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CHAPTER ONE: Uncle Ballzwick
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It was such a lovely sunny day on this quiet picturesque flower-filled street. A man humming a happy tune strolled up to a colorful house and gave the front door a quick knock. It soon opened and a sweet little old lady was standing there. “Yes? Can I help you?” she asked.

Henry Sparkleton, sweet guy but super goofy in his favorite polka dot pants and Hawaiian shirt, stood there smiling warmly at her. “Good afternoon madame! I represent the Luxo Dream Vacuum Cleaning System and I'm here to show you what an amazing cleaner this –”

She kicked him in the nuts.

“Yeowwweee! Holy cow grandma, I was just –”

Then slammed the door in his face.

Henry couldn’t believe it. “Hey, karma comes for all, you crazy wrinkle machine!” He cupped his nuts and started hobbling over to the house next door. “Man, I really need a better job.”

He soon stumbled up to the front door of the second house and while still holding his balls with one hand, knocked with the other. It quickly opened and another little old lady was standing there.

“Good afternoon madam! My name is Henry Sparkleton and I'm here to show you what a wonderful new –”

“Why’re you holding your balls?”

Henry looked down and noticed that his hand was still nuzzling his nuts. He quickly let go and reached it out to shake hers. “Oh sorry, nice to meet you.”

She looked at the hand. “You were just holding your balls with that hand.”

“Never mind the hand madame, I'm here to show you the revolutionary new way to keep your carpets clean for generations. I'm talking about the Luxo –”

“What do vacuum cleaners have to do with holding your balls?”

“I wasn't holding my balls! I was –”

She kicked him in the nuts and slapped the sunglasses off his face too. The glasses went flying through the air and landed out in the middle of the street. A huge truck soon drove over them.

Henry turned back around and glared at her. “Okay lady, that was not cool at –”

She slammed the door loudly.

Henry just stood there blinking incessantly like someone was blowing really hard in his face. “That's it. I need to go somewhere super spiritual and contemplate the mysteries of life while meditating on just how my life turned out to be such total crap.”
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Later that night down at the neighborhood bar that surprisingly enough was called ‘Somewhere Super Spiritual’, Henry was passed out face-down in a bowl of peanuts when a man came inside looking for him. The man headed straight for the bartender. “Excuse me, I'm looking for Henry Sparkleton. I heard I could usually find him here.”

The bartender pointed to the end of the bar. “Where else would he be?”

The man nodded to the bartender and headed towards Henry. After reaching him, he just stood there wondering how Henry could breathe with his face completely surrounded by peanuts. He tapped Henry gently on the shoulder. “Mr. Sparkleton, I'd like to speak with you sir if you have a moment.”

No response.

“It's of great importance to you.”

Still no response.

“It's about an inheritance.”

Henry popped his head up from the nuts, shells stuck in his nose and hair.

The man continued, “Sir, my name is Mason Flugle and I represent the estate of your late uncle, the great Ballzwick Sparkleton.”

“Ballzwick?”

“Yes sir. I believe he was an uncle on your mother's side. That doesn't ring a bell to you?”

Henry pulled a nutshell from his nose. “No and it totally would with such a cool name like Ballzwick.”

“I see. That's a shame, you see he left his nephew, a Mr. Henry Sparkleton, a very nice inheritance in his will.”

“Sweet Uncle Ballzwick?! For me?!”

The man smiled and pulled out some papers from his jacket pocket. “Yes, and I really think you're going to like it.”

“Oh boy! Oh boy! Oh boy! What'd I get? Gold? Stocks? Bonds? Dare I even say...” he lowered his voice to a whisper, “...cash?” Super excited, he reached over and took a huge sip from a nearby drink that wasn’t even his.

“Well to be precise sir, your uncle left you his beloved Sparkleton Circus.”

Henry blew the drink out all over the bartender.

“A what?” Henry shouted.

“Damn it Henry!” the bartended blasted, “Will you stop doing that! Okay, the first few times were funny I'll admit it, but I'm running out of towels over here!”

Henry just ignored him. “What am I going to do with a circus?”

“Whatever you like sir.”

Mason took a folder out from his briefcase. “Just sign these papers and it will all be yours.”

Henry glanced at the papers. “Well, I suppose I could sell it. A circus has to be worth a lot of money, right? I mean, it is a good circus, isn't it?”

No answer.

“Isn’t it?”

Still no answer.

“Isn’t it!?”

“Well sir, at one time it was the greatest travelling circus of its kind.”

“And now?”

“Well... now it seems that harder times had unfortunately befallen your uncle.”

“Okay first off, if you're gonna be using words like befallen, I’ll need to run home and get my World of Warcraft handbook.”

“Sir, your uncle loved all the animals in his circus very dearly and took exceptional loving care of every one of them... but let’s just say that between maxed-out loans and increasing pressure from the Tingle Brothers Circus trying to squeeze him out, the once legendary Sparkleton Circus has I'm sorry to say, seen its better days behind it.”

“Excuse me,” Henry said, pulling a nutshell out from his collar, “did you say maxed-out loans?”

“Yes, but you don't need to worry about those. Your uncle was able to pay them off. He had to or he'd lose the circus, but the payments kept him from properly keeping up with the necessary repairs and upkeep that a first-class traveling circus required. Since he was not about to sacrifice any comfort for the animals, he just stopped traveling and instead put on sporadic shows from their home base here in town.”

“So, what's the bottom line?”

“Well, it pains me to tell you sir that the Great Sparkleton Circus has gone into severe decline.”

Henry put his head all the way back down into the bowl of nuts.

The man smiled again and set the papers down next to him on the bar, “I'll just leave these with you sir.” He then headed for the door but soon stopped and looked back at Henry. “And may I also say sir, there's something very special about this circus you should know about.”

“What's that?” Henry asked mumbling through the nuts.

“All the acts in it are the very last of their kind. The very last anywhere, and the animals are all lovingly trained and cared for by the legendary Professor Puddin' Pottswaller and his daughter who are still with the circus.

Henry popped his head out from the nuts again. “Why do I know that name?”

“Well, aside from having the awesome name of Puddin' in it, the Pottswaller family is known far-and-wide for their love and great care of their animals. Something very hard to find in many circuses today. In fact, circuses themselves are hard to find today.”

“Indeed. But I know I’ve heard that name from somewhere, I just can't seem to place it.”

“The circus also features the last remaining members of the world-renowned Banzano Family Trapeze Extravaganza.”

“I thought they were dead.”

“Not yet. They're a little worse for wear though but I still think they have it in 'em. They were once the most spectacular daredevil trapeze act anywhere in the world.”

“And now?”

No answer.

“And now!?”

“Now they’ve kind of gotten a little out of shape over the years. Most of them might need to go on a small diet or two, or seven.”

“Big, are they?”

“And sweaty. Really, really sweaty.”

Henry put his head back into the nuts.

“You sir of all people should appreciate saving something that's the last of its kind, seeing as you’re one of the last traveling vacuum salesmen on the planet.”

Henry popped his head back out again, “The last!” he said, then shoved it back in.

Mason headed for the door. “Take a look at the circus anyway. They’re based downtown at the old Beacon Street warehouse. The address is right there on those papers.” He opened the door and looked at Henry. “I believe you'll do the right thing Mr. Sparkleton. Goodbye.” He stepped outside and was gone.

Henry just sat there motionless for a few moments with his face down in the nuts, then very slowly raised it up and smiled wide at the bartender. “Drinks for everyone on you Stinky! I'm gettin' a circus!”
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