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PLANET EARTH 

 

“BOOM.” 

What a storm out there.  And it’s dark—a dark, dark night. 

“FLASH.” 

Strange.  I saw something when the lightning lit up the backyard. 

“BOOM.” 

Wait.  What was that “boom?”  Was that thunder or what?  What was it?  Something’s 

out there by the window.  And what’s that orange glow?  Something’s moving around 

glowing orange. 

“Tap.”  “Tap.”  “Tap.” 

And it’s tapping on my window.  Oh my gosh.  What do I do? 

And there’s a sign that glows: 

“Do you want to go for a ride?” 

“What?” 

So, I go to the window and before I can do anything, an orange man takes me through 

the closed window, waves his hand and the rain stops. 

“Hello Amy.  My name is Blank.  Let’s go for a ride.” 

“How did you stop the rain?  And how do you know my name? 

“I’ve known about you for a long time,” says Blank, “your blond hair, your blue eyes, 

you’re always looking for adventure.” 

Well, I’m thinking, Blank is a different looking guy, about my height, real cute.  He has 

long wavy light blond hair, gorgeous blue eyes, a long nose and a sexy kinda mouth.  

And he glows orange. 

“Where’s your car?” I ask. 

“What car?” he says. “We’re riding in my personal spaceship.” 

“What?”  Where to?” 
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“To my pad.” 

“Wait a minute.  What the hell is going on?  And where is this pad?” 

“On Mars.” 

“What?  I’ve heard plenty of lines, but this is the best one yet.” 

“Wouldn’t you like to see Mars?  You didn’t get into college.  What will you do?  

Besides, you can go to college on Mars…What’s the matter?  Don’t you trust me?” 

“No.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t trust anyone who glows orange.” 

“OK.” 

Then all of a sudden, he starts glowing blue. 

“OK.” I say.  “I’ve got to see this for myself.  I’ll take that spaceship with you.  We’ll go to 

Mars. 

So, there in the backyard was the spaceship, glowing blue, and the size of an SUV, but 

without wheels.   Blank opens the door and in we go.  And we sit down in real 

comfortable seats. 

“Let me punch in the directions on the dash.  It will take a minute.” 

Then, next thing I know, the spaceship rises straight up. 

“How long a trip is it?”  I ask. 

“It’s a long trip,” says Blank.  “Four hours.” 

“What?  Four hours to go to Mars?  It takes a lot longer to go from New York to 

California.” 

Then Blank asks, “Would you like dinner?” 

“OK,” I say.  “I really had dinner and I’m supposed to be in bed sleeping now, but 

another dinner sounds great.” 

“Open the drawer in front of you,” says Blank. 
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And we both open our drawers.  And there’s dinner. 

“What is this?”  I ask.  It smells like eggs. 

“It’s marshmallow omelet with chocolate syrup dressing.” 

“Oh, I’m glad I ate already.” 

“Try it,” says Blank. 

“OK…Ymmm, this is good.” 

“I have the same,” says Blank.  “I love it for dinner.”   

And we both eat.  Then afterwards: 

“Do you want dessert?”  says Blank. 

“OK.  What’s for dessert?” 

“Baked potato.” 

“No thank you,” I say. 

So Blank picks up his baked potato from the drawer with his hand and starts eating. 

“Why are all those holes in the potato?”  I ask. 

“That’s where they stick in the chocolate chips.” 

“Chocolate chips?”  I say. 

“Yes, chocolate chips with caramel.” 

“Maybe I’ll have dessert after all.” 

“OK,” says Blank.  “Open your drawer.” 

Then we both sit there enjoying dessert. 

Afterwards Blank says, “That was a good dinner.” 

“Yeah,” I say.  “And I’m afraid to ask what comes next?” 

“BOOM.” 

“Well, now we are on Mars,” says Blank.  But you have to glow.  Do you want to glow 

orange or do you want to glow blue?” 
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“What about purple?”  I say.  “I like purple.” 

“No,” you can’t glow purple.” 

“Why not?”  I ask. 

“Because purple is the enemy.  Blue and orange do not get along with purple.” 

“Do blue and orange get along with each other?” 

“Yes,” says Blank.  We are very open-minded.  But I’ll make us both glow orange.” 

“OK,” I say. 

“And you will need a mask,” says Blank. 

“Oh, you have the pandemic here on Mars?” 

“Absolutely,” says Blank.  “But here we don’t call it panDEMIC.  We call it panDAMNIT.” 

“Oh, DAMNIT, that’s good.” 

“Please,” says Blank.  “Don’t curse.” 

Then the two oranges mask-up and leave the spaceship, which now also glows orange. 

“Look at all these people.”  I say.  “And they are all rushing somewhere.  Where are they 

rushing?” 

“Oh, there is a rally tonight,” says Blank.  “Let’s join them.”  

“OK,” I say.  “But nobody is wearing a mask.” 

“Oh,” says Blank.  “No one wears masks at rallies.” 

“Why not?”  I ask. 

“Because,” explains Blank.  “We must be independent.” 

Then we start rushing to the rally.  We get there and decide to sit in the back, away from 

everyone. 

“What’s going on?”  I ask. 

“It’s a tug-of-war between the yellow team and the green team, each pulling on a rope.  

Sometimes the rope goes one way.  Sometimes the other way.” 

“And when does it end?”  I ask. 
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“Oh,” says Blank.  “It ends on Election Day.” 

“And what does the winner get?”  I ask. 

“Oh,” says Blank.  “The winner gets to run the country.” 

And we both watch the event while the audience screams.  And they scream.  And they 

scream.  Every time the rope moves, they scream. 

“And this ends on Election Day?”  I ask.  “When is that?” 

“In one month,” says Blank. 

“And why is there a band playing?” 

“Well,” says Blank, “to keep pace with the screams and put it to music.” 

“And who are those men walking around?”  I say pointing to the men. 

“Oh,” says Blank.  “Those are the bouncers.  They throw out anyone who is disruptive.” 

“Let’s go,” I say.  “Too much screaming.” 

So, we leave and then put on our masks.  And we walk and we walk on the red dirt path 

on the red Planet Mars. 

“We’ve been walking and walking.”  I say.  “And all I see is this big fence.  What’s if for?” 

“To keep out intruders,” says Blank. 

“But I don’t see anyone here.” 

“Don’t you see all these holes in the fence?” says Blank.  “You don’t see any intruders 

because they already came here through the holes.  They were at the rally.” 

“Oh,” I say. 

And we walk and we walk. 

“Wait.”  I say.  “I hear some noise.” 

“That’s where we are going.  That’s where I live.” 

And we walk and we walk.  And the noise gets louder and louder.  People in the 

distance are throwing rocks and they are landing near us. 

“What’s going on?”  I ask. 
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“There’s a peaceful protest going on,” explains Blank. 

“What are they protesting?”  I ask. 

“They are protesting law and order,” Blank explains. 

“I think I’d like to go home,” I say. 

“Are you sure?” says Blank.  “There’s a thunder storm where you live.” 

“Yes, Blank, but you can stop the rain, remember?” 

“OK, Amy.  Let’s go.” 

So, we go back to the orange glowing spaceship.  Blank opens the door and in we go. 

“I just have to punch in directions on the dash,” says Blank. 

Then, like before, straight up we go, then off to Planet Earth.  By now I am exhausted.  

My seat goes back and off I go to sleep…Later: 

“Wake up Amy.  We’re here on Earth.  I’ve landed in your backyard.  And look—no 

rain.” 

“Wait a minute, Blank.  This isn’t my house.  My house is brick.  This is stucco.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“It does look like my house but completely redone.  And why is it all purple?” 

“Yes, Amy, we had better change everything to purple glow and then try to figure all this 

out.  Let’s see, purple glow done, and what?  You know what I did?  We landed at your 

house, all right, but instead of the year 2020, it’s your house in 3020.  Wow!” 

“Let’s get out of here, Blank.” 

“The dials on the dash are stuck. We can’t move.” 

“Now what?”  I yell.  “And what’s all this purple stuff flying around outside?” 

“Take it easy, Amy.  Take it easy.” 

“Take it easy?”  I yell.  “Take it easy.  What the hell should we do?” 

“I’m calling Mars…” 

“So…What do they say?”  I ask. 
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“Can’t get them—It’s all static.  Let’s get out of this spaceship.” 

So, we leave, glowing purple.  We start walking. 

“Look at that wall, Blank.  A purple wall with holes.  And look at all these funny looking 

purple rocks all over the ground. 

“ATTENTION.”  “ATTENTION.”  Goes a loudspeaker from somewhere. 

“ATTENTION.”  “ATTENTION.”  “Rally in one hour.”  “Rally in one hour.” 

“However, there is no one here on the street, Amy.  They must all be at that rally, 

wherever it may be.  Do you want to try and get there?” 

“No, Blank.  No.” 

“So, let’s go back to the spaceship in your backyard,” says Blank.  “Maybe I can start it 

this time.” 

We walk back to the backyard for the spaceship, but when we get there— 

“Where’s the spaceship?”  cries out Blank.  “Where is it?” 

“It’s gone,” I say.  “Where will we eat?  Where will we sleep?” 

“My gosh,” says Blank.  “At least I’m wearing this special watch.  It will tell us where the 

spaceship is.  Let’s see…We have to walk in this direction.” 

And off we go.  We walk and we walk and we walk.  Finally, we come to a park with a 

woods.  We start walking in the woods and— 

“Look, Amy, there’s the spaceship.  And it’s glowing purple.  Let’s go in.”  But— 

“It’s been broken into,” cries out Blank. 

We go inside. 

“We’ve been robbed,” says Blank.  Things are missing.  Where’s the Time Machine?  

Where’s the engine?” 

“What does this mean?”  I ask. 

“It means we’re not going anywhere,” says Blank.  It means we are stuck here on Planet 

Earth in the year 3020.  But we can still live here in the spaceship.  We have a home.” 

To be continued. 
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T H E  N I N T H  D I M E N S I O N  

 

Chapter I 

 

 

 

 “Where are you?  Where are you?”   

 

 “I’m here.  I’m here.  I’m in the ninth dimension.” 

 

 “Ninth dimension?  What’s the ninth dimension?” 

 

 “Three dimensions times three dimensions—that makes the ninth dimension.” 

 

 “Where are you?”  Said Babs. 

 

 “Who are you?”  Said Babs. 

 

 “I’m here.  See the halo around the light.  That’s me.  That’s me.  I’m in the ninth 

dimension.” 

 

 Yawn. 

 

 “What a dream,” thought Babs.   “What a dream—the ninth dimension.  Better get 

up.  Don’t want to be late for work.  The doctor gets very busy.” 

 

 Babs got up, showered, dressed, rushed out, stopped at the coffee shop for 

coffee and muffin to go, and got to the doctor’s office where she is office manager. 

 

 Once at her desk, Babs got very busy.  Lots of paper work.  Lots of patients.  

Babs looked up.  She looked up at the light fixture.  There was a halo around the light—

a halo.  She heard someone whisper, “The ninth dimension.  The ninth dimension.”  

Babs shuddered, but quickly got back to work. 

 

 “Hello,” said a patient.  “I’m here to see Dr. Bill.” 

 

 “Yes, of course,” said Babs. 

 

 “The ninth dimension.  The ninth dimension.” 

 

 Somehow Babs managed to get through the work day and went home.  On the 

way home she picked up dinner at the diner.  While in the diner she looked up at the 

light fixture.  There was a halo around the light. 
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 “The ninth dimension,” said that voice.  “The ninth dimension.” 

 Babs shuddered, grabbed her dinner to go and went home.   

 

 “I’ve got to call Shirley the minute I get home,” thought Babs.  “Maybe she can 

put some sense into my head.” 

 

 As soon as Babs got through the door to her apartment, she put everything down 

and called Shirley. 

 

 Ring!  Ring!  Ring!  Ring! 

 

 Someone picked up the phone. 

 

 “Shirley!  Shirley!” exclaimed Babs. 

 

 “The ninth dimension.  The ninth dimension.” 

 

 Babs managed to get through the evening and went to bed.  She took a sleeping 

pill and somehow managed to fall asleep.  And that was it.  No more scary dreams.  In 

fact she didn’t remember dreaming at all.  The next morning everything was fine.  Day 

after day went by and everything was OK. 

 

 “Thank goodness,” sighed Babs.  “At least I’m not cracking up.” 

 

 Nine weeks went by and then there were halos around the lights again.  And then 

there were halos around everything—the chairs, the tables, the bookcases, everything 

in the apartment. 

 

 Babs shuddered.  “This is weird,” she thought. 

 

 Then Babs went to work—and more halos, halos around all the furniture and 

halos around all the people. 

 

 “I’d better get my eyes checked,” thought Babs. 

 

 Babs made an appointment with the eye doctor. 

 

 She went to the eye doctor and the doctor checked her eyes. 

 

 “I see halos around everything,” she said. 
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 “I don’t see anything wrong with your eyes that would cause that to happen,” said 

the doctor. 

 

 Babs was confused.   

 

 “Maybe I should go to a psychiatrist,” thought Babs, but then dismissed the idea. 

 

 “The ninth dimension.  The ninth dimension.” 

 

 Babs decided she would just have to live with the halos and the voice.  However, 

when she went to sleep that night and woke up in the morning, the halos and the voice 

were gone. 

 

 Nine weeks went by and then they resumed again just as quickly as they had left.  

 

 Then something else strange happened.  Whenever Babs saw the halos and 

whenever Babs heard the voice, they were accompanied with a crackling sound.  The 

halos crackled.  The voice crackled. 

 

 “That’s it,” exclaimed Babs.  “I must have tinnitus.  My mother had tinnitus.  I 

must have it too.  I’d better make an appointment with an ear specialist.” 

 

 So Babs made an appointment with Dr. Schwartz, the ear specialist. 

 

 “Dr. Schwartz,” said Babs.  I think I have tinnitus.  I hear crackling sounds when I 

look up at the light fixture, when I hear the voice.” 

 

 Then Babs told Dr. Schwartz the whole story.  Dr. Schwartz listened to it all very 

intently. 

 

 “Well,” said Dr. Schwartz after looking in Babs’ ears.  “You might have tinnitus. I 

want you to see Dr. Brenner as soon as possible.  I think she can help you.” 

 

 Dr. Schwartz wrote down Dr. Brenner’s name, address, and phone number on a 

paper and gave it to Babs. 

 

 “Thank you,” said Babs.  “Is Dr. Brenner an ear specialist? 

 

 “No,” said Dr. Schwartz.  “She is a psychiatrist.” 
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Chapter II 

 

 

 

 Babs decided to walk home from Dr. Schwartz instead of taking the train.  She 

needed the exercise and the walk would also help her to think things through. 

 

 Babs kept thinking, “a psychiatrist…a psychiatrist…am I cracking up?” 

 

 All of a sudden Babs realized something—no more halos—no more voices—no 

more tinnitus. 

 

 “Wow!”  Thought Babs.  “How about that!  Should I still call the psychiatrist?  I 

think I’ll wait.” 

 “What a relief,” thought Babs as the days went by.  “Everything is back to 

normal.” 

 

  Nine weeks went by again and Babs was home eating an omelet, an 

onion omelet, which she loved.  As she chewed the omelet she started hearing those 

crackling sounds again. 

 

 “I must not have cooked these onions enough,” thought Babs.  “They’re hard 

‘cause I hear them crackling when I chew.  And they don’t taste right either.  They taste 

bitter.  I’m going to throw this omelet out and eat something else.” 

 

 So she threw out the onion omelet and made herself a peanut butter and jelly 

sandwich and sat down to eat it.  There was the same crackling sound and the same 

bitter taste. 

 

 “Something must be wrong with my teeth,” thought Babs.  “I shouldn’t get this 

crackling with peanut butter and jelly, especially since this peanut butter is the creamy 

kind.  And the bitter taste?  Something is wrong.  But I’m taking no chances.  I’m making 

an appointment to see the dentist.” 

 

 So Babs went to the dentist.  The dentist examined her teeth.  The dentist took 

X-rays.  He found nothing but one small cavity, which he filled.  There was nothing that 

would explain the situation. 

 

 Again Babs decided to walk home.  Babs was in a daze.  She felt confused and 

didn’t know what to think. 

 

 “Wait a minute,” said Babs to herself.  “Where am I?  Nothing looks familiar.  I 

don’t remember this block.  I must have taken a wrong turn.  But where am I?  And 
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what’s that red building in front of me?  It’s glowing.  It looks like a public building.  I’ll go 

inside and ask for directions.” 

 

 The door to the building was open.  So Babs went inside.  As soon as she 

entered, the door on its own slammed shut.  Everything inside glowed with halos around 

them, the tables, the chairs, the reception desk.  And there was a crackling sound that 

got louder and louder. 

 

 Babs was terrified.  She wanted to talk with someone but no one was around.  

Then the building shook, turned around nine times—three times, pause, three times, 

pause, and three times.  Then the building went straight up like an elevator and then 

and then stopped.  Everything kept glowing with halos, and the crackling sound became 

unbearably loud.  Then the crackling stopped.  There was dead silence and the door 

opened. 

 

 “What should I do?”  Thought Babs.  “Should I stay here or go out the door?” 
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Chapter III 

 

 

 

 Babs shuddered and went out the door.  There in front of her was a red sign with 

glowing pink letters:  WELCOME TO THE NINTH DIMENSION. 

 

 Then Babs looked around.  There were some people walking around.  Some 

were wheeling baby carriages.  Some were walking dogs on leashes.  There were trees 

around.  There were flowers and birds.  And everything had a halo.  And everything 

glowed. 

 

 The people walked very slowly.  The dogs walked very slowly.  And the birds flew 

very slowly. 

 

 Babs was confused.  She decided to ask someone where she was and how to 

get home.  She approached a young lady wheeling a stroller.  But before Babs could 

say anything, the woman began speaking to her.  But Babs couldn’t understand a thing.  

All that came out of the woman’s mouth was crackling noises.  Babs didn’t know what to 

do.  She smiled, nodded, and then walked on.  She noticed she, herself, was walking 

very slowly like everyone else. 

 

 Then Babs began to worry.  “Where will I sleep tonight?  What will I eat? 

 

 She just kept walking.  Then, in front of her, there was another glowing red 

building.  On it was a red sign with glowing pink letters:  SHELTER. 

 

 “Well,” thought Babs.  “I never thought I’d ever find myself in a homeless shelter, 

but here I go.” 

 

 Once inside Babs saw a man with a tray full of bottles of water.  He came up to 

her, smiled, and gave Babs a bottle of water.  Then he said something but all Babs 

heard was crackling. 

 

 “Thank you,” said Babs. 

 

 Then a woman came up to Babs with a tray of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches 

and gave Babs a sandwich. 

 

 “Thank you,” said Babs. 

 



TRI- SCI- PHI- By Anne 

16 

 Babs then realized that she was hungry and thirsty.  She saw tables with 

benches with utensils and napkins on the tables.  So Babs went over to a table, sat on 

the bench, and began eating her meal. 

The meal glowed, it crackled, it was bitter; but Babs was hungry and thirsty and she ate 

it all. 

 

 After Babs had her fill of eating and drinking, she sat there and looked around.  

People walked by and nodded and smiled at her.  Babs nodded and smiled back.  Babs 

noticed how slowly everyone walked.  And they all dressed in the same style clothing, 

both the men and the women.  They all wore long gowns, different colors and designs 

on them, but long gowns.  They also had a large bag hanging from a long strap on their 

shoulder and they wore slippers. 

 

 Some of them walked into rooms with a smiley face on the door. 

 

 “I hope those are the bathrooms,” said Babs to herself. 

 

 Babs got up, threw her garbage in a garbage pail next to the table, and walked 

over to a smiley face door.  She opened the door and, yes, it was a bathroom.  Babs 

looked around.  Besides a toilet there was a sink and shower.  There also was a closet 

full of clean long gowns and bags and slippers like everyone was wearing.  And by the 

sink, fresh soap, shampoo, toothbrushes, toothpaste, and clean combs and brushes 

and handkerchiefs, etc.  There was also a large red sign with glowing pink letters:  

TAKE WHAT YOU NEED, BUT NO MORE. 

 

 “Am I dreaming?”  Thought Babs.  “I could use a shower and clean clothes.  I 

think I’ll do just that.” 

 

 So Babs took care of all her needs.  She than chose a clean gown, aqua with 

large dark blue polka dots, and a bag and slippers to match.  She put her dirty clothes 

and sandals into the hamper. 

 

 She didn’t know what she had done with her pocket book.  She must have lost 

it—that was a first.  So in the new polka dot bag she put a comb and brush and all the 

supplies she needed. 

 

 She then left the smiley face room and looked across the room she was in.  

There was a selection of cots, some were empty, others had people lying on them with 

their bag and slippers underneath the cot. 

 

 “That’s what I’ll do,” said Babs to herself.  “I’m really exhausted.  I think I’ll lie 

down.” 

 



TRI- SCI- PHI- By Anne 

17 

 So Babs did just that.  And soon Babs fell asleep and dreamed.  She dreamed 

she saw a red background with glowing pink designs on it.  They were all geometric 

designs—triangles, squares, rectangles, etc.  And all the pink designs glowed, with 

halos around them.  And Babs kept hearing that crackling voice: 

 

 “You are in the ninth dimension.  You are in the ninth dimension.” 
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Chapter IV 

 

 

 

 After a while Babs woke up and opened her eyes. 

 

 “Where am I?”  She wondered.  “Oh, now I remember.” 

 

 A woman in a yellow gown came toward her.  She walked very slowly and she 

handed Babs a tablet very slowly.  She smiled at Babs and said something in a 

crackling voice. 

 

 “Thank you,” said Babs, sitting up and taking the tablet. 

 

 The woman walked away. 

 

 “Now what’s this all about,” wondered Babs. 

 

 Babs pushed a few buttons on the tablet.  There appeared on the screen in 

English:  WELCOME TO THE NINTH DIMENSION.  At the same time a crackling voice 

on the tablet said something.  Babs kept playing around with the tablet.   

 

 “This is awesome,” said Babs to herself.  “I’m getting all these images of the ninth 

dimension and I’m beginning to understand the crackling voice.  I think I’ll try talking to 

myself that way.”  And so Babs began to understand and speak the crackling language. 

 

 “I’m so excited,” said Babs to herself in Crackle.  “I’m so excited and I’m 

beginning to like this place—no rushing around, everything so nice and colorful and 

peaceful.  However, I do miss the office a little and Dr. Bill.  And I do miss Shirley and 

some of my other friends.  I would like to go back to it again.” 

 

 “But I think I’ll take a walk,” said Babs to herself, still speaking in Crackle.  “I’ll see 

for myself what is shown on the tablet.” 

 

 Babs got up slowly and walked to the door slowly and went out and looked 

around. 

 

 “How beautiful,” she said to the man next to her in Crackle, while looking at the 

birds and bushes. 

 

 “Yes, it is beautiful here,” replied the man in Crackle.  “My name is Josh.” 

 

 “My name is Babs.” 
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 “Would you like to go for a walk with me, Babs?” 

 

 “I’d love to, Josh.” 

 

 Josh was dressed in a long blue and green paisley gown.  He carried a dark solid 

green bag and wore slippers to match the bag. 

 

 The two of them strolled slowly in the sunshine along a path among trees, 

bushes, and flowers.  The air smelled like lilac, the weather was warm, and the birds 

sang to them.  They approached a lovely outdoor café with outdoor tables.  A few of the 

tables had umbrellas over them.   

 

 “Let’s sit at this outdoor café,” suggested Josh. 

 

 “I’d love to,” said Babs. 

 

 They sat at a small table under an umbrella.   

 

 “What shall we order?” asked Babs. 

 

 “All the food is right here on the table,” said Josh. 

 

 “But these are all peanut butter and jelly sandwiches,” said Babs looking through 

them.  “And bottles of water.” 

 

 “That’s what we eat all the time,” said Josh. 

 

 “All the time?!” exclaimed Babs. 

 

 “Yes, all the time.” 

 

 Da Da Da Dum. 

 

 “The concert is starting,” said Josh.  “Beethoven’s Fifth.” 

 

 The two of them sat at the table, ate their meal, and listened to the music.  When 

the concert was over, it was evening and they got up and strolled back to the shelter. 

 

 “The moon and stars are so bright and beautiful,” sighed Babs. 

 

 When they returned to the shelter everyone washed up slowly and went to sleep 

on a cot. 
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 After a good night’s sleep, everyone woke up and had the regular peanut butter 

and jelly sandwich and bottled water.   

 

 This time Babs dressed in an all yellow gown, bag and slippers. 

 

 “Hi Babs,” said Josh coming over to her, this time all in purple. 

 

 “Hi Josh,” said Babs 

 

 “Do you want to go for a walk, Babs?” 

 

 “Love to,” said Babs.  “Where to?” 

 

 “Like yesterday,” said Josh.  “There is only one place to go.” 

 

 “What!” exclaimed Babs.  But she went with Josh. 

 

 They walked on the same path as the day before and it was just as beautiful this 

day.  Then they went to the same café, ate the same meal, peanut butter and jelly 

sandwich and bottled water and listened to the same music, Beethoven’s Fifth. 

 

 “It seems,” said Babs, “everything is always the same.  The only thing that 

changes is the color of our clothing.” 

 

 “Yes, isn’t it wonderful?!”  Said Josh. 

 

 “I guess so,” said Babs. 

 

 They did the same stroll the next day, and sat at the same outdoor café, had the 

same meal, and listened to the same music. 

 

 “A few more days of this and I’ll go out of my mind,” said Babs to herself. 

 

 Finally, on the ninth day at the outdoor café Babs said to Josh, “How can you 

stand this life?  Nothing changes, nothing at all.” 

 

 “Oh no, Babs, you’re wrong.  Things do change.  We wear different color clothes 

every day.” 
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Chapter V 

 

 

 

 That night when Babs went to sleep, she had a dream.  There were again 

glowing pink geometric designs on a red background.  And there was that crackling 

voice, “Welcome to the ninth dimension.  Welcome to the ninth dimension.” 

 

 “But I don’t want to be here.  I want to go back home.  I want to go back home. 

 

 “You cannot go back,” said the voice.  “You can either stay where you are or 

move forward.  Either stay where you are or move forward.” 

 

 “Forward to what?” asked Babs. 

 

 “Forward to be what will be.  When you are there you will see.” 

 

 “But how do I get there,” asked Babs. 

 

 “Go into the glowing red building on the path to the outdoor café. 

 

 “And what if I don’t like where I will go?” 

 

 “You cannot go back,” repeated the voice.  “You can either stay where you are or 

move forward.  Either stay where you are or move forward.  Forward to be what will be.  

When you are there you will see.” 

 

 Then Babs woke up.  She then washed up and got into a pink outfit and had her 

peanut butter and jelly sandwich and bottled water breakfast.  She did everything very 

slowly.  And she was lost in thought thinking about her dream.   

 

 She walked over to the door and looked out at the scenery and the warm sunny 

day. 

 

 “Hi Babs,” said Josh coming over to her, this time in all powder blue.  “Do you 

want to go for a walk…? 

 

 

The End 

More Tales to Come 
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HUMPITY – DUMPITY 

 

Humpity-Dumpity 

Sat on a wall 

Humpity-Dumpity 

Had a great fall 

All the king’s horses 

And all the king’s men 

Couldn’t put Humpity-Dumpity 

Back together again. 

 

He fell into pieces 

Into ten pieces in all 

Each piece was different 

After the fall 

“I am a mensche,” said Piece No. I 

No. II:  “I’m a bastard “ 

“And just out to have fun” 

No. III said, “I’m evil—out to spill blood” 

No. IV said, “I love you—just want to do good” 

No. V said, “I’m a student and very smart.” 

“Know all the works of Shakespeare” 

“Can quote them by heart” 

No. VI said, “I’m stupid” 

“Don’t know one plus one” 

No. VII, “I’m a dancer” 

“Cause dancing is fun” 

No. VIII said, “I’m clumsy” 

“I walk and I fall” 

No. IX, “I’m a musician” 
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“Many songs I recall” 

Said No. X, “I don’t sing at all.” 

 

How can all these pieces come from one being? 

Many different traits in these pieces I’m seeing 

So many different pieces 

Where did they go? 

Well, it was a winter’s day 

And it started to snow 

It snowed and it snowed 

And it snowed deep 

And into the ground 

The snow it did creep 

The pieces also creeped with the snow. 

They creeped and they creeped 

Way below, way below 

Way under the Earth’s surface 

Melted the snow 

The melted snow— 

It melted and curled 

All the way into 

The inside of the world. 

 

Then all the bugs 

Ate the pieces and snow 

And they then came above 

From way down below 

The bugs they would bite 

They would bite each being 

And transfer the traits 
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To the people you’re seeing 

That’s why we have 

Some good and some bad 

Just like the traits  

Humpity-Dumpity had. 

 

So how can you blame 

People’s traits they possess 

When it happens to be 

Humpity-Dumpity’s success? 

He was successful 

To give the whole world 

All of the traits 

From snow that melted and curled. 

 

But if we want to 

We can change who we are 

And develop good traits 

It is not bizarre 

It is not bizarre 

We do have free will 

To be whom we want to be 

And that is a thrill 

So though Humpity-Dumpity 

Fell off the wall 

We still have free will 

That’s all, that’s all. 

The End 

More Tales to Come 
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MOLLY’S MARVEL 

 

Chapter I 

 

 “Mommy, I want a drink of water.” 

 

 “OK Sweetie.” 

 

 Sherry went to the kitchen sink, turned on the 

faucet and –WOW!—FLAMES! 

 

 Sherry grabbed little Diana and ran out of the house.  Because Sherry didn’t turn 

off the faucet, the flames kept flaring out, caught onto the curtains above the sink and—

WOW!  Soon the whole house was up in flames.  The firemen came, but they couldn’t 

save most of the house. 

 

 Two days later another house on the next block went up in flames because of fire 

from a faucet.  Again the firemen couldn’t save most of the house. 

 

 No one knew what was happening or what to do about it. 

 

 Molly, a soon-to-be high school senior, lived in the same housing complex as 

those two houses.  Her parents were out visiting a neighbor, discussing the matter of 

the fires.  It was a balmy summer evening and Molly sat on her back porch.  She loved 

looking up at the beautiful sky and the stars.  And making the sky even more beautiful, 

there was a bright full moon.  Molly took it all in and whispered: 

 

 “Twinkling stars, moon and stars 

 In the middle there is Mars 

 Far away, far, far 

 The ruby red planet, Mars, you are 

 I know you’re a planet, not a star 

 I wish to be where you are 

 I wish to be where you are.” 

 

 Just then a rainbow appeared, lit up by the moonlight. 

 

 “That’s funny,” thought Molly.  “It isn’t even raining.  I know a rainbow by 

moonlight is rare, but I never heard of a rainbow when it isn’t raining.” 

 

 “Look at that rainbow,” Molly went on thinking.  “It’s so beautiful.  And it keeps 

getting bigger and bigger and brighter and brighter.  And look at Mars—right on top!” 
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 “I’m going to climb up the rainbow,” said Molly to herself.  “Right up to Mars.” 

 

 Molly stepped off her back porch, walked over to the rainbow, and started to 

climb up the rainbow.  Its colors were beautiful—reds, greens, blues, violets, and 

yellows.  Molly climbed and climbed heading for the ruby red planet, Mars.  She felt as if 

she were floating.  It was a soft, spongy, colorful, misty rainbow that enveloped her. 

 

 It seemed like an endless journey.  No matter how long Molly climbed, the 

rainbow enveloped and supported her and she never got tired.  Finally she came to a 

door—a ruby red door. 

 

 Molly knocked on the door. It was opened.  And there Molly met a giant green 

frog.  He was green all over and about six foot five. 

 

 “Hello,” he said.  “My name is JGG.  And who might you be?” 

 

 “My name is Molly, JGG, and I never met a giant green English-speaking frog 

before.” 

 

 “Well,” laughed JGG, “I must confess something.  I knew all along you were Molly 

and I know you are here from planet, Earth.  Please come in, Molly.” 

 

 Molly walked into a large circular ruby red room.  It was full of couches, tables 

and chairs, and some kind of contraptions that Molly never saw before. 

 

 “Wow,” said Molly, “What do you call this place?” 

 

 JGG answered, “A bachelor’s pad.” 

 

 “Oh,” said Molly, starting to get suspicious.  “Do you mind telling me what’s going 

on?” 

 

 “I’ll tell you what’s going on in your home town and in your home.  But you’re not 

going to like it.  Here, look on the television.” 

 

 “Oh!” exclaimed Molly.  “That’s my house—sinking into a sink hole.  “Where are 

my parents?” 

 

 “I’m sorry to say, Molly, but they are in the house.” 

 

 Molly gasped as she watched her house sink into the ground and then be 

covered over with dirt.  She had trouble breathing and then began gasping for air. 
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 “There, there,” said JGG.  “Sit on the couch with me and relax.” 

 

 They sat down.  JGG put his long green arm around Molly and Molly just sobbed 

and tried to catch her breath. 

 

 “Would you like a cup of tea Molly?  Or maybe you would like something more 

substantial.  How about a toasted bagel and cream cheese with the tea?” 

 

 “OK,” said Molly. 

 

 “Computer,” said JGG.  “One toasted bagel with cream cheese and a cup of tea 

please.” 

 

 About twenty seconds later the long arm of one of the contraptions set a bagel 

with cream cheese and a cup of tea on the table next to Molly. 

 

 “Thank you,” said Molly a little puzzled. 

 

 Molly was hungry and she ate and drank it all.  She then put her head on JGG’s 

shoulder and fell asleep.  It was a calm, restful sleep.  She woke up about eight hours 

later and found herself sleeping on the same couch with a light blanket covering her. 

 

 “Where am I,” wondered Molly.  “Am I still dreaming?  I’m having such fantastic 

dreams.  Dreams?  Dreams?  Were they dreams?  And where am I?  Am I still 

dreaming?” 

 

 Just then JGG walked in the room.   

 

 “Good morning, Molly.  How are you this morning? 

 

 “JGG?  JGG, am I dreaming?  I want to go home.” 

 

 “Don’t you remember what you saw on TV last night?” 

 

 There was a pause. 

 

 “Do you remember what happened?  I’m sorry Molly.  But you are welcome to 

stay here.  After breakfast, if you’re up to it, I’ll show you around. I’ll introduce you to 

some friends.” 

 

 “Where am I,” asked Molly? 
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 “Molly,” said JGG.  “You are in the middle of Mars.  Inside the ruby red planet, 

Mars.” 

 

 “Computer,” continued JGG.  “two portions of orange juice, onion omelet with 

buttered multigrain toast, and coffee please.” 

 

 Twenty seconds later the long arm put out the two breakfasts, one for Molly and 

one for JGG. 

 

 “Computer,” said JGG, “classical music please.” 

 

 So Molly and JGG quietly ate breakfast listening to Mozart. 
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Chapter II 

 

 “This was a super good breakfast, JGG,” said Molly finishing the last drop.  “You 

know what I’d love.  I’d love to brush my teeth, take a shower and shampoo and change 

into fresh clothes.” 

 

 “You’re in luck.  See that door?” said JGG pointing to one of the closed doors.  

“That’s your room with a bathroom.  You’ll find everything you need there—clothes, 

toothbrush and toothpaste, comb and brush, everything.  I got it all set up while you 

were sleeping.” 

 

 “That was so considerate of you.  Thank you,” said Molly getting up and walking 

toward the door.  She opened the door and—WOW!  A combination bedroom and 

study.  A bed, dresser full of clothes, a desk, and a bookcase.  And a closet full of 

clothes.  And then a bathroom right off the bedroom/study. 

 

 Molly brushed her teeth and proceeded to get undressed and into the shower.  

She couldn’t stop thinking about JGG.  She felt warm inside and comfortable.  Her heart 

started to beat faster and she felt a little dizzy.  She took a shower and shampoo and 

got into some fresh clothes.  She dressed all in yellow—yellow shorts, yellow tank top, 

and yellow sandals.  She even wore a yellow bow in her hair.   

 

 She then opened the door and there was JGG sitting on the couch reading a 

book. 

 

 “Hi JGG.  Thank you so much for all that you’ve done for me.” 

 

 “My pleasure Molly.” 

 

 “What are you reading?” asked Molly walking over to the couch. 

 

 “The name of the book is ‘True Love.’  I’m a hopeless romantic.” 

 

 Molly sat down next to JGG.  He put his arms around her and held her close and 

she could feel his heart beating.  It was as if both their hearts were beating together.  

Molly felt warm all over.  She wanted him next to her forever.  He held her closer and 

closer and their hearts beat faster and faster.  A warm feeling came over them and they 

stayed locked in each other’s arms. 

 

 “I love you JGG.” 

 “I love you Molly.” 

The End 

More Tales to Come 
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MARIE 

 

 There goes the alarm. 

 “Oh shit—time to get up.” 

 Marie shuts off the alarm, waits two minutes and gets up for high school.  Her 

Mom and her Mom’s boyfriend are still asleep—big day at the races yesterday and they 

lost.  Marie is very quiet so not to wake them. 

 “Don’t want to piss them off any more than they are pissed already,” says Marie 

to herself. 

Later—outside after school— 

 “Hi Larry.” 

 “Hi Marie.  Going to work?” 

 “Where else?!  Need the cash so I can eat.” 

 “Well you work at a bagel store.  No shortage of food there.” 

 “Yeah, but I still have to pay for it.  Gotta run.  See you.” 

 “Bye Marie.” 

 Marie walks two blocks to “Bagels Plus.” 

 Once inside— 

 “Hi Gorgeous.” 

 “Hi Ed.  This place must grow on you.  You first came here about a month ago 

and you’re here every day since,” said Marie putting on her apron. 

 “Can’t tear myself away from you, Marie.  By the way, Gorgeous, can you buy me 

an onion bagel with cream cheese and a coffee?  I’m a little low on cash right now.” 

 “Ed!” 

 “Please, Gorgeous.  I’ll pay you back tomorrow.  I promise.  I get paid tomorrow.” 

 “What about the other two times?” 

 “I’m good for that too.” 

 “OK,” Marie sighed. 

 Well tomorrow came but not Ed.  In fact Marie wondered if she would ever see 

him or her money again. 
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 “That’s it,” thought Marie.  “I’m sick of this job.  What will I do when I finish high 

school?  Got just over a year to go.  Maybe I’ll work here a while longer and do 

Community College.  And then what?  Go to the track every day like my Mom and her 

boyfriend?” 

 Then Marie thought about a typical day in her life:  Up in the morning and out to 

school, then off to work, then dinner alone, homework and TV.  On weekends “Bagels 

Plus,” cleaning the apartment a little, and her laundry.  But the one thing that she loved 

was listening to music. 

 Then one morning everything was different.  The alarm went off but it was 

different.  It almost sounded like music.  Marie bounced out of bed.   

 “What’s this?  I smell bacon and eggs.  Mom!  You’re up so early!  And who are 

you making breakfast for?” 

 “For you Sweetheart,” giving Marie a kiss.  “Don’t want you to go to school 

hungry.” 

 A man appears… 

 “Daddy!”  exclaimed Marie.  “What are you doing here?  I haven’t seen you in 

ages!” 

 “I’m back,” said Daddy.  “Missed you both too much,” also giving Marie a kiss. 

 “Well,” said Marie.  “Can’t believe this!” giving both of them a kiss back. 

 “Here’s breakfast, Marie,” said Mom.  “Sit down and enjoy.  Don’t want it to get 

cold.” 

 Marie sat down and ate.   

 “Mmm,” she said.  This is really good.  Thanks Mom.” 

 And then Marie went off to school.  And school was different too.  That girls gang 

that was always after Marie and who would attack her in the school yard, was super 

nice to her now.  In fact, Vicki, the leader, who would always come up to Marie in the 

school yard and bang into her and call her “bitch” did a complete about-face.  When she 

came up to Marie this time she said: 

 “Marie, would you like one of these donuts here.  I just came from the donut 

place and I bought more than I can eat.  Would you like one?  They’re very good.” 

 “Yes, thank you Vicki.  I will take one.  Mmm, it is very good.  Thanks so much, 

Vicki.” 

 Marie could hardly believe all these good things were happening to her.  Then, 

after school, Marie went to work.  But when she got to the bagel store, the sign didn’t 
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say the usual “Bagels Plus.”  It said “Welcome.”  She went inside and guess who was 

there?  Ed! 

 “Hi Ed,” said Marie walking in the door. 

 “Hi Gorgeous,” said Ed. 

 “Haven’t seen you for a while,” said Marie putting on her apron. 

 “Just came by to pay you the money I owe you.” 

 “Really?!  Thanks Ed.” 

 “Yes really,” said Ed.  “Here’s the money, but I’d better go now.  Don’t want to be 

late for work.  My shift starts at 4pm.  See ya.” 

 Marie then put in a typical day at work.  The only thing different was the tips.  She 

made more than twice as much as she usually makes. 

 “Can’t complain about that,” said Marie to herself. 

 Marie then left work with her usual, tuna salad on sesame bagel, to have later for 

dinner while she did her homework.  She walked the usual five block walk home 

thankful that she lived close enough so she didn’t have to spend money on bus fare.  

When she arrived home and was about to put her key in the door, the door opened—

and what a surprise—there was Mom! 

 “Hi Marie.  Glad you’re home.  How was your day?” 

 “It was a good day today,” said Marie entering the apartment. 

 Mom said, “Daddy will be back in a few minutes.  He’s bringing back Chinese 

food for dinner. And we got your favorite, spareribs and vegetable lo mein.” 

 “Wow!  Great! We’ll all eat together, you, me and Daddy!” 

 “Hi Marie,” said Daddy, coming home with the Chinese food. 

 “Hi Daddy,” said Marie 

 And what a glorious dinner they had, all of them discussing their day.  Then 

came time for dessert and the Chinese fortune cookies.  Marie took a cookie and read 

her fortune: 

 “Your good fortune may not last 

But your self-respect will 

 Cross every river 

 Climb over every hill.” 

 Just then— 
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 There goes the alarm. 

 “Oh shit—time to get up.” 

 Marie shuts off the alarm, waits two minutes and the gets up for high school.  Her 

Mom and her Mom’s boyfriend are still asleep… 

 

 

The End 

 

More tales to come 

  



TRI- SCI- PHI- By Anne 

34 

CHECKERS 

 

 “Checkers, it’s so nice walking you in the park on such a beautiful spring day.” 

 “Woof.  Woof.” 

 “Let me undo your leash so you can run a little.” 

 “Woof.  Woof.” 

 Checkers then starts running. 

 

     A few minutes pass: 

 “Oh my.  It must be about ten minutes and I haven’t seen hide nor hair of 

Checkers.” 

 “Excuse me sir.  Have you seen a Brittany Spaniel, white with reddish-brown 

spots?” 

 “Why I think of have Ma’am.  I saw him running that-a-way.” 

 “Thank you Sir.” 

 Lori starts walking that-a-way. 

 “Checkers, there you are.  And what are you doing with that blue frisbee in your 

mouth?  Where did you get that?” 

 “Excuse me ma’am.  Is that your dog?  Because I was playing frisbee with my 

friends and he leaped up, caught it and ran away with it.” 

 “Oh Checkers just thought he was playing with you.  Here’s your frisbee back.  

I’m sorry.” 

 “No problem.” 

 “Now Checkers, be a good boy.  Let’s walk along the path by the river—

Checkers!  Where are you going now?” 

 

     A few minutes pass:  

 “Checkers, there you are!  And you have the same blue frisbee in your mouth!  

Checkers where are you running?  Checkers I can’t keep up with you.  Did you run into 

one of these caves here?  Let’s see.” 

 “Wow, its dark in this cave.”   
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“Checkers!   Checkers!” 

“Well I don’t think he is here.  I think I’ll go out.  But which way is out?  It’s dark.  I 

can’t see where I’m going.  I can’t see anything.  I’ll just have to feel my way around and 

this is scary.  Oh my!  I almost fell!” 

 

     A few minutes pass: 

“I think I’ll sit down and rest for a while.  There, that’s better.  Hello—is anyone 

here?  Is anyone here?” 

Silence. 

“Wait—I see a ray of light!  Thank goodness—the exit!  I’ll just get up and keep 

walking carefully toward that light.” 

“Hooray, I’m out!” 

“Wait a minute.  Where am I?  Nothing looks familiar.  Must have been more than 

one way out of that cave.  Don’t know where I am.  I’ll ask this young man where I am.” 

“Sir, I’m lost.  I just came out of that cave and I don’t know where I am.” 

“What cave?” 

“That cave—wait.  Where’s the cave?” 

“There’s no cave here.  You must have come out of that hardware store.  You 

look confused.  Maybe I can help.  Where are you trying to go?” 

“I was looking for my dog, Checkers.  He’s a Brittany.  He ran away and I lost 

him.” 

“Well, I’m sure he’ll find you.  You look very tired.  Come into the donut shop.  I’ll 

buy you a cup of coffee and a sandwich if you like.  My name is Jon.” 

“Thank you Jon.  My name is Lori.” 

“We’ll just walk down the block a ways.  It’s right near the corner.  Here it is.  

Let’s go inside.” 

“Thank you Jon.” 

Jon and Lori sit down at a small booth. 

“I’ll get for me coffee, water, and a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on whole 

wheat bread.  What would you like Lori?” 

“I’ll take the same Jon.  Thank you.” 
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    A few minutes pass: 

“Here’s your food, Lori.  Just relax and eat slowly.” 

“Thank you, Jon.  You know I’m really worried about Checkers.  And how will I 

get to work tomorrow?  I mean, how will I get to work Monday?” 

“Do you mean next Monday?  Today is Tuesday.” 

“Tuesday?  I thought it is Saturday.” 

“Lori, where do you live?” 

“Well, I live in New Rochelle, in Westchester.” 

“Where’s that?”  Asks Jon. 

“Where are we Jon?  Oh look—an old newspaper.  It’s dated 1961” 

“That’s today’s paper, Lori.  And we are in Burlington, Vermont.” 

“But when I entered the cave I was in Westchester, New York.  How can I exit 

into Burlington, Vermont?” 

“What cave, Lori?  You came out of a hardware store.” 

“What hardware store?” 

“Lori, where are you going to go when you leave this donut shop?” 

“I don’t know.  I’m getting more and more confused.” 

“That’s OK, Lori.  When we leave I’ll take you somewhere where you can stay.” 

“Thank you, Jon.” 

Lori and Jon eat their meal in silence.  When they finish Lori says: 

“Jon, where will you take me?” 

“You’ll see.  You’ll like it there.  Let’s go.  My car is parked nearby.” 

They leave and walk to Jon’s car, which is parked on the next block. 

They ride for a while in silence while Jon drives.  Lori looks out the window. 

“Nothing looks familiar to me and we’ve been driving for a while now.  Where are 

we going?  This looks like a hospital.  Why are we stopping here?  Why don’t you drive 

me home instead of to a hospital?” 

“Lori, this is a good place.  And I really like you.  And I want you to get better?” 
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“Get better from what?  I was just looking for my dog.  One minute I’m in a park in 

Westchester, New York, in 2016; and the next minute I’m in Burlington, Vermont, in 

1961.” 

“Well now you are here, Lori.  Let’s park the car and go inside.” 

Once inside Lori waits in the waiting room while Jon talks with someone.  Soon 

Jon comes back. 

“Lori, they’re filled up.  Let’s get back in the car. 

“Where are we going?” 

They get back in the car and drive again for a while and stop at another building.  

Jon parks the car. 

“Wait in the car a few minutes while I talk to someone.” 

Jon leaves and goes inside the building. 

“This is another hospital,” says Lori to herself.  “This is ridiculous.  I’m getting out 

of here fast.”   

 And off Lori goes, running into the woods.  Once in the woods, Lori sees a path. 

 “I wonder where this path will lead?  I’ll just follow it.” 

 

     A few minutes pass: 

 “Look!  A statue in a pond.   What a strange statue—a statue of a man with water 

coming out of his head.” 

 “Come here,” a Voice says.” 

 “Who said that?”  Asks Lori. 

 “I did,” says the Voice. 

 “Statue, are you speaking?” 

 “Yes, I am.  I said—come here.” 

 “But how do I get to you.  You are surrounded by water.” 

 “So???” 

 Lori steps into the water: 

 “Oh my goodness!  I’m sinking!  I’m sinking!  I’m going down into the water!  

Down!  Down!  Down!  Down!” 
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 Bump!  Lori hits bottom and looks around.  The water flows away.  A door 

appears.   

 “And what is this?” says Lori opening the door.  “A library full of books.  Oh, I 

could stay here forever and read all these books.  And all these comfortable chairs to sit 

in.  Let’s see…Let’s find a book…Here’s one—‘Dr. Odd.’  Now to sit down and relax and 

open the book.  What a strange book!  It got so much bigger!  And you can actually walk 

through the pages.  And I will.  I’ll walk through the pages—I’m seeing my whole life 

pass before my eyes.  Each page is a new scene.  And everything in bright, vivid 

colors.” 

 “The doctor will see you now,” says the Voice. 

 “Are you talking to me?” says Lori. 

 “Yes,” says the Voice.  

 “Where am I?” says Lori. 

 “You are in Eicarg Hospital.” 

 “Why am I here?” asks Lori. 

 “You need a rest,” says the Voice. 

 “Then rest I shall,” says Lori.  “Because I really feel tired.” 

 And Lori rests in the hospital although she doesn’t understand why she is there. 

 “Hello,” says a young man who is also a patient. 

 “Hello,” says Lori.  “How do you get out of here?” 

 “You don’t,” says the young man.  “You see all these corridors?  You walk down 

any of them and you are confronted with a wall blocking your way.” 

 “Oh my,” says Lori. 

 “And what is more,” continues the young man.  “You see all those radiators?  

They give off gasses to keep you sedated so you don’t cause any trouble.” 

 “Oh my,” says Lori again. 

 Just then an aide comes into the room. 

 “Time to see your doctor,” he says to the young man. 

 Then another aide comes in to accompany Lori to her room. 

 “Well,” says Lori when she is alone in her room, “I’m tired.  I think I’ll lie down on 

my bed.” 

 Lori lies down. 
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 “There, that’s better.” 

 “Ssssss  Ssssss Ssssss” 

 “Oh there goes that steam coming out of the radiator—those poisonous gasses.  

I’m going out of this room.” 

 “It’s Rest Hour,” says a nurse.  “Back into your room.” 

 “Well I know what I’ll do.  The head of the bed is right near the radiator.  I’ll just 

turn the bed around so my feet are next to the radiator.  Not my head...There, that’s 

better.  Now I’ll lie down and rest.” 

 “Ssssss  Ssssss Ssssss” 

 “You know.  Maybe rest hour is over.  I’m going to the library and read.” 

 

     A few weeks pass: 

 Lori spends most of her time reading and talking with others.  One day when she 

is in the library reading-- 

 “Hi Lori.” 

 “Jon!  Hi!  So good to see you! 

 “Good to see you, Lori!  How are they treating you here?” 

 “Very well.  I didn’t like it here at first, but I’m feeling much more comfortable 

now.” 

 “Good Lori.  They say you are much better.  Soon you will be leaving and I’ll be 

here to take you home.” 

 “Wonderful.  I’m looking forward to it.” 

 “So am I, Lori.  So am I.” 

 

      The End 

         More Tales to Come 
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WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS 

 

Part I 

 

Chapter I 

 

 Hello, I’m Alice and I’m 15 and a junior in high school. 

 You know, maybe I should say “yes” to Jon.  He wants me to go steady and wear his 

ring around my neck.   We go out—sort of.  We go dutch to the movies.  We meet after lunch on 

Sunday.  Sometimes we sit in the back row of the theater and make out.  Anyway, we are going 

to see a sci-fi movie Sunday—in two days.  Can’t wait.  We both love sci-fi—which means we 

won’t sit in the back row and make out.  We’ll sit in the third row with nobody in front of us so we 

won’t miss one second of the movie.  The movie is WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS. 

 “Ring…”  Off I am to math class—the most boring class of all.  Rush, rush, rush to our 

seats.  What for?  Just to sit and be bored to death.  Can’t wait ‘til I’m out of this school.  But I’m 

only a junior. 

 There’s the teacher, writing something on the board—all kinds of numbers.  And what’s 

that note the guys are passing around to all the girls?  And then the girls read it, turn red and 

giggle.  Now the note is passed to me.  It reads, “If you got laid last night, smile.”  Oh, 

embarrassing!  And I can’t help cracking up! 

 More listening to the teacher:  “Blah, Blah, Blah, Blah…” 

 “Ring…” 

 Finally, the bell.  Now to meet Jon in the hall. 

 “Hi Jon.” 

 “Hi Alice.  Remember Sunday.  Meet you in the movies in front of the candy counter at 

12:30.” 

 “Won’t forget.  See you then Jon.” 

 

Sunday morning arrives: 

 “Oh, Mom.  Just spoke with Jon.  I’m taking the bus to the movies at noon.” 

 “OK, Alice.  Enjoy.” 

 I think to myself:  Got to rush so I don’t miss the 12 o’clock bus. 
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Some time passes: 

  Made it.  Made the bus in time and paid my fare.  Another ten minutes or so and I’ll be 

there.  I’ll be there a little early and buy some popcorn and soda.  Got a seat by the window on 

the bus.  Not too cold out.  Everyone is wearing light winter clothing.  I like wearing my jeans 

and this jacket. 

 I pass the next few minutes looking out the window.  Then—OK.  I’m almost there.  I’ll 

ring the bell and stand by the door.  OK.  I’m here and getting off the bus. 

 Oh, look, I know some of these kids outside of the movie.   

 “Hi Alice.  Your boyfriend is inside.” 

 “Hi Jane.  Hi Jack.  See you later.” 

 I buy a ticket and go inside.  Let me go to the candy counter—“Jon, hi!” 

 “Hi Alice.  Let’s buy some popcorn and soda.  We’ll split it and split the cost.” 

 “OK Jon.” 

 We get our stuff and find our seats, third row on the aisle. 

 “We have to sit through all those coming attractions,” says Jon.  “Can’t wait for 

WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS.  Should be really cool.” 

 “All those commercials and coming attractions—‘blah, blah, blah, blah’” I say. 

 Then—WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS. 

 A spaceship from Mars is blasting toward Earth: 

 Enoon and Owton are inside and say, 

 “What do I see?  What do I see? 

 I see stupidity 

 I see a planet whose riches galore 

 Are used for violence— 

 What for?  What for? 

 And what creatures are these? 

 Creatures who always do as they please 

 Creatures whose heads are filled with zero 

 Who just want to see the next TV show 

 Will they welcome us 

 Maybe so 

 If we are on their next TV show 
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 But we cannot 

 Go as we are 

 We have to be driving 

 A new fancy car 

 But they don’t want our help indeed 

 They just want to sit 

 And smoke their weed 

 But why don’t we take some wiser ones back 

 And teach them how to live 

 They will have so much to offer 

 They will have so much to give 

 This idea 

 Is not bad 

 And I see out there 

 A lass and lad 

 A lass and lad 

 Of good choice 

 They can lead others 

 With their pen and voice 

 A lass and lad 

 Who will be just right 

 They can speak and sing 

 And also write 

 And besides all that 

 They will live 

 Not just to speak 

 But to give 

 I see who I want 

 What do you know 

 They’re out there watching 
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 A movie show.” 

 Just then the theatre lights up with different colored lights coming from the screen.    

 “This is weird,” I say. 

 “Very weird,” says Jon. 

 “Look around,” I say.  We are now on the spaceship with the Martians” 

 “You have been selected,” says Enoon to Jon and me.  “We’re taking you to the red 

planet, Mars.” 

 “Wow!  How cool!”  I say. 

 “I’m scared,” Jon says.   

 The colored lights keep bouncing around the spaceship ‘til, plop.  We land on Mars. 

 “Let’s go,” says Enoon.  “I’m your contact if you need any help.  We are now leaving the 

spaceship and will enter the Great Cave.” 

 “This is the Great Cave,” say I pointing to the Cave. 

 “Let’s go in,” says Enoon. 

 “I’m scared,” says Jon. 

 “You will learn to love it here,” says Enoon as we enter the Great Cave.  Look around 

and take what you need, but no more.  If you are hungry, you can take yummy salads and 

chicken.  If you are thirsty, there is coconut water.  If you are cold, there are all kinds of sweat 

shirts.  There is everything you need and want.  But I give you one warning.  Don’t go out the 

door that says, “exit.”  It is treacherous out there and you will not be able to come back in.” 

 “Come on John,” I exclaim.  “Let’s look around and see what we can use.  I’m hungry.  

Let’s get something to eat.” 

 “I have a stomach ache,” says Jon. 

 “Don’t worry,” says Enoon.  “When you relax, you will love it here and your stomach 

ache will go away.” 

 “Jon,” I say.  “Let’s go to the salad bar.  Where is it Ennon?” 

 “Straight ahead.” 

 “Thanks Enoon.  Come Jon.  Let’s get a yummy salad.  Maybe they have one with 

papaya and coconut.” 

 “OK” 

 “Look at all these great booths Jon.  We’ll walk around and look at them after we 

eat…Here we are.  Everything looks so yummy.” 

 “Would you like a salad or a wrap?” says the Martian in charge. 

 “Would you like a salad or a wrap?” says the Martian serving. 
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 “May I please have a salad in a multigrain wrap with turkey breast and mustard.  Would 

you like the same Jon.?” 

 “OK” 

 “Coming right up,” says the Martian serving.  “What would you like in your salad?” 

 “A little of everything, please.” 

 “OK,” says the Martian.  “Would you like some coconut water to go with it?” 

 “Yes, please,” I say. 

 The Martian makes up two meals and gives one to Jon and one to me. 

 “Let’s go sit down Jon and just relax and enjoy our meals.” 

 “Mmmm,” this is good,” says Jon. 

 “Yes, this is good,” say I. 

 We both enjoy the meal and afterward:  “Let’s go look around,” say I.  “Look at all the 

great clothes.” 

 “And the electric trains,” says Jon. 

 “Look Jon, the Little Red Schoolhouse.  Let’s go inside.” 

 “I don’t want to go to school Alice.” 

 “But it looks so pretty Jon.  Let’s go in.” 

 “OK,” says Jon following me into the Little Red Schoolhouse. 

 “Oh, look Jon, a math class.” 

 “Please sit down and join us,” says the teacher.  “If you have any questions, just raise 

your hand.  You make six students, a nice size group. 

 After 45 minutes the class finishes. 

 “That was fun Jon.  I didn’t know math could be so much fun.” 

 “Yes Alice, it was fun.  And look—there’s a bowling alley.  Let’s go bowling. 

 “You go.  I’m not in the mood right now,” I say.  “I’m going over to the make-up counter.  

I’ll meet you later.” 

 “OK Alice.” 

 Jon goes into the bowling alley.  I start walking toward the make-up counter.  Then… 

 Look at that “exit” sign.  If I go out I can’t return.  It’s nice here, but what’s out there?  

When no one is looking, I can sneak out.  I like it here, but what’s out there?  Maybe it’s better 

out there.  Maybe not.  But MAYBE it IS better.  Look—the door is opening by itself.  I know.  I’ll 

put my shoe in the doorway, so the door can’t close all the way, and I’ll come back if I want to.  

There—now to explore and  enter a new world.  Oh, look how busy it is.  I’m hungry.  Let’s see 
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what I can eat.  Oh my, everything here costs money and I have no money on me.  And I’m 

hungry.  And I’m cold and all the sweat shirts cost money.  Where’s that “exit” door.  I’m going 

back.  It disappeared.  There is no door.  And I’m only wearing one shoe.  Now what do I do?  

Everything is so busy here.  And no one to help me. 

 Oh look, a window.  And it is night outside.  And look—the first star.  They say if you 

make a wish on the first star, your wish will come true.   

 “Star light 

 Star bright 

 First star I see tonight 

 Wish I may 

 Wish I might 

 Have the wish I wish tonight.” 

 “I wish to be back in the movies with Jon.” 

 Just then the lights go on in the theatre. 

 “That was a good movie Jon.” 

 “Yes it was Alice.  Alice, will you go steady with me and wear my ring around your 

neck?” 

 “I would love to Jon. 

 “Here’s my ring with a chain.  I’ll put it around your neck.” 

 “I love you Alice.” 

 “I love you Jon.” 

 And we leave the theatre—but I am wearing only one shoe. 
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Chapter II 

 

 Wow!  That was close.  Mom didn’t catch me wearing just one shoe.  I’ll just stick this 

one shoe under the bed and put on a pair of sneakers. 

 “Alice, how did you like the movie?” 

 “Really cool Mom.  Really cool. 

 “Time to do some homework before dinner.  Tomorrow there’s school. 

 “Sure Mom.” 

 Let’s see.  Maybe I’ll try and do some math…Wow!  I used to hate this stuff.  Now I’m 

catching on. 

Later: 

 Finished my math.  Now, let’s see.  I’ll do some English.  I love reading for English. 

 “Alice—dinnertime” 

 “Coming Mom.” 

 I just have a little reading to do and that’s it.  I’ll do it after dinner.  Everything else is 

done.  And what are all those colored lights outside my window?  Better go to dinner.  Getting 

hungry. 

 Mom, Dad and I sit around the table to eat dinner.  There is one empty chair at the 

table—for my late brother, Fred.  Fred died in a car accident two years ago.  He would have 

been eighteen now, three years older than me. 

 “This food is really good Mom, fried chicken and potato salad.” 

 “And don’t forget the broccoli Alice.” 

 “OK Mom.” 

 “How was your day Alice?” asks Dad.  “Did you go to the movies with Jon?  What did 

you see?” 

 “WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS and it was awesome.” 

 “What was awesome—the movie or the planet?” 

 “Both.” 

 “And I see you have a ring around your neck.  You and Jon going steady now?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 We eat our dinner and then Mom says, “Baked apples stuffed with apricots for dessert.” 

 “Good,” exclaim Dad and I together. 
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 After finishing our baked apples Mom says, “it’s 7 o’clock now Alice.  Time to finish your 

homework, then get ready for bed.  What homework do you have left?” 

 “Reading for English.” 

 “Go to it,” Mom says. 

 “OK,” I say. 

So I go upstairs to my room and sit down with my book.  I can’t believe this.  The book is titled 

WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS.  I wonder if they made the movie from this book.  

Look at these pictures.  Just like the movie.  Look at that long hallway—all red.  And there is a 

red light over every door and I’m walking past each of them.  What?!  I’m walking down the 

hallway on the RED PLANET MARS?! 

Wow—I am! 

I am! 

I am! 

Wait—a door opens! 

 “Hello.  I’m Hector,” says a little four-foot tall green man with a black moustache and 

black hair with pink streaks. 

 “I’m Alice.” 

 He’s kinda cute, I think to myself.  Only I’m wearing Jon’s ring around my neck.  Gotta be 

true to Jon. 

 “Want to go see the latest spaceship take off?” 

 “OK,” I say while thinking—guess it can’t hurt to do that. 

 Hector grabs my hand and starts walking with me.  My heart is beating faster and faster. 

 “Where is the spaceship?” I ask? 

 “Not very far.  Just a few minutes’ walk from here,” says Hector as we walk outside. 

 “It’s really dark here,” I say as Hector puts his arm around me.  “Oh look at those colored 

lights in the sky.” 

 “That’s where the spaceship is,” says Hector, walking in that direction.  The name of the 

spaceship is LOVE TO ALL.  Want to go on board before it takes off?” 

 “I’d love to.  Where is it going?” 

 “Around Earth,” says Hector.  “We Martians want to learn all about Earthlings.” 

 “I’m an Earthling,” say I. 

 “I know.  And I want to know all about you,” says Hector pulling me closer to him. 

 “Oh Hector.  I’m scared.” 
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 “Don’t be Alice.  Everything will be all right.  I’m right here with you.” 

 “Oh,” I say.  “Here we are at the spaceship.” 

 “Yes Alice, LOVE TO ALL.  Let’s climb on board.  I’ll help you up the stairs.” 

 “Oh look at all those lights surrounding LOVE TO ALL.  It’s beautiful.” 

 “Yes, just like you are Alice.” 

 “Oh Hector, I feel a little dizzy.” 

 “OK Alice.  We’ll sit down in these seats and watch the lights from the window.” 

 We both sit down and look out the window. 

 “Oh,” I say.  “LOVE TO ALL is moving.” 

 “Yes Alice.  We’re taking off.” 

 “But I have to go home.  I have school tomorrow.” 

 “Don’t worry Alice.  We’ll be circling Earth.  When we get to your house, you can travel 

by yellow light beam through your window.  Meanwhile let’s relax,” says Hector, pulling me 

closer to him and kissing me on the mouth.  My heart beats faster and faster. 

 Knock—knock—knock. 

 “Alice, did you finish your English homework yet?” 

 I wake up over my English book.  Oh, I must have fallen asleep over my English book. 

 “I’m almost finished Mom.” 

 “Good,” says Mom, opening the door.  “When you’re finished get your clothes ready for 

school tomorrow and get ready for bed.” 

 “OK Mom.” 

 Mom then leaves and closes the door. 

 I wonder what I’ll wear tomorrow, I’m thinking while looking through my closet and 

dresser.  I like this outfit with these jeans and this t-shirt.  I wonder what shoes I’ll wear, I’m 

thinking while looking under the bed. 

 What!  That one shoe I had under the bed!  Now I have them both! 
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Chapter III 

 

The Next Morning: 

 “Ring…” The alarm clock wakes me up. 

 Oh, it’s time to get up already!  Better get out of bed! 

 I take my shower and get dressed.  You know, I’m wearing my sneakers from now on.  

That bit with those shoes under my bed is just too weird. 

 “Would you like scrambled eggs for breakfast?” calls Mom. 

 “OK,” I say.  Be there in a few minutes. 

 I rush downstairs and have breakfast. 

 “Gotta get the bus Mom.” 

 “Go to it,” says Mom. 

 Ten minutes later I arrive at the bus stop. 

 “Hi guys.” 

 “Hi Alice.” 

 “Here’s the bus,” someone says.  I get on the bus and sit down with Jane. 

 “I hate this bus,” I say to Jane.  “The kids in back are always smoking weed and I get to 

school with a headache.  Good thing I carry aspirin with me to take when I get to school.” 

 “Yeah,” says Jane. 

 The bus finally arrives at school and the kids get off. 

 Off to math class.  But this time I think I’ll like it.  Jon also has math—same period but 

different class.  “Ring…” Everyone rushes to his or her seat.  The teacher is up front teaching 

and writing on the board.  I’m really catching on to this.  You know, this stuff is really cool. 

Later: 

 “Ring…” Class is over and everyone rushes out into the hallway. 

 “Hi Jon.” I say running into Jon. 

 “Hi Alice.” 

 “Jon, math was awesome today.” 

 “Oh I thought it sucked,” says Jon. 

 “Jon, remember the Little Red Schoolhouse in WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET 

MARS?  Remember the math lesson?  Ever since then I love math.” 
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 “What on earth are you talking about Alice?  What Little Red Schoolhouse?  What math?  

Are you crazy?” 

 Am I crazy?  Am I crazy? 

 “Ring…” 

 “Gotta run, Alice.  Meet you at lunch,” says Jon. 

Later Alice and Jon are eating together in the lunchroom: 

 “We both got wraps,” I say.  “They’re good but not as good as the ones on THE RED 

PLANET MARS.  What do you think John?” 

 “What are you talking about Alice?” says Jon.  WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET 

MARS is a movie.  We weren’t in it; we watched it.  Are you OK Alice?” 

 “Sorry Jon.  My imagination is running away with me,” I say shivering. 

 “Please stay with it Alice.  OK?” 

 “OK Jon,” I say thinking about the pair of shoes under my bed but afraid to say anything. 

 We finish the rest of the meal in silence. 

 “Ring…” 

 “Lunch is over Alice.  Gotta go,” says Jon. 

 “Me too Jon.  Gotta run to English class.” 

 Well, I’m thinking to myself as Jon and I walk to together, I wonder if we will be 

discussing WELCOME TO THE RED PLANET MARS in English class. 

 “Ring...”  

 Everyone enters the class and sits down. 

 “Class,” says the teacher.  “Today we will be discussing GREAT EXPECTATIONS by 

Charles Dickens.” 

 I look out the window and see bright colored lights in the sky. 
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Chapter IV 

 

Later... 

“Whew!”  I sigh walking in the front door of my house after school.  What a day!  Glad my 

parents aren’t here to see how upset I am.  Now I’m home and I’m seeing those bright colored 

lights again out the living room window. 

 “Come here.” 

 “Who said that?” I say. 

 “I did—Hector.” 

 “Hector, where are you?” 

 “I’m here—on LOVE TO ALL, the spaceship.  Come on board with me Alice.” 

 “How do I do that?” 

 “See the yellow light beam?” says Hector.  “Just climb it to me.” 

 “I see the yellow light beam going through the living room window.  I’ll climb it to you 

Hector.  I’m climbing it now.  I’m climbing the yellow light beam.  I’m climbing the yellow light 

beam.” 

 “Come to me Love,” says Hector as I reach him.  We embrace and remain locked in 

each other’s arms for a long time. 

 “It’s wonderful to be with you Hector.” 

 “Do you want to see my planet and go for a walk on Mars?” 

 “Yes, but I must be home before six.  My parents come home at six.” 

 “Don’t worry Alice.  It’s only 2:30.  You’ll be home at 5:45.” 

 “OK Hector.” 

 “Here we are on Mars.” 

 “All ready?!” 

 “Yes Alice.  LOVE TO ALL is very fast.  Let’s leave the ship and go to the Magic 

Garden.” 

 “OK Hector,” I sigh.  And we walk to the Magic Garden. 

 “Why are you trembling Alice.  Everything is fine.  Look at these beautiful gardens.” 

 “I never saw such beautiful flowers before, Hector.  Is the rest of Mars so beautiful?” 

 “It is Alice.  It is.  And you are the most beautiful flower in this garden,” says Hector 

pulling me closer to him. 
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 I’m thinking to myself now—should I give Jon his ring back?  Should I give Jon his ring 

back? 

 “Alice, let’s walk through the little town where I grew up.  Then we can go to my family 

home.  You can meet my parents and some of my brothers and sisters.” 

 “I’d love that Hector.  How many brothers and sisters do you have?” 

 “Ten,” says Hector. 

 “Wow!  That’s a whole lot.  I had a brother once, but he died in a car accident two years 

ago.  He was three years older than I.”   

 “I’m sorry Alice.  That is tragic.  It will be hard for your parents, then, when you want to 

leave home.  They may not want you to leave. 

 “Oh, I never thought of that, Hector.” 

 “Here, we have arrived at my little town, ‘Nwot.’  And there is the one-room schoolhouse 

where I went to school ‘til eighth grade.” 

 “That must have been confusing Hector, eight grades all in one room.” 

 “No, I liked it.  You learned more, by listening to the teacher teach all the grades.” 

 “Wow!  I never thought of that.  And I love these houses and all the farm land.  Did you 

grow up on a farm?” 

 “Yes I did Alice.” 

 “Wow!  I never met anyone who grew up on a farm before.  What do you do now 

Hector?” 

 “I’m a nuclear engineer Alice.” 

 “Oh I know nothing about nuclear engineering, but I’d love to learn.” 

 “Well you certainly can.  We have excellent schools here on Mars.  And, voila, here we 

are at my family home.  Come inside and meet everyone.” 

 Hector and I walk into Hector’s family home. 

 “Hello everyone,” says Hector.  “I’d like you to meet my girlfriend, Alice.” 

 “Hi Alice,” the five people in the room say in unison.  “I’m Mom, I’m Pop, I’m Eno, I’m 

Owt, I’m Eerht,” say each of them. 

 “Well,” says Hector, I’m afraid we can’t stay.  Alice has to get home soon.” 

 “Bye Alice,” they all say.  “Nice to have met you.” 

 “Bye everyone,” say I.  “Nice to have met all of you.” 

 We then leave Hector’s family home. 

 “OK Alice,” says Hector.  “We’ll go back to LOVE TO ALL and fly back to Earth.  Then I’ll 

light beam you back home through your living room window.” 
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 “Hector, I’m going to miss you when I leave you.  And what do I do about Jon?  I’m 

wearing his ring around my neck.” 

 “Alice, I’m jealous of Jon.  He is with you a lot when I’m not there.  But here we arrive at 

LOVE TO ALL.  Let’s get on board.” 

 LOVE TO ALL flies back to my house and Hector light beams me through my living room 

window.  I then sit down at the dining room table and open my book. 

 “Ring...” 

 “Oh, there’s the doorbell.  I must have fallen asleep.  Wow!  What a dream!” 

 “Ring…” 

 “Coming…”   I answer the door. 

 “Alice what took you so long?” says Jon when I open the door. 

 “I fell asleep Jon.  I just woke up.  Come in.” 

 Just then my parents arrive home with dinner. 

 “Hi Mom and Dad,” we say. 

 “Hi Alice and Jon.” 

 “Oh, I’d better go home,” says Jon.  I didn’t know it was so late.  My parents are 

expecting me home for dinner.  I’ll come over later, Alice, and we’ll do homework together.” 

 “OK Jon.” 

 “Let me put dinner on the table,” says Mom. 

 “Well, Alice,” says Dad.  “What’s new and exciting?” 

 “Same old,” I say.  “Same old.” 

 My family sits down for dinner together. 

 “This chicken pot pie is good,” I say. 

 “How is school coming along?” asks Mom. 

 “Really good,” I say.  “I’m catching on to math and I love it.  And I’m reading GREAT 

EXPECTATIONS for English.  Love it too.  I’ll read some more when Jon comes over.” 

 “I see you still have Jon’s ring around your neck.” 

 “Yeah Dad.” 

 We eat the rest of the meal in silence.  Can’t stop thinking about Jon and Hector.  And 

then the spaceship and the RED PLANET MARS. 

Later Jon comes over... 
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 “This homework isn’t so bad Jon.  I’m catching on to math and the English is interesting.  

And those are the only two subjects I get homework in.” 

 “I only get homework in math and English also,” says Jon.  “But I don’t like it as much as 

you do.” 

 Later that night when the whole family is asleep, I wake up.  There is the yellow light  
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Chapter V 

 

 “Hector, is that you?” 

 “Yes Alice.  Climb up the yellow light beam and come to me.” 

 “Let me get dressed first.” 

 “No need Alice.  You look fine.  Come as you are.” 

 “OK Hector,” I say, starting to climb up the yellow light beam. 

 “Here I am Hector,” I say after a couple of minutes. 

 “My Love,” says Hector, holding me and showering me with kisses.  “Why are you 

trembling Alice?” 

 “I don’t know Hector.  I never felt like this before.” 

 We both fall back onto the couch and remain in each other’s arms.  I feel Hector 

pressing against me.  A few minutes pass and Hector is still pressing against me.  I see bright 

colored lights all around.  Then everything goes dark.  Some time passes and we are still lying 

in each other’s arms. 

 “Alice,” says Hector, “it is time for you to go back now.  You have to get up for school 

soon.” 

 “I don’t want to leave you Hector.” 

 “I know.  I don’t want to leave you either.  But we will see each other again soon.  You 

have to go now.” 

 “OK,” I say.  I then get up and climb down the yellow light beam and get into my own 

bed. 

 “Good night Hector.” 

 “Good night Alice.” 
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Chapter VI 

 

 “Ring…” 

 There goes the alarm.  Better get ready for school. 

 A little later Mom calls to me, “Alice come for breakfast.”   

 I go downstairs and sit down for breakfast.  And there is a bowl of oatmeal with candy 

hearts in it. 

 “Happy Valentine’s Day Alice.” 

 “Oh thank you Mom.  I forgot about Valentine’s Day.  Happy Valentine’s Day to you too.  

But I have to rush.  Don’t want to miss the bus.”  I eat breakfast, make the bus and soon arrive 

at school. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Jon when I get off the bus.  “I have a Valentine’s cupcake for you.” 

 “Oh thank you.  Isn’t this a pretty cupcake—pink icing and red hearts.  Thank you 

Hector.” 

 “Who is Hector?  I’m Jon.” 

 “Oh I mean Jon.  Hector is a character in a novel I’m reading.  I’m getting all mixed up.” 

 “Alice are you OK?  Do you still love me?” 

 “Of course I do Jon.” 

 “OK.  We’d better go to class now,” says Jon. 

 And so we do. 

 Then there is lunchtime: 

 “Hi Alice,” says Jon as he meets up with me. 

 “Hi Jon,” I say.  “Let’s get our lunch and sit down.”  And so we do. 

 “How did you like the cupcake I gave you?” says Jon. 

 “It was very pretty and very delicious,” I say, wondering who I love, Jon or Hector. 

 “There’s a love story playing at the movies Sunday.  Let’s see it,” says Jon. 

 “Sure,” I say. 

 What do I do now, I’m thinking to myself.  Jon is going to want to sit in the back row and 

make out.  I don’t want to.  But I have his ring.  Now what? 

 “Alice, I’m so glad we are going steady,” says Jon.  “I wish it were Valentine’s Day 

forever.  I’ll be over your house tonight.  We’ll do our homework together.” 

 We sit and eat our lunch and—“ring…” 
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 “Time to go to class Alice.  Shit, who wants to go to class.  I’ll see you tonight.” 

 Jon I have a sore throat.  I’m going to bed early tonight.  We’ll make it another time.” 

 “OK.  I’m sorry you’re not feeling well.  Bye Alice.” 

 “Bye Hector.” 

 Off I go to English.  I love reading GREAT EXPECTATIONS by Charles Dickens.  I’m 

really getting to love school.  I wonder if I would like school on Mars.  I remember the Little Red 

Schoolhouse.  That was fun. 

 Later on the bus home: 

 “Jane, what do you want to be when you grow up?” 

 “I don’t know Alice.  My parents want me to be a teacher, so I’ll probably do that.  You 

know, I saw the greatest movie on TV last night, ‘Diabolique’” 

 “Jane, how come when we get together everyone talks about what’s good on TV.  Isn’t 

there anything else we can talk about?” 

 “Of course--what’s happening in school.” 

 I’m thinking--there must be more to life than school and TV.  There is.  There’s Hector.  

Hector has shown me an exciting new life. 

 When the bus stops at my stop, I get out and go home.  As soon as I enter my house I 

see that yellow light beam again. 

 “Hector is that you?” 

 “Yes Alice, it is I.  But we’ll see each other later.   You have studying to do first. 

 “But Hector I miss you.  I want to see you.” 

 “I miss you too Alice.  But I’m working on an important project for work.  Can’t make it 

right now.  So I’ll do what I have to do, and you’ll do what you have to do, and we’ll see each 

other later.” 

 “OK Hector.  We’ll see each other later.” 

 I’ll sit down to do my homework.  You know, school has gotten to be so interesting.  But I 

can’t stop thinking about Hector.  Then there is Jane on the bus.  And she wants to be a teacher 

because her parents want her to be a teacher.  My parents are the same way.  They say the 

same thing.  They say a teacher is a good profession for a woman.  But what about doing 

something you really love.  Doesn’t that count?  And then there’s Hector.  But better get to 

studying now.  I’ll see Hector later. 

Later... 

 Done with my homework.  I think I’ll do some sketching and watercolor.  We do that in 

school but I think I’ll do some more at home. 

 “Ring…” 
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 Oh there’s the phone.  “Hi Jane.” 

 “Alice I met this great guy, Steve, and he wants me to play basketball with him at the 

gym.”   

 “That’s great Jane…” and the conversation goes on and on until we both say, “bye.” 

 Well let me do some watercolor now.  I’ll get together all my supplies and do watercolor 

in my room on my desk. 

Later... 

 Finished.  This is a painting of Hector and me in the spaceship, Love to All, and all the 

bright colored lights around us.  It really came out good. 

 “Alice, are you home?” calls out Mom as she and Dad enter the house. 

 “I’m here,” I call back. 

 “Are you doing your homework?” 

 “It’s done,” I say. 

 “That’s good,” say Mom and Dad in unison.  

 “Dinner soon,” says Mom. 

 “OK,” say I. 
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Chapter VII 

 

 “How did you like school today?” asks Dad when the three of us are eating dinner. 

  

 “I’m really beginning to love school,” I respond.  “And I did a painting after school.” 

 “Oh that’s nice,” says Dad.  “You’ll have to show it to us after dinner.  Maybe you’ll be an 

art teacher.” 

 I then start thinking about Hector.  Hector is a nuclear engineer. I wonder what that is 

like.  I wonder if I would like that.  But to be a teacher—no.  I don’t want to stand up in front of a 

class full of kids and teach. 

 “This dinner is really good,” I say eating the meatballs and mashed sweet potato.” 

 Then I think about Hector.  I really miss him.  Can’t wait to see him tonight.  I wonder 

what he eats.  And who he eats with.   

 “I’m kind of tired,” I say finishing dinner. “And I have a little sore throat.  I finished my 

homework.  I think I’ll go to bed early.  Maybe I’ll watch some TV first.” 

 “I’m sorry you’re not feeling well,” says Mom.  “But I’m glad you’re going to rest and get 

to bed early. 

 Can’t wait to see Hector, I think to myself.  But I’ll have to wait ‘til everyone is asleep.   

 I then go up to my room and turn on the TV.  And guess what?!  There’s Hector on TV! 

 “Hector, what are you doing on TV?” 

 “Just want to talk with you Alice.  Can’t see you tonight.  I’m working on an important 

project.  And tomorrow night, too, I’ll be busy.  Hopefully that’s it.  But my mother invited us to 

her house the following night.  Would you like to go?” 

 “I’d love to Hector.  But I miss you.” 

 “I miss you, too, Alice.  But I have to go to work now.  Bye Alice.” 

 “Bye Hector,” I say as I turn off the TV. 

 “Ring...” There goes the phone. 

 “Hello.” 

 “Hi Alice.” 

 “Hi Jon” 

 “Alice, how do you feel?” 

 “Not the greatest.  I’m going to bed soon.” 

 “Alice, if you’re feeling better, can I come over tomorrow?” 
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 “Sure Jon.” 

 And the conversation goes on for a while.  Afterward I hang up and decide to read some 

poetry.  I bought a poetry book at the book store and I love it.  I love memorizing Elizabeth 

Barrett Browning’s sonnets.  And I think I’ll write a poem about Hector.  But let me go to bed 

first.  I’m really tired.  I’ll write in bed.   

 I get washed and undressed and into bed.  I never get to the reading and writing 

because I immediately fall asleep. 
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Chapter VIII 

 

 The next evening Jon comes over to my house. 

 “Alice,” says Jon, “if we get our homework done quickly, we can watch TV or play cards.” 

 “I guess so.  But I have this great poetry book.  Do you want me to read you one of 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s poems.  They are really beautiful?” 

 “No.  Don’t like poetry.” 

 I’m thinking to myself—I wonder if Hector likes poetry.  I’ll have to ask him.  Maybe I can 

read Elizabeth Barrett Browning to him. 

 “Jon, what do you want to be when you grow up?” 

 “I’ll probably be a lawyer.  They make good money.” 

 “Do you think you’ll enjoy the job?” 

 “Probably not.  But I’ll enjoy the money.” 

 “I’d like to be an artist.” 

 “You mean a ‘starving artist,’” says Jon half-joking.  “If we get married, I’d better be a 

lawyer.” 

 “You know,” I say, “I can do art as a hobby and then maybe become a nuclear engineer.” 

 “Alice,” says Jon, “why don’t you be an art teacher?” 

 “Maybe I shouldn’t get married,” I say.  “Then I can do what I please.” 

 “Alice,” says Jon.  “You are now talking nonsense.  Don’t you want a family?  Don’t you 

want a husband and children?”   

 “I’m not sure what I want.” 

 “Well,” says Jon.  “I know what I want.  When we finish our homework, let’s play cards.” 

 And so we do our homework and then play cards.  Later, Jon and I finish playing cards 

and Jon goes home.  I go to my room, turn on the TV, and there is Hector on TV again. 

 “Hi Alice.  I’ll take a little break now and talk with you via the TV” 

 “Hector, do you like Elizabeth Barrett Browning?” 

 “Very much so Alice.” 

 “Oh Hector—‘How do I love thee?  Let me count the ways.’”  And I recite her entire 

sonnet by heart. 

 “That was lovely Alice.  And you recite it so beautifully.  But I must return to my job now.  

We’ll see each other tomorrow.  Good night Alice.” 
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 “Good night Hector.” 

 I get ready for bed and then lie in bed trying to sleep.  “Starving artist,” I say to myself.  

“Starving artist.  What else could I do?  I could do beading—buy interesting beads and do 

beading.  What else could I do?  What else?  Beading won’t make me much money.  Starving 

artist.  Starving artist.  I’ll have to talk to Hector.  I want to earn a living but I also want to do what 

I love.  Oh there’s the TV—didn’t shut it off.  I’ll go shut it off—Oh, it’s Hector.” 

 “Alice, I couldn’t help but hear you talking to yourself.  You know what they say—‘the first 

ten years of being an artist you starve.”’ 

 “And after that?” I ask. 

 “’After that,”’ says Hector.  “’ You get used to it.’”   

 “Ho!  Ho!” I say. 

 “Don’t fret Alice.  I’m just kidding and I have an idea.” 

 “What’s that?”  I ask. 

 “We want to make our spaceships more attractive.  That is one of the things we are 

discussing tonight at the meeting.  One person mentioned painting murals on the inside of the 

ships.  Do you think you would like to do that Alice?”  

 “Like it!  I would love it!” 

 “Alice bring me over some of the paintings you’ve done so I can see them over the TV.” 

 “OK Hector.  Give me just a few seconds,” I say collecting a few paintings and bringing 

them over to the TV to show Hector. 

 "Alice,” says Hector.  “I’ll take photos of them and see what the others think.  We are on 

the way to launching a career for you.” 

 “Hector, you’ve been so good to me.  What can I do for you?” 

 “Just be by my side Alice.  Be by my side.” 

 “Absolutely,” I say. 

 “OK Alice.  You have shown me five paintings.  Show me them again one at a time in 

front of the TV and I will take a picture of each of them.  And then I will show the photos to the 

people at the meeting.” 

 “Hector thank you so much.” 

 “My pleasure Alice.” 

 So Hector takes the photos.  I then go to sleep and dream of bright colored lights. 
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Chapter IX 

 

 The next day at school I meet Jon in the lunchroom.   

 “Hi Alice, guess what?!  I just got into Columbia University.” 

 “Great Jon!  That’s where you want to go.” 

 “And you applied to NYU,” says Jon.  “That’s where you want to go.” 

 “I don’t know anymore,” I tell him.  “I applied for liberal arts and I’m more interested in the 

fine arts.  Maybe I’ll take literature with fine arts electives if they let me.” 

 “And then what will you do when you graduate—be a ‘starving artist?’” 

 “No, I have other ideas.” 

 “Alice,” says Jon.  “You have changed.  You are sort of drifting away from everything.  

Anyway, will you meet me at the movies Sunday—12: 30 in front of the candy counter?” 

 “Sure,” I say.  “You know, I love that art class that I’m taking.  My favorite subjects are art 

and English.  I love them both.” 

 “How can you love school so much?”  says Jon.  “I just do it ‘cause I have to.  Ever since 

we went to that movie about Mars you’ve changed. 

 “Ring...” 

 “OK,” says Jon.  “There’s the bell.  Time for class.  Meet you at the movies Sunday.” 

 “Bye Jon.” 

 After school I sit with Jane on the bus home. 

 “Alice I’m going out with this real cute guy,” she says.  “We’re going to the movies 

Sunday.  We’ll see you there.” 

 “What’s he like?”  I ask. 

 “Well,” says Jane.  “He’s going to get a car soon.” 

 “That’s nice,” I say. 

 “Yeah,” says Jane. 

 “Here’s my stop Jane.  See you at the movies.” 

 “Bye Alice,” says Jane. 
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Chapter X 

 

 I fall sound asleep that night.  In the middle of the night the yellow light beam awakens 

me. 

 “Come to me Alice.  Come to me.  I need you Alice.  I need you.” 

 “Coming Hector.  I’m coming,” say I rubbing my eyes and then climbing up the yellow 

light beam.” 

 When I reach Hector he showers me with kisses. 

 “I need you Alice,” says Hector.  “You are my inspiration.” 

 “I want to be with you always Hector.” 

 We remain locked in each other’s arms the rest of the night with the moon shining down 

on us. 

 “Did they like my paintings Hector?  Do you think I’ll make it as an artist on Mars?” 

 “They liked your paintings Alice and we need artists like you to make the spaceships 

beautiful.” 

 “On Earth,” I remark, “some people make fun of artists.  They call us ‘starving artists.’” 

 “I don’t think you will have to worry about that on Mars.” 

 “Hector it’s so nice to be here with you.  I don’t want to ever leave.” 

 “Well you are invited to stay here on Mars with me.  It’s all up to you.” 

 “Thank you Hector.  I will think about it.” 

 Hector and I sleep in each other’s arms until it is time for me to climb down the yellow 

light beam back into my own bed. 
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Chapter XI 

 

 The next day is Saturday and I spend most of the day in my room doing my artwork.  I 

do pictures of my room and pictures of scenes outside my window.  I even make a picture of 

LOVE TO ALL, the spaceship. 

 “Alice,” says Mom, knocking on my door.  “What are you doing in your room so much?  

Do you have so much homework?” 

 “No Mom.  I’m doing homework, but I’m doing other stuff too.” 

 “OK Alice.” 

 “Oh Hector,” I say to myself.  “No one on Earth knows about you except me.  No one 

else on Earth would accept you.  You couldn’t come to me.  I have to go to you.  They would 

accept an Earthling on Mars, but not a Martian on Earth.  I guess my culture is quite limited.” 
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Chapter XII 

 

 Soon Sunday rolls around.  I find myself on the bus again going to the movies. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Jane when I get off the bus.  “Jon is inside the theatre.  I’d like you to 

meet my friend, Jay.” 

 “Hi Jay.” 

 “Hi Alice.” 

 I go inside the theatre and find Jon by the candy counter. 

 “The usual Alice?  Popcorn and soda?” 

 “No thanks Jon.  I’ll have a dark chocolate bar this time.” 

 “What!  Alice!  You’ve changed in every way imaginable.  OK.  You get what you want 

and I’ll get what I want.” 

 And so we do. 

 “OK Alice,” says Jon.  “Let’s go to our seats.”  And we walk into the movie theatre. 

 “No Jon,” I say as Jon goes to sit down in the last row.  “I want to sit in row 3.” 

 “What?!  Why in row 3?” says Jon. 

 “Because I want to,” I say.  

 “Well I want to sit in the last row,” says Jon sitting down. 

 “OK,” I say.  “You sit in the last row and I’ll sit in row 3.” 

 And so we do just that. 

 And I watch the movie, “A Love Story,” and think about Hector. 

 After the movie Jon meets up with me and he is furious. 

 “I don’t know what’s wrong with you Alice; but if you keep this up, I’m breaking off with 

you.” 

 “OK Jon,” I say taking off his ring from around my neck and handing it to him.  I then 

walk away leaving him standing there with his mouth open. 

 That night I eat dinner with my parents. 

 “How was the movie today,” asks Dad.  “And what did you see?” 

 “’A Love Story,’” I say.  “And it was very good.” 

 “Alice,” says Mom.  “I see you are not wearing Jon’s ring around your neck.  What 

happened?” 

 “Oh,” I say.  “We just don’t see eye to eye on everything.” 
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 “Alice, you’ve been acting very strange lately.  You are always spending so much time in 

your room.  And Jon’s mother called me this afternoon.  Jon has been talking to her and has 

been telling her how strange you are acting lately.” 

 “Nothing is wrong with me,” I say. 

 “Well Alice,” says Mom, “Dad and I have been talking and we think you should be talking 

to someone about this.” 

 “I’m very happy with my life,” I reply. 

 “Nevertheless,” says Mom.  “We will arrange to have you see someone to talk with him 

or her.  It’s for your own benefit.” 

 I don’t know what to say.  I eat the rest of my meal in silence.  That evening I go into my 

room and do some pastel. 

 “I love painting and drawing and pastel,” I say to myself.  “I know this is something new, 

my spending so much time doing artwork; but so what?  Does that make me strange?” 

 That night when I am sound asleep, the yellow light beam wakes me up again. 

 “Hector, I’m coming.”  And I climb up the yellow light beam. 
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Chapter XIII 

 

 “Alice,” says Hector after a long hug and kiss, “we have to talk.” 

 “What is it?” I ask. 

 “They plan on taking you to a psychiatrist.  What are you going to tell him or her?” 

 “I don’t know,” I say. 

 “I’ll tell you what is going to happen, Alice.  If you tell the truth they will think you are 

crazy.  They will drug you up and lock you up and I may not be able to reach you.  If you lie you 

will get caught in your lie somewhere along the line.  And what if they find you missing from your 

room when you come to visit me?  The WILL start checking on you in the middle of the night.” 

 “Oh Hector, what do I do?” 

 “Alice, Sweetheart, we either say goodbye now forever, or you stay here with me 

forever.” 

 “Oh Hector, let me think about it.” 

 “I love you Alice.  I want you with me always.  But you have no more time to think about 

it Alice.  You must make your decision now.” 

 “But my parents will be devastated if I leave them.  How can I leave them like that?” 

 “But what about YOU Alice?  What about YOUR life?  Don’t you count?  After all you will 

be sixteen soon.  You have a right to a life of your own.” 

 “Oh Hector.  I’ll stay here on Mars with you. I love you Hector.  I love you Hector.” 

 “I love you Alice.  And we’ll be together always.  We will always belong to each other.” 

  



TRI- SCI- PHI- By Anne 

69 

Chapter XIV 

 

 “Alice, we’ll go to my place.  You’ve never seen my house.  I think you’ll like it, especially 

one room.” 

 “What room?”  I ask. 

 “You will see,” says Hector.  “We can walk to my place.  It isn’t too far.  I think you’ll like 

it, especially tomorrow morning when it’s light out.” 

 “Oh Hector, I’m so excited.  I’m so excited about being with you and our new life 

together.” 

After and few minutes... 

 “Here we are, Alice.” 

 “Oh a one-story little house with trees around it.  I love it already.” 

 “Come inside,” says Hector as they enter.  “Come see your special room first.  Here, 

look... 

 “It’s a nice room, Hector, with lots of windows, mauve walls, and a gray tile floor—but no 

furniture.” 

 “This is your studio Alice.  You will furnish it.  It is your room.” 

 “Thank you, Hector, thank you.” 
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Part II 

 

Chapter XV 

 

 Hector continues giving me a tour around the house.  When we arrive at the kitchen, the 

last room we come to, he asks— 

 “Would you like hot chocolate before going to bed?” 

 “I would love it,” I say 

 “Computer,” Hector says, “hot chocolate please for two.” 

 In one minute there are the two hot chocolates. 

 “Here’s one for you, Alice,” says Hector handing me the hot chocolate.” 

 “Thank you Hector.  Mmm, this is good.” 

 After we finish our hot chocolates, we go into the bedroom with a king-size bed.  Hector 

holds me close to him. 

 “You are mine now Alice.  I love you so much.” 

 “Hector I love you.  I love you,” I whisper. 

 Hector pulls me close to him and we collapse onto the bed.  My heart beats faster and 

faster and Hector holds me very close. 

 “Hector, Hector,” I whisper. 

 We embrace for a long time and then I fall asleep. 

 When morning finally arrives, the sun is shining in on the bed.  I open my eyes.  Hector 

is still asleep.  I get up, go to the closet, take out a robe and go into the bathroom and shower.  

,, 

 “Last night was wonderful,” I say to myself under the shower.  “Hector is wonderful,” I 

continue. “But how is my family on Earth?  I wonder how they are. 

 I finish my shower.  “Let’s see,” I say after getting out of the shower and drying off.  

“Here are the combs, brushes, toothbrushes, toothpaste and body lotion.  All set.” 

 I finish up in the bathroom, put on the robe and go back into the bedroom.  Hector is still 

asleep. 

 “Oh,” I say to myself.  “That thing over there looks just like what’s in the kitchen that 

makes the best hot chocolate.” 

 “Computer,” I say.  “One hot chocolate please.” 

 And, voila, one minute later—a cup of hot chocolate.  I take the hot chocolate, sit down 

on the bed and sip it.  I am in seventh heaven. 
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 “Hello Darling,” says Hector, as I finish my hot chocolate. 

 “Good morning Love,” I say leaning over and kissing him on the lips. 

 “Alice, would you like to go to the Magic Garden for breakfast?” asks Hector. 

 “I’d love to,” I say. 

 “OK Alice,” says Hector.  “Let me just get washed and dressed.  It won’t take long.  

Would you like to watch TV while you are waiting?” 

 “Yes,” I say.  “I’d like to see what’s happening on Earth.  I’m worried about my family.” 

 “OK Alice, I’ll turn on Earth News.” 

 “Thank you,” I say. 

 “I’m getting showered and dressed now.  You can watch the news,” replies Hector. 

 “Oh my,” I say to myself while watching Earth News.  “I see my family.  They don’t know 

where I am.  They hope I am safe.  This is terrible.  What have I done to them?!” 

 “Hector,” I exclaim when he comes out of the bathroom.  “My family is so worried about 

me.  Can I write them a letter to tell them I’m all right?  What shall I do?  Maybe I can write to 

them and light beam the letter to the dining room table tonight.  Then in the morning they’ll know 

I’m OK.” 

 “You can do that,” says Hector while getting dressed.  “They will be confused and no one 

will know how the letter got there.  But it will give them some comfort.  Yes we can do that.” 

 “Oh Hector, what have I done?!  Look at all the distress I caused?!” 

 “Alice, these are the things that happen in life.  Your parents have their life to lead and 

you  have your own life.  Just remember that.  Anyway, I’ll be ready to go to the Magic Garden 

in five minutes.” 

 “Yeah, you’re right,” I say softly. 

 Five minutes later we leave the house and walk to the Magic Garden. 

 “Alice I have some good news for you,” says Hector as we are walking.  “I didn’t tell you 

last night because I didn’t want to spoil the mood.  But your pictures made a big hit with my 

sister, Marie, who the head of an art school, The Mars Art Academy, where I used to teach.  

She would like you to attend her school to perfect your skills.  Also, at the same time you will get 

your high school diploma and go on to getting credits toward your college degree.” 

 “Oh Hector that’s wonderful.  I didn’t know you were also an artist.  I’d love to go to that 

school.” 

 “Good,” says Hector.  “Here we are at the Magic Garden.  Let’s sit down at this table and 

have breakfast.  Would you like an orange, turkey bacon omelet and cappuccino?” 

 “I’d love it Hector.  Can we also write to my parents?” 

 “Sure.  I’ll get some note paper also.  We’ll write to your parents after breakfast.” 
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 Hector leaves and comes back with breakfast and note paper. 

 “This breakfast looks really good,” says Hector.  And we sit enjoying our breakfast in 

silence. 

 “OK,” I say, finishing breakfast.  “I’m going to write a note to my parents on that paper 

you have.” 

 I borrow a pen from Hector and write, “Dear Mom and Dad, Please don’t worry about 

me.  I can’t tell you where I am, but I am very happy.  Love always, Alice.” 

 I seal the note, write “Mom and Dad” on the envelope and hand it to Hector. 

 “OK Alice, we’ll light beam it to them tonight.” 

 “Let’s go for a walk in these woods here,” I say getting up.  We walk through the woods 

hand-in-hand, stopping every few steps for a kiss. 

 “You know, Alice,” says Hector, “maybe we can see my sister, Marie, at the Art Academy 

now.  Maybe you can enroll and go there during the day while I am working.” 

 “That would be great Hector.” 

 “OK, I’ll call Marie now.” 

 Hector dials the number. 

 “Hello Hector.” 

 “Hi Marie.  I’m with Alice.  Do you have time to see us this morning?” 

 “Sure.  Come on over.  I’d love to meet Alice.” 

 “Good.  Bye Marie.” 

 “Bye Hector.” 

 “OK Alice, we’re off.  We’ll take a short helicopter ride to Marie.” 

 Hector and I get into a helicopter parked at the edge of the Magic Garden.  Hector 

punches in Mars Art Academy and away we go.  When we arrive at the Mars Art Academy the 

helicopter parks itself at the curb and Hector and I get out. 

 “What a beautiful building,” I say.  “I never saw anything like it—pale blue with windows 

galore.” 

 “This is The Mars Art Academy,” says Hector. “Wait ‘til you see the inside with all the 

murals.” 

 We enter the building. 

 “Oh how beautiful!  Look at all those murals,” I gasp. 

 “Yes they are exquisite,” says Hector.  “Now let’s take the elevator to the 100th floor—the 

top floor.  You should see the view from Marie’s windows on the 100th floor, and the view from 

her terrace.” 
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 We enter the elevator and one half a minute later we are on the 100th floor.  We exit the 

elevator and I gasp again: 

 “Look at the murals on these walls!” 

 “Let’s go to Marie’s office,” says Hector as we walk toward Marie’s suite.  We enter the 

office and there is Marie, a little green woman with pink hair and matching pink eyes. 

 “Hi Hector,” says Marie.  “And you must be Alice.  Hector has told me all about you, that 

you are thin, medium height with beautiful long wavy blond hair and beautiful blue eyes.” 

 “Oh really,” I say, a little embarrassed. 

 “Alice, let me show you around.  As you can see we have the office walls done in 

murals.  This is our specialty.  We go on to design the inside of spaceships with lovely murals.  

Hector has shown me pictures of your artwork.  Alice they are lovely and you have great 

potential.  Are you interested in joining our team?” 

 “Yes I am Marie.” 

 “Good.  I’ll give you a few days to get used to Mars and then you can come here and 

paint.” 

 “Thank you Marie.  Everything is happening to fast.  I need time to get used to Mars.” 
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Chapter XVI 

 

 After meeting Marie, we all walk around looking at the murals in the rooms. 

 “Where are the students?” I ask. 

 “They are on the two floors below, the 98th and 99th floors.  Maybe Hector can show you 

around there. Then in a few days you can come join us.” 

 “That would be so exciting,” I say. 

 “If you also want a steady job, there will soon be a position open in the art supply store 

on the 97th floor.” 

 “I would like that.  I never had a real job.” 

 “Alice,” says Hector, “let’s look around the art school and art supply store and then go 

downstairs for lunch.” 

 “Hector you are so good to me.  No one has ever been so good to me.” 

 Hector and I then take a tour of the art school, watching the artists paint.  Then we go to 

the art supply store and look at all the supplies. 

 “Would you like to go for lunch now Alice?  It’s late and I’m hungry.” 

 “Me too Hector.  I’m hungry.” 

 So we go downstairs to the cafeteria. 

 “Oh look at that beautiful outdoor garden, where we can eat,” I say. 

 “Yes Alice,” says Hector.  “Let’s get our lunch and eat out there.” 

 And so we do.  We eat and enjoy a lovely lunch. 

 “Alice,” says Hector after we finish eating, “I have one more day off tomorrow and then 

it’s back to work.  That would be a good time for you to start school.” 

 “I’m looking forward to that Hector, but I’ve been thinking.  What do I do for money?” 

 “I have some money,” says Hector.  “And you can work in the art supply store when the 

position opens up.” 

 “Oh Hector, that’s wonderful.” 

 “Now let’s go for a bus ride around town,” says Hector.  “You’ll be able to see what the 

town looks like.  The busses have large windows.” 

 So we leave the cafeteria and walk a few minutes to the bus stop.  The pavement is light 

blue.  The buildings are tall with many windows and light blue just like the pavement.  They all 

have gardens around them with magnificent flowers with a sweet perfumed scent which you can 
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smell just walking by them.  The sky is pink with some fluffy white clouds.  It is all magnificent.  

Hector and I arrive at the bus stop and wait only about four minutes for the bus. 

 During a fabulous afternoon walking and riding around town, we also window shop in all 

the store windows. 

 “I love all these fashions,” say I. 

 “If you look through your closet at home,” says Hector, “you will find all these fashions 

there, just for you.” 

 “I saw some of them.  I will look at them all when we get home.  And I think they all will fit 

me.” 

 “You know,” says Hector.  “It well get dark soon.  Let’s head home.” 

 “OK,” I say. 

 “But before we go home,” says Hector, “we must make one last stop.” 

 “Where to?”  I ask. 

 “It’s very close by—right down the block.” 

 “OK... oh look... an ice cream shop.” 

 “That’s where we’re going,” says Hector opening the door.  “Come inside.” 

 We enter. 

 “Happy Birthday,” everyone inside shouts.  “Happy Sweet Sixteen.” 

 “Happy Birthday to you...” they all sing. 

 “Thank you.  Thank you,” I say in surprise.  “That’s right, I’m sixteen today.  And what a 

beautiful birthday cake!” 

 “We meet again,” says Marie.  “And here are all your colleagues and fellow students.” 

 “What a surprise!  I’m thrilled to meet all of you,” say I. 

 “Well,” says Hector.  “You have to make the first cut into the cake and then it will be 

sliced into portions for all of us.” 

 “OK,” I say taking hold of the knife and making the initial slice into the cake. 

 “It’s so nice to meet you Alice,” says one of the lady students.  “We can’t wait for you to 

join us.” 

 The staff, meanwhile, takes the cake and slices it into sections.  Then everyone has a 

marvelous time enjoying a scrumptious ice cream cake.  When we finally break up, it is dark 

outside.  Hector and I walk to a helicopter parked at the curb, get in and fly home. 

 When we reach home, I am exhausted.  I collapse on the bed and fall asleep in Hector’s 

arms. 
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Chapter XVII 

 

 When I wake up, the sun is streaming in on the bed.  It is a beautiful day. 

 “Good morning my Darling,” says Hector. 

 “Good morning my Love,” say I. 

 “Would you like breakfast in bed?” asks Hector.  “How about an orange, scrambled eggs 

with turkey bacon and cappuccino?” 

 “I’d love that,” I say, “but I’m still half asleep.” 

 “You’ll wake up,” says Hector.  “And I’ll have the same—Computer—two oranges, two 

scrambled eggs with turkey bacon and two cappuccinos please.” 

 And one minute later—voila! 

 We both sit and enjoy our breakfast. 

 “You know,” I say when we finish eating, “I still have that note to send to my Mom and 

Dad.” 

 “No problem,” says Hector.  “While you were sleeping last night, I light beamed it to your 

parents.” 

 “Thank you Hector.  That was very kind of you.” 

 “Alice, this morning would you like to take a walk through the woods right outside here?  

The woods are beautiful and they will inspire you in your paintings.  Then in the evening we can 

lie on a blanket outside in the grass and look up at the sky—the moon and stars—also beautiful 

and inspiring.” 

 “Oh yes, Hector, yes.” 

 So I get up and get washed and dressed.” 

 “I love these clothes you got me—so fashionable, casual and comfortable.” 

 “And,” says Hector, “they are very beautiful on you.  Shall we go for out walk in the 

woods?” 

 “OK.  I’m ready.” 

 We both go outside and walk through the woods. 

 “How fascinating everything is here on Mars,” I exclaim.  “And these cute little animals in 
the woods!  And these pink bushes with silver leaves and pink flowers!  And the lavender sky 
with fluffy white clouds with a gold lining as the sun shines through!  What a beautiful scene!  
And the trees all have a soothing scent to them.” 

 So we walk and walk and never tire.  After a very long walk we finally reach the edge of 
the woods.  We end up in the little town we were in yesterday, right near the ice cream shop. 
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 “Look!  The ice cream shop!” say I.  “Let’s get lunch there.  I’m in the mood for a 
hamburger and a chocolate malted.” 

 “Me too,” says Hector.  “And they will be having a jazz concert soon.  Do you like jazz?” 

 “I do.  I love jazz.” 

 “Well let’s go then,” says Hector as we walk toward the ice cream shop. 

 So in we go for a fun lunch and a fun afternoon.  When we finally leave the ice cream 
shop, it is already dark outside. 

 “Well now that it’s dark, Alice,” says Hector, “we can go home, put down a blanket 
outside on the grass and look up at the moon and stars in the sky.” 

 “And what a beautiful sky it is,” say I, “with a full moon and so many twinkling stars.” 

 So we find a helicopter at the curb and off we go.  When we finally get home, we spread 
a blanket outside on the ground, lie down, and gaze up at the night sky. 

 “It’s so beautiful,” I say over and over again.  “It’s so beautiful.” 

  



TRI- SCI- PHI- By Anne 

78 

Chapter XVIII 

 

 The next morning we wash, dress and eat breakfast quickly.  We take a helicopter to 
The Art Academy building.  I get out and Hector continues on to his work.  I go to The Art 
Academy office on the 100th floor and enroll in the school.  I then go to the 97th floor for supplies 
and then to the 98th floor to start school. 

 “I love all this,” I sigh to myself. 

 Then I start drawing a nude model in charcoal. 

 “You’re a natural Alice,” says the instructor.  “I can’t wait to see what else you will 
produce.” 

 At the end of the day the instructor tells me to go to the office upstairs.  Marie wants to 
talk to me.  I go upstairs. 

 “Alice,” says Marie.  A position in sales just opened up in the Art Supply Store on the 
97th floor.  Are you still interested?” 

 “I am interested,” I say. 

 “OK,” says Marie, “tomorrow morning go to the Art Supply Store.  You will work there for 
four hours each morning Monday through Friday.  Then after lunch you will go to the 98th floor 
for four hours of art.” 

 “Thank you,” I say.  “I look forward to it.” 

 I then go downstairs and wait outside for a few minutes for Hector.  I am still fascinated 
watching the people and traffic move by. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Hector walking toward me.  “How was your first day?” 

 “It was really cool,” I say.  “And tomorrow I start working in the Art Supply Store for four 
hours in the morning.  And then I do my artwork for four hours afterward.” 

 “Wonderful,” says Hector.  I’m proud of you.  Now let’s go home and have dinner.” 
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Chapter XIX 

 

 Thus begins my new life and I love it.  And I love Hector.  And Hector loves me. 

 Then—“ring...” 

 I wake up to the sound of the alarm clock.  I open my eyes. 

 “What’s this?!” I exclaim.  “I’m back home on Earth in my own room?!  What happened to 
Mars?!” 

 I get ready for school and go downstairs for breakfast. 

 “Good morning Alice,” says Mom.  “You’re up bright and early for school.  Dad and I 
have been looking at your paintings.  We think you could be an art teacher.” 

 “Don’t want to teach,” I say.  “I’m an artist, not a teacher.  If I need extra money, I’ll work 
in an art store.” 

 “You won’t make much money doing that.” 

 “I’ll make much more as a recognized artist than as a teacher.  You know what they say.  
‘Those who can, do.  Those who can’t teach.’” 

 With that Alice eats and goes off to school. 

 Alice meets Jane on the bus. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Jane. 

 “Hi Jane,” says I. 

 “Look,” says Jane, holding up the ring around her neck.  “I have Jay’s ring.  We’re going 
steady.” 

 “Congratulations,” say I. 

 “You know that Jon has a new girlfriend, Patti,” says Jane. 

 “Well good for them,” I say. 

 Later on at lunchtime I go into the lunchroom.  But this time I sit alone.  As I am eating 
someone comes up to me. 

 “Hello,” he says.  “My name is Ralph.  Is anybody sitting here?” 

 “No,” I say.  “You can sit down.  My name is Alice.” 

 “I’m new in this school,” says Ralph.  “I think I’m going to be in your art class.” 

 “Good,” I say looking at Ralph’s black hair with pink streaks in it. 

 “And next period I have English,” continues Ralph. 

 “So do I.  Maybe we are also in the same English class.  Are you in Ms. Nelson’s class?” 

 “Yes I am,” says Ralph smiling. 

 We chat and continue eating our lunch.  When we finish— 
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 “Ring...” 

 “There’s the bell,” I say.  ”Let’s go to English.” 

 “OK,” says Ralph.  And we go to class. 

 When English is over we find ourselves in art together, the last period of the day. 

 “Are those your paintings Ralph?  You’re quite an artist.” 

 “I like your work too,” says Ralph, looking at my work. 

 We work diligently throughout the class while the other students are mostly clowning 
around. 

 “Ring...” 

 The period is over. 

 “Alice, would you like to meet after school and do homework together?” 

 “I’d love to Ralph.”  And I give Ralph my address and phone number before leaving class 
and boarding my bus for home. 

 “Hi Jane,” I say to Jane after getting on the bus and sitting down next to her. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Jane.  “You know Jay is coming over my house today.” 

 “And Ralph is coming over my house.  We are doing homework together.” 

 “Ralph?!” says Jane.  “Ralph?!  Who’s he?!  You don’t waste any time, do you?!” 

 “Why should I?” I say. 

 And the two of us go on with chit-chat ‘til it’s time for me to get off the bus. 

 I go home, take some ice cream from the freezer, then sit down at the dining room table 
to do homework.  As soon as I sit down— 

 “Ring...” goes the doorbell. 

 I answer the door. 

 “Hi Alice,” says Ralph, who is at the door. 

 “Hi Ralph,” I say.  “Come on in.  I just sat down to do homework.  Would you like some 
ice cream?”” 

 “OK,” says Ralph. 

 I get Ralph some ice cream and we both sit down at the dining room table and diligently 
do homework.  When we finish our homework, we immediately open our library books that we 
are reading for book reports, and do some reading. 

 “How do you like your new school?” I ask Ralph, admiring his black hair with pink 
streaks. 

 “It’s good,” says Ralph.  “But I can’t wait ‘til I graduate and go to art school. 

 “Art school?” I say.  “You’re not going to college?” 
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 “No,” says Ralph.  “I’m going to The World Art Academy.  My brother, Tom, went there 
and he loved it.  He’s a very talented artist.  And he can still go to college if he wants to.  Many 
colleges recognize The World Art Academy.  He can transfer most of his credits to that college 
and then finish his college education.” 

 “Is he going to do that?” I ask. 

 “Maybe in the future,” says Ralph.  “Right now he is more interested in his painting.” 

 Just then the front door opens and Alice’s parents enter the house. 

 “Mom, Dad, I’d like you to meet Ralph.  He’s new in our school and we are in the same 
art and English class.” 

 “Hello Ralph,” says Mom. 

 “Hello Ralph,” says Dad. 

 “Hello,” says Ralph.  “I’ll be leaving now since we finished our homework.  Bye 
everyone,” says Ralph as he leaves. 

 “Well,” says Mom after Ralph has left, “where did you find this friend?” 

 “We met in the lunchroom,” I answer.  “And he is in my English and art class.  And he is 
some terrific artist.” 

 “Well I wouldn’t get too close with him,” says Dad.  “He has pink streaks in his hair.” 

 “He’s an artist,” I say.  “An artist.  And so am I.” 

 “I’m going to fix dinner now,” says Mom.  “After dinner we have a few things to discuss.” 

 Oh crap I’m thinking to myself.  I don’t like the sound of this already. 

 Soon we eat, mainly in silence.   

 Right afterward Mom says, “I spoke with your advisor, Ms. Tips, on the phone today, 
Alice, and she thinks you would be a good teacher in the lower grades.” 

 “Mom,” I say impatiently, “I’m not going to teach and I’m not going to college.  I’m an 
artist and I want to go to The World Art Academy.  If you don’t want to send me there I’ll work 
and pay for it myself.” 

 “But what about college?  That’s important too,” says Mom. 

 “I can go to college afterward and get credit for the courses that I take at The World Art 
Academy.  Why don’t you ask Ms. Tips about that?” 

 “Maybe I will Alice,” says Mom.  “The World Art Academy—somehow that name rings a 
bell.” 

 From that time on Ralph and I eat together in the lunchroom at school.  Half the Sundays 
we spend together going to a movie.  However, the rest of the Sundays we both stay home 
doing artwork. 

 “Alice,” Mom would say, knocking on my door the Sundays I am home, “are you OK?  
You spend so much time in your room.” 

 “I’m fine,” I respond.” 
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 Then one Sunday when I am home, Mom knocks on the door.  

 “Alice,” she says, “how are you doing?”  

 “I’m fine,” I say. 

 “Alice, may I see the pictures you are doing?” 

 “Sure,” I say.  “Come on in.” 

 Mom looks at what I am doing and her eyes pop out of her head. 

 “Alice,” says Mom, “your artwork is exceptional.  I didn’t know you could produce such 
works of art.  Maybe you SHOULD go to The World Art Academy.  Now I remember where I’ve 
heard about that school.  The brother of a co-worker of mine teaches there.  I'm going to ask my 
co-worker about The World Art Academy as well as Ms. Tips.” 

 “Great Mom.  Let me know what they say.” 

 “I certainly will,” says Mom. 

 The next day when Mom comes home from work she says to me, “I spoke with Ms. Tips 
and she says she has just seen some of your artwork and has spoken with your art teacher.  
They think The World Art Academy would be an excellent choice of schools.  Also my co-
worker’s brother who teaches there will be visiting my co-worker on spring break, which is in a 
few days.  I’m going to invite them both for dinner.  That way we will learn more about the 
school.”  

 “OK Mom.” I say a little nervous and thinking that this will be a big change in my life, but 
a good change. 

 Spring break arrives and Mom’s co-worker and her brother are invited for dinner on a 
Friday night.  That night Mom, Dad and I are in the living room waiting for them.  The doorbell 
rings. Mom answers the door and her co-worker and brother enter the living room. 

 “Alice, Dad,” says Mom, “I’d like you to meet my co-worker, Marie, and her brother, 
Hector. 

 

The End 

More Tales to Come 

 


