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The ‘Really Hot’ Adventures
of Guy

 


“Dude.”

“Yeah?”

“You know.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

This is what two college dudes
typically sound like when one is seeing the other off at the
airport. No overt display of emotions, no tears. Yeah, there might
be a gruff hug, a manly nod, a punch on the arm, a noogie, but you
don’t see any of the emotional sappy makes-you-want-to-puke junk
that women emote and soak up like loofah sponges.

So like any guy our feelings were
securely nestled behind guy buffers, “So, dude, take care,
okay?”

Thurman is my former roommate. And he
isn’t a sorcerer. You were just about to ask, right?

Okay, sure, I don’t know why you would
think to ask, because he hasn’t done any magic yet … but let’s say
that some weird reason you were to ask if he is a
sorcerer…

… I’d tell you he
isn’t.

Actually he is, but I’m not going to
admit it. That’s because I’m the Unbeliever. I don’t believe
things, which makes whatever I don’t believe come true… er, not
come true… um…or something like that. It’s sorta
complicated.

And me? My name’s Guy … and I’m a guy.
I drink, scratch myself in nasty places, watch sports, eat too much
pizza and not enough veggies, and I spend a lot of time doing what
I call ‘coed surveillance.’ So I’m pretty normal for a
guy.

Thurman is heading to a Harry Potter
convention to do whatever it is that Harry Potter fans do at Harry
Potter conventions. Wear silly hats, costumes and stuff, play with
castles, eat Bernie Botts Every Flavor Beans …even the throw-up
flavored ones. Things I don’t really want to picture.

“So, uh, okay,” I mumbled,
shuffling my feet uncomfortably.

His eyes got big, “It’s going to be a
blast! On the first day, we get divided into Slytherin, Gryffindor,
Hufflepuff and …”

“Yeah, sounds like fun,” I
interrupted. Like I said, I don’t really want to know.

A voice interrupted from the airline
counter.

“BOARDING FLIGHT UNITED 261
TO PROVIDENCE AND BOSTON.”

Their little witches and warlocks
convention was being held, where else, in Salem.

“That’s me,” Thurman said.
He picked up his bag.

I gave him one of those guy thumps on
the shoulder.

“Hey, take care of Wendy for
me, okay?” he said as he headed for the plane. He had been my
roommate until he moved into an apartment with his redheaded
girlfriend and part-time warrior. She couldn’t get off work at her
job at Wendy’s Restaurant, so I offered to give him a lift to the
airport as long as he wouldn’t expect a goodbye-smooch.

“You got it, dude. Get me a
souvenir, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Um… but not anything weird
though, okay?”

He grinned. “No promises. You guys
take care here, you got it?”

“Hah. Don’t worry about us.
Nothing exciting ever happens here.”

He gave me a look, and drawled
“Right.”

Then he disappeared into the belly of
the plane.

 


***

 


Benny’s eyes were droopy and he took
one last huge hit on the doobie. He was sprawled out on the bed
under a mound of munchies, dirty underwear and discarded pizza
boxes. He’d been on a perpetual high since classes let out for the
semester two days earlier. Well, truth be told he started his high
way before that. About half of the student body had gone home for
the semester break, and the rest of the students were relaxing,
coming down from their own high, or ramping up their own party
plans.

As his eyes slid closed, the reefer
fell from his weak fingers onto his scraggly beard. A tiny ember
sparked happily when it met some fuel in the form of a greasy hair
follicle. To the ember’s great delight, there was more propellant
in the next follicle and the one next to that. The ember danced
with excitement.

It happened upon a tortilla chip and
its glee mounted. It undulated in ecstatic orgasm and poofed into a
little flame. It liked its new form and it danced along the
tortilla chip, growing like a Ponzi scheme until the entire chip
flickered with yellow.

Then it came across a new source of
fuel. A Cheeto. The Cheeto’s orangey goodness added to the flame
which was absorbing power like a Republican oil
lobbyist.

Power! Fuel! Flame!

The flame roared as it engulfed a
potato chip, detoured around a three day old slice of pizza and
leaped upon the greasy pizza delivery box. It greedily sucked in
the pizza box, mixed it with oxygen and grew.

It discovered a cookie, spit it out,
but found Benny’s dirty disgusting bed sheet much to its liking. It
absorbed and fed, its body growing and growing like Brittney Spears
… you know…during that bad period when she had no control and
gained a bunch of weight. Well, she never had control, but you know
what I mean.

Then it hit the Lays potato chip
bag.

Fire departments across the nation
have known for years about the combustible nature of Lays potato
chip bags. They even have a special section on it in their training
programs. The foil wrap soaks up the oils and if a flame hits,
you’d better evacuate women, children and pet ferrets.

There was a whoosh of flame as the bag
vaporized, igniting more of the mess that made up Benny’s
bed.

Benny’s olfactory senses finally
perked up when it smelled something not cannabis.

He shot up from bed.

Not really.

His eyes rolled open slowly and he
peered groggily at his beard.

Then the realization hit that his
beard was on fire.

“Whoa,” he
mumbled.

Then he shot up from bed.

No, again.

Actually, without his conscious
thought, the few brain cells in his alleged brain that had missed
the pot party picked up on the fire threat, got together and
thought fast. When a small explosion blew up the tortilla chip bag,
the brain realized its host was in trouble and enacted emergency
evacuation proceedings. Due to frequent chemical abuse, the part of
his cerebellum concerned with his welfare only worked
intermittently. Fortunately though, the part concerned with
protecting his stash was alive and well. So the brain fired up a
synapse to kick that part into gear.

“MY STASH!’ he yelped,
bolting upright like an electrified meerkat.

Flaming munchies and pizza cartons
flew all over the room.

He grabbed a half empty bottle of warm
stale beer and splashed the fire on his beard to death. Then he
looked with dismay at the flames dancing their way through the
clutter of munchies, papers and clothes.

“Whoa,” he said
again.

He tossed a pair of underwear on the
flame. It burst into flames. An oily black wisp of smoke burped up
the skid marks from the vaporized underwear.

“Ah, man.”

He started choking from the smoke,
which was not nearly as pleasant as choking from a hit on a reefer.
Then a foggy memory pierced the fog that is Benny’s brain. He
grabbed a pair of underwear … well, not a pair… it was only one
underwear, but for some weird reason it’s called a pair… anyway, he
grabbed it and urinated over it. It was yellow before he peed on
it, so it didn’t look any different and didn’t really smell worse.
Covering his face with the nasty rag, he snatched his stash and
guitar and detoured to the mini-fridge to snatch the last
beer.

Then, clutching his meager
possessions, he bolted for the door.

 


***

 


When I got back to the apartment, my
roommate Knob was stuffing a collapsible chair into a
bag.

“What are you doing?” I
asked.

Our cooler was on the table next to a
camera and a bag of marshmallows.

He looked up. “Dude. You’re just in
time.”

“In time for
what?”

“The fire-party.”

“Fire party?”

“Yeah, there’s a fire at
Burnside Hall.”

Burnside Hall is where the school
administration sends the burn-outs, pot heads and other people
whose weak dedication to education conflicts with their strong
desire to keep living the college lifestyle. It was filled with
fifth year sophomores, seventh year juniors … people who tend to
think of college as more as a permanent home rather than just a
place to hang long enough to get an education. No one from the
administration had the courage to go enter the building, so
anything went.

“I guess it was just a
matter of time before that place was torched,” I
grinned.

“Yeah, well, I hear the
fire’s awesome. Are you coming?”

“I suppose. There’s not much
else going on.”

I eyed the marshmallows.

“What are those
for?”

“Oh, um, you
know.”

“Knob, this isn’t a wiener
roast, you dork.”

“You get ready your way, and
I’ll get ready my way,”

“Fine,” I said
sourly.

“All right. Hey, get the
beer out of the fridge, okay?”

“Can I have
some?”

It was Seth, my kid brother. He spends
more time at my place than he does at home. Probably because of the
coeds. He’s fourteen with an overactive sexual imagination that far
exceeds his experience, which to this point is nil.

“Sure, there’s a Coke in the
fridge with your name on it,” I told Seth.

“Aw, man.”

“You coming, little dude?”
Knob asked him.

“Sure.” Seth replied.
“Where?”

Knob and I live in what is called the
Student Slums, an older part of town just outside campus limits.
The Slums are made up of narrow one hundred year old houses jammed
close together all within walking distance of the campus. Only two
kinds of people live in the Slums. Students and old people who
didn’t get the memo in time to move out before the neighborhood
went to pot. Now they had to put up with wild parties made up of
college kids getting their first tastes of freedom.

If you’re wondering about Knob’s name,
it’s really Tim. One night we had a wild party, got drunk off our
butts and somewhere along the evening a nickname was born. Nobody
has a clue how we came up with it. Every once in awhile we sit
down, have a couple beers, and try and figure it out. But then we
end up getting drunk again and after awhile, nobody can remember
what it was we were trying to remember.

Burnside Hall is located halfway up a
big hill on the south side of the campus. We took our bikes and
headed up the hill. The campus is pretty big and getting around by
bike is much easier and more environmentally friendly than taking a
car.

As we got closer, we could see
flashing fire truck lights through the trees. There was also a
weird sort of sound.

“Knob, what are you
doing?”

“Whistling, man.”

“Knob, you’re tone deaf.
That isn’t whistling. It’s a weird sort of sound.”

“It’s kinda creepy,” Seth
agreed.

“Fine. You guys just don’t
appreciate music,” Knob huffed.

“Sure we do… when we hear
it,” I chuckled.

He shut up and the weird sort of sound
left to go be weird somewhere else.

We were coming up on the building from
the back side. The entire hill was wooded, so our view was blocked.
But the back side of the building looked unscathed and I felt a
momentary sense of let down.

“Guess we missed it,” Knob
said. He had the cooler under his arm, a knapsack on his back with
the collapsible chair bag nestled up against the knapsack like an
arrow quiver.

“Too bad,” I
said.

Knob gave me a look. “Too
bad?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Hey, don’t
blame me. It’s not like I was hoping that a calamity would happen.
It’s just that if one did happen, I want to see it.”

“You’d better not wish
something like that,” he said sternly.

“Yeah,” Seth put in. “You’d
be like one of those shadendorf people.”

“Who people?” I
asked.

“Shadenforf, or something
like that,” Seth answered. “You know, someone who likes it when bad
things happen to other people.”

“He means ‘schadenfreude,”
Knob said. He’d gotten a book from somewhere.

“Where’d you get that
boo…”

“Schadenfreude’ means that
you take pleasure from someone else’s misfortune.”

“Yeah, that’s what I meant,”
Seth cried.

“Check out the smoke,” Knob
pointed upwards. A black spiral was billowing against the clear
blue sky. “The fire is in the front of the building.”

We took a path through the woods
surrounding the old building and now we could see firemen milling
around the front of the building, dressed in masks, fire helmets,
heavy bunker jackets, big boots, oxygen and everything else that
every guy wanted to wear someday.

“Not much of a fire,” Knob
commented as we worked our way through the woods surrounding the
building.

“What, you disappointed?”
Seth asked.

“Nah. I was just hoping
things would last long enough for us to drink our
six-pack.”

There was a crowd of college kids up
on the small knoll overlooking Burnside Hall drinking beer, smoking
pot, playing Frisbee and watching each other as much as they
watched the action in front.

“Hey, Knob.”

“What’s up,
Knob?”

“You seem to be popular,”
Seth observed.

“I get around,” Knob
responded, a smug look on his face.

“People notice freaks,” I
chuckled.

We worked our way through the crowd
and found a more secluded spot with a good view of the front of the
building.

Three fire engines were arranged
haphazardly in front, along with several idle ambulances, police
cars and a white fire department sedan. News vans and reporters
were milling about like ants after having their colony stepped on.
Two hoses went into the front door and another was being used to
soak the outside of the building.

“Whoa, check it out! It’s
Babe!” Knob cried.

Babe Fox from WNUZ TV was interviewing
the fire chief, who had on a white helmet that read, “Fire Chief.”
That’s how we figured out that he was the fire chief. Hey, college
kids – we’re sharp.

“Babe Fox is a babe”
Seth.

“Babe is a fox,” I
responded, wiping a little drip of drool.

She was talking but we didn’t care. We
watched her on the news every day without the sound and the stereo
blasting.

“Hey, guys.”

We jumped like a boy sneaking a look
at a Playboy.

“Oh, um, Wendy,” I said
shakily. “What’s up?”

She gave the pretty and very, very,
very endowed newswoman a look. Then she arched a brow. ”I’m
probably better off not knowing.”

“Oh, um …”

“So did you get Thurman off
okay?” she asked. Wendy’s pretty cool. She picks on us, but it’s
all in good fun. We don’t pick on her, because she has a redheaded
temper. Not only that, but she can kick our butts.

She gestured at the fire, “Looks like
they have everything under control here.”

“Yeah, you wanna beer
anyway?” Knob asked.

“Sure.” She popped it open
and guzzled like a guy.

And that was when the meth lab
blew.

 


***

 


If you’re going to have a meth lab,
you need two things. Privacy, so that you don’t get busted by the
police. And a steady stream of customers. Arnold Finkstein had both
up on the fourth floor corner room in Burnside Hall. Because the
Administration would not enter the building, he had security and
seclusion; and because of all the burnouts in the building, he
didn’t have to leave the premises to sell his product.

But meth labs are …well… unstable.
It’s like the nitro-glycerin of labs. One false anything and
BOOM.

And that’s what happened when the fire
hit.

BOOM!!!

The entire roof on the north side
simply blasted into the sky amid a huge explosion. We all ducked as
the noise and shock waves roared at us.

I picked myself up and looked at the
building, or what was left of it.

“Whoa!”

“What? Babe?”

“No, the building. Look at
it.”

It looked as if a huge shark had taken
a twenty yard bite out of the building. Black smoke billowed into
the skies like a factory chimney with the recently relaxed
anti-smog laws.

“Holy cow!” Wendy said,
mouth wide open and a big wet mark down the front of her
shirt.

We guys all took a moment to check it
out.

She noticed and gave us one of Those
Looks.

We immediately ordered our eyes to
tear themselves away from what guy-eyes usually can’t get enough
of.

The firemen had evacuated the building
and now all three hoses were concentrating on the fires raging in
the gaping hole of the building.

 


***

 


“This is Babe Fox of
WNUZ-TV. Fire Chief Brent has just informed me that they had the
fire under control, but due to an explosion, it is no longer
contained. Furthering the problem is that the water mains in this
grid are in unstable condition, so the hydrants are not all
accessible. They have called more engines onto the
scene.”

The Anchor at the news desk asked her,
“Will they have enough water to put out the fires?”

Babe gave the dazzling smile that
reporters use when reporting horrible news, “That’s the problem,
Brad. Each truck has one thousand gallons of water that disburses
at the rate of two hundred gallons per minute.”

Brad gave that fake concerned look
that was calculated not to mar his botoxed forehead, “So they each
only have five minutes of water?”

“Yes. And worse. The fire
has spread to the woods which have been under a horrible draught
all summer.”

“That is horrible,” the
anchor said, smiling.

“Absolutely,” she grinned
back.

 


***

 


“I have to help the
animals,” Knob cried, when he saw the fire spreading into the
woods.

The other students were cheering now
that something exciting was finally happening.

“You idiots! This is going
to hurt the animals!” Knob shouted, and he ran into the woods to
save squirrels.

Knob is an elf. Well, he’s not, but he
claims to be. But even I have to admit that it’s kind of spooky how
much better his eyesight and ears are than normal. And sometimes he
seems able to almost, well, commune with trees and
stuff.

… but nah. He isn’t an
elf.

“AAAIIIEEE!”

“What?” Seth
cried.

“SPIDER!” Wendy
screeched.

She leaped into the air, did a series
of complicated karate moves that wiped out three small trees, and
started frantically stomping the leaves. “OMYGOD, OMYGOD,
OMYGOD!”

“It’s not after you!” Seth
said, “It’s just trying to escape the fire.”

“Yeah, relax,” I said,
manfully trying to stifle a smile.

The fire in the woods was spreading
incredibly fast, cheered on by the students.

“Go! Yeah!”

There was swigging of beers and the
general hilarity of students who didn’t have any studying to do at
the moment.

“I don’t know. I’m not sure
this is good,” Seth mumbled.

 


***

 


“This is Babe Fox reporting
from the campus. The fire is raging out of control and now Allen
Business Hall is on fire. Twelve fire departments have responded to
the emergency. Most of the campus is more than eighty years old,
built with wooden studs and no fire walls. Things are looking grim
here,” she said perkily. Her hair looked awesome.

 


***

 


The students on the hill were clapping
and cheering.

“Check it out. I won’t have
to go to Econ next semester,” one pretty coed cried.

 


***

“This is Babe Fox again. The
fire at the campus is getting more dangerous. There haven’t been
any deaths reported as of yet, but due to high winds, three
buildings are now on fire. Twenty three fire departments have now
responded to the call, but the situation is dire.”

 


***

 


“Hey, look. The fire is
spreading to the Student Center!” a tall kid with spiked hair
cried.

“Whoo-hoo!” another
yelled.

“No, stupid. The Records
Center is there.”

“So?”

“ If it burns down, there go
our transcripts.”

“So?”

“So do you want to have to
redo freshman and sophomore year?”

The kid blanched, “Uh, no.”

“And look, it’s headed to
the women’s dorms,” a swarthy kid pointed.

“Oh, no! My entire life’s in
there!” a young blonde cried.

“What do you
mean?”

“My laptop, my IPOD, my
clothes. They irreplaceable!” She burst into tears.

One of her girlfriends put an arm
around her, “It’s okay. You still have your cell phone.”

The first girl looked up, her face
splotchy and red, “But my collection of shoes…”

This hit her friend hard, “You mean I
won’t be able to borrow…”

They cried together.

 


***

 


“This is Babe Fox. The fire
is spreading into what is called the Student Slums. Officials are
concerned about elderly people living there.”

 


***

 


“C’mon,” I said, tugging
Seth.

“Where are we going?” he
asked.

We jumped on our bikes. Wendy got on
Knob’s. The seat was way too high for her, so she sat on the
bar.

“We have to get back to the
Slums. You know that lady who lives up the road?”

“Mrs. Winston? I shovel her
driveway.”

“Yeah. She can barely walk.
We have to get up there.”

Fifteen minutes later we were pedaling
down the narrow road towards our house. The air was smoky and we
were coughing. Fire was racing along the dead leaves in the woods
on either side of us.

As we pulled up to Mrs. Winston’s
house, we saw it was on fire. The bent frail lady was in the middle
of the road, helplessly crying as she watched flames flicker
through her home, sweeping away decades of memories.

“Fosda,” she
whimpered.

“Fosda? What, your cat’s
still in there?” I asked.

“He ran and hid when the
fire started. I looked everywhere, but then the
smoke...”

During her long life, she’d outlived
her relatives and friends. I knew Fosda was her entire
family.

“I’ll get him,” Seth
cried.

“No, you don’t!” I grabbed
his collar.

“I’ll do it,” Wendy
said.

“None of you will,” a voice
said.

A fire fighter in full firefighting
wardrobe stood next to us. Imposing and impressive. We hadn’t
noticed the engine pull up. “I’ll handle it.”

The fire fighter ran into the building
with a hose trailing and commenced battle with the blaze. After
some time, he came back out with a squirming animal under his
arms.

“Fosda!” Mrs. Winston cried,
running up to take the huge cat in her skinny arms.

The firefighter looked at us, “Hey,
guys.”

It took off its helmet.

It was Beth. Beth is our sometimes
Warrior. I say sometimes because she has two placenta which cause
double PMS. This, of course, gives her incredible powers during
certain times of the month.. The only other creature with double
placenta is the sand tiger shark.

Big teeth, huge temper, man
eater.

“You’re a firefighter,” Seth
said, his eyes shining with admiration.

“Yep. Volunteer. I gotta go,
guys. Check with you later.”

She got back on the fire engine, and
it roared off to go defeat the fire.

We turned back to Mrs. Winston, who
hugged her cat while staring mournfully at the blackened ruin of
her house.

“What will I do? Where will
I go? My pictures… my doilies”

“Won’t your insurance…” I
started.

“I couldn’t afford
insurance,” the old woman cried.

“Don’t worry,” a new voice
interrupted.

“Thurman!”

“Yeah. I came as soon as I
could. I waited in the airport for two hours before I remembered
I’m a sorcerer and don’t need an airplane.”

He whipped out a beautifully varnished
wand.

“Hey, new wand,” Seth
commented.

“Yup, got it at the
convention.”

He waggled the wand, pointed at the
house and a purple cloud leaped out of the tip. The cloud enveloped
Mrs. Winston’s house. When it dissipated, her house was as good as
new.

“Oh, Fosda. Look what this
young man did for us.”

She was crying and clutching Thurman,
who was lightly hugging the fragile lady.

It was very touching and if I wasn’t a
guy I probably would have cried. But guys don’t cry.

Nope, not us. No crying.

 


 


(Sniff)

 


 


Benny’s eyes creaked open.

It had taken him two days of frantic
binging to exhaust his remaining stash. Now his high was low and he
was stone sober rather than stoned drunk. He felt weird … well,
weird for him, since feeling weird was his normal feeling. It was
feeling normal that felt weird. And he felt normal, er,
weird.

He was also starving because he’d had
to abandon his munchies in his room due to the minor issue of them
being on fire. Vaguely, he wondered what had happened to the
dorm.

Nah, he didn’t, but let’s pretend he
did.

He was more concerned that he was
alarmingly clear headed. This was something that needed to be
remedied as soon as possible.

He looked around. He was in the back
seat of his PT Cruiser. The keys were in the ignition, too. How
very fortunate.

Now all he had to do was drive to his
supplier and get an emergency ration of drugs so he could get the
room spinning comfortably again.

He climbed into the front seat,
fumbled with the keys and finally got the car started. Then,
driving at geriatric speed, he maneuvered the car out of the
parking lot. As he turned to go down the steep hill, a doobie
rolled out from under the passenger’s seat.

Manna from heaven!

“Dude!”

As he reached for the roach, his foot
jammed onto the accelerator and the car leaped forward assisted by
gravity and momentum. The reefer rolled away from his groping hand,
so he shoved his torso forward and stretched out. Finally he
snagged the errant joint and a slow grin spread across his
face.

There was a jolt as the car left the
road and plummeted down a steep ravine.

“Whoa.”

The car hit a bump and the door popped
open. Benny lost balance and was confronted with the choice between
holding his doobie, or grabbing something to hold onto.

Easy choice.

Next thing he knew, with the luck of
drunks and potheads everywhere, he and his roach were safely and
comfortably dumped into a cushy bush.

He never saw the car burst through the
fence into the college’s main electrical transformer. And his
personal haze was such that he barely felt the force of the
explosion that would knock the lights out at the college for the
entire next week causing all kinds of havoc.

But that’s a different
story.

He took a toke, and smiled
blissfully.
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Prologue

Some years ago, the Federal Trade
Commission issued an amendment to the Telemarketing Sales Rule
(TSR) mandating a Federal “Do-Not-Call list.” Millions
enthusiastically signed up, happy that they might recapture the
sanctity and serenity of their dinner times, and the freedom to
answer their phones without having to worry about fending off some
jerk, whose thinly veiled purpose is to convince you to take your
money, and put it in his pocket.

Unfortunately, though, not everybody
paid attention to what their government had done for them (quite
likely because most people are not used to this kind of help by our
elected officials).

“Ring…..”

“Ring…..”

“Ring…..?”

“Ring!!!”

“Ring…..ring ….
ring…..”

The answering machine didn’t kick
in.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

Mostly because we don’t have an
answering machine.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

Which doesn’t matter, because we won’t
answer the phone anyway….

“Ring….ring….ring….”

…because of
telemarketers.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

Telemarketers don’t seem to mind that
we don’t answer the phone.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

They keep calling.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

Over and over.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

Patience and stamina … telemarketer
virtues.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

That is, well, if you feel like you
can put ‘telemarketer’ and ‘virtues’ in the same
sentence.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

We didn’t know that the attorneys had
waged successful war against the telemarketers, giving us certain
rights against their invasion of our privacy.

“Ring…ring….ring….”

As a result of the litigation, the
telemarketing firms had to cut back on employees.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

Nearly wiping out their whole industry
almost overnight.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

But not everybody knows about the
Opt-out laws.

“Ring….ring….ring…”

There are still some clueless people
out there.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

Like us.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

For all I know, there’s only one
telemarketer left in the world.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

And he has our number.

 



Chapter 1



It all started when the phone rang at
the house one day…

“Ring…ring….ring….”

The phone kept ringing.

And I kept ignoring it.

Actually, it wasn’t that I ignored it.
Since it’s always ringing, we just tune it out, so now it’s part of
the background noise of our apartment, like Dave Matthews, Monday
Night Football and DVD’s that usually have a woman’s name in the
title. Nobody important ever calls us anyway. They know better.
Even Mom gave up trying to call, and when she wants to reach me,
she simply sends a messenger-kid to me, like my little brother
Seth.

Seth’s over right now, in fact,
playing Donkey-Kong on the PlayStation. After his message from Mom
was delivered, he was released from further responsibility,
regardless of my response, or lack of response.

“Ring
….ring….ring….”

Outside, I could hear one of my
roommates, Tim, shooting hoops on the neighbor’s driveway. The
neighbor doesn’t know Tim plays on his driveway while he’s at work.
Tim figures that what he doesn’t know, won’t hurt him. After all,
why let a perfectly good hoop go to waste all day? He’s got similar
thoughts about their refrigerator.

“Ring….ring….ring….”

Tim works nights at a lab,
and…

…wait. I can’t keep calling
him Tim, because that’s not what we call him. We call him Knob. I
couldn’t tell you why, though. We were pretty drunk when we came up
with the nickname, and later we couldn’t figure out where it came
from. Still, the nickname stuck.

Me? My name’s Guy.

And… get this…. I’m a guy.

“Ring…ring….ring….”

That’s when it happened.

At first, I didn’t notice it, because
all of a sudden it was silent in the house. Even Dave Matthews was
between songs.

Then a great echoey feeling took shape
in my head as a thought successfully passed completely through
without bonking into ringing and music.

The thought was, “What is
that?”

The ‘that’ that I was trying to
identify was something we had not heard in the three years of
rooming together.

Silence.

Not only silence, but a huge silence.
One of those silences so huge that it had its own echo. I was
hearing silence, and then its echo. Silence squared.

A shiver went down my back.

Then it came back up my
back.

It took a turn or two around my chest,
and my nipples hardened from fear, anxiety, surprise and some
unexplained emotion I’d rather not explore.

The ringing had stopped.

All of a sudden, Dave Matthews started
in on his next song, splintering the silence into little shards of
chords and notes and coolness.

But I was frozen, because of the
strange sound that I didn’t hear.

It was like the time a tornado had hit
our neighborhood, wiping out Madame Nirvana’s little house down the
road. It hadn’t destroyed anything else, except for her house and a
little sign advertising that Madame Nirvana would read your palm
and tell you whether your future would include huge clumps of ear
hair.

So wouldn’t you think Madame Nirvana
would have noticed something like a tornado in her own
future?

Her little house had been found a mile
away, wrapped around a telephone pole. It knocked out our phone
lines for thirty-seven minutes, wiping out pizza delivery profits
on a crucial Friday evening.

That’s what I was reminded of
now.

“Seth?”

My words sounded freakishly
loud.

“Knob?”

The silence overwhelmed me with its
silence.

Silence, quiet, stillness, calm, and
other words that evoke the image of absence of noise. Not even the
twitter of a bird.

Well, there was a Dave Matthews song
going on, but that doesn’t count. Because other than that, there
was nothing.

“What?” a voice said quietly
behind me.

“SHIT,” I screamed, whirling
around.

It was Knob, his mouth stuffed with a
Cardiac Arrest, a monster sandwich stuffed with whatever’s in the
kitchen at the time of creation. Ingredients can vary from French
fries, Sour Patch Kids, hot pepper, jalapeno peppers, entire slices
of cold pizza, green beans, conch fritters, cow tongue, ice cream,
and whatever else one can find.

Dagwood would swoon with
envy.

The caloric count alone could support
the entire world’s population of people on the Atkins diet for a
week. And I won’t even get into the overabundance of bad
carbohydrates, which shouldn’t be confused with good carbohydrates,
which I guess do their chores and wash their hands after going to
the bathroom.

Somehow though, Knob’s metabolism
takes it all in, and everything runs pretty smoothly. Well, except
maybe for his brain. There’s definitely something not getting
through there. Still though, he’s lanky and friendly, and a good
friend to hang around with.

A fly buzzed through the
room.

Our eyes followed it as it zigged
through the room.

We followed it as it zagged through
the room.

Something registered on its sensors,
and it veered for the sandwich in Knob’s hand.

Knob, who while he has nothing against
mosquitoes, at least female ones (we’ll get into that later), hates
flies, so he tried to whap it, swinging the Cardiac Arrest like a
racquetball racquet.

The sandwich missed the fly by about a
foot, but, strangely, the fly stopped in mid-air, and fluttered to
the ground.

We watched until it fell out of sight.
Yeah, out of sight. We aren’t very good at housecleaning. The fly
disappeared somewhere into the clutter that makes up our floor.
Bits of paper with music notes scribbled on it, cardboard pizza
containers, puzzles and games, stuff like that. Essential stuff.
The stuff that makes our home, ah.., well, uh, …. a mess. Hey, I
admitted it. It’s a mess. I told you we aren’t very good at
housecleaning.

Something nibbled at my brain,
reminding me that there had actually been an earlier thought that
hadn’t been brought to satisfactory conclusion.

Oh, yeah.

The silence.

Dave Matthews was taking another
break, so the quiet was even more oppressive.

“What’s that?” Knob asked,
looking around. He crammed more sandwich into his mouth in hopes it
would reduce inertia in his brain.

“I don’t know.”

“It’s weird, like maybe
church or something.” Bits of sandwich flew through the air like
errant meteors.

“Yeah.”

“Remember that time with the
tornado?”

“Yeah.”

“Yeah, it’s like that,” he
mumbled, cramming more into his mouth. Something that looked like
an albino worm dangled from the corner of his mouth, before his
tongue snaked out and swiped it away. Spaghetti, whew.

“Weird.”

“Yeah.”

Then it registered.

“What?” Knob
asked.

“Do you hear
that?”

“No, what?”

“Donkey Kong,” I
said.

“No, I don’t hear any Donkey
Kong,” he asserted.

“That’s just it, we should
hear Donkey Kong.”

I ran out into the living room, my
eyes searching out my little brother.

“Seth?” I skidded to a
stop.

He wasn’t at the computer.

“Maybe he answered the
phone,” Knob said.

“Why would he do something
like that?”

“I dunno,” he
shrugged.

“Okay, so where’s the
phone?”

We looked at each other. We had no
idea where it was. We never use the phone, not even for the pizza
delivery guy. We didn’t need to, because our other roommate Thurman
brings home free pizzas often enough to keep our marinara sauce
levels from getting too low.

“I’ll check the bedrooms,”
Knob volunteered.

I split off to go check out the
basement.

Our house is located in what’s known
as the college slums. A hundred year-old part of town that went to
seed when all the old people died off. All the houses were thin and
deep, with steep driveways and old brick. People in this
neighborhood were born and lived here until they died. Then they
watched their sons and daughters move away and never come back.
After the old people died, college kids moved in, renting entire
houses, four to eight or more per house.

So we had an entire house to
ourselves, for just two hundred bucks a month per person. Pretty
slick, especially with the graveyard in the backyard. How can you
get any cooler than that?

But the basement. That’s another
story. Dark, damp, scary, and home to our other roommate. In fact,
that’s what Thurman likes about it. He’s into Goth. Secretly, I
think it’s just so that he can wear black. The girls dig him in
black, and he knows it.

He’s working the early shift,
delivering pizzas between college classes, so I have to go down
into the pit, and see if maybe the phone’s down there.

Whap! Whap! Whap!

“Bastard!”

Something upstairs. I bolted back up,
and ran into the front bedroom.

“What’s the
matter?!”

Knob was at the window, his shoe off,
a disgusted look on his face.

The smell hit. “Ah, man, put that shoe
back on.”

“I was after a mosquito,” he
apologized.

“Well, don’t do that,” I
told him angrily. My brother’s missing, and Knob’s out squishing
mosquitoes and fostering foot odor.

“C’mon, we have to find
Seth.”

I promised I’d tell you about Knob and
mosquitoes. He once read that only female mosquitoes bite, because
they need the blood for egg-laying. And when he learned that a male
mosquito is about a bazillion times bigger than the female, Knob,
with a heart as soft as his head, concluded that the big hairy male
jumps on the female and has his way with her. Afterwards, he
merrily buzzes off to play miniature golf with his buddies, leaving
the female stuck with whole egg process. Knob didn’t think this was
fair at all. So ever since, he eradicates any male mosquitoes that
he can find, and wouldn’t harm a female if she was sucking
corpuscles out of his nose.

“It was a Culex Pipiens,” he
said defensively.

“Huh?”

“A Culex,” he said, slanting
a look at me like I was a nit.

“C’mon, you weirdo,” I said
angrily.

As part of his campaign to help the
female mosquito, he’d done considerable research. This research is
conducted with liberal amounts of beer, so his facts sometimes got
a little scattered.

We headed back to the basement, after
having concluded the upstairs was Seth-free.

“Did you know that the Culex
doesn’t usually prefer humans?” he asked as we strode through the
kitchen towards the basement stairs.

I ignored him.

“And it’s known as the
common house mosquito?”

I ignored him harder, and started down
the stairs.

“In fact, what they actually
prefer are birds.”

“Shhh!” I hissed. There was
something in the dark.

He lowered his voice, “And, did you
know that mosquitoes actually don’t eat blood? They eat stuff like
nectar and …”His voice trailed off as he saw what I was looking
at.

“What’s he doing?” he
asked.

“Shhh!”

It was Seth.

Then again, it wasn’t.

 


 



Chapter 2



 


My brother was sitting at Thurman’s
desk, the phone receiver at his ear. But he wasn’t listening to it.
He wasn’t listening to anything. He had a blank look on his face,
his mouth open, eyes glassy.

“Seth?” I stage-whispered at
him. “Are you alright?”

He didn’t respond. He just sat, like a
zombie or a typical geometry student when given a surprise
quiz.

“What’s wrong with him?”
Knob asked, mosquitoes momentarily forgotten.

“I don’t know,” I managed
over my pounding heart.

This was my brother, a fourteen
year-old kid with borderline Attention-Deficit Disorder. It was
eerie to see him when he wasn’t a blur. The hair on my neck was
raised, and I could feel goose pimples.

Now I could just pick up a weird
sound, coming from the phone receiver in Seth’s stone
hands.

Now I had ostrich pimples, and my
stomach felt like a frozen grape popsicle.

“Call an ambulance,” I
whispered back to Knob.

“With what?” he
asked.

“The, er…”

The phone that was in Seth’s hands?
The same phone that may have been some kind of instrument of
horror?

“Uh, go to a neighbor’s or
something,” I said, walking warily towards Seth. He ignored me.
This was a bad sign, because it was usually the other way
around.

“Which one?”

“Huh?”

“Which neighbor?” Knob asked
maddeningly.

I gritted my teeth, “Either
one.”

“Okay, I’ll go see the
chicks across the street.”

“Fine! Get out of
here!”

“You don’t have to get rude,
dude.”

The stairs shook as he thumped
upstairs.

“Seth? You okay?”

He showed no signs of comprehension,
no recognition, nothing.

Up close, I recognized the sound
coming from the phone receiver. It was the sound that you get when
the call is terminated, but you don’t hang up. A nasty, rude,
beeping sound.

I pried the phone receiver out of his
hands. They were cold and lifeless. The hands, not the phone. The
phone had more like a plasticky kind of feel. You’re probably
familiar with it. Not me, though. I told you that I don’t use
phones.

I gently shook his shoulders,
marveling at how his thin his frame felt under the shirt. It
occurred to me that we don’t usually exchange any kind of physical
exchanges anymore. A feeling of sadness washed through me. The last
time I gave him a big hug, he still had that toddler softness to
him. Now, he’s more of an angular teen. I was so busy ignoring him,
I hadn’t even noticed.

A clatter on the steps jolted me out
of my reverie.

“They’re coming,” Knob
whisper-shouted in my ear.

I gently slapped Seth’s face, “Wake
up, buddy. C’mon, wake up.”

It was like slapping a rubber
statue.

Knob stared wonderingly at Seth, “I
know what this is, Dude.”

“Huh?”

“They got him.”

“They? What are you talking
about?”

“Those guys who’ve been
stalking us all this time. That’s why you’re never supposed to
answer the phone.”

“What?!? We don’t answer
because of telemarketers.”

“That’s who I’m talking
about. They got him.”

“Who?! Telemarketers?!
You’re crazy!” I shouted.

Seth ignored the whole
exchange.

“Yeah, telemarketers. They
call and suck your brains out right through the receiver. That’s
why you have to hang up on them. They call during dinner, while
you’re mentally at your weakest.”

“You’re nuts! Telemarketers
are just people, like you and me.”

“Oh, yeah? Then how come
they can keep arguing with you, even when you tell them no
way?”

“They’re persistent. That
doesn’t make them monsters.”

“Then why do they keep
calling, even after you slam the phone on them?”

“I don’t know. Maybe it
doesn’t bug them so much.”

“Who doesn’t get bugged when
someone hangs up the phone on them? If someone hung up on you,
wouldn’t you want to call them back and tell them what
for?”

“Well, …”

“And you know they don’t eat
dinner, because they are always on the phone then.”

“Um…”

“That’s because they don’t
eat regular food. They hibernate all day, and come out at dusk and
dinnertime, and suck people’s brains out through the
phone.”

“Uh..”

“They’re like, you know, big
brain-sucking mosquitoes or something.”

“Mosquitoes..?”

“Look at him!” He pointed at
Seth, who was still ignoring the whole exchange. “Tell me they
don’t have his brain! It’s gone. His head is empty.”

The black pot pointing at the
kettle.

A second person galumphed down the
stairs, shaking the foundations of the old house.

“What’s up,
guys?”

Thurman had a pizza box in his arms,
the aroma of pineapple and pepperoni wafting towards me. My stomach
was still in clench mode, but relaxed just a bit to grumble out a
greeting to its Italian friend.

Thurman stopped when he noticed Seth,
“Whoa, I’ve felt like that before.”

“The telemarketers got him,”
Knob said knowingly.

“Telemarketers aren’t
monsters,” I said, a little angry that Knob had almost sucked me
into his conspiracy theory.

“That’s why you can’t answer
the phone,” Knob added.

“Telemarketers. Yeah, I’ve
heard stuff about them,” Thurman said thoughtfully.

“We have to get him back
ourselves,” Knob said. “So I didn’t really call an
ambulance.”

“You mean, go into the
telemarketer’s Lair of Evil?” Thurman’s eyes were big.

“What are you guys talking
about?! We have to get him to the hospital!”

“No way, a hospital can’t
help him.”

“He’s right,” Thurman
agreed. “A hospital can’t help him. They’ll just send him to a
nuthouse.”

“Yeah, that’s what happens.
Pills and stuff don’t help all those people in nuthouses. Their
brains have been sucked up by telemarketers. The medical profession
just doesn’t understand the truth.”

“We have to go and get him
ourselves!” Thurman exclaimed.

“A Quest!” Knob said, his
eyes shining with excitement.

“Yes, a Quest!” Thurman
agreed.

“Are you guys crazy?! We’re
not going on any Quest!” I shouted.

“We have to,” Knob
said.

“Yeah, don’t you want your
brother back?”

Before I could answer, a buzzing sound
cut through the discussion, and we all stopped as a big, fat, black
fly flew between us, low and slow like a Warthog fighter
plane.

We watched, mesmerized, as it swooped
down low and cut a pattern around the room, and buzzed back
upstairs before Knob could recover and try to kill it.

Thurman had a narrowed look in his
eyes, “I’ve got a theory about flies, you know.”

“Of course you do, Knob and
his mosquitoes, you and flies.”

“We gotta hurry and pack,”
Knob exclaimed.

“Yeah, this could take
awhile.”

“Going to the gates of
Hell.”

“This is going to be
awesome!”

“Yeah, Dungeons and Dragons
stuff.”

“Forget it,” I interjected,
“we’re not going on any nutso Quest.”

“Look, Man,” Knob said,
“would it hurt to try it our way? For awhile, at least?”

“Yeah,” Thurman added, “he’s
not going anywhere.” He gestured at the statue of my
brother.

“And if we don’t get
anywhere, we’ll take him in like you want,” Knob said.

“Where they’ll just shut him
up in a cage, and pump him full of noxious chemicals, and
stuff.”

“And he’ll just rot
away.”

“Because the doctors have no
real clue as to what’s really going on.”

“Enough!” I shouted. “Okay,
okay, we’ll do it your way. Anything it takes to shut you
up.”

“All right! The Quest is
on!” Knob gushed.

“Hey, we’ll need a warrior,”
Thurman said knowingly.

“Yeah, a warrior is
essential.”

“Let’s get our
stuff.”

“My dice, I need my
dice.”

They clattered upstairs, leaving me
with the husk of my brother. I could hear excited thumps
upstairs.

 



Chapter 3



 


I looked at my little brother, my only
sibling. Except for my older sister. But she didn’t count. Because
sisters never count, especially older sisters. Except when they
have their friends over. Then you notice them. The friends, not
your sister. Especially at pajama parties.

But with a brother, there’s a special
bond, no matter that he’s a little pain in the butt who always gets
in my way, and eats up all the cookies and good munchie stuff
before I get to have my share, which is more than half, because I’m
the big brother, and I should get more than half, because I’m
bigger and because I was born first, and he should know this and
stop telling Mom and Dad on me.

Mom! What am I going to tell
Mom?

I pictured her face, and what she
would say when she saw her little Zombie-son. “Guy, you know you’re
supposed to protect your little brother,” she would accuse
me.

“But, Mom. I couldn’t do
anything. The telemarketers got his brain!”

“That doesn’t matter. You’re
his big brother.”

“But, Mom…”

“I said,” she interrupted,
“‘you’re his big brother, and you have to watch out for
him.”

I decided not to tell Mom… for now, at
least.

Thurman thumped back down the stairs,
“I forgot, all my stuff’s down here.”

He dove into his closet and started
rummaging around, his black-jean clad butt sticking out.

I took my brother by the hand and he
followed me blankly upstairs.
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Later on, we were sitting at the
dining room table. I chewed mechanically at a slice of pizza as
Knob and Thurman discussed travel plans. Seth sat across from me,
oblivious to their excited chatter. A fly kept bumping up against
the kitchen screen, trying frantically to get in.

“Where are we going to
start?” Knob wondered.

“Well, they use the phone to
get around, so I think we have to start with the phone company,”
Thurman offered.

“Yeah, that makes sense,”
Knob agreed.

“We could go to the place
where we make payments,” Thurman said.

Since we’re almost always running on a
very tight budget, we usually pay in person at a local office,
usually just before the deadline where our phone gets turned off.
Sometimes I wonder that we even bother, since we never use the
phone anyway. Maybe some harbinger of responsibility to come, from
when we mature and take on responsibilities like kids and mortgages
and 401k’s and stuff like that.

“Who do we get as a
warrior?” Thurman asked.

“I know just the person,”
Knob said.

I wasn’t participating in the
conversation.

Neither was Seth.

“So, first we pick up the
warrior, and then we go to the phone company?”

The fly stopped bouncing against the
screen, and settled down to listen.

“Okay, that sounds like a
plan. How do we get there?”

“The Hog’s gassed up, and
ready to rumble,” Knob said, referring to the old Dodge Caravan
he’d picked up for five hundred bucks, payable at thirty percent
interest, so that by the time he was done paying for it, he will
have paid three times the price of the van.

With a parting buzz, the fly flew off.
That’s what they do, after all. Sometimes I wonder who named them
‘flies.’ And why didn’t the same person call a centipede a ‘walk’?
Worm’s should have been called ‘squirm,’ by the same
logic.

A stupid joke went through my mind,
“What do you call a microwave wok?”

“A run,” another part of my
brain answered.

Jokes at a time like this. I’m
starting to lose it. I no it. No, I know it.

My roommates were still making
plans.

“Okay, every Quest has to
have a warrior, and a sorcerer…”

“Yeah, and a dwarf and an
elf.”

“Yeah, you have to have
those,” Knob said, bobbing his head in agreement.

“What are you guys talking
about?”

Knob looked at me pityingly, “Every
Quest has to have the right people. You need to have a warrior, an
elf, a wizard…”

“…and a dwarf and a magic
sword…” Thurman added.

“…and an evil presence..”
Knob continued.

“…and the possibility of
sequels…”

“…and movie
rights…”

“…special
effects…”

“Shut up,” I screamed,
holding my head. A painful thudding had begun, keeping time with my
heart.

THWUMP!!!

A sound wave rattled the cabinets, and
the ground shook underneath us.

“What the…!” Thurman
yelled.

“Whoa!!!” Knob
yelled.

“Aaaahhhh!” I
yelled.

“……………” Seth
yelled.

Okay, Seth didn’t really add anything
to the dialogue. But, I’m sure he would have if he hadn’t been a
zombie. The entire house had been shaken like a rattle in the hands
of a hyperactive baby.

We rushed to the front door, and threw
it open.

It was winter….

…. in Alaska.

Not here, though. Here it was summer,
and a blast of heat blasted by us, blasting us with its passing
blast. Beyond it, the sky was blue, the grass was green, and
traffic was uncongested. Everything looked peaceful. White clouds
floated gracefully in the sky. Birds twittered and pooped on
cars.

There was no sign of what had caused
the great sound that we had heard.

Except, where Knob’s Caravan was, or
rather, wasn’t.

There was a shadow where the van had
stood in the driveway, but the van was gone. Or, as we saw as we
carefully approached the spot where the van should be, there was
something where the van had been, five minutes before. It was in
the shape of the van. Kind of . On the driveway, where there had
once been a five and a half-foot high pride of Lee Iaccoca Chrysler
family of family automobiles, was a one-inch high version of the
same vehicle.

Knob’s van had been squashed
completely flat.

“Wha….???”

“Hunh….????”

“Uh…????”

We looked at each other,
stunned.

I looked around. No one was around who
could explain what had happened to the two thousand-pound
vehicle.

Knob squatted down, and sort of patted
the van, as if to reassure himself that it wasn’t an illusion. Then
he looked up at us. “They’re on to us.”

His words woke me out of my shock,
“What are you talking about?”

“The telemarketers. Somehow
they learned that we know about them.”

The look on Thurman’s face shifted
from shock to fear.

“Let’s go, there’s no time
to lose,” Knob wheeled, and sprinted back into the
house.

Thurman and I looked at each other.
Then we looked at what used to be a mini-van. Then we followed Knob
back into the house.

Inside, Knob was quickly stuffing his
knapsack. We got there just as he was cramming a stack of moist
towelettes into the sack.

“What are those for?” I
asked.

“You gotta have towelettes,”
he said.

“What? To keep your hands
clean?”

Knob sighed. Sometimes he had trouble
explaining things to lesser intellects, like myself. Or me. Or I.
Or, whatever it is that signifies me…or I ….or myself.

“Didn’t you read the
Hitchhiker?” he asked, a pained look of put-upon patience plastered
to his puss.

“Huh?”

“Doug Adams.”

“Huh?”

“I know what he’s talking
about,” Thurman said excitedly, “The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the
Galaxy.”

Knob beamed at him, the bright pupil.
Then he turned severe eyes back on me, the dunce, “Yeah, the
Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy. The bible for world
travelers.”

“That’s fiction,” I fired at
him.

He ignored that. “Anybody knows if
you’re going to travel, you have to bring a towel.”

“Yeah,” Thurman agreed,
“It’s got nutrients, and you can wrap it around your head to keep
from burning yourself.” He was growing a bald spot, and was very
concerned about burning his head.

“Those are towelettes, you
goof,” I said.

“Right, they are the only
things available that have both the cleaning ability and
nutritional requirements.”

“Nutritional
requirements..?”

“Yeah, they’re like
concentrated water, hermetically sealed. If you’re out in a
desert….”

“We’re in
Chicago!”

He ignored that, too, “… and you lose
your canteen, you can suck on one of these towelettes.”

“We’re not bringing
canteens!”

“And these,” he held one out
to me, “are the best, because they’re lemon-flavored.”

“There are drinking
fountains all over the city!”

“Who’s the head of our
Quest?” Thurman changed the topic.

“I am,” Knob
announced.

“You???!!!” I said, an
amazed look on my face.

I didn’t know for a fact that I had an
amazed look on my face, since I couldn’t see it. But I’m pretty
sure there was, because I was amazed.

“You chew your own toenails!
How can you be a leader?”

“Yeah, me,” he said,
narrowing his eyes, “Why, you want the job?”

“He can’t be,” said Thurman,
“he’s the Unbeliever, like Thomas Covenant.”

“But the Unbeliever was the
leader, in a way,” Knob mused.

“Hmm…maybe,” Thurman agreed
thoughtfully.

“Look, we have to get out of
here, before whatever crunched the Hog comes back for us,” Knob
said, taking his role of maybe-leader by the horns. Even though his
horn, fan belt, and everything else, was squashed to a half-inch
little pile.

“How do we get
there?”

“Where?”

“To pick up our warrior, of
course,” Thurman said.

“Warrior?” I
said.

“Yeah, told you I know where
we can get one,” Knob reassured me. “Let’s get Seth and
go.”

“We’re not bringing
Seth.”

He gave me a serious look, “We’re
bringing Seth. We don’t have a choice.” Then he gestured to the van
that looked like it could fit in one of Thurman’s delivery boxes,
“And we can’t leave him here. It’s not safe.”

I couldn’t argue with that logic,
because, after all, something strange was going on.

“Besides, we need something
to put his brain in when we get it back.”

“We’re also bringing
Weezel,” Thurman declared, shooting eye darts at us.

“No way!” Knob
groaned.

“I said, we’re bringing
him,” Thurman’s posture was ramrod straight.

“Oh, shit, don’t worry about
him,” I said. “It’s not like he takes up much room.”

Weezel is Thurman’s dog, vintage maybe
twenty years ago, maybe fifty. A ghost dog, if you can believe it.
Thurman discovered him one night when we were messing around with
an Ouiji Board. He’d asked the board whether his childhood dog was
in dog heaven, and the board surprised him by revealing that
another dog was presently in the room with them, and wanted Thurman
for a master. Another of our normal freaky nights.

Ever since, Thurman swore he could
sense the dog, which somehow shifted breeds, manifesting itself as
a dachshund, sometimes a collie, once in awhile Irish wolfhound.
He’d take it for walks, and ignore when we suggested he could maybe
take his imaginary dog on imaginary walks instead, and just hang
with us. Once in awhile, when the jokes got too barbed, he’d snap
back, “He’s not imaginary, he’s invisible!”

He’d also get up in the middle of a
television show, to let Weezel out. Why Weezel didn’t simply go
through the door like any other ghost, Thurman wouldn’t
say.

WHOMPH!

Another explosion shook the
room.

“It’s back,” Knob
shouted.

“We have to get out of
here!” Thurman screamed.

WHOMPH! SMACK! CRASH!

“Oh, man, I think that was
my car,” Thurman moaned.

We jumped up, and Thurman and Knob
grabbed their knapsacks. I snatched Seth by the wrist, and we
bolted away from the sound. Problem was, there was nothing but a
window on that side of the house. We scrambled through the window,
Seth allowing himself to be led.

We ran around the side of the house,
and Thurman glanced around the corner. He pulled his head back, “It
got my car, too,” he said, his face pasty.

“Did you see what did it?”
Knob breathed breathlessly.

“No, whatever it was, I
didn’t see anything. But my car is flat as a pizza,” said the pizza
delivery boy, who would be in the position to know if something was
as flat as a pizza.

“Let’s run for it,” Knob
said.

“Where?” I asked
him.

“To get our warrior,” he
said, with a look that told me what he thought of my stupid
questions.

“How do we get there?” I
said.

“Wow, he really is the
Unbeliever,” Thurman said, looking at me with wondering
eyes.

“We run!” Knob said, “She’s
only a few doors down.”

“She?”

“A lady warrior?” An excited
look flitted across Thurman’s face. Then it flitted the other way
before settling in to stay for awhile, as he most likely considered
the idea of half-naked, big-breasted Amazonian warriors. “All
right, let’s go!”

Knob ran towards the garage, keeping
low to the ground. Thurman ran crouched after. I followed, dragging
my little brother, who ran upright like Frankenstein in pursuit of
a sewing kit.

We flattened against the garage, and
sneaked a peek towards our demolished vehicles.

“Let’s go,” Knob ran around
the garage, and sprinted up the hill towards the
graveyard.

“Is this a smart idea?”
Thurman managed, looking at the tombstones with some
trepidation.

“Yeah, I don’t think these
have anything to do with the telemarketers,” Knob assured him,
leading a winding path around the graves.

There was another thumping sound
behind us.

“Faster!” I
yelled.

“C’mon, Weezel,” Thurman
managed, urging his ghost dog, who no doubt was stopping to check
out some ghost pee on one of the gravestones.

We sprinted through the older part of
the graveyard, heading for a house about fifty yards away. There
was another thumping sound behind us, accompanied by the sound of
splintering wood and shattering CD’s.

“It got the house,” Thurman
moaned.

“Faster!” I yelled,
again.

“C’mon!” Knob urged us. He
was the fastest of us, and he pulled ahead, knees
flying.

I risked a glance behind us. The house
was gone. Just an empty space, sitting between our neighbors’
houses, the garage still standing with a fateful look, as if
somehow knowing that its turn was next.

I couldn’t see what was causing all
the devastation. It was a beautiful, sunny day, with big fluffy,
non-threatening cumulous clouds floating in a sea of blue
sky.

“Maybe it’s invisible,”
Thurman said shakily, puffing from the run.

“Don’t worry about it,” Knob
yelled, “Quick, get in.”

He was at the back door of the house,
gesturing frantically at us.

We shot inside, finding ourselves in
the kitchen. Thurman leaned on a counter, panting heavily. Dressed
all in black, with heavy jeans, he’d been pounded mercilessly by
the sun’s rays all the way across the field.

The rest of us were wearing garb more
suited for a mid-nineties day.

“Where are we?” I
gasped.

“The Warrior, Man,” Knob
said heavily.

“We…shouldn’t ….just…..have
….busted …..in,” Thurman said, still puffing.

“It was an emergency, I
don’t think she’d mind.”

“What are you doing here?” a
voice asked.

We all jumped, except for Seth. Seth
was standing placidly, not perspiring or even breathing
hard.

In front of us was a brown-headed
urchin.

“Who are you?”

We wheeled about to see another little
kid, just like the first.

“Huh?” Thurman
grunted.

“Twins,” Knob said, giving
them a welcoming smile.

“Where’s your Mommy?” he
asked, folding down to look one of them in the eyes.

“I’ll get her.” The kid
bolted down the hallway.

I looked at the other one. It was six
or seven years old, sex indeterminate. Don’t misunderstand, I’m
sure there was a sex. And I’m sure it was not androgynous, because
it wouldn’t matter if it was a little boy or a little girl. Either
way, he/she was as cute as hell. Big, lively brown eyes, nut brown
skin, longish brown hair sun-streaked from day-long expeditions in
the outdoors.

“What’s your name?” I asked,
leaning to eye level.

“Shawn”

There you go, a girl’s
name.

“You’re a pretty little
girl,” I exclaimed.

“Uh, dude,…” Knob
began.

“I’m not a girl, I’m a boy,”
the child proclaimed hotly.

“S – E – A – N,” Knob
observed, too late.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said,
my face turning hot.

I was rescued as the other kid came
running in, “She’ll be here in a minute.”

“Thanks, Chris,” Knob
said.

“Hi, Chris,” I offered,
trying to save face, at least once. “How are you, little
man?”

“Uh, dude, …” Knob began,
once again too late to save me.

“I’m not a boy,” that child
yelled at me.

“K – R – I – S,” Knob added
helpfully.

I shut up, my face burning.

“Hi, Knob,” a new voice
said, entering the room. “What’s up?”

I slid my gaze sideways, trying to
avoid another face-coloring event, to behold the
Warrior.

And, I did that.

Yes, I did.

I beheld the Warrior.

 


 


(I hope you enjoyed this
sneak preview of The Adventures of Guy which is available
everywhere in print and ebook form)
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Bonk & Hedz ... a caveman ... and woman
... story

Bonk and his mate Hedz are just an ordinary
caveman and cavewoman struggling with the everyday existence that
comes when one's place in the food chain isn't all that clear. Then
a little caveman shows up and convinces them a neighboring tribe is
amassing weapons of mass destruction in preparation for an assault
on their village, and everything changes...with hilarious
results.

 


The Adventures of Guy

Somebody stole Seth's brain, not that he was
using it anyway. To recover it, his brother Guy and college
roommates Knob and Thurman must take on sinister forces using only
their wits, knowledge of beer and an Amazon Warrior, whose breasts,
like the Big Gulp, are too big for the cup holder. "Humorous
fantasy at its best..." Armchair Interviews. Named a "Top Ten Novel
of the Year" Pop Syndicate

 


The Next Adventures of Guy

Every "Quest" has to have a sorcerer, an elf,
a warrior, special effects...and most of all, a sequel. So in the
hilarious sequel to The Adventures of Guy, Guy and his college
buddies, Knob and Thurman, take on a new quest...to save Earth from
alien invasion. Winner of Preditors and Editors Readers Choice
award for Best Sci-fi fantasy.

 


Fang Face

Erin has been bitten twice by a vampire, and
is turning into an Undead with a taste for blood smoothies. Her
friends and family decide they like her more as normal teen, so
they gear up to protect her from the third bite that will turn her
into a coffin sleeper forever. "I loved this book, fangs and all,"
New York Times best-selling author James Rollins "Fantastically
funny," BookLoons "Don't miss this gem," Shane Gericke, national
best-selling author. “...genuinely funny..."
Taliesin - The Vampire's Lair. Five-starred by Amazon top
reviewer Harriet Klausner.

 


 


WereWoof

Two teens-turned-weredogs use their newfound
powers of Kibbles and Bits to battle turncoat werewolves and
bloodsucking vampires and save their friend from the pointy toothed
villains. A stand-alone sequel to Fang Face. "...clever
one-liners..." Constance Hullander, author of Snowstorm. "Like a
fun vacation..." Ophelia Julien, author of Saving Jake

 


The Guy'd Book ... why we leave the seat ...
and other stuff

A tongue in cheek training manual for women
so they can understand what makes guys guys. Why we leave the
toilet seat up, why we will do anything on a dare ... essentially,
what makes us tick. Fun stuff previously published in the Chicago
Tribune, Cynic Magazine and other places. Brought to you in
beautiful black and white by award-winning author Norm Cowie. "A
hilarious piece of work..." Scott Doornbosch, author of Basic
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on Fang Face and its sequel WereWoof

 


"I loved this book, fangs and all." ~ Best
selling author James Rollins

“… fantastically funny.” ~ BookLoons

"This book sucks ... in a most delightful
way. Don't miss this gem.." ~ Shane Gericke, national bestselling
author

"... an amusing teen vampire tale..." ~
Five-starred review ~ Harriet Klausner, Amazon's #1 book
reviewer

"...genuinely funny...” ~ Taliesin - The
Vampire's Lair

 


 


on The Adventures of Guy and its sequel The
Next Adventures of Guy

 


“… humorous fantasy at its best…” ~ Armchair
Interviews (Amazon Top reviewer)

“…LOL funny” ~ Beverly at Publisher's
Weekly

“No topic is safe from Cowie’s incredible wit
and entertaining turn-of-phrase.” ~ Pop Syndicate (named one of Pop
Syndicate's Top Ten Books of 2007)

"...hilarious mishaps...." ~ Joliet Herald
News

“Hilarious, witty and oozing with snappy
sarcasm…” ~3Rs Bits, Bites & Books

“Don't bother picking up this one if you've
no sense of humor" ~

Amanda Richards, Amazon Top Reviewer

"Everything in the book is so true, you can't
help but laugh in agreement." ~ Roundtable Reviews

The Next Adventures of Guy, winner "Best
Sci-Fi Fantasy" in Preditors and Editors readers choice award
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