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if your politics resemble anything like this, your moral compass is
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“IN MEDIAS RES”

 


Monsters aren’t real.
Monsters have never been real, from the earliest myths of irate
Giants, to the parables of mad men hiding under the bed or the
stairs, to the contemporary folklore of spirits possessing the
living. These were stories written aforetime ago, to scare children
into obedience and to keep even the intellectuals and most
industrious of thinkers away from secrets that ought not be shared.
Monsters have never been real at any time throughout history, but
are only the evidence of fervent imagination coming from the youth
and the young at heart who would never want to surrender their
myths to Skeptical Thinking, the greatest weapon to wield against
dragons.

 


 


A lone child runs down a staircase in a
panic, the sweat from her little face and droplets of tears glowing
like sparkle. Alone and shivering cold in a blackened dungeon of no
hope, she runs with all her might, heaving and choking, screaming
for help. For salvation. For divine intervention from her Savior
Queen, from the Angel of Mercy who hears all prayers, especially
the little ones that tend to get lost to the wind.

She prays with all her little heart,
her delicate and beautiful green skin shimmering with hope. But
nothing happens. The threat only grows larger and despair falls
from the ceiling like acid rain.

Monsters aren’t
real…Monsters can’t be real…there is no such thing.

But as the long moments of silence
pass, the terror builds. The feeling of nothingness strikes and all
she feels is a draft of cold air, reminding her that she is just
barely a girl trapped in a dungeon, with a voice too soft and
musical to be tragic. Her pain is worthless and the sound of her
little thumping heart is muted by the low vibrations of impending
judgment.

She cringes when she hears the echoing
footsteps, each one slow and carefully placed, as if to remind the
little thing that Death is in no hurry. Everything in due time…and
there is no greater time to die than Now.

Each footstep seems one note higher and
louder as the Monster approaches. But there is no such thing as
Monsters, that’s what she was taught and up until now that’s what
she believed. Whatever was coming wasn’t real, it couldn’t be of
this earth—only the imagination of another child, generations ago,
who felt it right to tell a ghost story.

The little greenling hides behind a
protruding wall, staying perfectly still and quiet and hoping to
avoid attention. The footsteps become louder and louder…only to
stop completely and bring about an unnerving silence.

Even the way the Monster moves its neck
from side to side, creating a ghastly creaking sound, turns the
youngling’s stomach.

She stays quiet, not even letting a
tear drop to the cold, dry stone floor underneath. A few flinches
later, she feels relief. It hasn’t seen her. Maybe it disappeared
into nothing, ending the chase for good.

But a steady rhythm of inhalations
interrupts the long silence, alerting the child. It isn’t just
noise—it’s a laugh. A ghostly laugh, like a long twanging scale of
escalating pain, like a demonic neighing that seems to reverberate
and shake the very walls of the dungeon.

Maybe there really is no
God, no hope, no way out. Only a world full of Monsters, who are
very real, and who are too powerful to destroy.

The sadistic laughter continues, giving
the child grief, forcing her to cover her ears and eyes, that she
at least shouldn’t see or hear the horror of her demise. Whatever
is to happen, just let it end quickly. Let the spirit depart
peacefully and for Fen Mien’s sake, don’t let the poor girl open
her eyes.

But she does. The sudden halt of
laughter causes the girl to open her eyes and stare quizzically at
the unfolding scene.

Light shines and hope itself seems to
permeate the air from that moment on, giving the young one a reason
to smile again. Her little face brightens as the Angel appears to
answer the little prayer—The Saint, the Savior of children,
orphans, outcasts and ugly ducklings.

“It’s you…it’s really
you!” the young one gasps, rubbing her tiny
eyes to make sure she isn’t dreaming.

She is Deliverance; the Goddess in
Human Form. And Her Name is a Fortress against Monsters, however
real or imagined, however cruel or inhuman they’re said to
be.

Some Monsters are real. But in her
presence, they cower. Upon seeing her heavenly visage, they repent
of their ways. Because within her stiffened hand, and in the timber
of her incantations, she holds final absolution of sinners. She is
omniscient of all thoughts, she is the examiner of hearts, and the
one who performs miracles, all for the sake of the
children.

The child gradually loses her smile,
staring into The Saint’s flashing eyes and glowing face, mesmerized
by her legendary beauty.

“What is it, My Queen?” the
girl asks in concern.

“I’m here to see you. I
need your help.” Her voice speaks like
bells and trumpets, her every sentence a melody of perfectly chosen
words.

“Of course, anything! What
should I do?”

“Do you believe in
me?”

“Yes, of course I do! You’re
standing right in front of me.”

“But…do you believe in
me?”

 


 


 Chapter 1: A Great
Idea Is Worth Sharing

 


 


Blossom stared into the mirror on the
wall giving her reflection a congenial look, smiling sweetly as she
delivered a much-needed pep talk before playtime. The ten-year-old
princess-to-be was anticipating the arrival of her younger friends,
Mary and Wendy, but wasn’t quite ready yet. Indeed, dealing with
the strange chiaroscuro face of Wendy and the obnoxious voice of
Mary required some preparation.

She was the oldest of the three friends
and so certain standards were expected of her. Her dress had to be
perfectly pleated. Her pink ribbon and bow had to compliment her
fiery red hair at just the right angle and it didn’t help that the
ghastly blue light emanating from Fen Mien I Palace made everything
look dark and dispirited, necessitating the use of a
lamp.

“The rules of being a
princess are simple. Always be polite. Smile. Give from the heart
and always fight for the underdog. And above all always believe in
yourself. Because if you don’t believe in yourself, no one else
will ever believe you.”

Blossom double blinked and opened her
eyes wide, always amused that the mirror gave her the chance to see
a virtual clone of herself. She could also feel the funny faces she
knew she was making but could never actually see outside of the
dressing room.

The mirror wasn’t just a beauty ritual,
it was part of her meditative and planning process. Every time she
looked at herself for a few quiet moments—and especially after she
made funny faces—she felt a nice calm come over her, and every
worrisome thing seemed to fall into place like matching
cogs.

She nodded firmly. “Today is going to
be a good day. Not only are my friends coming over, but we’re also
going to learn a valuable lesson about life.”

Blossom crossed her eyes in front of
the mirror and then tightened her mouth, folding her top lip inside
before covering the bottom, giving her the perfect “monkey face.”
Then she smiled, almost laughing, before returning to her train of
thought.

“Wendy is probably going to
bring her toys and expect us to play with her. She always does that
because she thinks just because she wants to play dinosaurs and
princesses that we should all have to play with her and that isn’t
right.”

Blossom sneered into her reflection,
enjoying the thought of Wendy’s comeuppance. “So I’m going to
revolt against her plan and change the game. Instead, we’re going
to invent invisible characters. That’ll force Wendy to grow up.
Once the children stop playing with toys, I’ll be able to teach
them more important, grown-up things…like evolution. And how time
is an illusion.”

Blossom raised her eyebrow and gave her
reflection a cocky little smirk.

“Of course, Wendy is
probably not going to cooperate. She’ll say something sarcastic and
bratty and then pretend like she wants to fight. Then Mary, of
course, will freak out and start crying.”

Blossom squinted her eyes and tilted
her head to both sides.

“The only way Wendy will
listen to me…is if she thinks it’s Mary’s idea. And Mary is going
to have a great idea..”

Blossom smiled and nodded.

“And that’s how you teach
little children what they need to learn.”

A booming voice sounded a warning.
“BLOSSOM…MARY IS HERE TO SEE YOU.”

“Send her in, auntie. I am
ready now.”

Mary entered the darkened room, always
surprised at just how bleak and dreary the corners and walls
looked, tucked away from the shining lamp. Mary was curly blond and
petite, wearing heavy blue tones over the obligatory red shirt,
which she always hated.

“Hello, how nice of you to
come,” Blossom said.

“Hi!” Mary said nervously
grinning ear to ear.

“Okay, Wendy is going to be
here in just a few moments. So here’s what I want you to do,
okay?”

“Oh. Okay…” Mary’s eyebrows
curved. Any sense of responsibility was always a huge
stress.

“I think Wendy is going to
pick a fight today. The last two times she’s been here she’s
already tried to start one. This time, we’re going to be ready.
When she gets angry and starts yelling, I want you to say, ‘There’s
this new thing princesses are supposed to do. We take a box and we
each put something special that we have inside the box. Then we
bury it for ten years. Then we open it when we’re
queens.”

“Oh wow, that sounds neat,”
Mary replied, her wide blue eyes receptive to the idea. “Oh…but why
are we doing it?”

“Just say it’s something
your mom told you. Wendy will believe that.”

“But…why would my mom do
it?”

Blossom looked irked. Trying to explain
these matters to children was a bother.

“Because, Mary. Our lives
are going to change soon. Time passes by quickly because time is an
illusion. That’s why we need to make every day special. No matter
what happens in ten years we will remember today and how we were
all friends. And we will always stay friends. No matter
what.”

“Yes! That sounds really
good, the way you said it. I hope I can say it as good as you
do.”

“WENDY IS HERE,” the booming
voice said.

“Remember what I said…”
warned Blossom.

Blossom welcomed Wendy inside and as
predicted, Wendy was holding her suitcase full of immaturity. Wendy
was a bit chubby and had straight black hair, with that strange
Diamond People complexion about her. She wore diamonds and silver,
fashionably overdressed as usual.

“Hello, Wendy,” Blossom said
formally. “Would you like a piece of Cadabra Candy?”

Blossom took two tiny boxes of candy
and gave one each to her friends. Mary opened the box carefully
eyeing her purple lollipop in the shape of a star with amazement.
Wendy seemed less impressed with her caramel flavored hard candy.
Blossom, a candy connoisseur, always mixed and crafted her friends’
candy well in advance. She figured Wendy wasn’t mature enough to
eat real sugar and so used isomalt as a less addictive
sweetener.

Wendy just stared at the box, shaking
it around and turning it upside down to read the tiny
print.

“So here’s the lesson we
learn,” Blossom said, eyeing both of her friends back and forth,
carrying the bright yellow lamp and making sure they saw her face
for the most important part of the evening. “We will always
remember this moment. Someday we are all going to be grownup
queens. We will be in the future. But we still remember today. Even
if today becomes the past. I don’t expect you to understand yet.
But someday when you grow up to be my age, you will
understand.”

“Hermmm...” a glowering
Wendy said, chowing down and quite possibly missing the life lesson
in between chews. “These are gross,” she huffed.

“They are the best candy for
you,” Blossom said. “I made it myself.”

“Well, it’s gross,” Wendy
said, chomping the weird-tasting candy anyway.

“Wow, you’re so smart,
Blossom,” Mary said fawningly. “I wish I could be more like
you.”

“You can, Mary. Everybody
can. Because you can always share my ideas. Sharing good ideas is
what makes the world better. Right?”

Mary hid her mouth behind her hand and
started panicking. Was that a signal to start talking about the
‘thing’ Blossom told her about? Wendy didn’t look mad. Maybe the
time wasn’t right yet. She eyed Blossom from a distance, waiting
for a signal…or for Wendy to snap, as predicted.

“Even Wendy will soon learn
how to use her brain for good and not evil. I have full
confiance in her.” She
did mispronounce the word, but only flinched. If she didn’t
acknowledge the flub, it was unlikely her younger playmates would
notice.

Wendy rolled her eyes, flicking the
empty chocolate box to the floor. “You’re weird,
Blossom.”

Blossom glared back and then started
glancing at a fretting Mary.

“I brought characters,”
Wendy said, taking out her dinosaurs and princess dolls.

Mary, was just seconds away from
talking about the ‘thing’ Blossom said, about the Ten Year Box.
Mary decided to name it Cadabra’s Box, since she liked Blossom’s
Cadabra Candy so much. Like Blossom said, a good idea is worth
sharing…and worth improving. Maybe she would put her own spin on
Blossom’s idea. Maybe that would make the idea even better.
Or…would expanding on the idea upset Blossom? Did Blossom not want
Mary to add her own ideas to the original mission?

Oh Dog, Mary thought, stressing out over the emotional complexity of
the situation. Even as she carefully eyed Wendy, waiting for the
breaking point, she still thought over Blossom’s speech. Time was
an illusion. This Ten Year Cadabra Box wasn’t just a game. It
represented something important about Cadabra and the future. A
perfect metaphor in the making.

For a moment, that grotesque shade of
blue that seemed to bring the whole palace down seemed to fade away
into insignificance as Mary studied Blossom’s hue, her hair, and
that daunting ribbon, seeing only majestic shades of
pink.

 


***

 


 



Chapter 2: “Same Old Pinko Evil Stepmother Fairy
Tale Bullshit”

 


 


“Above all else, I simply
must believe in the inherent good of all beings. If we cannot trust
each other, what hope have we? I have always been the type of
person to take others at their word. As a member of the Palace of
Saints, and as a woman blessed with physical beauty, I realize how
dreadfully unfair first impressions can be. Many years ago, I
learned that it’s not polite to judge another person by their
appearance. It’s easy to laugh at someone because they’re
different. It’s easy to judge someone because of one mistake they
made or to try to make them pay for it the rest of their life.
Science teaches us that everything is matter, and the mass of an
object is a measure of its energy content. We are all energy. We
are all part of an interrelated ecosystem and we need each other to
survive. So it doesn’t matter what a person looks like. What
matters is what they say, what they believe, and what they are
doing to make the world a better place. I have learned to listen
very closely and the rewards for my doing so are wonderful. I have
made so many dear friendships all because I dared not to judge. I
opened my mind to new people and new experiences. As a maker of my
own candy, I find that candy is the perfect analogy for my fellow
Cadabra beings. Each person is a different flavor, each with a
unique mind. But we can all come together for an amazing recipe of
combined flavors, which will taste oh so sweet. It is little wonder
the Palace has named me Sweet Blossom, the Duchess of
Candy?”

 


-Attributed to Sweet Blossom at her
Debutante Ball, where she was coroneted as the Duchess of Candy of
the Palace of Saints

 


The term “Pinkian” wasn’t necessarily
one of affection and certainly not the proper way to refer to a
member of the Commonwealth of the Pink Sky, who considered
“Pinkian” a pejorative term. Nonetheless, it is what we all call
them because stating that one is an “honorable member of the
Commonwealth of the Pink Sky” is simply too long of a description
in contrast to “Pinkian”, as in “you know, those Pinkians and the
strange things they say and do.”

The founder of Cadabra’s northernmost
island, the very ancient and some suggest very mythical General
Silicas, O. M. (Order of Merit) of Fen Mien I’s army, founded the
island. Legend has it when Silicas journeyed to the island she
became enthralled with the sky at dusk and at dawn, stating that it
gave off a beautiful “pink phosphorescence” that she found
invigorating. She was Fen Mein’s top advisor, instructing her as to
the ways of Science and how Science was not merely a systematic
study of structure and behavior of the observable, physical world,”
but also as philosophy and lifestyle—as a moral compass to the
world. For in Science, there was no time for such silly things as
prejudice, religion or greed. The entire universe was intrinsically
one organism and everything either co-existed, or was devoured as
energy, for the long-term survival of the species.

Of course, politics, economics and
biology were among the “deeper things of science”, as the Royal
Palace of Saints called them, and were not for children’s
ears.

“This meeting will now come
to order,” bellowed the loudest voice in the room—or indeed in all
of Cadabra, at any given moment. “We will begin the meeting with an
official orison to Science.”

Queen Darwin IV presided over the
Commonwealth, represented by the Committee of Science, which
consisted of seven prime ministers from seven provinces, as well as
two acting Knights of Science, astrophysicist Dr. Faddle and
cosmologist Dr. Poppycock.

The Orison to Science had Seven
Fallacies and Seven Facts, each one a reminder to keep Science on a
higher pedestal than the seven religious dogmas that permeated the
rest of Cadabra. That is, (1) sexual repression, (2) poor dieting
and exercise routines, (3) Greed and greed-based systems, (4)
unwillingness to conduct research, (5) ad hominem attacks, (6)
surrogate god propaganda and (7) narcissism. So the oath
went:

 


Fact: A woman should be
proud of her genitals.

Fact: No diet and no
exercise are the birth of stupidity.

Fact: Money and
profiteering statistically bring more death and
suffering.

Fact: Peer-reviewed
scientific studies are the only thing worth quoting.

Fact: I do not use ad
hominem attacks and tu quoque logic to prove my point.

Fact: I have no need of a
higher authority, prayer or a religious-based hierarchy.

Fact: I am never wrong
because I never say anything unscientific.

 


The Committee of Science meeting was
intervening with full attendance, though “the children”, as the
Queen called them, were only to be seen and not heard. The children
consisted of Sweet Blossom, as well as her older sister, Princess
Dusk, the Lady in Waiting—and there wasn’t a more auspiciously
awaited death in the family than that of the Queen’s. For Princess
Dusk, with her short brown hair, her pouty-lipped smile and her
tragic eyes, was everyone’s favorite choice as a successor, far
more than Countess Huxley’s uncouth “bulldog-like” relatives, who
occupied their own Royal House a good distance away from the
Queen’s Palace of Saints, in lieu of all the “racket” they
caused.

Princess Dusk wore a white princess
robe, in stark contrast to her mother, as if to represent a softer
and more feminine incarnation of the Queen, which would please the
unhappy provinces, who made it clear they detested the “Iron Bitch”
and that they couldn’t wait until she “croaked”—their words, not
ours. All anyone could describe of the Queen was that was
atrociously old, ivory white, and ugly on the inside and
out.

Blossom, the eighteen-year-old Sweet
Duchess, always wore a mountbatten pink colored spinster dress,
with her hair pulled back in a bun. Although pink was permitted in
dress as a testament to the heritage, fashion fads from the Golden
Kingdom and Kingdom of Blood were looked down upon as a symbol of
their vanity.

Besides, Blossom’s skills were highly
praised as they were so much more precious than superficial beauty.
She was so talented at making her own candy art that it seemed a
natural career pursuit for the youngest daughter, so she was never
considered queenly ambitious. Candy making was a relaxing hobby,
and the stress of leadership, they gathered, would simply be too
much for her delicate heart to handle. There was also a bit of
concern as to whether Blossom had the supreme intellect needed to
understand some of the “deeper things of science.” Besides, as the
youngest spawn of Queen Iron Bitch—their words, not ours—she was
simply expected to support the twenty-five-year-old Princess Dusk
and her legitimate claim to the throne.

The doctor cleared his
throat. “I say, I
anticipate that this meeting is going to be highly productive and
Science be with us. Make it so.”

Princess Dusk fluttered her eyes awake,
having fallen asleep during the long-winded pre-meeting orison. The
Committee table stared at her in disapproval.

“Oh. I’m sorry. Make it
so.”

“Make it so, indeed,” the
Queen scoffed. “What kind of ungrateful child lulls away while
important subject matter is being discussed? I’m starting to wonder
if you comprehend your royal responsibilities at all.” The Queen
looked as menacing as she sounded, always dressed in austere black
drapes, with a thick head of white hair and a face worthy of a
cemetery plot. “Never take for granted your title. It will be your
undoing.”

“I’m sure the Princess is
preoccupied, but it shouldn’t reflect poorly on her commitment to
the Commonwealth,” Dr. Faddle replied, always careful to show that
his support of Princess Dusk was unwavering.

“No, Sir, definitely not,”
Princess Dusk said, shifting in position and shaking off the
sleepies.

“Now then,” Dr. Poppycock
continued, serving as the chairman of the meeting. “I shall ask for
a report from each of our Prime Ministers. But first, we wanted to
be kept abreast of what is happening with the Huxley House. The
Queen heard of some commotion last week and there was talk of an
atrium wing being destroyed?”

“What’s the report on the
House of Huxley?” the Queen asked.

Princess Dusk dozed off again and
smiled…a shame, the only time the lad ever seemed to smile, was
during naptime.

“Princess Dusk, wake the
feck up,” Queen Darwin roared. “Or do you need a lashing in front
of the Committee? I’m sure Dr. Poppycock wouldn’t mind seeing that
delicate backside of yours exposed and tanned to my
preference.”

“I assure you my Queen and
Princess, I would neither stare nor avert my eyes, but conduct
myself as a professional at your mercy,” the doctor managed to say,
very prudently.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…”
the princess said, dreadfully embarrassed.

“Well then? Tell us the
report.”

“Oh…the report. Uh…the
report is good. Pretty good. I mean, not perfect…but
uh…predictable.”

The Queen chomped on her lower lip,
trying to come up with an adequate punishment.

Suddenly, Blossom decided it was time
to speak. “Mother? May I bring the Committee up to
date?”

Some of the Prime Ministers murmured,
as it was not polite for the youngest child to pretend as if she
too was royalty. The seven provinces had barely even heard of
Blossom and acknowledged no authority but the Queen and her
Successor.

“You know the rules,
Blossom. You’re not allowed to speak.”

“Well, I fear my sister is
very ill. I believe she should go to the hospital to make sure she
is not coming down with something. Something that could jeopardize
her future as Queen.”

“That’s a wonderful idea,”
Dusk said, jumping out of her chair and leaving quickly, relieved
to be out of the public eye.

The murmuring continued, bordering on
outrage, until Poppycock shrugged and spoke up. “I see no problem
in letting Blossom speak the report of the Huxleys. If she’s privy
to such information, Science does not see it as a
sacrilege.”

“Fine. Go ahead,” the Queen
grumbled.

“From what I gather,
Countess Huxley was getting very busy in her bedroom with another
man beside Mister Huxley. But the plot, from what I hear, is that
her Man-tress was actually Lady Bramwell Huxley’s fiancé, a Mr.
Alduous. This upset the house greatly when Lady Bramwell confronted
Countess Huxley. And then the cousins and siblings-in-law all begin
taking sides and the entire thing erupted into a gorilla-like brawl
which damaged the property.”

“Oh my!”

“For Evolution’s
sake.”

“What drama!”

“Vulgarity.”

“A house of thieves and
ruffians.”

“Contemptuous situation, if
it is true.”

“Indeeeeeed!”

It was obligatory that each of the
seven Prime Ministers express their outrage in successive order and
each one do so with further escalation, less one province be
perceived as weak.

“Child, is this true?” Dr.
Poppycock asked Blossom.

“I cannot promise it’s true.
But it’s what the house servants were talking about. That much I
can say for sure, as I heard it myself.”

“The Huxleys,” the Queen
said, accompanied by a sadistic little laugh. “A whole year’s worth
of burlesque entertainment they might provide, just by describing
the tragedy of their lives.”

“It is a relief that we have
Princess Dusk in waiting, my Queen,” Dr. Faddle said. “The very
thought of the Huxleys inheriting your crown is an abomination to
rational thought.”

“I would sooner have them
all massacred,” the Queen said loudly, not one for plotting or
whispering conspiracies, really.

“Science forbid anything
happen to the Queen or the Princess Regnant,” Poppycock said. “But
all the same, I would have the utmost confidence in Blossom, when
it comes to keeping the Commonwealth honorable.”

The very thought seemed sacrilegious to
the seven Prime Ministers, each one jumping in to convey the
growing discontent of the people.

“Excuse me, but who is this
Blossom? I have never even heard her name before today.”

“I have neither seen nor
heard of her!”

“Blossom, is that a name of
royalty?”

“This talk is making me
anxious.”

“Blossom? Are we speaking of
a rose or a piece of candy?”

“I can’t keep up with all
these names! I’m so confused!”

“Indeed.”

Blossom stared down the committee,
squinting her brows tight in personal hurt.

“Really, Doctor?” the Queen
said in a rasp. “Is this honorable? To insult Science by making
jokes about my family in a public meeting?”

“No humor intended, Your
Majesty,” the doctor reiterated quickly. “I merely said that if you
and Princess Dusk were unable to act, she would be the next in
line. And it would be preferable rather than surrendering the
throne to the Huxleys. I’m sure we can all agree on
that.”

“Blossom is the Duchess of
Candy. She is content with that. She will never be my successor,” growled the
Queen. “It will be the reign of Queen Dusk.”

Blossom had no choice but to smile and
accept counsel. Publicly shamed. But public shaming was still a
huge step up from sitting in uncomfortable silence and listening to
the “adults” talk. At the age of eighteen, Blossom wasn’t the
“little girl” they all still believed she was. More importantly,
she seemed to have her head on straight which is far more than
could be said for the suddenly narcoleptic Princess in
waiting.

“I am going to check on my
daughter,” the Queen said, standing up, just as the Committee also
stood up in respect. “Dismissed.”

The Queen exited and Blossom followed
outside as well, eager to check on her sister’s
wellbeing.

The Prime Ministers were still restless
and questioning Poppycock and what the hidden implications were of
his innocent little comment—which of course, there usually wasn’t
any such thing in government administration.

“Really, Dr. Poppycock, why
stir up the pot? You know Princess Dusk has a right to the throne,”
cried one Prime Minister. “And we all like her. Why create such
animosity now? Blossom has never even been mentioned to any of our
provinces.”

Poppycock smiled, interrupting the six
other Prime Ministers who struggled to top the original statement.
“You have every reason to support the Queen and Princess Dusk. It’s
a very wise course of action.”

Then he turned to Dr. Faddle and back
to the Committee. “But for Science’s sake…don’t turn a member of
the Royal Palace against you. That doesn’t seem logical at all,
does it?”

His statements seemed cryptic and sent
the provinces into quarreling. Peace in the Commonwealth was kept
only at the promise of a new era—that of a kinder and more humane
reign of Queen Dusk. Blossom was a wild red-head of a card, a
complete mystery to the people of the seven provinces, as she
scarcely left her Candy Factory, and was far too young to even be
considered a Queen of such a vast territory. How could anyone even
imagine the Duchess of Candy, in all her sweetness and
congeniality, dealing with the likes of King Satyre, King Amram and
CEO Wardiz of the Diamond Empire?

The Queen dismissed herself from the
meeting early only to ensure that Princess Dusk did not receive any
food for the night. It didn’t matter what her ailment was—when duty
called Royalty answered, that was Pinkian Protocol, although she
didn’t call it that because, obviously, the offensive
terminology.

 


 


Only Blossom visited Dusk in the
afterhours, finding her big sister on a bed…and hiding something
scandalous.

“There you are,” Blossom
said, studying the scene carefully.

“Hello, little sister,” Dusk
said, holding something behind a pillow.

“I came to check on you and
make sure you weren’t violently ill.”

“Well, I am a little bit.”
She fake-coughed and gave Blossom her best look of
faintness.

“You’re not fooling me,”
Blossom said with a squint. “Why not just tell me what’s going on?
It’s not like you to just fall asleep in front of the Committee of
Science. Have you been ill?

“Oh little sister,” Dusk
said, turning her face away in tragedy. “I simply can’t tell anyone
my deep, dark secret, for it would endanger the future of our
kingdom.”

Blossom stared. “Okay then. I guess
I’ll be going.”

“But…don’t you want to know
what the secret is?”

“You just said you can’t
tell me.”

“I can’t. I really
can’t.”

“Fine,” Blossom said,
turning to leave.

“No, wait! Okay, okay. I’ll
tell you. But you have to promise not to tell mother.”

“I can’t promise something
like that.”

“Oh, but you have to! I
trust you more than anyone, little sister. And if mother knows
anything, I would just die!” she said in dramatic
fashion.

“All right, tell me,”
Blossom said, committing to nothing but playing Dusk’s
game.

“I met someone,” Dusk said
with a shy smile. “A boy. He’s from the Outskirts. And he’s so…so…”
Dusk blushed at the thought. “What’s that word I’m looking
for?”

“Deformed?”

“No! He’s a human. But he’s
wild and untamed. With all sorts of brutish hair and a daggerdly
way of speaking. What’s that word when a man makes you feel horny
and thirsty and just crazy in the brain?” Dusk groaned in
heat.

“Good looking?”

“Yes! No…that’s not it. Like
sex, like I want him to have hot steamy naked sex with me over and over again until
I just die?”

“…Sexy?”

“Yes, that’s the
word!”

Blossom rolled her eyes. “So you met a
guy. Why were you in the Outskirts anyway?”

“Oh you know. We all go to
the Outskirts.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, sis, you stay in your
candy factory all day long. Not that there’s anything weird about
that. But a girl has to go out and live sometimes.”

“Hmm,” Blossom replied,
shifting her face away. “So why the sleeping?”

“Because my attention is
torn between handling mother’s duties in the daytime and speaking
to my Love at night. He comes by my palace window. He teases me so
terribly. Speaking sweet nothings into my ear. Speaking poetry
about my inner crevices. Little sister, my loins are warm for him.
I want to ride him…ride him like a warrior rides a glorious horse
into battle! Do you understand what I’m saying to you?”

“I think I get the gist of
it,” Blossom said with a raised brow. “But you know if mother
catches you…”

“Mother doesn’t have to
know. In fact, I’m kind of hoping you can cover for me. He’s going
to pick me up tonight and take me to the Outskirts to see the
world.”

“Cover for you?
How?”

“Well…mother did kind of
punish me for the meeting earlier today. So I have to report for
punishment duties at exactly nightfall. But if you were on hand to
take care of it, I would be so very grateful.”

“And what exactly would my
motivation be, Older Sister?” Blossom said, crinkling her
nose.

“The chance to get to closer
to mother, of course,” Dusk said with a smile. “Let’s be honest,
Blossom. You’re the brains between the two of us. So why not show
mother that you’re more than qualified to take over the reins. You
know, if something should ever happen to me after mom goes. You’d
be next in line.”

“All right,” Blossom said,
grinning back, already scheming on how to win mother’s
favor.

But to think that Dusk was that naïve,
and of all things that humble, was perhaps a mistake on Blossom’s
part. Dusk knew that the Queen despised Blossom, probably because
of her sweetness and beauty—among the Evil Old Queens, it was some
real “Pinko Stepmother Fairy Tale Bullshit”, or at least that’s
what Pinkian record keepers called it.

To Dusk, she was just sticking it to
Blossom, letting her know that no matter how much she
chocolate-nosed, it wasn’t going to change the order of things.
Dusk was the eldest and if Blossom wanted to humiliate herself in
hopes of earning a title that was way out of her league, more power
to her.

And humiliation was in order. The Queen
told Dusk to report to the throne at nightfall to accept her list
of punishments. Blossom’s appearance instead did not negate the
punishments owed.

“You will repent for your
transgression by giving your mother a naked sponge bath,” she said
with beady eyes, making sure she eyed Blossom closely to discover
the pain on her face.

“Seriously?”

“You volunteered to fulfill
your sister’s obligations, did you not?”

“Yes…”

“Then you will do as you
promised. Because no member of the Palace of Saints ever goes back
on her word.”

Blossom fumed. “You know where Dusk was
going, don’t you? She was going to the Outskirts to be with her
boyfriend.”

The Queen looked agitated for sure, but
within a moment she deflected the anger back towards her most
spoiled child. “Nobody likes a tattletale. In addition to my sponge
bath you will be caned as a punishment. For your sister’s lie. And
for daring to cover up for her sins. I will punish you harshly. Let
this be a life lesson to you. Never ask for anything that hasn’t
been offered to you. There’s a reason it hasn’t been
offered.”

Blossom had no choice but to remain
silent, tapping on the floor, waiting for her mother to
strip.

“Now then, I hope your young
body is ready for a work out. Put some muscles on you, girl. My
genitals have been unbearably itchy lately. Going to have to scrub
them firmly, so much that it hurts the both of us.”

Blossom shook her head in disgust. This
is why children stay out of grownup affairs. For her hard work and
obedience, not to mention suffering the awful smell of her mother’s
nudeness that she could never seem to get out of her hair, Blossom
was rewarded with twenty strokes of a rattan cane onto her bare
buttocks.

The beating was administered by a male
servant and displayed for the amusement of the Queen. The cane
strokes left large and red welts, leaving the girl’s skin fragile.
Tomorrow there would be bruises, black and blue, and with a
burrowing pain that wouldn’t relent for days. She opened her mouth
in shock as each stroke connected, but tightened her eyes to hide
the pain as best she could.

“Now then, how does it feel?
Doing your Royal responsibilities? Don’t you just love the way law
operates? The warped sense of irony that has replaced justice. Let
me say this, little girl. If you can’t handle a simple caning from
your own mother, someone who doesn’t actually hate you all that
much…you will never be strong enough to assume the throne. Because
up there, you will have nothing but people conspiring to kill you.
People who actually do hate
you.”

Blossom sucked in a heavy breath after
feeling the fifth painful strike.

“Don’t you dare cry…if I
hear one whimper out of you, then I’ll ban you from the Palace of
Saints. You’ll be ripped of all your royal lineage and be made a
commoner. You won’t even have one bit of candy to your
name.”

The manservant cringed as he continued
the lashings. A red-faced, teary-eyed Blossom stood strong, tensing
her body and absorbing more blows, blinking away the first and only
tear.

Late in the night, she returned to her
room to find a happy go lucky Princess Dusk waiting for
her.

“Sis! How are
you?”

“Uhhh…been
better.”

“Oh you poor dear,” Dusk
said noticing Blossom’s muggy face and aching gait. “Did mother do
this to you?”

Blossom nodded.

“And all because you covered
for me? Aww, you poor thing. Give me a hug.”

Blossom let Dusk encircle her, throwing
her arms around her back and falling to her sore cheeks.

“Does this hurt?” she asked,
squeezing Blossom’s bleeding, bruised butt until Blossom screamed
and poured tears.

“Stop…stop…” she sighed in
between chokes.

“Yeah I thought it might.”
Dusk eyed her with a cutesy face and long smile. “Don’t you ever
try that again. Your job, little sister, is to support me. If I walk away, your job
is to chase me down and make sure I live up to my responsibility.
This will be my kingdom. It’s what mother wants. It’s what the
people want.”

She held Blossom in the clutches of her
strong hands, making sure she adequately begged for mercy before
letting go of the grip. “If you betray me again…I’ll send you to
the best little whorehouse in The Outskirts. And that’s where
you’ll live the rest of your very short lifespan.”

She let go of Blossom’s shivering hide
and patted her on the head. Blossom shoved herself away and hit a
nearby door, struggling to stand.

“Now then…” Dusk said with a
gushing smile. “Do you want to hear how my date went?”

 


***

 


 



Chapter 3: “The Art of Politics”

 


 


“Successful politicians are
subject to an unprecedented degree of hate, racism and sexism. It
is the job of rational people to defend them when they come under
attack because they are anointed by our own efforts and by the
system we have created. They occupy positions we vote them into and
as loyal citizens to our government, we must let them lead and
follow unquestioningly. To sabotage their efforts is tantamount to
treason.”

 


-Chancellor Status, died honorably
defending his kingdom in the Northern Civil Wars, an unnecessary
campaign of violence later condemned by Chief Minister
Tottallia

 


 


Dusk wisely surmised the Queen was
looking to punish her too and so arrived at the Committee of
Science meeting early and mentally sound—or at least she was after
chomping down an apple full of Witch Broth Fruit, a stimulant
banned in Cadabra drug that, while illegal, still made its way
around the palace.

“How generous of you to join
us, Princess Dusk,” the Queen said with a grimace. “I trust your
punishment last night wasn’t too harsh.”

“I hardly felt a thing,” she
said with a giggle.

Blossom flinched but otherwise sat
still, remaining quiet and eating more servings of humble
pie.

“We will now address the
matter of King Satyre and King Amram,” announced Dr. Faddle. “As
you know, they are both pushing the issue. They have been warring
for years on end and are trying to bait the Diamond Empire and the
Commonwealth into choosing a side. It’s logical that we continue to
stay neutral. The moment we decide to choose a side, is the moment
we start to suffer losses. There is nothing to gain here. Does
anyone from the Provinces have any objection to this
stance?”

The Prime Ministers each reacted in
succession, each one more determined than the last to announce
vehement feelings of neutrality.

“I have a suggestion,”
Blossom suddenly announced, standing up so the room could see
her.

Commotion followed from the appalled
Prime Ministers. The Queen and the Princess opened their eyes in
alarm and then looked at each other.

“Neutrality is the
rat—”

“Excuse me!” cried an angry
Prime Minister. “This meeting is in session…”

“Yes, I am aware!” Blossom replied, raising
her ire and making the room eerily silent. “I am the Duchess of
Candy of the Palace of Saints and you will listen to me. All of
you. For your own sake, listen to the voice of reason.”

“Go ahead, Duchess,”
Poppycock said, smiling to himself.

“As I was saying, neutrality
is the rational thing to do. And I don’t presume to understand the
political intrigue you and the Queen have mastered. I am but a
Duchess. But I have observed something about human nature that
might prove helpful. Neutrality is often taken as an offensive
gesture because it refuses to respect the plight of the warring
kingdoms. On the contrary, if you show support to both sides, you
make two friends instead of two enemies.”

“That’s all well and good
but…what are you suggesting we do?” asked Poppycock.

“I say we send them
candy.”

Some of the Prime Ministers laughed.
The two doctors looked at one another, while the Queen looked
mortified.

“Well thank you for your
input, little Blossom. We’ll consider that among other
options-”

“Excuse me, Prime Minister.
If you think the idea is stupid just say so. But never dismiss or
accept without analyzing the science of the hypothesis. If you were
confused by the suggestion of candy then you should have asked for
clarification.”

“By all means, explain,”
Poppycock said.

“Logic tells us that if we
send both kingdoms a gift offering, a peaceable and benevolent
gesture of good will, they will not feel inclined to punish us for
our neutrality. Rather, they will consider us allies to do business
with after they resolve their issues. Think of it this way. The
Commonwealth prefers to make chocolate, not war. We want to spread
peppermint mints and berry roll ups, not violence.”

Some of the room laughed. One Prime
Minister was particularly raging and decided to speak. “Listen,
girl. I don’t even know your name. But the Province of Thar is
not-”

“Excuse me?” Blossom
interrupted, staring him down and raising her voice. “What
is your name?”

“My name is-”

“Nobody cares what your
name is, Prime Minister. You are a
representative of Thar and are not acting in any capacity except
that you communicate the will of the people. Correct?”

“Well-”

“Silence!” she screamed.
“Now I will ask that you fall back and show respect to a member of
the Royal Palace. In case any of the provinces want to know who I
am, I am Sweet Blossom, the Duchess of Candy. And I propose a
gesture of goodwill to the kingdoms around us. Rather than making
more enemies by showing a lack of concern. Take that back to your
provinces.”

Murmuring started but no one dared to
object, especially when Faddle and Poppycock look amused and didn’t
outright complain to the Queen. Everyone knew their opinions were
practically law and even the Queen wouldn’t second-guess the two
most prominent scientists in the Commonwealth.

Poppycock went first. “I think Sweet
Blossom’s idea is quite striking. Let’s not forget that peace
between the Gold Kingdom and Blood Kingdom was their idea in the
first place. They’re the ones that came to a no-kill truce a few
years ago, and it seems they’ve already broken it. Perhaps they
both need to be reminded of their own lofty goals. A little candy,
sent in a loving gift basket, is a Valentine’s Day gift that
everyone can enjoy.”

Faddle shrugged, not finding
any holes in the logic, which was all that mattered. “Your Majesty,
is there any logical or scientific reason that you find Sweet Blossom’s idea to be in poor
taste?”

The Queen was outraged…but silenced.
Faddle deliberately emphasized the words, knowing that the only
objection she had was a personal one—and volatile emotion was
supposed to be the antithesis of what science and logic meant to
the Commonwealth.

Instead, the Queen aimed her fiery eyes
at Princess Dusk who looked dumbfounded, staring at Blossom then at
the Queen in wide-eyed, clueless surrender.

“Princess Dusk, do you have
anything to say on this matter?” the Queen asked, not in curiosity
but in command.

“Uh…well…uh…I guess what my
sister was trying to say was that…neutrality is…a good idea.
Because…” She shook her head and gestured with her hands.
“Because…giving away free candy is stupid…?”

The Committee wasn’t impressed.
Princess Dusk seemed surprisingly unprepared for the demeanor of
royalty.

The Queen stewed over it another good
moment before finally surrendering. “Send them both a caravan of
candy.”

Blossom left immediately after her
motion was carried, as if a hit had been placed on her head and
stayed far away from the clutches of the Queen or the Princess. The
Queen ended the meeting early and sent a party looking for Blossom,
but she was gone for the day.

She traveled to Yven, the third
province of the Commonwealth, best known for its mirrors, wellness
spas and art galleries. Everywhere a person walked there were
strategically placed mirrors, designed to help assuage the wounded
ego. Blossom looked around the art galleries first, eager to know
how the real people of the Commonwealth, outside of royalty, lived.
As a young woman who spent most waking moments inside a candy
factory crafting mementos for her friends and family members, she
hadn’t seen much of the real world. Perhaps what Princess Dusk said
was right, in spirit, if not in sincerity. Blossom hadn’t seen the
world and this world is what Dusk was inheriting. The future of
Cadabra rested upon her shoulders, and everybody—including the
Queen herself—seemed oblivious as to what the people actually
wanted.

The artisans lived in Yven and were
more than happy to lament the social injustices caused by the
state. Her first stop was the House of Selfies, an art gallery that
specialized in drawing invasive close-ups of their guests’ faces,
usually smiling or making their lips protrude in a manner like that
of a duck.

As soon as Blossom entered the
warehouse several, artisans gasped, knowing full well who she
was.

“Oh wow! Do you know who you
are?” asked Banes, the resident bad boy artist, with a short
temper, a full beard, indoor sunglasses and hardly any concept of
reality.

“I think so,” Blossom said
with a cheery smile.

“Oh my Science! You’re the
Duchess of Candy!” cried Jenkins a dark-skinned fellow with
epicanthic eye folds, giving his eyes the shapes of
almonds.

“I am, actually,” Blossom
said shaking his hand.

“Come and see this!
Janes!”

“Who is Janes?”

“That’s Janes, plural. As
in, Jane times seven.”

Just then, seven blond women came out
in succession. They were early twenties, and each one looked
disturbingly alike—right down to same makeup, same body type, and
unique pigtail haircuts. The only way to differentiate them was by
the color of their otherwise identical pleated princess
dresses.

“This is Jane,” answered
Jenkins. “But you really have to be specific about which facet of
Jane you’re referring to. Jane, why don’t you introduce
yourself?”

“Hello, I’m Jane the Angry,”
said the Jane dressed in orange.

“I’m the Jane the Tired,”
said the Jane dressed in yellow.

“I’m Jane the Silly,” said
the Jane dressed in cyan.

“I’m Jane the Excited,” said
the Jane dressed in purple.

“I’m Jane the Sickly,” said
the Jane dressed in brown.

“I’m Jane the Shy,” said the
Jane dressed in gray.

“And I’m Jane the Bossy,”
said the last Jane dressed in moss.

Blossom was amused how everyone in the
Commonwealth seemed to think in sevens, from the seven provinces,
even down to the seven facets of fractured
personalities.

“Why do you all look alike?”
Blossom asked.

“Well, we actually met not
too long ago.”

“In rehab! Where
else?”

“Yes,” Bossy Jane said, “and
we decided we all bonded on a very deep level. So much so that we
all wanted to become one person. We couldn’t be separated from our
full body.

“So we named ourselves after
the seven stages of drug rehabilitation. And now our specialty is
drawing seven different Selfie Portraits of our guest.”

“Would you do the honor,
Duchess of Candy of being our next Selfie Specimen?”

“Sure, knock yourselves
out.”

The Janes hurried to take their
canvases out and began quickly drawing the beautiful face and torso
of Blossom.

“Your hair is so blindingly
beautiful, my Princess,” said the smooth talking Jenkins, who
actually lowered his glasses to take in all of her at once. “But I
can’t help but notice that you are wearing a pink robe, of no
particular fashion sense.”

“Yeah, I suppose so. The
Palace of Saints looks down on fashion trends. They’re too erratic
to be logical.”

“Oh but I beg to differ, my
Princess. For in fashion, we do not seek logic but explanation. But
as you in your wisdom surely know, explanation is temporal because
society changes.

Therefore, to describe a dress
rationally is useless. What we seek to do is capture the truth of
the moment because as another moment passes, the former truth
becomes a lie.”

“I like how you call me
Princess,” said Blossom with a bittersweet tone.

“Of course you are the
princess, you are the next in line after Princess Dusk. Even though
the Commonwealth doesn’t talk much about you, we the Artists are
very much aware of the work you’ve done in your Candy Factory. It
is the talk of the underground movement.”

“No freaking way!” Blossom
said, her eyes shooting open in surprise.

“Yes, freaking way! I
particularly enjoyed what you did with the Princess Milo Gummi
Candy. You specially made that morsel with rare sugar crystals of
24-karat brilliance. The image of Princess Milo of the short-lived
Amara Administration of the Commonwealth. The flavor was one of
orange juice, lemon, lime and a dash of moonshine. You see, the
craftspeople and outliers, we pay attention to the things we’re
supposed to ignore. And we ignore the things they tell us to listen
to.”

“And word travels fast,
Princess,” Banes said. “I heard yesterday through the grapevine
that Princess Dusk wasn’t too happy about your suggestion to give
candy to the two warring kingdoms.”

Jenkins and Banes, and at least a few
of the happier Janes, enjoyed a good laugh.

“We thought it was
brilliantly subversive,” Jenkins said. “As much as a slap in the
face to the Queen’s regime as it was mocking the pretentiousness of
the Gold and Blood Kingdoms. They are all savages. None of them
understand the spirit of Art. The Revolution that we
embody.”

“But you do,” Banes said. “I
mean, what other princess would even leave the palace to mingle
with the commoners?”

“Certainly not
Dusk!”

“And for you to risk
catching all the Outskirts cooties,” Jane the Silly
said.

Suddenly everyone in the room shut up,
embarrassed and staring in disbelief.

“Oh no…I said something
dumb, didn’t I?” Jane said.

“Er…not that we’ve ever been
to the Outskirts, Princess.”

Blossom opened her eyes in mild
surprise. They were just caught in a huge felony, as no respectable
businessperson, even among the artists, ever admitted to going to
the Outskirts.

“Too bad,” Blossom said,
smirking and tilting her head. “Because I kind of like to sneak out
at night and take a peek.”

The group of artisans erupted into
laughter and applause.

“In Princess Blossom we have
found our kind of Royalty!”

Thank Science, I don’t have to pretend
like I’m not addicted to drugs and illicit sex!”

And loving every minute of
it!”

“Me too!”

“And me!”

And that was repeated about seven
times. Jane’s rehab never went well, but the new friendships they
made, united by their love of illegal narcotics and risky sexual
behavior, was never to be forgotten.

Blossom raised her eyebrows in laughing
disbelief. These bohemians were certainly not what she expected
when she went out to discover the people of the Commonwealth. And
in fact, the Artisans told her that visiting the rest of the
Commonwealth was really nothing like meeting the people in Yven or
even Sul, which was the closest territory to the Outskirts and the
one that had all the naked people dancing.

“Here’s your Selfie, my
Princess,” Jane the Shy announced, as the Janes unveiled their
masterpiece. Blossom’s visage and upper chest was captured in a
moment, seven moments actually, each one a different pose, and each
portrait revealing a different mood of the Princess. Each portrait
loved her; the electricity of her big brown eyes. The luminescence
of her fiery red hair, as wild and untamed as the very wind that
shook it. And the bittersweet smile, made with equal parts
sincerity and doubt, flavored with enthusiasm and fear.

“My Science. This is truly
going to be the portrait of our generation,” Banes said, as
seriously as if predicting the future.

“Oh give me a break,”
Blossom said with a laugh.

“Do you paint,
Blossom?”

“No,” she said uncertainly.
“But I’ll tell you an idea I have.”

She smiled as the Artisans clung to her
every word. They had no pride. They had no ego, not even a stroke
of competitiveness in all their faces. Just genuine love. For a
moment Blossom trembled at the thought. She could probably sleep
with any one of them if only she gave the word. That was power.
That’s what it must be like to be the Queen.

“Well,” she said reservedly
at first. “As you know I love creating new candy. Well, I had the
idea of making candy paintings. They are paintings but they are
edible. You don’t just view the art, you partake of it. It becomes
a part of you. And that moment becomes yours…forever.”

The Artisans opened their mouths in
shameless worship.

“That’s the most brilliant
thing I’ve ever heard.”

“Princess, you grace us with
your ideas.”

And of course, the Janes added her
fourteen cents…

“I’m so angry that this
hasn’t been tried yet!”

“If I weren’t so exhausted,
I’d create one myself!”

“Would eating it make me
more artistic, Blossom?”

“I just want to eat one
right now!”

“I feel sick just thinking
about how great this idea is!”

“Oh! If only I weren’t so
shy and could tell you how much I love this!”

“I can see it now, Food Art!
This is going to be big! Let’s do this for real!”

Finally, Jenkins summed up what
everyone was feeling at that moment.

“Let’s go get stoned and
drunk, shall we?”

 


 


Blossom was a bit scandalized but
fascinated at how people without power lived. They were not only
happier without rules and protocol, but downright ignorant as to
the suffering of royalty. They had no responsibilities and no
expectations. And yet dreams were all that fueled them. Well,
dreams and drugs.

Blossom didn’t have the spunk to travel
to the Outskirts, but did agree to travel to Sul to down some
“Imitation Magic”, a legal simulation of the very naughty drink the
freaks in the Outskirts offer. It provided quite a kick and did
manage to send Blossom into a giggling mini-trip—potent, if
short-lived.

“What do you
think?”

“Oh my,” Blossom said,
holding her head down as the giggles spilled out of her. “I can
definitely think of some ways to spruce up my candy with this
stuff.”

The Artisans howled with
laughter.

“This isn’t even the real
thing. We got to bring Blossom to the Outskirts.”

“Yes! Especially sitting
with all the freaks and mutants. You don’t even know when you’re
tripping or when you’re just meeting some freaky looking
hybrid.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready
for that guys,” Blossom said expunging more giggles.

“No, no, you’re definitely
not ready,” Jane the Bossy said. “Now honey, you know we all love
you…but we say this to you as a friend.

“As a friend!” x
7.

“What?”

“Your pink robe has got to
go. You need to embrace fashion, my pet. Get away from those horrid
old drapes your mother and sister have going on and put on
something that shows you got attitude.”

“Attitude, huh?”

“Yes!” x 7.

“You got all the right
attitude up here…” Jane the Bossy said. “But none of it here,” she
said, pointing to Blossom’s tightly contained and covered boobs.”
She pointed to her crotch. “And definitely no attitude
here.”

Blossom made a mock sad
face.

“But we can fix her!” said
Jane the Excited.

“Yes! We can make her the
sexiest woman in all Cadabra!” another Jane said.

“Sexy?” Blossom almost
blushed at the thought. She knew she was beautiful. Everyone from
the Palace of Saints assured her she was beautiful, the Duchess of
Candy, and the sweetest girl in four kingdoms. But no one ever
mentioned anything about sex appeal. She always thought that was
the sort of shaming slut talk her sister would know about. But not
sweet little Blossom. The idea was amusing and the flattery was
impossible to resist naturally.

Sure, it took a few more shots of
Imitation Magic, but eventually, Blossom relented.

Blossom reemerged from the Sul fabric
shop dressed like a true Princess. She wore a pink dress with an
off the shoulder neckline and two-layer petticoat. The long-sleeved
pink gown style complemented the white collar and neckline cameo,
while the sequin details and peplum helped to further iconize her
as the Debutante Princess coming to life. The dress was as much a
statement as it was a showcase piece, with the distinct message of
the sleeping girl finally awakening into a smoldering woman. Her
hair’s red shine was enhanced, after a trim, formed into a
perfectly curved flapper bob haircut.

“You look so
wonderful.”

Blossom felt wonderful. She felt
beautiful, sexy and maybe even a little powerful. She stepped out
forward, allowing the Janes to take new Selfie Portraits of the
dress. The Janes were sure to capture the essence of the moment. It
wasn’t just Blossom embracing the world of art and fashion after a
childhood of suppression. It wasn’t just a triumph of the
independent spirit over conformity. It wasn’t just the craze of
mind-alternating substances prevailing over logic. It was the end
of her childhood. From this moment forth, Blossom could never look
at herself or others in the same way ever again. Her new dress
spoke to her heart, to her sensibilities, and to her unfulfilled
ambition.

In each of those Selfie Portraits the
Artisans drew, Blossom was crying. Her face dripped with tears as
she eyed the Janes in a cathartic feeling of connection and love.
She realized that exact moment of shedding off her old skin and
dressing into something new and freeing, was her moment of clarity.
This was the quintessential moment that destiny revealed itself.
Her future self had finally arrived and the memories of yesterday
and the Little Girl Blossom that worried so much about things
beyond her control were now a matter of time travel.

 


***

 


 



Chapter 4: “Your Genetics Are
Offensive”

 


 


“If you cannot believe in
your fellow man’s sense of decency and give him the benefit of the
doubt, it is not he who has become jaded and psychopathic but you.
War, hatred is built upon people distrusting each other. As beings
of optimism, intelligence and love, we must trust our brothers and
sisters to do the right thing and not discourage their altruistic
instincts by suggesting they are untrustworthy. Morals are not
taught but come from the instincts of empathetic humankind to be
Good.”

 


-General Optima, died honorably after offering a stranger free
lodging in his home, after which he was murdered in cold blood with
a screwdriver

 


 


When Blossom left the fashion store and
realized it was time to go home, a moment of sadness overtook the
group. Blossom realized that she couldn’t say goodbye to the people
who may well have changed her life. So she insisted she “buy them
too”, in addition to all the Selfie Portraits, inviting her best of
friends to stay with her in her atrium inside the Palace of
Saints.

She even made a special candy for them:
the “Nine-Layered Always and Forever Jaw Breaker”. The
commemoration of friendship, represented by nine distinct flavors
in the layered candy, designed to dissolve after sucking and
licking for precisely seventy moments. Made with a process of
slowly depositing layers onto a core with a rotating heated pan and
aged to perfect symbolism with liquid sugar. Flavors consisted of
chocolate mixed with vanilla and sesame oil, cherry-lime,
strawberry-lime, raspberry-lime, blueberry-lime, vanilla-lime,
cola-lime and banana-lime, and elderberry.

Blossom traveled to the new Committee
of Science meeting in style, wearing her dress, after having it
washed and custom fit to her size. She also carried a full stemmed
rose in her right hand, a prickly beauty, championing only
love.

In addition, she brought along with her
the seven Janes, Jenkins and Banes as her new Princess’ Entourage.
The gesture was not well received by anyone on the committee, least
of all the Queen and Princess Dusk who sent vitriolic stares to the
invaders.

“Is this a riot?” the Queen
asked. “I don’t believe you have been invited here,
Blossom.”

“What in the Science are you
wearing?” Dusk asked.

“From this day forth my name
is Sweet Blossom, the Princess
of Candy of the Palace of Saints,” she said with a
loud and regal voice. “I am the legitimate heir to Queen Darwin
IV.”

Dusk opened her eyes wide…

“…And the successor to my
sister, the lovely Princess Dusk, the rightful Princess
Regnant.”

The Prime Ministers talked amongst
themselves. Dusk flinched quietly, accepting the compromise, since
technically Blossom wasn’t making a claim to the throne ahead of
her.

“I stand here a free woman,
a member of royalty, and I shall not be banned from the Committee
of Science, since I am an acting member.”

Blossom sat down at her usual empty
seat, this time accompanied by her entourage who were more than
happy to stare down any dissenters with a starving artist’s
rage.

“Your presence here after
your last outburst is my decision to make,” the Queen said. “You
left your Duchess responsibilities for several days, thereby
invalidating any successive claim to the throne.”

“That’s not the way it
happened at all. I was visiting the provinces of Sul and Yvon. I
decided to go and hear from the people of the Commonwealth
myself.”

The room reacted and two Prime
Ministers felt obliged to speak.

“You visited
Sul?”

“And Yvon?”

“I did. And I took a
consensus of how the people feel about their current situation, not
to mention the wars of other kingdoms. Yes, a consensus. An action
that I’m afraid we as the Palace of Saints have not been performing
in recent years. We have lost the voice of the people in our
affairs.”

The Prime Ministers were floored. It
was as if she ripped the words from their mouths, the same words
they were afraid to speak in front of the Queen.

“Science and Logic lead us.
Not a woman. Science and logic then dictates that the voice of the
people is vital to preserving the Commonwealth.”

The Prime Ministers couldn’t help but
applaud in fury, which sent the Queen and the Princess Regnant into
a small scurry.

Faddle and Poppycock looked
surprisingly restrained during the commotion, which was bad news
for the Queen who had been publicly insulted and apparently without
any rebuttals in her favor.

Except of course, Princess Dusk. Who
else but the Queen’s favorite daughter should run to the rescue of
the besmirched Palace of Saints?

Princess Dusk stood up to speak but not
before a long pause. “My sister will always be welcomed in the
Palace of Saints.”

The Queen began shaking in contempt,
sold out by her own daughter, and twice at that.

“Queen Darwin IV’s legacy
will soon end and I will bring the name of Queen Darwin V back into
honor,” Dusk said.

The Prime Ministers applauded, very
happy with the promise of Dusk, and now the full support of a
suddenly very popular Sweet Blossom. Suddenly the antiquated ways
of the Old Queen and her unfortunate longevity, were the only
factors slowing down the Commonwealth’s great victory.

“Enough!” the queen screamed, jumping to her feet and taking back the
floor. “All right, Blossom. You want to talk Science? Let’s talk
Science. I hereby decree that you are guilty of blasphemy and
worthy of banishment from this Palace.”

“On what grounds?” Poppycock
replied.

“Oh nothing at all. Just the
small matter of why you have a colored
man standing with you.”

The room erupted into chaos.

“What?” Jenkins said,
standing up to the accusation. “How dare you. What does my
skin…”

“Oh I’m sorry. Did that
offend you?” the Queen said with a grin. “And it’s not necessarily
that you’re a darkie, young man. That’s not the problem. The
problem is you have also those eastern chink eyes.”

The room erupted again.

“Mother how dare you!”
Blossom screamed. Even Dusk looked appalled and ready to
speak.

“My, my. What a niggerdly
thing of me to say,” chuckled the Queen. “But since we are in the
presence of so many great scientific minds, might I remind you all
of a small fundamental point of Evolution. Apparently, it was lost
through the ages with the advent of political correctness and
demographically correct commercialism. Merely tools of population
control, my fellow students of Science. You see, by nature, this
young man’s interspecies breeding from his own darkie kind mating
with the eastern people is a sin against Science.

We as a species have an
evolutionary obligation to improve the genetic quality of our human
population. It boils down to basic
comprehension of what survival of the fittest means.
Historically speaking, the Commonwealth of the
Pink Sky has always promoted reproductive responsibility for the
men and women with desirable traits. While naturally, reducing the
rates of people unfit to continue their inferior genetics, thereby
threatening our pure lineage. We have always sterilized the
handicapped. The religious. The mentally deficient. And what you
might call the ‘Stupid People’, which unfortunately make up a
greater population of Cadabra outside our borders. We do not allow
these abominations to reproduce.”

“But dark skinned and
eastern people-”

“Do not interrupt the Queen
when she is teaching the deeper things of Science. How dare you,
Dr. Faddle.”

“…I’m sorry.
Continue.”

“Now then, we have made
tremendous advancements in gene selection, that is filtering out
all the undesirable genes. Therefore, Science gives us the
obligation to continue producing a superior species while
eliminating the unrestricted growth of inferiors. Otherwise, like
weeds genetically inferior species will threaten our
own.

Am I implying that all the different
colors of human beings are unfit to reproduce? Of course not. I’m
not a racist. I certainly never owned colored slaves like General
Mean’s descendants. The Queen Darwin Dynasty has never kept slaves
of war or used violence to destroy threats to our people, not like
the barbaric ancestors of the Kingdom of Blood.”

She began pacing around the room,
giving each Prime Minister the Evil Eye, and making sure they
looked her in the face.

“However, we have strict
laws as to the rights of reproduction. All the colored people must
stay with their own kind so that their genetics can be improved and
their survival ensured. All we want is for our species to continue
at a productive rate. Otherwise, we’re never going to launch
ourselves into space. Colonize other planets. Or even ensure our
long-term survival. You want to talk about long-term survival?
Don’t look at us. Go ask King Amram and CEO Wardiz how their
kingdoms and their unrestrained leisure technology contributes to
problems with excessive greenhouse gases and water pollution from
fracking.”

The Queen turned to Poppycock. “I ask
you to verify the Science of it. Unrestrained freedom is the
problem. It will always be the problem. You want to deny
that?”

“No,” Poppycock said, a bit
grudgingly.

“So…you want to be
politically correct for the sake of your profits? I am more
concerned with the science. I am not going to stand here
and humiliate you any more than you have humiliated yourselves. I’m
not going to talk about how, according to statistical evidence,
colored people make up the majority of criminals, deviants,
unwanted pregnancies, lower IQ testing students and mental
disabilities. Because I do believe this is the result of poverty.
And of course, interbreeding, which simply means the freedom to
give every last nigger, spic and chink the right to trample all
over my Proud White
Society. The society my family has
carefully clipped and nursed to near perfection. I will not throw
away my Palace to dogs to please the masses. I am the Authority. I have the Power.
And I serve Science and Logic, not your social construct of ‘Basic
Human Rights.’”

The room stood in silent agony. They
all hated her for speaking the indiscretions, but her logic had to
be refuted scientifically, with evidence, and without emotional
rhetoric. Compiling research could take days or even years. The
Queen was shrewd—suddenly the issue wasn’t racism or tolerance or
even basic human decency. It was the right to freedom. If they
didn’t believe in the advancement of a perfect society, then they
might as well join the hoodlums of the Diamond Empire and the
corporatists of the Kingdom of Gold, no rules except
profit.

If they were free to ruin Cadabra on
their own turf, the Great White Commonwealth had the freedom to
control their own society and produce only genetic purities so as
long as they stayed within their borders.

It was an uncomfortable truth and it
remained so even after the Queen left the room snickering, and
Blossom looked around the room, noticing seven white Prime
Ministers, a white Princess Regnant in waiting, two white
scientists, and only a few Artisans who were color-blind and too
idealistic for their own homeland.

The Queen didn’t have to say another
word. The meeting disbanded and her power and right to rule was
solidified—at least until hard scientific evidence could be
produced stating why her argument was wrong. Overthrowing the rule
of Cadabra’s self-admitted Most Evil Queen was going to be
difficult. It was no longer a matter of science or logic
prevailing. Whatever was to end her outdated views, her strict
adherence to Science above Modernized Common Sense required
emotional rhetoric. It required violence. It required an overthrow.
It required the Pinkians to be everything Cadabra knew they were
not.

 


 


That was precisely Blossom’s plan as
she confronted Princess Dusk in the privacy of her chambers shaking
her fists and doing the unthinkable—caring more about politics than
candy making.

“What mother said was
inexcusable,” Blossom said. “It’s our responsibility to overthrow
her right now!”

“It’s not that easy,” Dusk
said softly, losing heart and already seeming out of her
league—even before inheriting the bloody crown. “She’s our mother,
Blossom. And besides, you heard what she said. The science has to
be proven. There’s no way to prove something like that.”

“Well, I’m sure mother’s
ancestors put forth some kind of clause protecting…”

“No, no, no, they didn’t,
Blossom,” Dusk said calmly. “Our ancestors all believed the same
thing. That genetic superiority was the most important thing. It’s
what ensures our long-term survival. I don’t know, maybe mom has a
point.”

“Excuse me?”

“Oh cut the PC garbage,
Blossom,” an Annoyed Dusk responded. “The Committee isn’t here. You
don’t have to campaign for anything. Just admit it though. If we
stopped letting people breed out of control…if we made each person
qualify to breed…if we made each person get a license to
reproduce…it would probably be for the better.”

“And what does that have to
do with the color of people’s skin?”

“I think people should be
allowed to interracially breed. But…”

Blossom listened, her eyes becoming
wider.

“I think we should govern
the process. Maybe spend more time editing the genetics before all
these mulatto babies are born.”

“Oh my Science!” Blossom
exclaimed, covering her head. “Mom’s hate has gotten to you
too.”

“No, Blossom! Stop thinking
so simplistically. You’ll understand when you grow up. Okay? It’s
not all about racism being ‘evil’. It’s about not giving people the
power to do whatever they want. Come on, Blossom. Be honest for
just once in your life.”

Blossom folded her arms and
listened.

“If we started controlling
reproduction and gene selecting on a mass scale and produced
nothing but genetically superior children…good, fit, emotionally
stable and financially secure parents…no chance of abuse or
negligence or poverty hindering a child’s growth…who would be
protesting in the streets? Blacks or whites?”

Blossom ran from the Palace in rush of
adrenaline. Seeing the truth blatant and ugly, straight from her
own family’s mouth was too much to bear. For the first time, she
felt social outrage and it felt like a ball of magnets in her
chest, sucking in her insides while filling every muscle with a
newfound source of strength. This could be her legacy. To help
change the world. To help make the Commonwealth a truly superior
society, one of tolerance, diversity and justice for
all.

Outside the Palace and heading up the Z
road that goes from the Palace to Yven, Blossom found her friend
Jenkins.

“Jenkins! Where are you
going?” Blossom said in trepidation.

“Oh…I was just going back to
Yven. To see my family.”

“But…we didn’t discuss you
leaving. I thought we were a team. I thought we were all one
person.”

“I’m sorry,” he said
wistfully. “The group separated earlier. We meant to tell you. We
all decided we just want to go back home for a while, that’s all.
Turns out the gallery is reporting record business since it was
reported that you dropped in for a visit.” Jenkins smiled and
nodded.

“It’s my mother, isn’t it?
She’s driving you away.”

Jenkins sighed. “No,
Blossom.”

“She hurt you. I’ll never
forgive her for what she did.”

“Listen,” Jenkins said in
smiling apology. “You’re making this out to be a bigger thing than
it is. You don’t think I’ve heard people talk like that a hundred
times before? You don’t think I know that’s how the people in power
rule over us?”

Blossom listened quietly.

“Us, Blossom. One race. One
group of friends. One people united by purpose. They see
limitations in skin color and ethnicity. I don’t. But they’re just
not ready to see yet. But soon, it will come.”

“You think so?” Blossom said
sadly.

“Yes. Because at some point
all the hate has to die. All the racism and the greed has to die.
We will raise our children with love and respect. We won’t make the
same mistakes.”

“I see…” Blossom said,
unsatisfied.

“Hey,” Jenkins laughed. “At
least your mom just came out and said what she is. Most people like
Amram and Wardiz…they’ll go to their grave never admitting that
racism and class separation is what makes their businesses thrive.
I admire honesty, I admit it.”

“I don’t like it. I don’t
want to live here anymore. I don’t like what they’re trying to turn
Science into. I want to run away with you. And Banes. And Jane. And
Jane. And Jane. And…well, all of you. I feel alive, I feel at home
when I’m with you. Away from this place.”

“You’re sweet, my Princess.
You are Sweet Blossom.”

Jenkins embraced Blossom in a tight
hug. “You know we can’t be together all the time, my Princess. You
know we all have our individual battles to fight. But what matters
is that we…”

“Stay friends. Stay friends
always,” Blossom said, finishing his thought and smiling in
sorrow.

“You took the words right
out of my mouth.”

Upon releasing the hug, he had a
surprising thought.

“But…I don’t think you
should give up the fight just yet.”

“What? But…”

“Think about it. When your
mother passes, and that will be such a say day…” Jenkins laughed.
“Your sister is going to inherit the throne. She isn’t the sharpest
knife in the drawer, you know what I mean? That means she’ll be
easy to influence. You can start whispering in her ear. Get her to
make the changes that we need to make. To ensure equality and build
a functioning society. The fights going to be hard enough. But if
we have someone working on the inside, it’s going to be a lot
easier. Use the power you have to make a difference.”

 


***

 


 



Chapter 5: “The Hardest Working Wolf in Show
Business”

 


 


“Hard work is what gets you
noticed in this world. When people see you working hard, they
remember your name. They keep you in mind and they remember to pay
your good work forward to others. People never forget the good
works you’ve done in your lifetime and loyalty is always rewarded.
The entire basis of progressive government is to recognize those
who slip between the cracks and are forgotten. Our efforts will
never be in vain because, yes thankfully, Big Brother is watching
and Big Brother will remember your loyalty.”

 


-Farmer Mendel, died honorably of a sun stroke while harvesting
grain, doing pro bono work for General Erasmus

 


 


The Palace of Saints stood at attention
as the all-female military stood at attention, waiting for the
Queen to come down from her carriage, being drawn by two
mega-horses—speaking of course, of the very large mutant horses
biologists had successfully created through gene editing. These
odd-toed hoofed mammals were unusual deviations from the Equus
ferus, sporting long clawed forelimbs, which allowed them to walk
on their knuckles and sit on their heavy hindlimbs for long rest
periods. Their heads were distinctly Equus caballus, but their
bodies soared to thirty feet tall, calling for the use of a mobile
staircase for Her Majesty’s modest size.

The Queen came down the steps and
smiled at the group of well-poised soldiers, each one’s hair pinned
back and their breasts tucked away behind those tight and
built-for-fighting magenta uniforms that allowed them to stand just
as powerfully as would men.

She especially admired the appearance
of many black, brown and yellow women in attendance, scientifically
invalidating Blossom’s absurd accusation of racism. Queen Darwin
entrusted these pure race women of all nationalities with her very
life. They had the highest honor bestowed upon them as members of
the Queen’s Brigade.

The uniformly dressed General stepped
forward to welcome the Queen. She was pale in complexion with big
eyes and a ponytail of thick, black hair—like tar of the Gods. Her
name was Rita Nikkim and she was the easily the most powerful
soldier the kingdom had ever known, she quite famously taking the
heads of thirty warlocks back in the War of Ice Hags, when the
Commonwealth had been invaded by witches from the
Wilderness.

“General Rita,” the Queen
said with a nod.

“Madame, Yes, Madame!” Rita
yelled into the air, not making eye contact.

“As you were, General. The
women are looking spry. I truly believe that a female army will
have decided advantages over a male battalion from the Kingdom of
Blood. Don’t you agree?”

“Madame, Yes, Madame! Behold
the power of the Vag, Madame!”

“Indeed,” the Queen said,
always admiring the bloodthirsty spirit of her
“Knightress.”

Blossom had been watching her mother
interact with the soldiers from a distance, trying to avoid
confrontations with the Science-wielding hypocrite and instead,
leaving their interactions for the Committee of Science
meetings.

She waited until the Queen journeyed
back to the palace in her carriage, taking the time to admire the
sheer size of the mega-horses—a somewhat ghastly sight, as these
two poor things were weightier than elephants and taller than
giraffes. They must have pooped like a storm.

She cautiously approached Rita who had
just dismissed the soldiers for the day.

“Hello.”

“Madame, Yes,
Madame!”

“Can you please stop
speaking in army-speak? Just girl to girl?”

Rita raised her eyebrows and checked
out her pink princess dress with curiosity.

“I haven’t been called a
‘girl’ in a long time. Girl.”

Blossom smiled, always amused at
someone who dared not to call her a Princess.

“Pleased to meet you.”
Blossom smiled and bundled her long flowing hair up in an act of
elbow raising, breast bouncing flirtation—which Rita definitely
noticed. “I don’t want you to think I’m making a play for you,
General. I respect the Queen’s authority, really I do.”

“Are you trying to start a
conspiracy or pick me up for the night?” Rita said, eyeing Blossom
with a puckish grin.

Blossom busted out laughing. “No, no,
nothing like that. I just feel as if not enough people in Cadabra
know who I am. They’ve heard stories about me. But they don’t know
what I stand for, you know?”

“And what do you stand for?”
Rita asked in wide-eyed interest, but not really too curious about
the answer.

“You know. The usual. Equal
rights. Fairness towards all beings. I really think Science is
misunderstood. I think Science cannot be definite if it falls into
a flawed person’s hands. What do you think?”

“Are you asking me as a
military commander or as a woman?”

“Well, of course I believe
in Science. But what the Queen saying is wrong. It’s not
scientifically valid. And I guess I don’t care if you report that
back to her, because I’ve already contested her in public before.
And I won’t stop fighting until there is justice.”

“So…you’re not
actually asking me
anything.”

“What? Oh…”

Rita gave her a sideways
glance.

“I am interested to know
what you think…”

“Emergency Committee meeting
now!” a soldier said, yelling the order from outside the
Palace.

“Oh! That’s me. I have to
go. It was nice meeting you,” Blossom said, running away and
looking back.

Rita shook her head in confusion.
Princesses…what a piece of work they were.

The Committee of Science had come
together over an emergency situation. By the time Blossom had
arrived, the Queen, the Princess Regnant and the Prime Ministers
had already arrived. Only Doctors Poppycock and Faddle joined the
meeting after Blossom’s arrival.

“Oh, what a surprise to have
even the most unimportant members of the committee present for this
very prestigious event,” the Queen said. “How gracious of you all
to stop conspiring against the Queen and start paying attention to
the news of the day.”

Blossom scowled back.

“What has happened?”
Poppycock asked.

“Apparently one of my
servants informed me that a witch has been spotted in our
kingdom.”

“A witch?”

The room started to mumble and shift
nervously in their seats.

“How did a witch get in?
There’s no entrance beside the bay and that’s heavily armed. “Where
did they come from?”

“Apparently…it
swam.”

The Prime Ministers gasped.

“All that way?” the Queen
asked, feeling a bit jittery herself. “Are you sure it’s a witch?
Who is the servant that captured it?”

“Me, Your Majesty,” said one
bold soldier, stepping forward.

“Oh, a soldier. Excuse me.
And what did you see?”

“It appears to be a new type
of witch, Your Majesty. One I’ve never seen before.”

The room of VIPs murmured at the news,
but shrieked once they saw the soldiers bringing in a large bag
holding a wiggling presence inside.

“Oh Dear Science!

“Don’t let it
out!”

“A new breed of witch?” the
Queen asked. “It couldn’t be from the Wilderness or the Blood
Kingdom. I know some are alive in the Borderlands. But that’s too
far a swim.”

“I believe it came from far
west, Your Majesty.”

“You mean…the Fallout
Village?”

“The land beyond the
Outskirts, Your Majesty.”

“Oh My. Call security in
here. This may be an incident.”

The soldiers gathered into position,
ready to make a kill. Two servants dumped the bag forward, spitting
out the witch in question. However, its body seemed far too
colorful to be a witch…and its head, it seemed far too bouncy and
unnatural to be the face of a woman.

They all shrieked as they saw the
ghastly creature sitting on the floor, staring back at them in wide
eyed—very, very wide eyed—surprise. This wasn’t a witch but some
type of Monster or scientific aberration. The being looked like a
gray wolf, with the full snout and large teeth, but its eyes were
huge, and its facial features stretched to impossible proportions.
The wolf only wore blue overalls, though they managed to cover most
of his bottom half. The last touch was the colorful red bowtie,
which complemented his bright red tongue which he exhibited
frequently whenever he spoke and spit.

“Gaccckkkk!” the wolf
exclaimed, before jumping up to its feet and shaking its head so
fast it seemed to spin. “Sock cooker!” the silly thing cursed. Say,
you know how hard it is to breathe in there?” He gasped, catching
his breath. “I’ve heard of small motel rooms but this is
ridiculous! Hey, I may have a long neck but my throat is very
sensitive. If I get strep throat I’m sending you the
bill!”

The Committee looked at the creature in
confusion. Its voice was truly bizarre. Nasal, loony and with a
slight lisp at the end, particularly on those strong consonant
syllables. He had an almost childlike oratory and an exuberant
volume, more becoming of a Canidae species than anything
primate-like.

“It talks?”

“It…talks like us,” Blossom
said, quite unnerved.

One of the Prime Ministers was so
overwhelmed at the talking wolf he keeled over and fainted. The
Royal Palace admittedly kept their wits but were nonetheless
watching in jaw-dropping amazement.

“That does not look like any
witch I’ve ever seen,” Dusk said.

“A witch?
A witch?” it replied.
“Why I oughta…! That is a personal insult, sir! I demand
satisfaction! Or at least I demand a consistent payoff which is at
least one-tenth of the balance due. Or is that just a one of the
tenth due? Or is that five of the tenth of the first balance due?
I’m confused! Seriously, just give me money. I hope you’d at least
validate the bag you just dragged me in with.”

“What in Science are you?”
the Queen asked, horrified at its human-like face.

“The name’s Galileo de Wolf
the Third!” the animal said, extending its huge hands, covered in
clownish gloves, in a gesture of showmanship. “And if you ever want
a good show all you have to do is ask. No need to kidnap me, drug
me or sleep with me. Actually, I don’t mind the third option.
Actually I don’t mind all three options if you’re
pretty.”

The Queen gasped, finally paying
attention to the thing’s crass humor. “How disgusting! Your
features are grotesque. You’re an animal…and yet you’re talking
like one of us.”

“Whaddaya’ mean like one of
us? I am one of you. And I got bigger shoes than you ever had, Miss
Queen! And you know what they say about wolves with big shoes…eh?
Eh? Eh?”

“No, what do they say?”
asked Dusk.

A few people laughed in the
background.

“Finally a laugh! I was
starting to think I was entertaining a cemetery. I hate playing
cemeteries too because the crowd is so dead. What a bunch of
stiffs, I tell ya’!”

How dare you interrupt us with your
shenanigans,” the Queen grumbled. “I am the Queen of the
Commonwealth of the Pink Sky.”

“Pink Sky?” the wolf
guffawed. “Believe me, I got no problem with the pink. But I think
I am going to need to see pink identification.”

“What?”

“Come on. Show me the pink.
How do you expect me to know if you’re real unless you show me
proof? Come on, baby.” The wolf took out some glasses, out of
nowhere apparently, and pretended to squint looking down the
Queen’s blouse. “Now I can’t see like I used to, but I remember
shapes.”

Her mouth dropped. She was not amused.
“How dare you-”

“No! How dare you,” the wolf
said tossing the glasses. “Your guards are the ones that bagged me
and I mean that in the most literal and unpleasant way possible.
They actually stuffed me in a bag. Goodbye healthy self-image! I go
from putting a bag over my head in shame to a bunch of angry women
throwing me into a bag!”

“What were you doing on our
island in the first place?”

“All I did was swim onto the
coast. How was I supposed to know it was closed off to the rest of
the world? You do know there are other people in Cadabra besides
your ugly skank ass, Honorable Queen?”

The Queen gasped.

What…did I forget to say, Your
Majesty?”

“Why were you swimming all
the way to the coast?” Blossom asked curiously.

“Oh well. How do I put this
delicately. I was chasing tail. No literally, another wolf with the
bushiest tale you’ve ever seen. And then wammo kablammo! I was
seeing stars. Is this your crazy way of trying to make new friends?
Cuz’ it ain’t working! No for real, five times is my limit. If you
slap me five times I’ll stop being your friend. Six times and I
file for divorce! Seven times and I might even stop trying to sleep
with you.”

“Young man,” the Queen
corrected. “I don’t know who or what you are. But you are an
animal. A mutant animal, no doubt. And none of us appreciate you
making all these vulgarisms.”

“Oh I’m an animal all right.
Awwoooooga!” He did the famous wolf call and stretched her lips out
just like the audiences loved complete with a heart panting out of
his chest…until he realized nobody was laughing. And this place
wasn’t anywhere near the Outskirts where they loved that old-timey
stuff.

“Wait a minute,” he said
nervously, noticing Dusk, Blossom and the Queen were staring at him
in unhealthy awe and fascination. “Say, I don’t like the vibe
around here. Maybe I should just go. I don’t submit to anal probes
and body dissection on the first date. I’m a vanilla when it comes
to your twisted sex games. At least when Hot Stuff McMink ties me
up it’s with the intention of putting things in and not tearing
things out!”

“I’m sorry sir,” Poppycock
finally said. “You just seem so odd. You appear to be an animal but
you are somehow walking around on two feet. And you’re speaking our
language.”

“Well, of course! I’m from
Fallout Village.”

“You mean…they’re all like
you down there?”

“Well…no,” the wolf said
defensively. “They’re not all like me. Some of them are really…you
know, boring and normal like you are. Most of them are, in fact.
Actually, forget I said that last thing entirely. Boy, am I beat.
Not to change the subject but who wants to go to the strip club
with me and see some big ole’ cow titties?”

“What species are you?”
Faddle asked.

“Species? I don’t know. What
species are you? I’m just Galileo DeWolf the Third, a regular,
everyday wolf, All-Cadabra, one hundred percent honest and the
hardest working wolf in show business. They say I’m the ‘Animal
Banned Across Cadabra…you know…”

He jutted out his pelvis and then
back-flipped to his feet, stumbling a bit, in tramp-like fashion
right before treating the audience to an impromptu song and dance
complete with spinning bowtie.

 


SONG 1

“BANNED ACROSS
CADABRA”

(Performed by Galileo De
Wolf)

 


Galileo started swaying to the silent
music before gradually letting his hips and arms guide him to a
longer shift. He broke out into dance as he stretched his ears and
increased the size of his eyes.

 


Have you heard of this big bad
wolf?

Banned in every decent place in
town

Anybody get his calling
card?

You know he’s the baddest wolf
around

 


“The better to eat you with,
my dear!” he said off key. He started the next verse with folded
arms, simulating angry human sentiment. He ended the thought by
stumbling around drunk and swinging at the air, a toast to the life
of a rake and rascal with a tail that’s much too long for decent
folk.

 


He don’t respect the rules that
wolf

Don’t listen when the big man’s
talking

Just sits there cracking jokes like a
fool

Drinks all night till he can’t keep
a-walking

Big Bad Wolf don’t talk to
me

Big Bad Wolf don’t talk to
me

 


His bowtie spun as his feet took turns
hammering on the ground, giving him a lightness of air to his
dance, beyond human process. He even pulled off a ghastly illusion,
by forming another fake head and extra limbs just to hear the
audience shriek.

 


Don’t even vote or pay tax, that
wolf

Just goes where he wants to
go

Grows another head or a limb

Just to do another goddamned
show

 


Ain’t no good that whore of
wolf

Slapping asses, acting like a
hog

Hits on mothers, sisters and
daughters

Even tries to hump a pretty girl’s
dog

 


Big Bad Wolf don’t talk to
me

Big Bad Wolf don’t talk to
me

 


For the risqué part of the song, he
made googly eyes towards Blossom, elbowed a confused Dusk and made
a honking noise as he squeezed his nuts, all the while grinning at
the Queen. He even dry-humped the air to get his point across,
warning some Province Ministers that a real Talking Animal Wolf
prefers females of all persuasions.
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