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. . . from High
Kings:

 


“We are taking Arthur to a place of safety,
to care for him and give him rest.”

“Where? We would like to honor him. We will
bring tribute to his grave.”

The old woman shook her head sadly. “You do
not understand. Arthur will never die. When he is needed, he will
return. We will care for him until then.”

Parcival indicated the battlefield around
him. “He is needed now! If you have the power to heal him, please
send him back soon.”

“Your need is not yet great enough,” she
said.

“Not great enough? Britain is in ruins.
Camelot is no more. When will we be in greater need?”

Fire glinted in her eyes and an unaccountable
thrill of fear struck Parcival. He shuddered but stood his ground.
If there was a chance Arthur could be returned to them, his life
was a small price to pay.

“Your land will see great wars, Parcival.
Each will have its heroes. Arthur will return when he is most
needed, have no fear.”

 


Now fast-forward 2.000 years . . .
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A Story in Spring

 By
Yunsheng Jiang

 


 


Spring is an affectionate season

which has many dreams in every night.

You would see all sorts of strange
things

in your dreams, from a witch to a childhood
toy.



I had a same dream three days in
succession,

a scrapped typewriter was complaining

for its sense of loss and loneliness.



” I understand and make allowance for
your new lover,

but why don’t you come to see me
occasionally?

Please don’t be fond of the new and tired of
the old…”



I have used three typewriters before using
the computer,

the last typewriter is an electric
typewriter

by which I wrote many love poems.



“I have been your most treasured
lover

before your new lover, the computer, was put
on your table.

As expected, I were forgotten already…”



Its voice carried a mockery note,

I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“Oh, what is your demand,
then?”



“Is it possible you come to see
me?

I have yearned the days worked with
you…”



I didn’t take the dream to my heart at
first,

but it makes me surprised that

the same dream appeared again and again;

I decided to probe to the bottom of it.



I went to my storeroom in the fourth
morning,

a dusty electric typewriter is typing with
ticktack,

then spit out a script in words----



“You come at last

I am so happy!”

 


 


 


Heirloom Seed

 by Tyree
Campbell

 


 


I never saw my mother eat. Nor can I recall a
hug from her, the taste of her milk, the sound of my suckling. In
retrospect I might have guessed the reasons--but when you never
have something, how do you know you’ve been deprived of it? Tempo
might have told me. I think he wanted to, that evening of Variani’s
Night. But adults never tell the children everything.



Each year Tempo always visited us, a decaday
before the harvest. On this particular Variani the man from
AgQualCon had also signaled his intent to arrive [inconveniently]
around dinnertime. Father had us spread the table for three, and
scolded us for our distracted whispering--Elanet having built a
peeper into the crawlspace above his cell. Twice before we had
tried to eavesdrop while the adults dined, and Father had caught us
twice, three years ago, and two years before that, just after
Tovaret had been born, giving Kyanet a little sister to doll with,
but this new peeper was truly camouflaged. This time Father would
never suspect a thing, and perhaps we'd at last discover whatever
it was that we were not supposed to know.

The first time I saw Tempo I thought he was a
farmhand, like the ones old Didiv has to hire for the harvest, but
Father treated him like a longago friend. He had a kind of used
look about him, like dried rafter wood, and hardy skin you could
finish stone with. Taller than Mother and shorter than Father he
was, with short hair blacker than Mother's, and eyes like hers,
like blue Rigel on a cold clear night. He always wore those heavy
brown bibbers AmText manufactures out on Relay, and boots good for
slogging through spring mud, but his were never dirty--or he always
cleaned them before he arrived. It would have been his way, he had
such an aura about him.

So we spread the table for dinner, and when
we thought we were done, Father said to me, "Set one more place for
yourself, Mik. You're fifteen now."

Elanet went slack-jawed, terrified I'd betray
him, now I was grown just like that. I gulped, and gaped at Father,
and I saw in his eyes that he knew.

"Elanet, you take your sisters and go to
Kyanet's room. You'll take dinner there tonight."

Elanet shepherded the girls from the dining
room, and when they were gone, Father dropped his hand on my
shoulder for attention. It felt like cold rock, and I shivered.
"Misu Rezen is headed up the glideway, son. Let's go keep him from
getting underfoot while your mother sees to the spread."

Another privilege! My leaping heart took up
all the play and fought the line as we went outside, off the porch
and onto the plankstone walkway and past Mother's buttery
globeflowers and indigo doll-eyes and rose-and-cream pogtail lilies
and down to the fence, shooing the blue davids off the top rail.
Shart, the color of old straw this late in the day, glanced a large
diamond off the bow of the skimmer as it passed through the
windbreak of spindly candelabra dapplers to the southwest. The
light flash sharped my eyes; Father had raised a hand to shield
his, anticipating the glint from that angle.

"A new model, I think," he said. "This one's
egg blue."

"He had a new one last year, didn't he,
Father?"

"He's an administrator."

The skimmer's twin fanblades cycloned loam
dust as it drew near. On the bridge stood a figure vaguely
familiar, balding with a fringe and a topknot in dull brown,
florid, hot in the late Shart summer. His pastel green outsuit
looked travel-weary, matching his expression. He downdocked beside
Mother's crimson chromatias along the fence, the left skirt
crushing several thick polyblossoms. A scent like burnt honey
wafted past us and died in the light breeze.

"Zuv," said the man from AgQualCon, nodding
to Father. He did not offer the customary wave of greeting.

"Misu, my oldest boy Mik. Mik, this is Misu
Rezen of Agriculture Quality Control."

"Not three years ago you were Mikket," said
our guest. His tone added that he did not see much difference
between then and now.

He came to a stop on the other side of the
fence and crossed his arms on the top beam, a neighbor who had come
to chat. Father did not seem to mind him taking the liberty. Misu
Rezen gestured toward a cultivated plot on the other side of the
glideway that extended to the grassy foothills that guarded the
southern boundary of our holding. His tone was both critical and
curious.

"How many consecutive years have you planted
fabiola beans there?"

"We let it fallow last year, Misu" Father
said patiently. "And the third year before that."

Misu Rezen harrumfed. "Plant two and fallow
one. The medieval system."

"Sometimes the old ways serve us best,
Misu."

"But you aren't on Earth, Zuv. You're only a
descendant."

"Second generation. And Mik represents the
third."

"Earth abides, yes, I know." Misu Rezen
produced a white cloth and proceeded to wipe the sweat from his
forehead and dome. "Things change, Zuv. Maybe you don't see that.
You're still just a colonist. Born here, live here, die here.
You've never been off the land, except to the Post Exchange."

"I can see the mountains from here just
fine," said Father. "They were there when I was born, and they will
be there when I die. I don't expect they'll change much during my
passing."

Shading his eyes, Misu Rezen glanced up. His
hands helped him speak. "That sun burns the rock. Wind burnishes
it. Frost shatters it. Rain moves it. Those mountains are doomed,
Zuv."

"That plot is for fabiola beans," said
Father.

Misu Rezen tightened his lips. I think he
wanted to insist on a point, but as long as we provided the full
annual crop the land was ours to till as we wished.

"How is Pinpo?" he asked instead, too
late.

"Inside, spreading dinner. We're awaiting a
guest."

"Ah, yes. Variani's Night. In honor of the
first woman to be impregnated here on Skadany. By a ghost of the
previous inhabitants of this world, now extinct, if I recall the
legend correctly." Misu Rezen fleered at Father. "Whatever happened
to equinoxes and solstices and associated spirits? Why no chants
and candles and garlands?"

"We mark those events, Misu Rezen. But isn't
it cause for the most joy, when the seeds take root?"

Misu Rezen made a little sound deep in the
back of his throat, and opened the gate, unbidden, to enter the
yard. In midstride he stopped, staring at the house. I turned
around. A man garbed in brown bibbers was standing on our front
porch, in front of the whitewashed set-a-spell Elanet had built
last year, waiting for us to notice him.

Father clapped his hands together with a
solid report. "Ah, Tempo has arrived. Now we can eat."

***

Tables are not made to seat five evenly. The
youngest, I sat near a corner, at an angle to everyone, who had to
turn their heads to meet my eyes. Parents never, ever tell you
everything you want to know. Certainly in my tender years I missed
nuances and obscurities that experience might have interpreted for
me. Grown now, I find my memory nestled in stubborn weeds, and even
certainties are clouded. But I recall that Tempo did not partake of
dinner, receiving only the traditional stoneware mug of mead, which
he set before him like a plate. When dishes and seasonings were
requested, he passed them on, but took nothing for himself. He
listened with a guest's courtesy to Misu Rezen, who had shifted his
focus from fabiolas to licopas, our main and money crop.

"Not satisfactory at all," the man from
AgQualCon was complaining, between bites. Fascinated by Tempo, I
scarcely heard him. "Many of the licopas you shipped were infested
with something that altered their taste and caused a slight
discoloration." He punctuated his points with short stabs of his
fork. "Two years ago we were alerted to several cases of licopa
sauce that had been returned as spoilage. We conducted the usual
tests, and found no biodegradation. No processing error could
account for the alteration of taste and color. Ingredients were
consistent, in type and in proportion. As the sauce is the primary
medium for common cuisine throughout the Amphictyony, AmFoodCor was
concerned, having gone to great effort and expense to assure
consumers a reliable uniformity of taste and piquance. A complaint
was lodged with AmAgCor."

Father raised a small plate of fuzty ochres,
sliced and laid out around the circumference, a dollop of thick
herbed cream in the middle, and offered it to Misu Rezen. At first
the visitor waved off the interruption, but upon inspection he
allowed himself a sampling, forking two slices onto his plate and a
third into his mouth.

"When the spoilage occurred again last year,
we were able to isolate the source to a particular sector...this
sector, and specifically to a cluster of holdings..." His voice
trailed off, and his tongue began to worry loose a flake of skin
that had become lodged between two teeth. "This has an unusual
taste," he said clumsily. "Tart, yet uncommonly sweet. What is it,
if I might ask?"

"A licopa," answered Father.

Misu Rezen sputtered. "But that's impossible!
Besides, licopas are bright red."

"Not all." Father pointed to another plate,
with pale blue slices. "These are Nangy's Eyes, the brown ones in
that basket on the counter behind you--would you serve our guest,
Mik?--are called scorms. Had you come just after the solstice, you
might have been treated to sweet cyanips and rutilant winx."

With a visible effort Misu Rezen regained his
composure. "You will please explain yourself, Misu," he said. "What
have you done with the licopa seeds AmAgCor allots you each
season?"

His low, hostile tone was unforgivable
at the dinner table, but Father overwhelmed the offense with a
smile. "Outside we spoke briefly of the old ways, Misu Rezen.
Farmers used to hold back a small portion of the crop for the next
year's seeds. But your hybrids produce sterile seed, for no better
reason than to prevent farmers from doing just that. Allots, you
say? We pay for that seed,
Misu."

Misu Rezen flicked his eyes to the scorms.
"And did you pay for that seed as well?"

"It was given him," answered Tempo. All eyes
turned to look at him, and he continued. "Licopas grow almost
anywhere, Misu Rezen, but here they are native. Here the seeds have
been preserved, and handed down from generation to generation. It
is possible that some of these licopas found their way into the
harvest."

"And what is it that you do, Misu Tempo, if I
may ask?"

"Tempo, please. And I tend my gardens."

"Perhaps some of your produce has also 'found
its way' into the harvests sold to AmAgCor."

"My harvest is...of another seed." Very
adroitly Tempo directed attention from Father to Mother. "Elanet
has grown this past year." There was a slight hesitation after the
remark, as if he wanted to insert a name--her name.

"He has begun to show some skill at working
with wood," she informed him.

Tempo smiled warmly at Father. "The talent
would seem to come from his mother's side."

Mother looked down at her plate, which
sparkled in the glow from the ceiling panels. Her skin reminded me
of a pink denda on the first day of sunlight.

"That's true enough," said Father, slightly
embarrassed. "My own skills leave me prying splinters from my
fingers."

Involuntarily I glanced at a corner of the
ceiling. But Elanet's gift was carpentry, not deception.

"And Mik?" asked Tempo, startling me from
thoughts of the offense I'd planned with Elanet. I lowered my eyes
to him, and realized that he was still looking at Mother.

I cleared my throat to speak, and Tempo
cocked an ear in my direction, though his gaze never wavered from
Mother.

"I will attend the lyceum in Tondopekie and
study philosophy and mathematics. Perhaps I shall teach. And one
day, I will go into space, to see what there is to be seen."

"A dream of space. Another gift from your
mother’s side, I think. But that is an ambitious undertaking,
Mik---"

"Bah!" spat the man from AgQualCon. He jabbed
at an errant bean with his fork. "You need no higher mathematics to
count bushels or to balance accounts. Philosophy will not gain you
a deeper understanding of licopas. Your education is already
sufficient, young Mik, provided that you plant the crops you are
directed to plant."

Tempo shrugged. "Philosophy enables one to
regard the Universe that only mathematics can describe. His studies
are fundamental."

"But superfluous. He is a farmer, nothing
more. Already he has risen to his proper station. Perhaps you
should tend to your gardens, Misu Tempo," added Misu Rezen,
unforgivably.

"Yes, of course. Mik, forgive my inquiry, but
have you given any thought to someone for a wife to be husband
to?"

Midday Shart struck my face. I managed a
vague response.

"I see. If you will permit this intrusion,
there is a girl in Sendabout I would ask that you meet. Her name is
Klaronet. She is, I believe, thirteen, and not uncomely."

"If you say so, then: yes, I agree to meet
her."

Abruptly the man from AgQualCon pushed his
plate away. "In the future, Zuv, please see that these, ah,
varieties of licopas do not find their way into the marketable
harvest. I do not approve, of course, but current regulations do
not prohibit you from growing whatever you wish for your own
consumption. Were I you, I would not jeopardize that liberty."

"In my view," said Tempo, "the sauce is
bland, the new ingredients an improvement."

Misu Rezen glared at him. "People rely on
that sauce and that flavor. It is what they want, what they have
come to expect. Instability diminishes profits. Nobody wants that."
With a grimace and a sigh he stood up and said, too late, "Pinpo,
dinner was superb."

"It's already dark," said Father. "You are
welcome to spend the night."

"I have other errands, Zuv. Yours was not the
only holding we traced back to. Good night. I'll see myself
out."

***

Although I still had food on my plate, Father
declared the dinner at an end after Misu Rezen departed. While
Father took meals to Kyanet's room, Tempo and Mother stepped
outside to the porch. As I began placing dishes in the sink, I
realized that Tempo had not touched a drop of mead. I hurried out
to the porch, and found it unoccupied. The light was off. In the
darkness I scanned about for him and Mother.

Presently I spotted them down by the
chromatias Misu Rezen had crushed. Wisps of white fog swirled
around them like dustyjohnnies to a flame. To me it seemed Tempo
and Mother merged somehow, for a fleeting moment. They became--not
one, but as one, like a touch of dawn on dew. And then there was
only Mother, standing at the fence, staring off at the stars above
the guardian hills.

I ran inside, the door banging shut behind
me. Father had just emerged from Kyanet's room. He seemed
unperturbed by my agitated state. "I saw Mother!" I gasped. "Mother
and Tempo!"

"Only your mother is out there," Father said
calmly.

"Yes, yes, I saw that, too!" Something caught
in my throat as I gaped at him. "You know!"

"Let's pass a moment on the porch, Mik."

Mother was gone by the time we reached the
set-a-spell. Father sat down, but I leaned out over the rail,
searching the darkness for fog. Chimera, or substance? When you see
things you are not meant to see, do you truly see them?

"What do you see?" asked Father.

I was looking for a dark mass: the discarded
brown bibbers and black boots. If my eyes had been truthful to me,
Tempo's clothing had to be out there somewhere. Fog needs not a
stitch.

I did not turn around. "What did I see,
Father?"

"As much as you might have seen through
Elanet's peephole."

Boards creaked; Father had stood up.
Presently I felt him draw up beside me. For a long time I heard
only the sound of my breathing and his. Parents never, ever tell
you everything. Some things you are expected to discover on your
own, and interpret them as best you can.

"Klaronet, Tempo said."

I felt Father smile. "When would you like to
meet her?"

"Is she like Mother?"

"She has Tempo's benediction."

"And what I want for myself, Father? What of
that?"

"I am certain you also have Tempo's
benediction."

Beyond the carpet of precious flowers and
triumphant fabiolas loomed the guardian hills, their slopes my
catapult to the stars. In the dark I could distinguish little,
recognizing everything from day memory. Misu Rezen had been right
in one respect. Things die, change, move on. The body
dies--individual, or entire species--but the spirit remains, as
forever as the Nangy's Eyes.

Father's arm slipped around my shoulders.
Even now, on the bridge of my 'skip as I gaze at the blackness of
space spangled with so many new, glistening seeds, I can feel him
beside me, watching me, watching over me, with Tempo and Mother
ever present in Klaron, our destinies revitalized. For as long as
there are seeds for blue licopas and dustyjohnnies and pogtail
lilies and dreams, nothing can ever truly die.

 


 


 


In the Park After Dark

 by Robert J.
Krog

 


 


Frank Right came home early in the summer,
floating to the ground in his patched balloon. He waved goodbye at
the dirigible train on which he worked and tied his balloon to the
flagpole before his house. Out of the house rushed his daughter,
raven-haired Amelia, running on fat, little legs and giggling with
excitement.

“Daddy, Daddy,” she squealed, and threw her
arms around his right leg before he could stoop to embrace her.
Laughing himself, he picked her up and threw her in the air. She
came down into his arms with a shriek of delight.

“You’ve grown so large,” he exclaimed, “and
I’ve been gone so long. Why you must be twenty pounds heavier and
two years older, now.”

“No, Daddy,” she shouted gleefully, “I’m
still only five.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Daddy, I’m five.” She held out five,
fat, little fingers.

“Well, it seems forever.”

“It was forever, Daddy.”

“I’ve got something for you,” he said.

It was a doll, a brand new doll from New
York, decked out in the latest fashions from Paris. But to Amelia,
it was just a doll, and that was enough for her.

“A new baby,” she said, and hugged it tightly
to her chest.

“Where’s your mother?” asked Frank.

“In the garden.”

So they went through the house and out into
the garden to find Flora Right and give her the present he had
brought her from New York. She brushed her own, raven hair from her
eyes and kissed him before she opened it delicately. It was a
bottle of perfume, also French, but what mattered to her was that
it smelled sweet and came from Frank. So husband and wife embraced
and kissed again then went inside to eat a meal together with their
little girl, and all was well with their world.

 


When night fell, they put Amelia to bed after
story and prayers in her second floor bedroom with the window open
to catch the soft, night breeze. She put her head on her pillow and
stared out at the sky, hoping to see a dirigible train float past,
blotting out stars and showing its own constellation-like running
lanterns. But there were no dirigible trains floating past that
night. The moon was out. It and the stars shown through the patchy
clouds from time to time. Amelia counted them as she yawned and
fought sleep in that sleepy, bound to lose kind of way that so
frustrated her at times. Though that night, with her father home,
she was too happy to be frustrated at all.

As she drifted off to sleep, she thought she
heard children playing and laughing in the park down the street,
though she had to be wrong, for children would not be out in the
park after dark. Everyone knew it was wrong for children to be out
after dark. She told Frank and Flora about it in the morning, how
she thought some naughty children were up past their bedtime,
playing in the park after dark.

Her father looked perplexed at first.
“Perhaps you only dreamed it,” he suggested.

“No, Daddy, I heard it before I fell
asleep.”

“Well, maybe you heard them in a house with a
window open, like yours.”

“No, Daddy, they were on the swing sets, I
heard the chains creaking. They were on the merry-go-round,
too.”

“Oh, that is naughty, and what parents would
let their children out after dark like that? Don’t they know the
goblins might be out?” He added the last bit, half-joking.

That was when Flora poked her head out of the
kitchen from where she was fixing breakfast. She was frowning as
she said, “A child in another neighborhood disappeared last week,
Frank. Some of the neighbors think there really might be goblins in
the park after dark again.”

“Well, it’s been years and years,” said
Frank.

“I know,” she said, “I was hoping they were
never coming back.”

Amelia’s hand shot up and covered her “Oh!”
of surprise. “Mommy! Daddy! What if they ate the children who were
out in the park after dark?”

Flora shook her head firmly, “If you heard
anything, it was only goblin children, sweetie. No real children
would be out after dark in this neighborhood, not without their
parents. We all know better, around here.”

Frank thought a moment then said, “I think
I’ll alert the constable, if he hasn’t been already, and let him
know to make extra patrols through the park nights.”

“Are they really real, Daddy?” Amelia
asked.

“Well, no one’s seen one around here in a
couple of generations, I guess, but my father used my hickory
walking stick, which was his father’s first, to fend off a pair of
goblins that attacked him once when he was crossing the park, late
one night, when he was a still a youngster. Oh, yes, they’re real,
my baby girl.”

“He fought them with that stick?” she
asked.

“Yes, he did,” said Frank, “They tried to
lure him, but he had too much sense to want to be a goblin. After
all, the only monsters are those who choose to be, and he chose not
to be. If they couldn’t make a monster, they thought they’d make a
meal.” Frank smiled proudly, “Your grandfather was no meal for
goblins.”

Eyes wide and mouth hanging open, Amelia
imagined her grandfather, sans beard and wrinkles, using the stout,
hickory stick to hit the goblins that came at him as he crossed the
park.

 


That night after story and prayer, Amelia lay
her head on her pillow to receive her parents’ blessing, but could
not go to sleep. She listened at the window with an urgent sense of
eager dread and curiosity. Would the goblin children be at it
again, swinging, laughing, playing chase, and riding on the
merry-go-round, hoping to see some errant child out after dark that
they might make a gory feast of him? Would the child go dashing
home to his parents and rush inside just feet ahead of a horde of
yellow-fanged goblin tots? Would he have a story to tell and retell
at school in the fall? Or, would he be devoured in his own front
yard, just short of his own front door, while his parents were
heedlessly drinking wine and listening to the phonograph, the music
of which would drown out the cries of their offspring?

There in the night, after moonrise, she heard
the distant laughter, so childish and innocent seeming, of what was
surely goblin children playing in the park. She sat up in bed and
peered out the window, her face pressed against the screen
straining to see the half-animal/half humanoid forms, just shadows
really in the moonlight playing in the park down the block.

She thought she could see them, and she
stayed up long into the night listening to their chatter and
patter, their squeals and laughter as they swung on the swings and
danced in the dark, and cooed at the moon and rode in crazy circles
on the merry-go-round and played chase around the playground
equipment and in and out of the trees and bushes around the park.
They were having fun, those vicious, child-eating, goblin children.
At last, worn out with a hard day of play and by the late night
thrill of eavesdropping on the distant, goblin fun, she succumbed
to sleep.

 


Asleep, she still heard the sounds of their
play long into the night, and she heard their sing-song rhymes,

 


Amelia, Amelia a long summer has ya,

Full of soft nights, and nights full of
fun.

Stay up with the moon,

Stay up with us soon.

Amelia, forget the sun.

Forget the sun, in the summer night of
goblin fun.

Amelia, Amelia, the summer night is
short

Join us Amelia, ere this summer night’s
forgot

 


She didn’t exactly remember it in the
morning, but it lingered on the tip of her tongue and the back of
her brain all the next day.

 


“Let’s have a party, since your back for a
time,” suggested Flora a day or so later.

“Why not?” agreed Frank, and they drew up a
guest list and sent out invitations with the morning post. Then
they spent the rest of the morning in the garden playing games with
Amelia and her new doll, which she named Azalea. In the afternoon,
they lazed in the shade drinking lemonade and reading. Amelia read
from Milne, Frank read from Macdonald, and Flora read from her
Bible. But Amelia soon drifted off with the warmth of the day for
she had stayed up late to hear the dreadful, goblin children play
every night that week. In her sleep, she heard them laughing and
calling to her. So, she shivered in her sleep in the warm
afternoon, for she felt repelled by them and yet somehow sure that
she was losing some fun, night after night after night.

She woke with a start and asked suddenly,
“May we go to the park?”

Putting down his book, Frank said, “Why not,
it’d be a pleasant enough change.”

Setting aside her Bible, Flora said,
“Certainly.”

So they left the garden and walked down the
block to the park. Amelia played on the swings, after being sure
that no goblin bogeys were on the seats or chains. Frank pushed her
for a bit, but later she wanted to do it herself. She played on the
merry-go-round with the sure thrill that it had been gripped by
little, clawed, goblin hands night after night. She slid down the
slide, knowing that little, goblin behinds had been on it too. Oh,
those evil goblins, she thought, oh those child-eating, goblin
children. It was her park too, and she would have some fun in the
day if they were having fun in the night. She ran and played at an
almost fever pitch, squealing and laughing with nearly forced
delight, but somehow it was a little less thrilling than sitting up
in bed at night with her face pressed to the screen listening to
those wicked, goblin babies playing in the park after dark.

She was worn out sooner than she thought she
would have been and felt wilted by the sun too soon. She asked to
go home, and Frank carried her there and set her on the couch under
the ceiling fan to doze with a glass of water close at hand.

 


“Amelia, Amelia,” sang the goblin children in
her dreams, while the breeze from the fan cooled the sweat on her
skin.

In the next room, Frank and Flora sat down
with their books again. After a bit, she told him, “I heard from
the Smiths that the parents of the child who disappeared have
already begun to forget they had a child, and no one I’ve talked to
can seem to come up with the child’s name either. All they can
recall is that a boy disappeared.”

He looked up from his book and said, “That
does sound like a goblin kidnapping.”

They went back to their reading, the nagging
worry there in their heads. Flora leaned over periodically to see
Amelia asleep on the couch in the next room.

 


Came Saturday night, and the party, and
Amelia was bathed in the mid-afternoon and dressed prettily for the
party, though she would be sent to bed early that night, so the
adults could be at ease in their talk and unburdened. She was
winsome and quiet, trying to be forgotten, the better to stay up
late and overhear adult conversations and taste chocolates. Flora
was well aware of the artful way that she lingered ever so
unobtrusively, and sent her to bed early, regardless, though with a
glass of milk and piece of cake as consolation.

“Sit up reading if you like, sweetie,” Flora
told her, “We’ll check on you in a while.”

She tried not to pout as she took her milk
and cake up to her room. She had been around for such parties
before. She knew well she might be forgotten anyway. A story,
prayers, and her customary blessing might not occur this night. She
sighed and read nonsense poems, drank her milk and nibbled at her
cake, first the frosting, then the cake.

She read,

 


Down the street I go at a trot,

Chasing away the spot, the round black
spot

I scrubbed from my favorite, pink, canvass
pack

I never want it to come back.

 


“Amelia, Amelia,” called a birdlike, piping
voice from below her window.

She started and dove under her covers, but
then, unable to make herself resist, fearfully put her head up by
the open window and called, out, “Who’s there?”

“I’m Gleelelia,” said the voice, “I’ve been
forgotten tonight, too. And I was dressed oh so prettily to impress
the adults.”

“Were you? How sad. Me too.” Amelia
looked down into the garden beneath her window and saw a fat,
little pig-faced, goblin girl all dressed up in black with glowing,
green frogs embroidered on her gown.

“Oh, you’re a goblin,” she said, amazed.

“Oh, yes, and I want to play, Amelia. We’ve
both been forgotten, so why can’t we play together, to comfort each
other?”

“No, no, you’ll eat me, won’t you?” said
Amelia.

“I couldn’t if I wanted to. I’m too little
for real teeth. I’d rather just play. We goblin children just love
to play.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/147670
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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