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Thank you to all my supporters. I hope you enjoy this odd story.   








Part one: Guinevere  
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It had been a little over a year since I returned to my hometown of Shadow Oaks. When I left I had no intention of  ever moving back to the place that was so cold and so quiet. Shadow Oaks was a dark place of tall trees, a variety of wildlife, and many small businesses. Most of the  people I knew worked at one of these small places. In fact, my first job was at a small antique shop just a few blocks from my school. It didn’t pay a lot,but I loved it.  

I sighed as I pulled the red and black blanket tighter around myself. It was plaid, one of my favorite patterns, and had been a gift from my grandmother when I was eleven. It was so small it barely covered my shoulders, but I needed it not just for its warmth, but for the  comforting memories it gave me. I was so tired not just physically, but mentally as well. I needed something to remind me of a time before my heart had been broken. 
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“I had so many plans and things I wanted to do, after I moved out to live with Rylee,”  I told my brother Sebastian who sat at the opposite end of the kitchen table. “We were going to save up for a house. Maybe get a cat or a dog. She was going to go back to school. I was ready to support her. I can’t believe I put that much time into that relationship, just to end up single and living with our parents again.” 

The day I left to go back home was filled with hurt and emptiness. I sat in the kitchen drinking coffee ,waiting for the woman I loved to say that I was important enough to tell people about. I wasn’t. Or at least I wasn’t important enough to risk being rejected by everyone else because of our relationship.  

“Breaking up with someone always sucks,” Sebastian said. “Have you talked to Rylee since you left?” 

Rylee, had called me four times since we had broken up. I answered once just to hear what she had to say. And if I was to be completely honest, I didn't hear even half of it over my angry thoughts.  

"Just once. I didn't feel like talking to her and she didn't push me to. I feel like I just wasted so much time. I could have been focused on pursuing my own goals.  I wanted to be a successful writer like mom. Or  maybe an oil painter. Either would have been great. I have four unfinished novels and one completed painting. But instead of traveling the country signing books or being featured in an art gallery,I'm here living with my parents and working a job that brings a paycheck but no happiness." 

“You could always come stay with me until you find a place of your own,”  Sebastian said as he moved his hair away from his eyes for the fourth time that morning.  

Sebastian and I both have thick wavy hair. We both have fair skin and we're almost the same height. The big difference between us was that he had gotten our father's dark brown hair and I had gotten our mother's fiery red hair.  

“I have no idea when I'd be able to move out, " I said. “It could be months of me sleeping on your couch. I would be in the way.” 

“I think you just like the dandelion wallpaper in the kitchen," he laughed.  

Our mother loved dandelions and refused to cut them in the yard.  The kitchen wallpaper was a dark blue with yellow and white dandelions. Our father suggested that the dandelion theme be put in the kitchen as it would have been too wild for the living room. This was over ten years ago and  I still have no idea what that means. 

“Well if you ever get tired of dandelions you can always stay at my place. You and Clara can do women stuff together.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Women stuff?” 

“Yeah. Like manicures or going to look at puppies. I mean she does some of it with me,  but I think it would be a little different with you.” 

I laughed. “So you get manicures?” 

“Laugh all you want but my nails look fantastic. At least that's what Clara says.” 

“Well if I need to look at puppies or have someone paint my nails, I'll let you know. I'm kind of surprised that Clara doesn't hang out with mom considering the fact that they're both writers.” 

“Well they do talk about writing sometimes when mom comes over to our place. It's just that the genres they write in are so different they don't have much to talk about in that subject.” 

Our mother wrote horror and sci-fi mainly focusing on mythology, folk tales and urban legends. Clara usually wrote for children. Mostly picture books but she had a few longer books as well.  

One of my mother's favorite things to read and write about was unusual creatures. She especially loved cryptids. She knew all of their stories and origins by heart but her favorite was most  definitely  the jackalope.  

She had always been very passionate about her work but lately it was turning into an obsession. She would spend every waking hour writing and editing until her work was perfect. 

"I'm going to write a book about Jackalopes," she said one night at dinner.  

"I'm kind of surprised that you haven't already done that,"my father said. “Wait, you haven’t done that right?” 

"No, I have not written one about jackalopes yet. While I do love jackalopes, there's just not a lot to write about them in the horror aspect, or the science fiction one. A jackrabbit with antlers conjures up more  ideas of whimsy than it does fear." 
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"So then why are you writing a book about them now?" I asked. 

"Nightmares, if I'm being honest," she answered. "I know it sounds odd, silly even, but I've been having nightmares about jackalopes. Well they're not ordinary jackalopes in my dreams." 

––––––––
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"What would be out of the ordinary for a rabbit with antlers?" I asked. "Kind of seems like they are already out of the ordinary." 

"They have fangs," she said. 

"Like vampires?," I asked. 

"Yeah something like that. It's not unusual for me to dream about things I'm writing about since it's what I'm thinking about all day. But I've had the same dream for two weeks now. In my dream I hear a knock at the door. When I open the door I see no one there but when I look down I see the  fanged jackalope. It doesn't try to harm me or anything but I get the sense that it wants me to follow it. Last night was the first time in my dream that I did follow it. It led me to the woods. I remember a sense of dread as I looked at the dark forest. I woke up after that." 

"That sounds interesting," I said. " But I thought you were working on another book."  

"Yes I was but something is telling me that I must write this one. I just have this feeling that I need to find out why the jackalope wants me to go into the woods. I just sense that there is something that it wants me to see, something that I need to see."  
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[image: ]


"Is Mom still talking about jackalopes a lot?"  he asked. 

"Unfortunately yes in fact it's all day long. Well it certainly feels like it's all day long." 

"Do you think she's going crazy?" He asked jokingly. 

"I hope not. All I know is this type of obsession cannot be healthy." 

“Where is Mom and Dad anyways?” 

“They went to go pick up some milk and stuff.” 

––––––––
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“They need to pick up some extra heaters. This place is freezing. I swear everytime I come over my hands and feet go numb from this place being so cold.” 

“It's Shadow Oaks. It's always freezing.” 

“Not always. I mean there's that week of extreme heat we always get in July.  Besides, it'll be spring in just a few days and you  love spring. I do too. I'm ready to trade these blizzards for thunder storms.”  

I sighed. Springtime,while a bit chilly at times, was still the most tolerable weather in Shadow Oaks. At least for me it was. Sadly, though, it never seemed to last more than a few weeks. 

“Remember when we were kids and mom and dad used to sit in the garage while we played in the rain?” He asked. 

I smiled and nodded. “We always got so soaked. My clothes felt like they weighed a ton.” 

I continued drinking my tea as I thought of the rainy nights and smells of fresh blossoms that would soon be there. I was making myself a second cup of tea when our parents came home. Our  mother's face was obscured by a stack of books.  

“Help me,” she said. “My arms are about to collapse.”  

Sebastian ran over to her and took four books off the top of the stack.  

“She said she was going in for one book, but ended up getting nine, " our father said. 

“You've been married over twenty years, and  haven't  yet figured out that when mom says one book she means all the numbers that one fits into. Which is every number but zero,” Sebastian said. 

“This is why you're my favorite, Sebastian,” our father laughed. 

Our mother gave Sebastian an angry look. 

“Hey don't get mad because I speak the truth,” Sebastian said. 

––––––––
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“Why nine?”  I asked. “You have like forty books you haven't read yet.” 

“Forty?” Sebastian said. “More like forty thousand.” 

“I don’t have that many. The house isn't big enough for all that. Anyways, these are for research purposes.” 

“You always say that”, our father groaned.  

“Well it's true.” 

I placed the stack of books on the living room table. I looked to see that each one of them was about things like  mythology and folklore. I understood that she needed to do research but she already had  a ton of books on those subjects. I couldn’t see how they could have possibly been any different from the ones she already had. 

She sat down on the couch and picked up a wide hardcover book. The Inside had short paragraphs and a lot of pictures. 

“Was that book from the children's section?” I asked. 

“Yes. I check all the sections. You miss out on things if you limit yourself.” 

I nodded in agreement. She was right. She still had enough books though. I laughed to myself thinking about how I, a book nerd, thought that someone else had enough books. She had at least sixty books amongst three bookshelves in the living room.  

“Where are you going to put those?” Sébastian asked. “Your bookshelves are all full.” 

“There is still room on the bookshelf in my room.”  

“That's surprising,” our father said. 

Our mother glared at him, but said nothing. 

“Your father and I have something to ask you two.” 

“What is it?” Sebastian asked. 

“Well since the weather will be nicer , we're going camping next weekend, and wanted to know if you wanted to come with us," dad said. “Sebastian, you should ask Clara if she and the kids would like to go.” 

“I work  third shift Friday night. I have the weekend off though. Okay. Sure I'll go. It'll be nice not to be inside a building all day. I need some fresh air. I'm sure Clara and the kids would love it too."  

“That's great,” mom said.  

“Yeah just be ready after work and we'll pick you up in the RV Saturday morning,” dad said. 

Our parents had bought a huge RV three years prior and had only traveled in it  once. I had to admit, it was pretty nice. It was like a tiny apartment on wheels. 

"What about you Guinevere? Mom asked. Do you work next weekend?" 

"I do but I know the new guy has been wanting more hours. I’m pretty confident that he'd pick up my shifts.  Either him or Jane. She's pretty much a workaholic." 

"Oh good. I hope this isn't too short of notice." 

"I’ll make it work somehow." 

"So you think camping is a good idea?" 

"Sure it is." 

"It wasn't a good idea. But it would be too late before I discovered that." 
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Later that day as I was washing the dishes from dinner, my phone rang. I sighed and grabbed a towel to dry my hands. I saw that it was Rylee calling. “I don't want to talk to you,” I said aloud to no one else but myself as I headed back to the sink. I let the phone go to voicemail. After the dishes I listened to the nearly two minute message she had left me.  

“Guin. I miss you. I know it's hard for you to understand. You have a supportive family. I don't. I hate it but they are still my family and I love them. Yes they have their flaws but...” 

I stopped the message there. I did not need to hear her excuse her family's bigotry. 

––––––––
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The next morning I ate a big bowl of cereal with marshmallows. Marshmallow cereal had always been my favorite. Once as a child I had eaten so much of it, I ended up getting a cavity. On the way home from getting my tooth pulled, my father lectured me on how lucky I was that it was a baby tooth. I stopped eating so much marshmallow cereal after that.  

After breakfast I went to my room to pack for the camping trip. I didn't take much with me when I moved back in with my parents, so packing only took a few minutes. I packed two shirts, a pair of shorts, a pair of pants, a pair of socks, my phone charger, and some headphones. I was able to fit it all into a black backpack.  

I set the bag on the desk next to the computer, and sat  down on the futon. My room was my parents' office before I moved in. Since they didn't have much in there  besides a desk for their computer and a bookshelf, they bought a futon for me to sleep on. It wasn't the most comfortable thing to sleep on, but not the worst either.  

Living with my parents wasn't bad. They had never been the type of parents that expected complete obedience from their children. My brother and I had a good amount of freedom, only ever really getting into trouble if we did something dangerous. Still, I couldn't wait to get a place of my own. I wanted an actual bedroom. I wanted to get my things out of storage. 

I was staring off into space, lost in my thoughts,when a tap at the door frame snapped me out of it. It was my father.  

"Just came to grab my nametag, " he said. "Somebody called off, so they asked me to come in for a few hours."  

"That's why I stopped working at stores. Somebody is always calling off or showing up late."  

He sighed and nodded in agreement. "Packed already? The trip isn't until next week." 

"I know. But I had time so I figured I'd just pack now and get it done." 

"Do you work tonight?" 

"Yes.” 

“Hopefully the night goes by quickly for you.”  

“It'll probably drag a bit. It's usually quiet on Tuesdays. It can be boring at times, but it gives me time to get out from behind the desk." 

“Are you sure you want to give up those hours on the weekend? It’s fine if you do. We won’t be mad.  You know your mother and I would love for you to come with us. I mean we did ask after all." 
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