said Klint, "take Pim and check if you can 
find any exits. In the mean time I will think of something to 
slow those Ninjas down."

"Nin...Ninjas?" stammered Lorraine and peered through the 
windows. Perhaps she should have taken that job at the 
Benny's Burgers after all. Carefully not to seem impolite she 
walked backwards to the kitchen and closed the door, smiling 
apologetically.

Janine, Nigel and Primrose disappeared towards the toilets.

Klint noticed a bowl of muffins on the counter. A sign next 
to it said: "Death by Chocolate". He grabbed one and stuffed 
it in his pocket. Then he picked up the whole bowl and the 
sign, and got to work.

A few minutes later he stood there, admiring his handy work. 
The corridor had turned in to a minefield of chocolate 
muffins, the sign at the entrance, as a warning sign. That 
should delay them for a bit, he thought.

"Klint! You've got to see this!" Primrose came running 
towards him. Then she noticed the chocolate barrier Klint 
had put together.

"Those are just muffins, you know... Death by Chocolate is 
only a name." said Primrose, while she looked at him as if he 
had gone mad. 

Klint grinned. "You know that, and I know that. But I doubt 
those ninjas know it." 

Together they returned to Janine, leaving the sugary ninja 
death trap behind.
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They found Janine standing with her back against the wall 
next to the toilets. "You said there was no hall, right?" She 
beamed self-assured. "Well, look at this!" She stepped aside, 
revealing a hole in the wall, lined with metal. "That certainly 
looks like a secret tunnel to me!" She gave Klint a triumphant 
look and smiled.

"That is what they call the garbage disposal. It's not a tunnel. 
And not very secret either at that." Klint walked closer. "Still, 
it's not a bad way out of here." He climbed in the disposal 
tube and slid down.

For a while they heard nothing. Then a soft thump. "Come 
on in!" yelled Klint through the tube. "It's not that far, and 
you land softly!"

Primrose threw Nigel in. "Cat coming!" she yelled. Nigel went 
down less elegantly than Klint had done, making eardrum-
ripping sounds with his nails on the metal walls of the tube, 
and hissing profusely. He was quite happy though when he 
found out that the tube ended in a huge container filled to the 
brim with leftover sandwiches, muffins and other edible 
goodness.

By the time they had removed most of the food leftovers 
from their clothing, Klint had discovered that the room had 
only one sturdy looking door, which was locked. In front of 
that door was a big metal lid in the floor. With bit of effort he 
managed to take the lid off, leaving a dark hole with a ladder 
down into darkness.

"That must be the entrance to the sewers." He said. "Oh well, 
I guess we don't really have any other option.” He started 
down. "There should be an exit somewhere down there!"
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The ladder ended in total darkness. Carefully Klint felt 
around with his feet until he was convinced it was safe to let 
the ladder go.

"I can't see a freaking thing down here," he said. Janine's 
yellow, radiating eyes turned to him like tiny lanterns. She 
rummaged in her purse and took out a giant flashlight. "I 
hope the batteries aren't dead." She said and turned it on. An 
impossible amount of light pulsed out of it and while the light 
pushed the darkness aside, rats and other vermin anxiously 
endeavored, to the best of their verminous ability, to keep up 
with the retreating darkness.

They found themselves in a huge tunnel with sidewalks on 
both sides, and a river that streamed through the center of it. 
The tunnel was big enough for a large truck to drive through. 
Every sound they made was amplified and echoed around for 
a long time. The river looked murky and thick and the smell 
of it was overwhelming.

"Impressive!" Echoed Janine. 

"Shhtt!" Echoed Klint. "If those ninjas get past my muffins, 
they will be here soon. Let's not help them too much."

Klint lifted Primrose to his shoulders. "Watch the ceiling, see 
if there's any exits!" They started walking without any real 
sense of direction.

They walked for what seemed like hours, following the river 
of excrement and food scraps. Now and then the sidewalk 
would end and a small bridge would take them to the other 
side. 

Suddenly Janine halted and dimmed the light. "I thought I 
heard something!" She whispered.



   165

They listened intently. Faint echoes of footsteps and 
exclamations of discomfort reached their ears. Obviously the 
Ninjas had not brought a flashlight.

Janine set the light to half power and searched the ceiling and 
the walls in front of them. "There!" whispered Primrose. She 
had almost overlooked them, but only a few feet away, small 
brackets in the wall formed a kind of ladder. In the ceiling at 
the end of this ladder was an iron lid.

Klint wrapped Nigel around his neck once more, climbed up 
and pushed away the lid. He quickly looked around and when 
he felt it was safe to go up there, he gestured the others to 
climb up too.

They closed the lid. They were in a cellar like room. The walls 
were covered with shelves containing bottles of whiskey and 
wine. A massive amount of beer casks stood under the stairs 
that led up to what Klint expected to be a bar of some kind. 
They moved a few of the casks on top of the lid to keep their 
followers out.

"Ok. So far the plan is working out." Klint said. 

Primrose and Janine sat down on a few casks to give their 
feet some rest, while Klint went up the stairs, carefully 
opened the door and shot a glance into the dimly lit hallway. 
An old, half torn poster hung on the wall. It said “Dublin 
Square Irish P”.

"Maybe we have found that Mason’s Hall you were talking 
about!" enthused Janine.

"Not exactly" said Klint, as the sound of dancing, fiddles and 
drums filled the cellar.
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Janine cooed: "Ooooh! A party! I love parties!" she jumped 
past Klint. "Janine, wait!" he hissed, but he was too late. 
Seconds later her claw came around the door and pulled him 
into the bar. Primrose followed quickly, clutching Nigel.

The bar was filled with dancing people all dressed in green, 
their faces painted green. Paper four leaved clovers covered 
the walls and the smell of spilt beer impregnated the air. 
Somewhere in the crowd a bunch of musicians worked their 
magic to keep the crowd going. Janine started dancing. Her 
outfit had turned green. "Yay! A real Irish Party!" she yelled. 
"Slainte! Craic!" she pulled Klint and Primrose into the mass 
of dancing people.

"Oi! noice face to be sure!" someone yelled at Klint in an 
unconvincing Irish brogue. Klint chose to ignore it. Instead 
he gazed around trying to locate the exit.

"Oh of course!" he muttered. The exit was on the other side 
of the room, and the only way to get there was right through 
the party.

They slowly moved through the crowd. Primrose now wore a 
hat that looked like a glass of dark beer, which someone had 
just put on top of her head. Klint didn't even have the chance 
to refuse a pair of green, plastic glasses. "Suits yer face!" said 
the girl who put them on his nose.

Janine went wild. She danced and sang and suddenly nudged 
Klint with her elbow. "Look! Leprechauns!" she pointed.

"They’re not leprechauns..." the small men that moved 
towards them were clad in green and blended with the rest of 
the crowd. The only thing that gave them away were the 
swords sticking out of their belts. And the Jam Jar glasses.
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"Go!" yelled Klint. He pushed through the crowd, Janine and 
Primrose in his wake. 

Near the exit he turned and threw a handful of coins in the 
crowd. "Free Money!" He yelled. The ninjas got caught in the 
partygoers who greedily tried to get some coin. Klint burst 
out of the door into the street. 

"Taxi!" He almost jumped in front of the first cab he saw. 
The car screeched to a halt. Klint pushed Primrose, Janine 
and Nigel into the back seat, slammed the door shut, ran 
around to the passenger seat and jumped in.

"Drive!" he yelled. The Ninjas poured out on the street now 
and pulled their swords but when they saw the cab they went 
for other weapons. Guns! "Drive!" Klint urged once again.

The driver was a young man wearing a huge purple turban. 
He smiled kindly at Klint. "Where to would you wish me to 
take you, kind sir?"

Klint leaned over, opened the driver’s door and pushed him 
out. "I'm sorry, ok?" he said. He quickly moved to the 
driver’s seat and hit the gas.

In his rearview mirror he saw the driver wave a fist at him at 
first, but dive away pretty soon when the Ninjas opened fire. 
One of the side mirrors went to pieces. Klint took a sharp 
turn onto 11th Avenue and raced full throttle towards 
Highway 15.

Half an hour later Primrose had fallen asleep using Nigel as a 
pillow. 

Janine had clouded to the passenger seat and stared out of the 
window. They drove on for an hour or two without much 
trouble and slowly the green hills around San Diego changed 
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into rock and sand. Dawn had broken and the temperature 
started to rise and rise and rise. They had hit the Mojave 
Desert.

"You said you’d get a car with air conditioning!" Janine 
complained, moodily.

Klint adjusted the fan, sending a blast of cool air into his face. 
The Mojave Desert surrounded them, vast, ominous, baking. 
If he had the time and if he were in a far better mood, he'd 
have found it beautiful … in an oh my god I hope I never get 
stranded out here kind of way.

It was a long, slow drive. From time to time Klint’s eyes 
would begin to close, then snap open as he returned to 
himself. Occasionally Klint would glance into the rearview 
mirror. It was always there: a slowly growing dot. As fast as 
he was travelling this other car was matching pace. Nothing 
about it made it obvious that it was the ninjas following them, 
yet he knew: it was them alright.

Klint grit his teeth and leaned harder on the accelerator. 

Suddenly Klint yelped "ZZYZX!" 

"What?" Primrose asked, lazily. 

“Zzyzx!” Klint yelled.

“Huh?”

“Zzyzx. Remember the card in the ... never mind. There’s 
something weird going on. Bear with me. I have a hunch.”

"What are you doing?" Janine asked, wearily.

"Going to the end of the world."

Klint slowed down the car and took an exit. They emerged 
around a bend and found themselves in a desolate hell. Flat, 
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baking land extended off for miles. Klint stopped the car, and 
cut the engine. Suddenly they were surrounded by heat and 
silence. Klint opened the door and stepped out.

“Come on.”

“Come where?” Primrose asked.

Klint looked around and noticed an old dry log by the side of 
the road. Squinting in the heat he slowly trudged to it and sat 
down, patting either side of it, inviting his companions over. 
Reluctantly Klint’s companions walked across to him and sat 
down.

“Shouldn’t we be pressing on, dear?” Janine asked.

“I don’t think so, no. I think we should stay right here, for 
now.” Klint looked around carefully, as though he were 
searching for an old friend.

It was then that his hand strayed to the sheet of paper resting 
under a rock that was strategically positioned behind him.

Klint didn’t seem surprised, probably because he wasn’t. 
Carefully he retrieved the paper, read it and smiled.

"Don't worry," he said to his friends, quietly, as the black car 
pulled up in front of them. 

He lifted his hand and let the sheet fly away on the hot desert 
breeze.
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Are YOU wanting more?

Part two of the Guffwipe Chronicles is coming up really 
soon! Subscribe to the Bleake & Whittey mailing list at 
http://www.bleake-whittey.com and follow us on twitter and 
Facebook to be sure you are the first to know about 
Bleake&Whittey news and releases!

If you really want to make our day, we would truly appreciate 
a good review on Amazon, Smashwords etc. etc.11

Thanks!

Quentin and Lionel

2013

11 Etc.


