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Something is special about today. Today, two of the biggest dipshits in the universe will inherit a time machine. And the world will never be quite the same.
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Preface
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Reader, please remember this warning as you proceed and begin your judgments on the Finkles. They know not what they do. They are the universe’s stupid children. This probably won’t be a magical tale that will leave you amazed and enthralled or enraptured with their intelligence, physical dexterity and cunning, nor with their fierce will to live, their devotion to equality and their compassion for mankind. These idiots will do exactly what you’d assume they would do – you know these people well. We all do. They are the ones who bump into you at the grocery store without a word of apology. The people who win the lottery and then talk about how they’ll never quit their day job. They are the people who inherit time machines disguised as grandfather clocks.

There will be no great revelations for them, no shocking life lessons (and – as a result – no sudden change to their emotional makeup). No language barriers (they don’t even listen in English), no pre-planning, no deep thinking. And they probably won’t be mortally persecuted or victimized or hurt because they’ve always been lucky. And they will continue to be. Marci and Bill don’t even know what a time paradox is. Nor would they care. 

Fuckwits like the Finkles don’t have time to change. They are too busy barreling through life collecting their pay each time they pass go. And, though one might loftily like to think that something as important and mind-blowing as time travel would fall to those more equipped and more respectful to the majesties of life; we all know life isn’t fair – it’s just predictable. Imagine the two people in the world that you would never wish a time machine upon and, voila, the Finkles.



PrePreface

Further side note, Reader:  Nothing in this book has been researched properly, unless you count Wikipedia (you don’t, do you?). Almost all information contained herein is therefore a) likely incorrect, b) based on sweeping assumptions and/or c) erroneous stereotypes, as the author is also a dipshit.

Moving on!
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Chapter 2
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Plainview, Texas, USA

Present Day    

A phone rang. Not an unusual occurrence in most households, but a rare event in the Finkles. Since they infrequently socialized and had no actual hobbies or civic causes, their phones never rang once the laws against unsolicited telemarketing had taken effect. By asking to be put on the no call list of every salesperson who dialed them up, they had successfully eradicated almost all contact with the outside world.

Bill answered, responding after a beat, “I understand. I’m sorry to hear that. We’ll go by to pick up the keys and sign the documents tomorrow.”

Marci looked up from her recreational typing as he hung up the phone, explaining, “Uncle Phinneus died and has left us his home and all contents therein...that was the legal term. His funeral was yesterday though it seems the family forgot to call us. That was Bob.”

Bob was Bill’s only brother. When Bill was a child and less of a butthole, he and Bill spent at least a week, each summer, with their Great Uncle Phinneus and their lovely Aunt Gladys in the country. They would help Gladys in the garden, tinker in Uncle Phinneus’ wood shop and attend country fairs with their kin. With Aunt Gladys’ sudden passing several decades before, the visits stopped altogether. And, though Bill felt small pangs of guilt over the dropped relationship, he continued on with life, graduated from college and married his college sweetheart, Marci. 

Both were fair-skinned with receding chins and unflatteringly similar hairstyles (this was not planned, but had evolved from proximity). One would have thought, at first blush, perhaps they were related. But, upon reviewing birth records, one would have to concede they were not – they were simply cut from the same damp, colorless cloth. If it weren’t for Bill slowly losing his thin hair on top, he and Marci could be mistaken for the same person.

They were married in a simple thirty-thousand-dollar ceremony, dutifully paid for by Marci’s father, who didn’t smile once during the entire savings-draining event. There was a mariachi band playing at the reception – the only original zest to a predictable day, followed by a hollow wedding night and a honeymoon that is documented, but not really remembered nor cherished by either party.

In due course, Bill responsibly got a job as a financial analyst at Withers and McNaulty. Marci abused her four-year degree by taking a series of unsatisfying positions in business. One thing Marci could do well was type. Not original works, mind you – simply reading one thing on one page and typing the exact same thing onto another page. In more pathetic persons, a fully acceptable hobby – and one at which Marci excelled. Her cold and blank exterior made her a boring mystery to most – a mystery too boring about which to muse. This made it difficult for people to know her and like her. Or dislike her. Or remember her. Except for Bill, who did have a fondness for his wife.

They had – as a couple and separately – very few friends. Their neighbors, the Sanders, were their only real friends. And that, at best, was tenuous – like most adult friendships. For the most part, they and the Sanders enjoyed one another’s company to keep up with the Joneses’. They had monthly dinners where they transparently, conversationally, compared their lives to one another’s. Oh, the Sanders got a new SUV. Very nice – the Finkles shall have one as well – but a better color with custom leather seats. If both couples could have just whipped out their theoretical dicks (a shared, couples’ penis, if you will) at one of their few social functions, comparing sizes while pissing on one another – this would have been a better representation of their actual relationship. So yes, in the suburbs, they were best friends. 

As children, neither Bill nor Marci were very remarkable. They both appeared exactly one time in their high school yearbooks (the class picture). And, though they weren’t virgins upon their college courtship, neither had a varied or exciting sexual history. Marci lost her virginity in the 11th grade to a tuba player in the band. It was a very rote, missionary coming together of genitals that wasn’t satisfying for either party or even particularly correct. Unfortunately, Marci had been – as she was now – totally unremarkable. 

Bill, on the other hand, went on the age-old sacred quest for sex that almost every teen boy experiences, at least in the films of his childhood. He tried a variety of plans and approaches, hatched under the bemused and often misleading guide of his older brother, Bob. Bob, it seems, had always resented his little brother and time had done nothing to rectify that relationship. Bob thought Bill was a complete ass (and he was – they both were – and their father and grandfathers were asses as well). 

Bill was rather unassuming as an adult, but he did possess some vague quality that inspired immediate amnesia in most gentle souls. There was no obvious reason – people just forgot him. They served him his food, took his money for dry-cleaning - and went on. He wasn’t rude. He wasn’t personable. He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t handsome. He, like Marci, just was. All in all, they were the perfect candidates for time travel.  
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“For Chrissakes, Bill,” Marci huffed, standing on her toes to peer into the window of the dilapidated woodshop, “It looks empty.”

“It’s not empty,” Bill hopped a bit to get a view over her shoulder, “I think I see some shit in there.”

“Shit is right,” Marci rolled her eyes, sighing dramatically as she stepped back. 

The trip to Uncle Phinneus’ property had been draining. An hour-long drive north, followed by a thirty-minute wait for the lawyer from whom they had picked up the keys to their new property. It seems there was very little information to be had about Bill’s Great Uncle’s death - only that a natural gas explosion had leveled the very house Bill had inherited and all contents therein, including Uncle Phinneus. Though there was still a portion of the garage and a woodshed with some sundry items left, the lawyer mentioned after an awkward pause. Bill and Marci had gone directly from his offices to view their bounty, discovering a crater where the house once stood, wood and metal shrapnel decorating the mangled pine trees of the yard and the tilted shell of the garage. A few hundred feet away stood the woodshop – completely intact. 

From all reports – by this, what local gossip the lawyer’s assistant could dredge up from memory while they waited - Uncle Phinneus had let the house go over the years anyway, disappearing for months while leaving it in disrepair, reappearing without warning for short stays before leaving again on purported business trips, though no one knew what this business could possibly be – antiquing, perhaps? It remained a mystery. His behavior had become even more eccentric in the end, until he’d dropped out of society altogether, spending his last months doddering about his woodshop, ignoring calls and texts while the house fell in around him.  

As the Finkles swung the door open, they saw the woodshop was almost curiously empty. The plank floors were dusty and littered with rusting paint cans, baubles and scraps, but there was nothing of value inside. Except...

And then, as the grey clouds overhead cleared for just a moment, Bill spotted it. There, in the very back of the woodshop - standing alone and majestic in a hazy strand of sunlight – was an exquisite, towering grandfather clock! Bill remembered the clock from his childhood visits! He could have shouted in delight but settled for a smirk.

“That’s it?” Marci groaned. “The whole drive for that – a crappy clock.” 

As if on cue, the clock began to chime. The dust in the room shimmered and Bill fell silent. The woodwork of the clock gleamed with carved etchings of forests and stars, moons and suns. It appeared to Bill that the images vibrated with energy as the clock chimed, the air coming to life around them for just a moment. Whatever it was, it made the hair on Bill’s arms stand up. Marci ran her hands over her chapped elbows, shivering violently. The clock peeled on. In their discomfort, they didn’t notice the envelope lying on the floor to the right...the envelope with big block letters that clearly read, BILL FINKLE – YOU MUST READ THIS FIRST! Needless to say, as Bill stepped on the oversized envelope without a care, kicking it aside in the process, he did not. 

“It looks like a Bavarian nightmare,” Marci insisted once they got the clock home, “I don’t understand what your uncle was thinking.”

Bill gazed fondly at his inheritance, remembering his uncle spending inordinate amounts of time tweaking the inner workings of the grand old timepiece, telling him on more than one occasion, “When you’re older, this will go to you. Your brother hasn’t shown any interest, like your father and his, but I have a feeling you might appreciate it.” When Bill hadn’t seemed sufficiently impressed, Phinneus continued, adjusting several of the dials, “It’s an old family heirloom. Very old. But Bill, don’t ever touch these dials when I’m not around, do you understand?  It could be dangerous.”

At the time, Bill didn’t understand. He still didn’t. And he wouldn’t for just a short time more. What he did understand was that he didn’t want to waste this beauty in an unairconditioned shed like his Uncle. He wanted to enjoy it. Flaunt it. Show it to his neighbors, the Sanders, for a start. He just had to figure out how to wind it up and get it working. What could be so hard about a wind-up clock?  It wasn’t a stick shift. Though it did appear more complicated than your average timepiece, upon first review. There were at least five different dials set within the face in addition to the three hands of the clock – it was impossible to know what each dial controlled. Day, month, year. What more was there?

Regardless, he’d loved to see the grand antique in his formal dining room later. It looked downright regal. To justify this well-debated installation, he’d spent the last two hours painstakingly polishing each carving gracing the sturdy wooden body of the clock – each star, each sun and half sun and every moon and quarter moon - dusting and tweaking a dial here or there on the face of the great thing while poking around. Eventually, Marci called Bill away for garden chores and he took one last, defiant glance at his new possession, promising himself he’d figure out how to set it properly tomorrow.
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Marci’s fork grazed her bottom teeth as she took another tentative bite of her plank grilled salmon, producing an irritating noise in the dead silence of the kitchen. As they had for the three preceding years, Marci and Bill dutifully had dinner with Jim and Alice Sanders at least once a month. The couples really had no more in common than geography, lack of interests, wall color, and age. Therefore, after talking gardens, neighborhood watch transgressions and local economy, these dinners inevitably descended into a dreadfully dull, awkward silence.

“This salmon is wonderful, Marci!” Alice offered quietly, “You’ll have to tell me how you prepared it!” Alice Sanders hated salmon. And yet, self-flagellation so often goes unnoticed in the suburbs.

Marci smiled, flattered by the compliment and opened her mouth to reply, but was interrupted by a booming, peeling ripple of bells from the dining room as the new clock made its presence known. 

Bill slapped his palms onto the table, muttering, “Now how do you like that – goddamn clock just goes off whenever it feels like it.” He rose to silence it. 

The clock he had been so excited to bring home had, in the course of mere days, become a constant irritant. Neither he nor Marci could figure out how to set it correctly and it had been tolling the hours at very strange times since. Jim and Alice perked up at this introduction to their solemn dinner. 

Jim stood with Bill, “Maybe I could take a look at it, Bill. You know I’m a bit of a tinkerer. I’m sure I’ve mentioned I’ve been rebuilding that ’69 Jaguar in my garage,” he strode into the dining room a step behind Bill, catching his breath when he spied the magnificent clock. Whistling through his teeth, he admitted, “Wow, Bill! What a beauty.”

Bill suppressed a self-satisfied smile, wincing as Jim reached out to touch one of the dials embedded in the face of the clock. He pushed Jim’s hand aside.

“Jim, that’s okay. I can figure this out myself, just need to futz with it. I’m sure I’ll be able to set it properly on my second try.” 

Jim’s face fell as he stepped away from the clanging clock, watching helplessly as Bill began to slap the sides of the clock and pointlessly adjusted all of the visible dials. 

“Just go on and join the ladies, will you, Jim. I’ll just be a moment, pretty sure I’ve got this figured out now.”

Jim made one last motion to reach out towards the dials of the clock as Bill waved him away, before backing regretfully from the formal dining room and re-entering the kitchen with a happy whistle. 

Bill, still moving the arms of the clock face to reset it, huffed under his breath, “No need to tinker, Jim...you fake fuck. I’ll just get this going and...” 

Boom. With a flash and a whoosh, Bill disappeared completely from Earth. The three diners in the kitchen tilted their heads inquisitively for a moment, shrugged and continued their conversation.

Alice smiled, “So, Marci...you were telling us about the inheritance. The clock?” she inquired.

Marci began to recite the sad litany of the grandfather clock, telling in hushed tones of their utter disappointment in the small pittance of an inheritance hardly worth the drive. She revealed that after his heretofore-rarely-mentioned-distant uncle’s death, the noisy clock was the only potential thing of value left since the house and all contents therein (including Uncle Phinneus) were destroyed. Marci confided that she did feel the woodwork of it was exceptional, if not slightly creepy and gothic, and that it had been allowed in the dining room on a probationary basis. 

Jim and Alice, for once, seemed transfixed by Marci’s story as she waxed on ineloquently for almost ten minutes. Therefore, they all jumped when the clock chimed again – breaking the web of macabre after-dinner small talk. It was then they heard his screams. Bill was screaming as though he’d seen a ghost. 
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Southern Coast of Texas 

(near present-day Corpus Christi)

Spring Sea Harvest Celebration, Early 1600’s 

In the first minutes of his travel to the past, Bill was taken completely unawares. One moment he was futzing with the dials on the grandfather clock, the next moment – Bang. Whoosh. Business casual in the midst of a rollicking Native American celebration. 

At first, it felt as though he’d vanished, dissolving into nothingness. He was aware that he was, he just wasn’t sure where his physical body fit into this new reality. It was a surreal sensation, like dreaming – the kind of dream where you still know who you are inside, but it’s less important what you are outside (secret of the universe right there, folks. Enjoy). It was as if he was a brain without substance, purely traveling energy (and he was). 

Then, slowly, he felt his body downloading substance again – a feeling of having his essence scanned like a computer program, bit by bit, building a corporeal lifeform versus an avatar. Overall, the entire curious experience gave him the tingles. 

Once reformatted, Bill shook his head to see straight, turning habitually toward the open door of the dining room, but it was no longer there. Instead, there were the gleaming, tattooed, writhing bodies of at least one hundred indigenous peoples leaping and yipping, whirling and dancing around him. Bill froze. The wild chanting and singing stopped suddenly as well. 

The Native Americans, who had just moments before been dancing in honor of the Gods of the Sea Hunt, stood motionless before him, mouths agape. Only the oblivious drummers had yet to look up. The beating of their skin drums reverberated through the darkness, scored by the loop of the surf in the distance.

Bill was attired in his typical suburban uniform. Khaki pants, a comfortable pull-over golf shirt, loafers, ankle socks and a retro phone holster. Reflexively, he reached for his phone. The natives likewise reached for their weapons.

Was this a huge joke?  Had the Sanders drugged him during dinner? Too much to drink?  A stroke?  What had he been doing before he got here? He’d been touching the clock. The clock! It dawned on him then that perhaps his Uncle was right. The clock was dangerous. There was, of course, no way for Bill to readily ascertain where he was or when, for that matter. 

So, there Bill stood, phone in hand – frozen. The natives froze, weapons poised in hand. One lone drummer – head down, into his craft – had yet to look up and notice the hubbub. He played on, his drum staccato echoing merrily through the camp, oblivious until nudged by the drummer beside him. Glancing up, his hands stilled as he beheld one William Ray Finkle.

Texting furiously, “WTF, U There? WTF??? Frown. Fire. Poo emoji” as the tribe watched patiently and curiously, Bill punched the screen with practiced thumbs. Not surprisingly, he couldn’t get cell service. Some of the more superstitious natives began moaning fearfully, regarding the stranger warily as the children were pushed behind elders or handed off to fleeing kin. One diminutive tribesman, however, was pushed forward by the others.

Hesitantly, a feather-caped, wrinkled elder sporting a hooded, beaked mask resembling a bird approached Bill. He held his right hand up in a peaceful, palm-forward position. Bill holstered his phone, enthusiastically returning the gesture with a friendly, Texas smile. The flash of his white teeth nearly blinded the old man, who shielded his eyes instinctively. Spectators gasped. Bill had just had his teeth professionally bleached the week prior and the results were, as promised, striking.

The old man hobbled forward to stand directly before Bill, boldly ogling him as a withered hand snaked out to lightly touch Bill’s chest. At first contact, the hand jerked back as if burned. He gasped. The tribe gasped. The Bird Man turned, shushing them impatiently before running his other gnarled hand slowly, appreciatively across the left shoulder of Bill’s golf shirt. The fifty-fifty cotton-spandex polyblend was the softest material the Bird Man had ever touched. 

He pounded Bill’s chest and arms more firmly as if to reassure himself that this creature was indeed a solid being before stepping back and raising his right arm into the air, silencing the grumbling crowd as people pushed and shoved to see what would happen next. 

The Bird Man addressed Bill directly while pointing to the sky as Bill shook his head in agreement. “Nah yun a hunt cut hah bee...?” He repeated his question, pointing to the dark night sky. “Nah yun a hunt cut hah bee...?” 

Bill looked up at the sky with him, searchingly, as if they were watching an impressive 4th of July fireworks show, nodding approvingly. He’d learned this type of defensive maneuvering at an employee management seminar in Tulsa. It was called mirroring. To accomplish this, you simply mirrored the person to whom you were speaking, copying their body language and general disposition. Satisfied, the Bird Man let out a high-pitched ululation, whirling around to speaking loudly, forcefully to the gathered people. 

Words Bill thought he heard: “Peach tree. Weebalos. Any outie. Yuhoo – washeteria – dismay. Eh, eh, Novartis.”

Loose Translation: “I have no idea who this man is or where he came from. Since he has shown up during a holy celebration, we won’t kill him tonight. Maybe he is indeed a God – I mean, he does have a really soft shirt. But he doesn’t look like a God, so I’m not sure. I say let’s just wait and see what this weird looking fucker does.” 

The tribe whooped with joy and relief, merrily surrounding Bill while leading him to the place of honor closest to the fire where they fed him raw sea urchin and took turns rapturously caressing his shirt for the rest of the pleasant evening.
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Within the week, Bill was comfortably integrated into the loose patterns of daily tribal life. He still sported his polyblend top, but it was now stained beyond recognition from the frequent pettings it received. In addition, his khakis had been rendered unwearable due to an unfortunate incident involving a jellyfish and were quietly replaced with a doeskin loincloth. This loincloth, to the enduring amusement of the entire tribe, exposed the better part of Bill’s pale, hairy, pimply ass. But, he owned the look and the Karankawa admired his style, if nothing else – as he paraded through camp thusly.

Bill’s first morning in residence, he had pathetically, futilely, wandered the Corpus dunes calling out his wife’s name. The natives hung back in the shadows, watching and whispering. With no idea what or who this Mar Seeeee could be, they did little but hope he wasn’t placing a curse on them. Nothing changed. It appeared he had not. He’d next walked the perimeter of the camp, his hands shielding his eyes from the bright sun –gazing stoically in all directions, climbing to the tops of the beach dunes at dusk, hoping to spy the electric lights of civilization. Even the distant horn of a luxury cruise liner would have reassured him. But there was nothing. The world was silent. His own world, gone. 

And, in the evening, as he eyed the camp in the waning firelight – the bark huts, the drying animal skins, the naked children, the corn and beans hanging from the eaves of each small hut, his tattered golf shirt – he realized, this couldn’t be a joke. He was now either in another dimension, another time or some other fuckery of supernatural origin. In the end, he had to accept that this was his life now. The clock was gone. This was home.

And, although the Karankawa of the coast still had their doubts as to Bill’s origins, they found him quite amusing, earning him a new role as tribal jester and, in the process, becoming an instant celebrity. They had at the current time no plans to kill their guest though, collectively, people had come to suspect he might be an extraterrestrial infant as his self-preservation and tracking skills were so stunted and his naivety in all matters so profound. 

Unaware of this judgment by the natives, Bill was having a high time. He had been given his own hut. The spring weather was pleasant. He’d gone foraging with the ladies of camp several times and he felt strangely, shockingly, liberated without cell service. Assuming he now blended seamlessly into their culture, he’d convinced himself he’d begun to even think like the true people, at one with nature. He had not, but this misguided belief would stick with him for the rest of his life. 

In fact, the cell phone was currently being used to pulverize acorns by Bill’s new housekeeper, whom he had been awarded due to his rising status in camp. This housekeeper was actually Bill’s Karankawan wife – but she was a hard fifty and Bill misunderstood the purpose of their bonding ceremony. Two Berries had outlived several previous husbands and, currently single and looking to mingle, happily left the squalor of her sister’s crowded wikiup to join with Beel (his tribal name). She, like many of her kin, had quickly concluded Beel was simply a large child in an albino space-bear’s body, the kind they’d seen etched on the walls of the red rock caves back east. But, she loved him all the same. Two Berries was prepping the breakfast mush and singing a tuneless ditty squatting in the shade of the hut, reflecting on her happiness with her new husband/boychild.

Since he wasn’t yet old enough, in her opinion, to engage in sexual congress, Two Berries greatly enjoyed simply holding Beel sternly, his face pushed into her pendulous bosoms, stroking and shushing him as you would a cranky toddler. Bill enthusiastically surrendered to this activity aside from a few brief moments of struggle in the beginning but had yet to make the connection between his frustrated outbursts when learning basic tasks like fire-making and Two Berries’ patented baby-swaddling technique. 

On this crisp day, as Bill stepped from his bark covered wikiup, surveying the morning activities, the stately Chief Heron Legs appeared at his side, gazing down at Bill with the kind, concerned eyes of earnest middle-management. The Chief was tall, as were most Karankawa, and his long silver hair gave him a distinction Bill couldn’t help but admire. He spoke, pointing toward the grassy fields beyond the beach, motioning Bill to accompany him to the dunes, where a group of gathered warriors, each holding a precious longbow, awaited. 

Heron Legs had noticed Bill’s reluctance to join the others in the torture and consumption of their enemy captives the evening before. He was concerned Bill could turn out to be the unthinkable – a coward. But, the Chief hoped better for this god baby, including plans for Beel to reproduce one day, perhaps dividing into at least three separate Gods as he’d heard they were wont to do across the seas. Therefore, he’d decided during his morning constitutional – while thinking on the issue – Beel should be taken out with the men to train. Perhaps the All Fathers had sent this unformed blob of a boy god for him to shape, to direct? 

Bill’s hosts, the Karankawa, were excellent shots with a longbow. Their longbowmanship would have impressed even the English, who were known for their prowess with a similar instrument of death across the Atlantic. It was an intimidating weapon for a man with limited upper body strength. But then, the craziest thing happened. Bill – who was, at best, mediocre in all aspects of life – excelled with the longbow. Whether it was two weeks a summer for three consecutive years at Boy Scout camp or mere whimsy, Bill impressed even himself as he took his place behind the behemoth weapon. 

Initially, the other men giggled when Beel stepped forward and clumsily embraced the huge bow, snickering as he released the quilled arrow in a jerky motion. But then – silence. The arrow quivered with life, zinging through the humid air striking two flying herons from a great distance, both creatures pierced dramatically through the heart with one arrow - the birds flying up, startled from their tasks on the dunes of the beach. The astonished warriors couldn’t believe their eyes. The dying herons twirled down gracefully to the edge of the water, flowing in with the tide, their blood mingling with the foam of the surf. Heron Legs ran forward and plucked up his namesakes victoriously, holding the entwined birds above his head. His mouth cracked into a joyous grin and Bill’s chest swelled with pride. 

It wasn’t just beginner’s luck. Beel continued his streak with the longbow – a savant with the weapon. He was the talk of the township that evening and Two Berries basked in the adoration, petting Beel possessively as countless new friends dropped by their fire, watching Bill pantomime his wondrous doings over and over, relishing the attention. 

The Chief had dropped by the fire earlier, presenting Bill with an official gift of esteem – a brown wolf-dog. The Karankawa prized their canines. They didn’t seem to possess horses, so their dogs – along with being treated as favored pets of the camp – were also their supply transport, a pallet dragging in the mud behind the dogs. Bill had meant to build a wheel for these poor bastards since he’d arrived, but he just hadn’t gotten around to it. If he was being honest, they seem to get along just fine without them, really.

Only one man in the camp seemed immune to Bill’s charms. He was not awed. He was suspicious and jealous. He was the chief’s son-in-law, Deer in the Swamps, named as such because he ran slowly and his wide set eyes gave him a perpetually startled expression on his face. 

The chief’s five wives had ten daughters – the Chief had labored at marrying off the many daughters of his many wives and his eighth daughter was short and homely. Her tattoos didn’t compliment her face in any way, but she was a good cook and a skilled gatherer. Deer in the Swamps had married Small Head Woman with the hopes of ingratiating himself to Heron Legs, who had no living sons. Emboldened by this, he’d been clumsily, transparently, scheming to take over the family dynasty since the day he’d married into the family. 

This new addition to the band – this obnoxious, celestial infant – was a nuisance to him. Deer in the Swamps had narrowed his eyes, carefully watching this Beel squirm his way into the good graces of the Chief. But he knew the Gods didn’t resemble round, white, soft-skinned baby-men. The Gods were Turtles and Foxes who led men to their destinies and tricked and punished them when they were bad. Everyone knew that. So, Deer in the Swamps watched, and waited. 
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Bill had picked a good season to appear to the Karankawa on the south Texas coast. It was during the sea harvest, before the great migration to the hill country and after the hunts. It was a time of leisure for them and Bill had heartily enjoyed his stay thus far. He’d given up hopes of ever seeing Marci again (rather quickly, all things considered), with no notion of how he’d ever return to her. He wondered (on occasion) what she was doing, imagining her anguish over his disappearance. 

To be clear, there was no anguish. Currently, in Marci’s time, she was still bitching about the clock to Jim and Alice as Bill had been missing from Plainview for less than five minutes and no one had noticed.

Heron Legs continued to dote on his protégé. People noticed. There was talk of a new naming, something more reflective of this new Beel. Bill himself remained unaffected by it all. How could he be? He still, after all this time, didn’t understand a single word anyone spoke to him. He’d learned nothing. 

Beel’s small concession to his old lifestyle was to fashion himself a toilet chair. It was one type of torture to defecate in the copse of small blowsy trees by the coastlines, yet a whole other ring of hell to squat on the ground with no support, relying on shaky, under-developed calf muscles, and take your twenty minute morning bm. Therefore, to accommodate his new fiber-filled diet, Bill built himself a perch. 

Two Berries had laughed and laughed at it, but Bill had noticed his toilet chair was missing after the oyster eating contest several days before – the very contest Two Berries won after shucking and sucking down more than forty oysters in ten minutes. He knew the sly minx had used it, but let it pass. She was a tidy housekeeper and nursemaid, one worth retaining, and therefore entitled to her secrets.

Deer in the Swamps continued watching Beel closely, yet Bill did not notice. He was preoccupied with his life at camp and the training of his gifted wolf-dog, Poot. Beel named the dog Poot because she was a brindle bitch the color of a turd, but she was a sweet and loyal dog and Beel loved her upon first sight.  

In addition to the rumblings of Beel’s renaming, the Chief was on the lookout for a husband for his tenth daughter. Everyone called her Lovely Doe Eyes. But, it was said that Heron Legs was considering Beel as her husband-to-be.

Deer in the Swamps was furious. Of all the sisters, of course Heron Legs would offer Lovely Doe Eyes to him. He had hoped she would be his second wife. He had to find a way to unmask Beel soon, because he could not believe this asshole’s luck. 

For almost two months, Deer in the Swamps surveilled Beel, shadowing his every move. Waiting to make his own. All in all, a colossal waste of time spent watching Bill shit happily on his homemade toilet chair. Watching Beel slobber all over Poot and laze about with Two Berries serving him his meals, watching Beel continue to defy logic and excel in odd arenas such as bare-handed fishing, weaving and farting contests (to be fair, that last competition was Bill’s own brainchild). 

When the opportunity finally arose for Deer in the Swamps, it was quicker and simpler than he’d ever imagined. He knew Beel was not all he seemed. And, though the Karankawa were fairly isolated in this hot, humid stretch of Texas, they weren’t entirely ignorant of the world. Most had at least encountered one or two white men in their lifetime, usually the Spaniards. The only thing Deer in the Swamps could see that set Beel apart from those Europeans was his complete and total ignorance in all things. Even they knew some things. For that reason, he could forgive Heron Leg’s initial mistake. But, as the weeks and now months had gone by, this Beel had done nothing godly. How could the tribe not see this?  This God had not improved the sea harvest. He had not defeated their enemies with curses. He had not cured the breathing sickness. There were no magical happenings such as talking animals or snow in summer. 

He’d heard that the white man worshipped a Being residing in the clouds – a large man with a whip that beat his earthly children when they displeased him. He reasoned that if this man was that vengeful, surely tossing Bill down to the Karankawa when he proved so incredibly worthless wasn’t out of the question. Of course, this circular rationale could conversely indicate Beel was a God? Frankly, it made his head hurt and Deer in the Swamps had almost convinced himself he was mistaken in his suspicions when he happened by Beel’s wikiup early one evening, just before dinner.

Two Berries had captured and cooked a large turkey and was busy by the fire pulling off choice bits of the sizzling meat for later as Poot and several other dogs scrambled at her feet, begging for scraps. Two Berries threw out several large bones, one of which Poot gobbled up with gusto. However, greedy in her gulping, Poot suddenly made a wretched strangling noise and began to stagger. Two Berries screamed as the dog choked with pathetic silent retching sounds.

Bill dropped his toilet seat, sprinting to Poot’s side as he emerged from the brush. He grabbed the dog up, pounding her back, which did nothing to dislodge the bone from her throat. He frantically grabbed the dog’s feet, turning her upside down while heartily slapping her back but the bone remained lodged tightly in her throat, too far down to extract with his fingers. Finally, in desperation, as Poot gagged and wheezed, Bill dropped down behind her, reaching his arms around her chest to latch his hands together and began Heimliching the dog. 

After four deep thrusts from his clenched fists under the dog’s ribcage, the bone flew from her mouth and Poot ran off as if nothing had happened. Bill sank down on his haunches, breathing heavily as he silently lauded his own heroics. 

Unfortunately, it was at the exact moment Beel was Heimliching Poot that Deer in the Swamps sauntered by in the shadows. He and several others emerging from their wikiups in response to Two Berries’ hysterical shouts witnessed this peculiar turn of events. They saw Beel mount his dog from behind and pump enthusiastically over the poor animal while Two Berries screamed in horror. After endless moments of assault, the dog finally escaped his grasp and ran away. 

As mentioned before, the Karankawa loved their dogs. They abhorred all kinds of animal abuse. And Beel – who had saved his dog via the Heimlich maneuver – had just, in their eyes, publicly defiled his own dog. Unfortunately, in the gloaming of the evening sun – to those who’d never had the opportunity to witness this life-saving technique – it did look rather suspicious.

Bill stood, noticing the uncomfortable silence and the scornful eyes upon him. He laughed uncomfortably. Someone hissed. He sensed the crowd was confused by the Heimlich method and so began pantomiming the maneuver for them, all while smiling broadly, assuring them, “She’s fine. See. All good.” 

To those watching, this dog-raping monster was now reenacting his crime, unrepentant. They turned away in disgust. Even Two Berries silently retreated to the wikiup. The turkey grew dry on the fire and no one showed up for dinner. 

For Deer in the Swamps, this was the exact moment he’d been waiting for. He had no love for dog abusers himself and righteously gathered up several of the more horrified eye-witnesses and went directly to his father-in-law, Heron Legs.
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Heron Legs refused to believe the story his jealous and spiteful son-in-law told him about Beel, but four other witnesses verified the tale. Heart heavy, he set out the next morning to question Beel, sure there was a God-like explanation. Arriving at his wikiup he found Beel sitting by the fire without a care in the world, stroking Poot, who lay across his legs. This cozy scene did not help dispel any rumors. Nor did Two Berries’ explanation when questioned, stating Beel had performed some kind of humping ritual (not exactly what she called intercourse) on the dog which had magically spit the bone out once complete. She could not confirm or deny the sorcery was of a sexual nature. 

When Heron Legs, with signing, questioned Beel further on the subject – Beel enthusiastically reenacted his Heimliching of Poot, happy to demonstrate repeatedly with a smile, a way to save anyone, dog or man, from choking. Even using Two Berries in front of him, fists clenched under her ample chest, smiling and thrusting to demonstrate - the technique was still misconstrued, leaving Two Berries embarrassed, confused and slightly turned on.

It was a total communications clusterfuck ending with Bill being labeled a dog copulator, then relocated to the nether regions of the camp with the whores and widows where he was quickly frozen out of all polite Karankawa society. Though Heron Legs had been forced to devalue Beel or lose face, he was not cruel enough to take Beel’s dog or woman, but the nuptial offer of Lovely Doe Eyes was rescinded. As quickly as he had risen in regard, Beel descended. Self-pity fueled his days. Two Berries watched helplessly as Bill moped through several soul-crushing weeks of despair. But then one day, the winds of fate blew him again. 

He heard in the distance, over the hum of camp and the gurgle of the lapping waves, a horn. And voices. Spanish voices drifting over the shallow waters of the bay. The dogs began to bark. The tribe began to buzz. 

Bill hurried from his remote wikiup, intent on warning Heron Legs of the danger, realizing from the expressions of curiosity and wonder on the many faces he passed in his mad dash that this tribe didn’t fear the Conquistadors, their glimpses and stories of them from relatives so far benign. It seemed the Spaniards hadn’t found much to bother them about yet, but since the rumors of the cities of gold began circulating in Europe, the natives now had something to fear. To them, gold was still just a soft, useless metal.

Panting, Bill reached Heron Leg’s grand wikiup, dashing past several of Heron Leg’s wives loitering outside sifting palmetto fronds, finding Heron Legs with yet another wife plucking the hairs from her husband’s armpit with chopstick tweezers. 

Startled, they looked up in unison as Bill burst inside, gesturing to the beach, trying to catch his breath and warn them. “Conquistadors. You must run. They are dangerous men. Don’t just stare at me, Run!” Bill pantomimed fleeing – pointing at himself, then Heron Legs and Heron Leg’s wife. 

Heron Legs stared at Bill, his brow creased, a deep frown of doubt on his face. He understood the urgency in Bill’s voice, assuming it was about the visitors but he’d already been told of the sighting of the winged boat filled with men who wore shiny water skin headpieces. Their previous encounters with them had been peaceful. At times, the strange, armored men came and asked questions about local landmarks or asked for food. The Karankawa always obliged. Because of his innate trust, it took Heron Legs several minutes once Bill reluctantly fled to recognize the sound of screams. And a popping noise. He didn’t know what the popping was. He had never seen nor heard a gun until this moment

The Spaniards stormed the beach, setting fire to the nearest abodes, stomping through the camp shouting nonsense to the native’s ears. Several severe-looking, tonsured friars in black tranquilly trailed behind the invading forces as Bill scurried and dodged bodies and obstructions with Frogger-like precision, quite confusing several furious Spaniards as he zigzagged through the camp, past the battling Karankawa making fairly short work of the surprised Spaniards with their fierce longbows. 

Two Berries, eyes blurry from the smoke enveloping the camp, staggered outside, searching the fleeing crowds frantically for her Beel, her heart leaping as she spotted him to her left - no the right, no the left – sprinting boldly through the melee. Poot bolted past her and ran, tail wagging wildly, towards Bill - flailing his arms, shouting “Run, Two Berries, Run!”, his voice hoarse from the thickening smoke. 

Two Berries waved back, “Beel!” 

Bill grabbed a cudgel from a dead warrior as he ran, hefting it aloft on pure adrenaline, screaming for Two Berries to save herself, the dog and his toilet chair. But, Two Berries could see the danger behind him - a silver man riding a huge deer gaining on Beel, his deadly lance poised in the air before descending. Poot launched like a pouncing jaguar, her sharp teeth chomping down on the flashing metal of the bayonet. 

Bang. Boom. Whoosh. 

Darkness. Then, a slow reconstitution of one’s self. Bill wondered if he had died, hearing Two Berries’ screams just as he spied the lance from the corner of his eye, Poot lunging for the deadly projectile with teeth bared. He raised his cudgel in self-defense, glass showering over him as he leapt about trying to get out from under the raining shards. He heard voices. A light flipped on. Why was there glass all over him?
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