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“Sometimes you will never know the value of a moment  
until it becomes a memory.” 
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CHAPTER 1 

 
 

 
Just as I thought I would die from boredom, a gloved hand 
opened the heavy door, unleashing a myriad of jingles that 
irked me back to reality. A man entered swiftly, carrying the 
scent of pine and rain with him. The big box he carried 
concealed his face as it wobbled side to side, revealing only 
the top of his felt hat. Everything clanked loudly as he 
approached.  

Awakened by the disruption, Merriweather perked up 
her orange and black spotted head but then plunked back 
down on her flannel bed with a huff and shut her eyes. She 
was getting old and gray and didn’t greet customers the way 
she used to. Nevertheless, she was still the shop’s mascot. 

“Do you need a hand with that, sir?” asked my father 
from behind the counter, looking up from his newspaper. 

“That’s quite all right,” said a muffled voice. “I can 
handle it.” Shakily he placed the box brimming with 
oddities onto the counter with a deep grunt. “I hope you’re 
still open,” the man said. He moved out from behind the 
box, revealing a plump round face and red nose. 

My father peered at the man over the top of his wire-
rimmed glasses. “Yes. Just in time actually.” 

I anxiously looked at the grandfather clock directly 
across from me. It was five minutes until closing, so this 
guy was certainly pushing it.  

The man smiled, revealing yellow teeth. “Good, I have 
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some treasures here that I think you’ll be quite interested 
in.” 

My father dropped his newspaper and rubbed his 
calloused palms together in excitement. “Let’s have a look 
see then, shall we?” 

He immediately started digging through the dusty box, 
pulling out different items and carefully lining them up on 
the counter as I watched unenthusiastically over his 
shoulder, hot chocolate in hand.  

The first item was an 1880s walnut sewing box. Faded 
hand-painted flowers crept along the corners. The inside 
compartments were lined with weathered blue velvet. My 
father furrowed his brow, examining the mediocre 
condition of the heavy scissors, faded thread, and long 
metal tools inside. 

 “That was my great-grandmother Marie’s, and I don’t 
know how to sew so I don’t have much use for it,” the man 
in the hat said. “I thought it might be worth something 
since it’s so old.” 

“I see.” My father shot the man a phony pleased look 
and set down the sewing box with a clunk. 

I knew right away he would not be purchasing such a 
thing for our shop. Oddities—strange, rare, and dark 
things, especially things claiming to be haunted—were the 
Darling family specialty and legacy. People came from all 
over to visit our little red shop that looked like a barn at the 
end of the dusty road in the mountains, and my father 
would certainly not disappoint them. And especially since 
The Nomad traveling series did a feature on our shop, we 
had more guests than ever hunting for strange items. But 
on most days—like this one—the shop was so quiet I could 
hear every gear turning in the grandfather clock, which was 
said to be possessed by the ghost of a murderous musician. 

My father then pulled out a clock in the shape of a boot, 
with its gears peculiarly constructed on the outside. The 
gears and wheels all fit perfectly together, even given their 
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unusual angles in the boot shape.  
“Well, this is quite interesting.” My father’s tone was 

much more chipper.  
The stranger’s face brightened. “Yes, that’s a German 

mantle clock. Beautiful item.” 
My father turned and looked at me, giving me the look 

to do my job. I huffed with displeasure. The only thing I 
could think about was sitting at home listening to the rain 
while writing, not sifting through somebody’s old junk. 

I plunked down my cup of hot chocolate and stepped 
towards the counter. “So…what’s the clock’s story?” I 
asked in a fake overly nice tone that only my father picked 
up on. 

The man knew exactly what I was asking, and his 
response did not disappoint. “Well, it was allegedly made by 
a mad puppeteer in Germany and it is…haunted…to put it 
bluntly. I purchased it at a backstreet market years ago while 
visiting Berlin. It’s brought me strange luck, which is why I 
thought it would be perfect for your shop given that it has 
the same name.” 

My father took a heavy, wheezing breath and crumpled 
his white walrus mustache, which was beginning to yellow. 
It’s what he always did when he got excited about a new 
oddity to add to the shop. “I like the sound of that,” he 
snorted. “Tell us more. This is the best part of the job.”  

The man grinned. “Well, as soon as I brought it home, 
bizarre things started happening, like phantom smells of 
apple pie and cinnamon in the living room. I haven’t 
cooked a day in my life, being a bachelor and all. Sometimes 
the clock would mysteriously vanish and end up in the 
garden or in a cupboard. That’s why it’s a little bit banged 
up in places,” he chuckled, “or has dirt in her gears.” The 
man gulped, looking nervously side to side. “Also, I won 
the lottery the day I purchased the clock.” 

My father and I looked inquisitively at each other.  
“But I seemed to have lost the entire fortune in less than 
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a week. It’s quite a complicated ordeal—their registry 
misspelled my name at first, then the funds went missing, 
then arrived, then there was the robbery, then the money 
showed up, then disappeared. See what I mean? Strange 
luck! Frankly, I don’t have the energy to keep digging the 
thing out of the garden or getting it down from the top of 
my cupboards.” 

“Hmm, a shoe clock that can make it smell like 
homemade apple pie and makes you win the lottery—
sounds pretty incredible to me,” I said.  

“Do you know the name of the mad puppeteer who 
made it?” my father inquired. 

The man’s eyes brightened. “It was Herr Hans Klein, I 
believe. He made all sorts of automatons and eccentric 
clocks in Germany.” 

“Ah! We are quite familiar with Hans,” I said. “We’ve 
only had the privilege of purchasing one of his clocks 
before—a wooden owl clock that hooted. The owners who 
sold it to us claimed it rarely hooted, unlike a regular 
cuckoo clock, but when it did, it would rain. I sort of miss 
that owl now.”  

I grabbed the shoe clock from my father, running my 
fingers over the expertly crafted metal gears and wheels. I 
even went in for a sniff but was disappointed when I didn’t 
detect any hints of apple and cinnamon. Discretely I 
nodded to my father, indicating we should purchase the 
item. 

My father furrowed his mustache again. “We’ll give you 
a good price for it. It should fit nicely with the rest of our 
items here, as you can see.” My father’s arm stretched along 
the glass counter, which held such showpiece oddities as a 
dental phantom mask and a taxidermied haunted armadillo. 
He coughed hard into his palm before grabbing for more 
items from the box.  

The man smiled with a slight nod.  
“Daisy, go and write this nice man up his receipt and 
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record the sale in the ledger, and I’ll look through the rest,” 
my father instructed.  

But when I saw that the next item in the box was a 
Conus Gloriamaris shell, I procrastinated. Even though I 
disliked working at my family’s antique shop, I did enjoy the 
highly strange and rare items like this that passed through. 

“Your Conus Gloriamaris is wonderful, and it’s in great 
condition,” I said. “From the unique white markings on the 
spine, this must be a Tell Shell, correct?” 

The man nodded. 
“Then may I have a closer look?” 
I could tell by my father’s befuddled expression that he 

had no idea what the item was. A part of me secretly 
delighted in knowing about certain items that he didn’t after 
he had spent thirty years working as an antique dealer.  

I wiped a good half inch of dust off the glass display 
case and came in for a closer look. Quietly, I examined the 
gold and black markings. “Where did you acquire such a 
thing? They were very scarce at one point. There’s a legend 
that a collector purchased one at auction in 1792 only to 
destroy it to maintain the value of one already in his 
collection. They aren’t as rare these days, but the fact that 
it’s a Tell Shell increases its value.” 

“I actually inherited it. To be honest with you, it already 
told me my fortune and I no longer have a use for it.” The 
man turned red. “It said I would meet my wife in Mexico. 
That’s where I’m headed next week.” 

I smirked. “You’re right. The legend says these rare 
shells will only reveal your fortune once if you hold your ear 
up to the opening on your birthday.” 

“So what do you think?” he asked. 
“Well, I can tell you this, sir. This type of item only 

comes along once in a blue moon. We’d be fools not to 
take it.” 

My father eyed me. “Daisy!” he burst out authoritatively. 
He absolutely hated that I knew more about an item than 
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he did, even though it contradicted his intent to have me 
take over the shop from him on Sunday. “Let me worry 
about that, you need to learn the books, now go!” 

The man in the hat shot me a pursed grin as if uncertain 
whether he should remain quiet. 

My father still had a tendency to treat me like a child, 
but I didn’t feel like arguing today. “All right, all right, I’m 
going.” 

I slowly sauntered into the back room, grabbing the 
massive ledger book that nearly crushed me every time I 
grabbed it from the shelf. We did everything by longhand at 
Strange Luck, and as I wrote down the information, I 
couldn’t stop thinking about how I would be taking over 
this place. Didn’t he know I had dreams and aspirations to 
be a writer and travel the world? Didn’t he know I didn’t 
want to be stuck behind the counter all day in this crummy 
shop in Sea Salt? Besides, the job was incredibly boring, as 
it was mostly waiting, and I was never one to believe 
anything in our shop was actually haunted. But Strange 
Luck had been in our family for generations and with my 
father’s ailing health, I didn’t have a choice not to take over 
the family business.  

My father shouted back to me. “Daisy, we’ll take the 
Conscience Glorum as well.”  

I giggled. “Conus Gloriamaris, Dad,” I yelled. 
 “Whatever! Just write it up.” 
The front door jingled, and I poked my head out to see 

my best friend Roger enter the shop. He quickly removed 
his hat and smoothed his hair at the part.  

“Good evening, Wallace. Is Daisy around?” he asked. 
My father, too preoccupied examining the Tell Shell, 

gestured with his head.  
“Roger, I’m back here,” I shouted. 
Roger knew the shop well and often came around to 

have lunch with me or cover my shift in an emergency. He 
maneuvered behind the counter and into the back room. 
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“Dare I ask how it’s going?” 
I huffed. 
“Still upset about taking over the shop? What is it now, 

one day?” 
I sighed. “Yeah, just what I always wanted for my 

eighteenth birthday, especially since I received this today.” I 
pulled the wrinkled letter out of my purse and handed it to 
Roger, catching a glimpse of my tired blue eyes in the 
reflection of a nearby antique vase that supposedly attracted 
butterflies. 

“What’s this?” He smoothed his dark brown hair again 
before opening the letter. His hazel eyes moved swiftly, and 
then he finally said, “Daisy, this is great! They accepted you 
into the writing program in London. That’s what you’ve 
always wanted!”  

I shot him a pronounced frown.  
He said, “But what about the shop…and your dad?” He 

looked over at me and saw the disappointed look on my 
face.  

“I know. My dream school accepted me. I could be a 
writer and finish my novel. I could travel the world—but I 
can’t leave because of this stupid place.” Like a child, I 
kicked the desk leg, and it moved with a loud screech.  

He lowered his voice. “Does your father know?”  
“No way! It would only upset him, and his heart is 

already so weak. The doctors said if he doesn’t get the heart 
operation, it’ll be too late. Besides, I already tried talking to 
my distant cousins about it—the next heirs of the shop—
and they said I must fulfill my duty as a Darling. Supposedly 
each Darling must run the shop for at least five years for all 
duties to be equal and to keep the shop in the family. Since 
my mom left me and my dad, that’s everybody. I don’t see 
how I can possibly go to school in London and write while 
having to work here day and night and take care of my sick 
father. There’s just no way.” 

Roger’s hazel eyes sank. He handed back the acceptance 
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letter. “Sorry about that, but maybe things will work out. 
Maybe you’ll start liking the antique trade more, and you 
can write and travel when you’re older.” He took a few 
steps, examining the wall covered in knickknacks, doll 
heads, medicine bottles, old tools, and dusty leather books. 
“I mean, this place is pretty neat if you think about it—all 
history. You’d have a lot of stories to tell. I just saw a Tell 
Shell out there. You have to admit that’s pretty cool.” 

“Aside from the Tell Shell, most of it is just a bunch of 
garbage with a gimmick.” I huffed, knowing I had to stuff 
down my emotions again. Life just wasn’t fair sometimes!  

“You’re wrong, Daisy. You’ve got things owned by 
kings and queens, poets, writers, doctors. Even though I’m 
here all the time, I never get tired of discovering new 
treasures.” 

“Then maybe you should take over the shop,” I 
snapped. 

He shot me a disgruntled look and took a step towards 
me, looking paler than ever. “Look, I know you’re in a bad 
mood, so let me take you out to dinner tonight. You pick 
the place. And I’ll make sure to get you a nice piece of 
chocolate cake, too. How does that sound?”  

I set my pen down on the ledger. Roger was my best 
friend and always seemed to know just what to say and do 
to get me out of a rut. I fought to hide my smile, but when 
he gave me that affable look of his, my smile quickly broke 
through my stone-faced expression.  

“Well, how can I say no to that? Let me just finish this 
up and then we’ll go. Okay?”  

Roger’s thin lips formed a smile. Immediately, he started 
looking at the “limbo items” on the shelf. The items were 
supposed to be tagged and priced within a week and set out 
in the shop, but some of the items were pushing two 
months because we were so backlogged. My father’s rule of 
thumb was that if there was too good of an opportunity for 
an oddity, don’t pass it up.  
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Roger perused the antique bookshelf before heading 
over to the vintage games, probably in search of an old 
chess board to add to his collection. When I finished filling 
out the ledger, Roger was quietly looking at the top shelf. 

“Ready,” I said. 
“Wait a minute. I’ve always wanted to ask you about 

that strange letter up there.” Roger pointed to the yellowed, 
barely legible letter resting on the top shelf. “But I always 
get distracted from all of the amazing items in limbo.” 

I rolled my eyes. “That letter only adds to my frustration 
with this place!” 

“Oh, you have me curious now. Can I see it?” 
“I guess.” I pulled my thick red hair into a ponytail, 

positioned myself on the old rickety chair, and then grabbed 
the letter from the top shelf. I blew off a coating of dust. 
“It’s been here for a hundred years, so be careful with it.” 

He anxiously snapped it away from me, about to tear 
open the sealed flap. 

“Wait!” I shouted, nearly losing my balance. “Don’t 
open it! Are you crazy?” 

I jumped off the chair and moved to look out at my 
father, hoping he hadn’t heard the commotion. Luckily he 
was still conversing with the man in the hat. 

“It’s been sealed this entire time?” Roger lowered his 
voice. He ran his fingers along the seam to confirm. “Now 
I really want to open it!” 

“Yes,” I whispered, snatching it from his grubby hands. 
“If my father sees us with this, we’re dead.” 

“I don’t get it. What’s the big deal about this letter 
anyway?” 

I looked out again to make sure my father was still 
distracted. “Well,” I whispered, “if you must know, this 
letter was delivered to the shop a hundred years ago from 
Eureka, California. See, it’s addressed to a Mr. Farnsworth.” 
The elegant cursive print was faded as was the stamp of a 
cowboy panning for gold.  
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“Who’s Farnsworth?”  
“We don’t know to this day. But my grandfather was 

insistent on not opening the letter as it was not intended for 
anyone’s eyes except Farnsworth’s. It arrived the first day 
the shop opened. He thought perhaps this was addressed to 
the building’s previous tenant and one day Farnsworth 
would show up and collect the letter, but he never has. So 
my grandfather instructed my father to keep the letter and 
preserve it if its rightful owner ever came.” 

“But what was in this building previously?” Roger asked. 
“That’s one of the strange things about it. It was a barn 

attached to a house built by an old man who lived and died 
there, but his name wasn’t Farnsworth. The house has since 
been demolished. My grandfather inquired around town 
and searched the papers and library records for Farnsworth 
but found nothing. It was like he never existed. My father 
thinks it might be from a ghost or haunted in some sense.” 

“Hey, I’m one to believe in strange things, but that’s the 
most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. Besides, if the letter is 
that old, wouldn’t Farnsworth most likely be dead by now?” 

I nodded. 
“And what if the letter is terribly important and requires 

action? Shouldn’t we open it?” 
“No! My father is insistent that I retain the letter when 

the shop is officially mine. He said it’s about ‘doing what’s 
right.’ In fact, the piece The Nomad wrote about our shop 
briefly touched on the legend of the letter. Now that 
Farnsworth’s name is published in a major book, maybe 
he’ll come and claim the letter, or maybe his next of kin. 
Anyway, one time I almost opened it, and I never heard the 
end of it. My father is a gentle man, but it was the first and 
only time I was ever actually scared of him.” 

Roger looked at the letter in deep contemplation. “Well, 
I guess it’s a nice thought that your grandfather and father 
want to do the right thing.” 

I shrugged. “I think it’s nonsense, just like everything 
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else in the shop, and I have absolutely no interest in 
opening it and further tying myself to this stupid place.”  

We both stared at the letter in silence. 
Then Roger smirked, “So, when are you going to open 

it?”  
“Roger!” 
He grinned.  
“Now the whole world knows about the letter, and it 

would kill my father if he knew I opened it.” My fingers 
tingled slightly, as they always did as I held it. I desperately 
wanted to tear open the envelope whenever I was alone in 
the shop. Of course, I would never tell another soul about 
my desire—it was that stubborn gene that all Darling 
women and men possessed. I had convinced myself long 
ago that if I pushed down my desire far enough it would 
eventually go away. 

“He doesn’t have to know, you know,” Roger taunted, 
further weakening me. 

I stared at the familiar cursive writing and cowboy 
stamp. The tingling intensified. Since I was a little girl, I had 
conjured up ideas of what could be inside the envelope—a 
treasure map, a lost love letter from a famous poet, the 
deed to valuable land, an important part of history—only 
adding to my torture of not being able to open it. But for 
some reason, the letter felt extremely urgent today.  

It felt heavy and electric, like it would burst on its own, 
and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

 

CHAPTER 2 

 
 

 
“Daisy! Come and have a look at this last item and bring the 
ledger with you.” 

My eyes bulged, and I rushed to put the Farnsworth 
letter back on the shelf before grabbing the ledger and 
heading for the door. “Coming.”  

He was tapping his fingers against the glass when I 
approached. “Oh, good. I thought you’d disappeared back 
there. This gentleman has something I think may be of 
interest to us.” 

I looked at the grandfather clock, noting it was well past 
closing time, but the look on my father’s face piqued my 
interest. 

“Well, I don’t know what could be better than your Tell 
Shell and your haunted clock, sir, but I will definitely take a 
look.”  

My father slid the object into the light.  
I carefully picked up the ancient book and opened to a 

random page.  
“What is it?” 
The man in the hat smiled. “It’s a journal I found buried 

in my basement years and years ago. From what I read, it 
documents the travels of an explorer. Was never quite 
certain who the explorer was though because the signature 
is so faded.” 

The pages felt like cashmere and smelled of exotic spices 
and incense. Each page documented a new country, new 
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city, and new types of people. There were intricate maps 
drawn on the heavy dark pages, and as I studied them, I 
became swept away in the fantasy of visiting these 
wonderful places.  

“Incredible,” I said under my breath.  
There were places I’d never heard of and customs I’d 

never seen. The more I studied it, the more I wanted to 
leave Sea Salt and accept my invitation to London.  

“Your father tells me you want to travel. Seems this 
book would be perfect for someone like you.” The man in 
the hat smiled. “So will you be taking this also?”  

I wanted no item as badly as this one. I wanted to stay 
up late at night and study every page in detail. I wanted to 
follow the footsteps of the mysterious explorer and see if 
the stories about the flavorful food in Thailand and the 
giant turtles in the Galapagos Islands were true. Before I 
could answer “definitely!” my father cleared his throat and 
looked at me, perturbed, making me aware I was forgetting 
something.  

I closed the dizzying book of adventures, trying to 
remember what I was supposed to do next. Then it hit me.  

“Oh, before we make a decision, can you please let us 
know what makes this journal special? Is it haunted?” 

My father looked pleased. 
The man said, “Not quite. I was just telling your father 

here that the book was so unusual and old that I figured it 
was worth a shot to ask.” 

I knew why my father wanted my opinion on the 
journal—it was a test. He wanted to see if I could turn 
down a non-haunted item, especially one he knew I would 
want.  

Father cleared his throat again. 
I huffed indiscreetly. “I’m terribly sorry, sir, it’s a 

wonderful item, but we can’t take it due to our shop’s 
policy of only accepting haunted items, or at least highly 
strange.” 
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He looked disappointed but kindly said, “I understand.” 
“That’s my girl,” my father croaked. 
As I went to hand the man his book, I found myself not 

letting go of it, and for a moment, we played an awkward 
game of tug of war.  

“Daisy!” my father finally scolded. “Let the man have 
his book back.” 

“No!” I yanked it so hard from the man, I nearly fell 
over. “If the shop won’t take it, then I will. I’m tired of 
always following the rules.” 

“Stop causing a scene!” my father said, turning red. “We 
don’t work like that; now give it back.” 

I clutched it to my chest, ignoring him. “How much do 
you want for it, sir?”  

“Ignore her,” my father said, trying to take it from me as 
I ducked and stooped. 

The man in the hat bit his lip. “Um, well—” 
I hurried around the counter, darting right up next to 

him. “How much?” I asked urgently. 
“Um?” He nervously eyed my father, then me. 
“I’ll give you a hundred!” 
The man cautiously nodded. 
“Great!” I held the book in one hand and handed him 

half my pay for the week with the other.  
My father looked livid. “May I have a word with you in 

private, Daisy?” 
I knew what I had done was unforgivable, but I didn’t 

care, and I wasn’t in any mood to get a lecture. “No! I 
bought the book fair and square, and I have plans with 
Roger. It’s mine now.” 

 “What has gotten into you, young lady? Continuing the 
tradition of Strange Luck is an honor. When are you going 
to realize that?” 

I wanted to tell my father about my acceptance to 
writing school, the novel I would never get to write, and 
how this shop was destroying my life. I wanted to tell him it 



Strange Luck 

 

17 

was a mean trick to pull on me with the journal, but I 
simply couldn’t. All I could say was, “I have to go.”  

As I rushed towards the door, I accidentally knocked 
over a pile of Egyptian mummy wrappings. They floated to 
the floor next to Merriweather, who barely seemed to 
notice. The legend about the pharaoh’s wrapping said once 
every ten years on a full moon they re-wrapped themselves 
into the shape of a dog, but I knew that would never really 
happen and Merriweather wouldn’t have a buddy to play 
with. I slammed the door so hard I thought the glass would 
shatter.  

Roger caught up with me halfway down the path 
towards town. “Wait up! I thought we were going to 
dinner.” 

I had nearly forgotten he was in the back room the 
whole time and heard every word. The cold fog was rolling 
in over the mountains, bringing a light drizzle with it, but I 
had left my jacket at the shop and certainly wasn’t going 
back for it.  

“Sorry you had to see that and that it took so long.” 
“It’s okay. It’s still early enough to get a good seat at 

Stella’s Diner.” 
“I don’t know, Roger. I’m not sure I’m good company 

right now.” 
“Hey, I promised you cake and cake you shall have.” 
I smirked. “Cake doesn’t solve all problems, as much as 

I’d like it to. I just feel like I’ll never get to do what I really 
want to with my life. I’ll never get to go to the places in this 
book and write about it, and it’s all for nonsense. I mean 
how can anyone honestly think that any of those items are 
haunted? I’ve never seen, heard, or felt anything weird the 
entire time we’ve owned the shop. The supernatural is fake, 
and it’s ruining my life!”  

“Whoa!” said Roger. “You don’t think it’s possible that 
there is magic or ghosts or fairies or other worlds?” 

“Nope. Only little kids should think that.” 
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“Ah ha! The truth finally comes out. All these years and 
you never told me. I always thought you at least believed in 
something fantastical.” 

“When I was little, sure,” I said as we continued walking 
the desolate path towards town. “I even wrote stories about 
it. There were fairy kingdoms, friendly vampires, pet ghosts, 
and flowers that would bloom only in darkness. But 
remember, Roger, I’m going to be eighteen tomorrow. I’m 
not a little kid anymore. I couldn’t possibly believe in things 
like that now.”  

“So what if I told you I did?” 
A laugh escaped me. “Then I’d call you a—” 
“A what?” 
“Excuse me,” a deep voice behind us interrupted. 
We turned to see a man standing so silently it was as if 

he’d just sprouted from the ground.  
He was short and fat and trembled underneath his long 

black cloak. “Can you please direct me to Strange Luck?” 
His mouth split into an uneven smile. “I’m in a big hurry 
and have some important business there.” He twiddled his 
fingers, the sharp long nails clicking against each other.  

I was accustomed to seeing odd folks in the shop 
carrying huge boxes of peculiar treasures, but he wasn’t 
carrying anything to sell.  

“What can I help you with? I work there, and we just 
closed for the day,” I said, trying not to stare at his lazy eye. 

His bushy eyebrow shot up into his forehead. “You 
do?” His finger twiddling quickened. “Then you can fetch 
my letter. I’m Mr. Farnsworth, and I believe I’m long 
overdue in retrieving it.” 

“No way you’re Farnsworth!” Roger interjected. “You’re 
too young.”  

I elbowed Roger in the side, shooting him a look. He 
was always saying inappropriate things to people at 
inappropriate times, but that was one of the reasons I liked 
him so much. He was one of the only people in our tiny 
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town who actually spoke his mind.  
Judging by the graying of the man’s hair, he looked old 

but not old enough to be one hundred or anything close.  
The man scowled at Roger. “Again, I am Mr. 

Farnsworth and would like my letter if you please.” 
“But Farnsworth would be ancient if he were still alive,” 

continued Roger as if reading my mind. 
“Is that so?” the man said curtly. 
The air went still and tense.  
“I think you pissed him off,” I whispered.  
“Oops,” Roger said sarcastically with a snide smile. 

“Let’s go then. I’m hungry anyway.”  
He walked away, and just as I was about to turn and 

follow him, the man shouted, “Wait! Farnsworth Senior was 
my father. I am his son, Farnsworth Junior.” 

“His son?” I asked.  
“Oh, come on!” Roger exclaimed. “You don’t seriously 

believe this guy, Daisy? Let’s get out of here. Have your dad 
deal with him in the morning.” 

But the man hobbled towards me with a hopeful smile. 
“Please don’t go. I did not explain it correctly before. 
Forgive me for I am not from here.” 

I remained speechless, perplexed that the day had finally 
come when someone would actually claim the Farnsworth 
letter. I had always been confident it would remain in my 
family for many more decades and was convinced I would 
be the one who would open it on a quiet night after closing 
the shop.  

Roger was at my side, impolitely staring at the man. “If 
you are who you say you are, then I hope you don’t mind 
that we see your identification.”  

“Certainly, but unfortunately my identification was 
burned in a fire just last month. I can assure you, though, I 
am indeed Farnsworth, and my father would have wanted 
me to read the contents of that letter.” He rummaged in his 
cloak, looking for something, and then he withdrew a 
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handkerchief with an ‘F’ embroidered on the end. “This 
may be all of the identification I have at the moment.” 

Roger laughed. “So what? Do you know how many 
people have a last name that starts with the letter F? I see 
right through you. You’re not who you say you are. And 
even if you were, the Darling family has looked after the 
letter for so long that they would have just as much of a 
right to the letter as you do.” 

Disregarding what Roger had just said, the man leaned 
towards me, staring me square in the eyes. “I’m in a big 
hurry. I need that letter right this minute. I have to get 
back.” 

I hesitantly looked at Roger, hoping he would know 
what to do. “Well, I don’t think—” 

The man snapped. “Give it to me right now, you little 
brats!”  

“Hey!” said Roger. “Don’t shout at her.” 
“It’s my letter, and I want it right this instant! I don’t 

have time for games.” 
“That doesn’t give you the right to—”  
“Wait!” They were ready to wring each other’s necks, 

and I had to stop it. “We don’t even have the letter 
anyway.” 

 The two of them looked curiously at me. 
“I’m sorry, sir, but we sold the Farnsworth letter a few 

days ago and have been keeping it a secret so traffic to the 
shop doesn’t stop,” I fibbed. “We don’t have it anymore.”  

“Sold it?” he yelled. “How dare you! I must have it back 
at once, and it must be today!” 

“I’m sorry. There’s nothing I can do.”  
“But it must be today! You don’t understand. I can’t go 

back without it.” 
“Come on,” Roger whispered in my ear. “I think we 

should get out of here. We’ve dealt with one too many 
crazy people today.”  

We hurried towards town, and with every step, it rained 
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on us harder. We were drenched by the time we reached the 
bottom of the hill, both of us shivering and hungry.  

When I looked back, the man was still standing there in 
the rain staring at me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if I 
had done the right thing. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

 
 

 
Grumbles and sharp snorts emanated from behind the 
front door. The familiar sound of my father snoring had 
always amused me, even if I was mad at him, and I couldn’t 
help but smirk. Neighbors frequently commented that his 
snores could “wake the dead.” The world record company 
had even inquired if they could measure the volume to see 
if he had the loudest snore in the world. My father quickly 
turned them away stating, “There’s nothing interesting 
about a man snoring.” Nevertheless, every couple of years 
they show up again asking. 

As I entered the cabin well past my bedtime, I saw him 
sleeping on the sofa next to a dying fire. He had been 
waiting up for me, trying to stay awake reading his favorite 
book—Moby Dick. His walrus mustache twitched with every 
inhale before his round belly protruded into the air.  

I instantly felt bad for my behavior earlier and told 
myself I would make it up to him with a hearty homemade 
breakfast in the morning. I removed his glasses and covered 
him with a quilt from the trunk. Before heading upstairs, I 
kissed his forehead and whispered, “Goodnight, Papa.” He 
continued sleeping. 

Although chocolate cake with Roger had certainly 
helped me clear my head, my entire body ached and I 
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couldn’t wait for the day to be over—to curl underneath the 
warm covers with Merriweather and slip into a deep sleep.  

Collapsing onto my bed, I let out an enormous exhale 
and thought finally!  

I reached over to turn off the light and heard a crumple 
beneath me. I pulled the mystery item out from underneath 
my back.  

It was a letter. Scrawled across the white envelope were 
the words: 

Miss Daisy Darling –  
Private and confidential 

No one ever sent me letters except Aunt Mable. She 
sent me birthday cards—always in a square pink envelope, 
always the same card of a smiling squirrel but with a 
different year on the front. I knew the letter couldn’t 
possibly be from her.  

Ripping through the wax seal of what appeared to be a 
globe, I saw a thin yellow strip of paper inside which read: 

It Must Be Today! 
~F. 

My breath escaped me all at once.  
How did the man from earlier know where I lived? 

Worse yet, how had the letter gotten into my room? My 
father never brought the mail upstairs due to his bad knee 
and stubbornness of not using his cane. 

I didn’t remember dialing Roger, only him saying, 
“Daisy? Why are you calling so late? My mom’s furious.” 

Pushing my mouth impossibly close against the receiver, 
I whispered, “It’s that man. Farnsworth or whoever he is. 
He knows where I live. I just found a letter in my room that 
says the same thing he was asking earlier—that he must 
have the letter today.”  

“Huh? What are you talking about?” 
The snoring was so loud from downstairs I could barely 

think straight. “The letter. It doesn’t have postage or a 
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return address. I’m so scared!” 
“Hmm. I told you that guy was creepy. You should’ve 

just walked away in the beginning like I said.” 
“Roger! Now’s not the time.” 
“Sorry. Are you going to be okay or do you want me to 

come over?” 
“No. We need to get to the shop. I’m going to open the 

Farnsworth letter, if he hasn’t broken in and stolen it yet. I 
can’t stand it anymore. What if my father is in trouble? 
What if I’m in trouble? I have to know what it all means.” 

“I’m glad you’ve finally come to your senses about 
opening it,” he yawned loudly into the receiver. “It’s been 
absolutely killing me seeing it nearly every day. To be 
honest, I don’t know how you’ve held out as long as you 
have.” 

“So you’ll meet me there?” 
He paused for so long I feared the line had been cut and 

Farnsworth was in the house and going to axe me. I was 
about to hang up and find a baseball bat when Roger finally 
said, “Yeah. I’ll have to sneak out when my mom goes back 
to bed. I’ll meet you at the usual spot as soon as I can, and 
we’ll walk over to the shop together.” 

“You’re the best, Roger! I think I owe you a slice of cake 
now.” 

Father was still fast asleep on the sofa when I snuck out 
into the cold starry night. 

Having been raised in these cold California mountains, I 
knew the terrain like the back of my hand, so I didn’t feel 
the need to bring a flashlight. But as soon I was far enough 
away from the cabin, I wished I had. Every creak of a tree 
trunk and gust of wind made me jump. In every shadow, I 
saw Farnsworth’s face.  

When I saw Roger’s frame standing in a clear gleam of 
moonlight underneath our favorite tree, I sighed with relief. 
His hair was in a tussle, and he had thrown on his worn 
leather jacket over his striped pajamas.  
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“I’ve never been so happy to see anyone in my entire 
life!” I said, grabbing his arm. 

“Who were you expecting?” he laughed. “Jack the 
Ripper?” 

“Very funny!” 
We briskly walked through the woods to the shop. The 

entire time I kept looking over my shoulder expecting to 
see Farnsworth following us even though the night was still.  

Oddities sat perched in the store window, the dim lights 
casting long menacing shadows along the walls. The letters 
S, T, and L had long since gone out on the shop sign, so it 
always read R A N G E U C K at night.  

I jangled the skeleton key in the lock, pressing my cheek 
against the glass to see if anyone was hiding inside, but 
everything appeared normal.  

The scent of must, wood polish, and dead things rushed 
at my nostrils all at once. It had taken me a long time to get 
used to the smell, but for some reason it was always most 
powerful at night.  

Roger darted in front of me saying, “I’ll get the letter. 
You stay out here and watch the door.” 

“Good thinking,” I said, investigating a shadowy alcove 
full of antique glass-eyed dolls once said to all cry for their 
mothers simultaneously on Mother’s Day. “At least 
Farnsworth didn’t break into the shop to steal the letter. I 
don’t know what I’d do if he had.” 

“Me neither. Be right back.” He vanished into the 
shadows, only taking a moment to return. “Here you go,” 
he said, tossing me the letter like an everyday item. 

My fingers immediately tingled as soon as they came 
into contact with the cashmere soft paper. “Remember, no 
one can know about this. Not even my dad.” 

“Cross my heart and hope to die.” Roger gestured. 
“Well, don’t hope too much.” 
Even though I felt guilty about opening the letter against 

my father’s will and lying to a stranger that I had sold it, I 



Amie Irene Winters  

 

26 

felt incredibly powerful holding it—more powerful than I 
ever felt in my entire life. It was the first time I actually felt 
in control of my destiny. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?” 
The air was perfectly still, so much so that I didn’t even 

hear the gears and ticking of the grandfather clock. “I don’t 
know. I guess I thought something would stop me by 
now.” 

“Oh, come on. Quit stalling and just open it already!” 
I slid my index finger underneath the envelope flap and 

carefully ripped along the fold. The ancient paper dissolved 
into a million particles and filled the air with the scent of 
sugared candy—a type of candy I ate as a child, but I 
couldn’t remember its name. Sniff. Sniff. “Do you smell 
that?” 

“Yeah. Smells like wet dog. Reminds me of our old 
Bassett hound, Millie. She was such a funny dog and could 
bark I love you,” said Roger. “Why?” 

Although perplexed that we both smelled something 
entirely different I said, “Oh, never mind.” Focusing my 
attention back on the letter, I carefully unfolded its 
crumpled contents. The yellowed paper was badly stained 
and covered in strange pictures, long squiggly lines, and 
funny looking markings. “What is it? A treasure map?”  

“Then it’s the weirdest looking treasure map I’ve ever 
seen. Nothing looks like land or ocean. I mean things are 
floating in the sky and there are mythical creatures. 
Unless—” 

“Unless what?” I asked.  
“It’s a map to a fantasy world.” 
I scoffed. “Roger, you know I don’t believe in all that 

nonsense.” 
“But it all makes sense now, don’t you see. Farnsworth 

said that he wasn’t from here, remember? Maybe he was 
from this place and needs to get back with the letter or he’ll 
burst into flames—or maybe the world will cease to exist,” 
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he said with wild eyes.  
“Now you’re just being silly.” 
“Or maybe I’m just being right and you just don’t want 

to admit it.” 
I rolled my eyes at his lame comeback. 
“Wait, I think it says something at the top,” Roger said, 

squinting intently at the page. “It says PIA. Maybe it’s a 
clue.” 

“This whole thing is ridiculous. I don’t know why I ever 
got so worked up about this stupid letter. It looks like a 
five-year-old drew it.” 

“Wait!” yelled Roger, scaring me half to death. He 
snatched the paper from my hands and tilted it towards the 
glimmer of light from the display case. “Look! There’s other 
letters before PIA.”  

“Where?” 
Roger’s index finger pointed to three badly faded golden 

letters: UTO. 
We didn’t move a muscle or even blink as we both 

stared in wonder at the word: UTOPIA. 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 

 
 

 
Bang! sounded the front door of the shop. 

“Dad!”  
His dark marble eyes narrowed on the letter in my 

hands, and his face instantly went scarlet.  
“I can explain.” 
“No need, Daisy. I saw everything.” 
“You don’t understand though. There was this man 

claiming to be Farnsworth after us, and he got into my 
room and I—” 

“Enough!” he interrupted, vibrating the crystals on the 
chandelier once owned by Vlad the Impaler.  

My eyes went to the floor like a scolded dog. At one 
time, I thought having to clean out the shed to make room 
for more antiques was the worst punishment he had ever 
given me. It had been infested with rats for years, and the 
smell made me sick to my stomach. After two weeks and 
three bottles of bleach, the cabinets still had five rat nests to 
clean. My father was perfectly capable of making my life 
difficult, and after being caught red-handed opening the 
Farnsworth letter, not to mention the scene I had caused 
earlier with the explorer’s journal, I couldn’t imagine the 
punishment in store for me. 

He took a deep breath and calmly said, “I guess it’s time 
I’m honest with you.” 
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“Honest with me about what?” 
“I read it, Daisy. I already know what it says.” 
“You did what?” I said surprised. 
“I opened it years ago. You wouldn’t believe what I had 

to go through to reseal it so seamlessly. I remember it 
smelled like ripe cherries when I opened it—like the 
cherries in the orchard at my house when I was a boy. 
Those were the best years of my life.” He stared off into 
space for a moment with a content look in his eyes before 
continuing. “The smell was so strong I felt like the entire 
world could smell it; then again I was probably just 
imagining it due to my guilt.” 

“Way to go, Wallace!” said Roger, clapping. “I knew you 
had it in you. See, Daisy, we weren’t the only curious ones. 
And now that everyone has read it we don’t have to worry 
anymore.” 

Overcome with relief, and a bit of anger that my father 
had lied to me, I huffed. “So you know it’s supposedly a 
map to Utopia—to paradise, right?” 

“Of course,” he chuckled. “It’s actually been a part of 
my plan to have you take over the shop, don’t you see?” 

Roger and I looked dumbfounded at each other.  
“By you taking over the shop, I can go off and try to 

find it. I might be able to find the cure for my failing health 
there. Or never age. Or never die. I mean, it’s paradise, for 
Pete’s sake!” 

Roger’s eyes widened. “It’s true. I’ve heard the legends 
that you can live forever in Utopia. There’s even an entire 
bookcase in the back with accounts of Utopia’s existence.” 

“Live forever?” I said, arching my eyebrow. “Do you 
two hear yourselves? You’re talking about the impossible.” 

“Even so, Daisy,” my father continued, “if the legends 
aren’t true about immortality, then at the very least I would 
have a wonderful place to live out the end of my days.” He 
stared off into space again with a gleam in his eyes.  

I hated how frequently he reminded me about his ailing 
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health, and I gritted my teeth.  
“Ahhh, I can already picture it,” he said serenely. 
“Yeah, maybe if this place were real, Dad! Paradise is 

made up just like the legends about all of our haunted 
antiques. It’s impossible to live forever. And we’re working 
on raising the money for your operation, so don’t give up 
hope yet.” 

He shook his head. 
“I’m just trying to protect you, Dad, especially since it’s 

just the two of us.” 
“Oh, but you’re wrong about everything.” My father 

hobbled towards us, as if what he was about to say was top 
secret and even the antiques couldn’t hear it. “I’ve been 
tracking everything. Lots of people get these letters. It’s sort 
of like an invitation to go there, but you only have a certain 
amount of time before your offer expires and then they find 
somebody new. The offer is open for a hundred years.” 

“But how do you know that?” Roger asked. “A hundred 
years is a long time for anyone to stay alive long enough in 
this world to find out.” 

My dad furrowed his walrus mustache and said, “Let me 
sit down a moment. I’m tired.” Carefully, he shuffled over 
to his favorite armchair behind the counter and eased into 
its plush cushions. “Ahhh. That’s better. Now where was I? 
Oh yeah, many years ago, before you were born, a friend of 
mine received the same letter. He opened it and showed me 
the map to Utopia inside. Before he set off to find it, he 
told me that if he didn’t come back, he really had found 
paradise and wasn’t coming back. And he never did.” 

“That’s awesome!” exclaimed Roger. 
“But don’t you think that maybe something happened to 

him?” I scoffed. “That’s the only logical explanation.” 
“An optimist sees the glass as half full. I think my friend 

made it.” 
“Then what about that creepy man from earlier who 

claimed to be Farnsworth?” I asked. “He insisted it was his 
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and that he collect the letter today. Really gave us a bad 
time about it.” 

“Oh, him. I know just the fellow. He’s crossed my path 
a few times actually. He collects the maps after one hundred 
years, often pretending to be the recipient to get the letter 
and then he gives it to the next invitee. As far as I can tell, 
they don’t make new invitations. That’s why this one looks 
so old,” he said, pointing to the map in my hands. “The 
letters have to be willingly given back, too. He can’t steal 
them.” 

“So what makes you think you can go if this isn’t your 
invitation?” I asked. “Who is in charge of picking who gets 
selected anyway?” 

My father coughed forcefully into his palm before 
pointing to the German mantle clock owned by the mad 
puppeteer. “See that?” he gurgled. 

Roger and I stared at the big hand hovering over the 
twelve.  

“It’s past midnight. Past one hundred years time. That 
means he can’t collect it anymore, but since I still have the 
map, I can try and find it.” His face lit up and for a moment 
he looked young and healthy again. “You have no idea how 
long I’ve been waiting for this to happen. It was the only 
way, otherwise that fellow would keep after it. I heard he 
can be very dangerous when he doesn’t get what he wants, 
and I knew you would never turn it over. Lucky for us, he 
quit after only a few tries.”  

I scoffed again. “But don’t you think this is all very 
strange? If this place were real, why would someone send 
out letters to Utopia in the first place? Why would they 
want to share it? Wouldn’t that defeat the purpose?” 

They both shrugged. 
“And what happened to the real Farnsworth so that we 

have his letter to begin with?” 
“Too many questions, Daisy!” my father snapped. His 

coughing intensified, and he looked exhausted. 
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“You’re too worked up to be talking about this, Dad.” I 
helped him to his feet, grabbing his cane nearby. “You 
should really be resting at home.” I tried to position the 
cane under his hand, but he swatted it away.  

“I’m going there, Daisy.” He swayed as he spoke as if 
drunk on whiskey. “If it’s the last thing that I do!”  

Stubbornness was a Darling family legacy, and a part of 
me felt as if he was purposely giving me a taste of my own 
medicine. I held the door open for him as he passed, the 
scent of tobacco and Old Spice in his wake. His eyes were 
determined and full of hope, but I knew there was no 
conceivable way he could make such a trek—whether 
Utopia was real or made up. 

“Wait! Let me go, Dad. Let me go and see if it’s real—if 
it can help you.” 

He stopped and turned. “What did you say?” he 
grumbled.  

“I said I’ll go.” 
His face lit up. “Well then, if you insist. But bring your 

little friend with you just in case there’s trouble.” 
From the look on Roger’s face, I knew he had been 

itching to go on an adventure ever since we unfolded the 
map. 

I smiled. “I will, Dad.” 
“Good.” He continued through the door but stopped 

under the porch light, his moustache casting a long shadow 
down his wrinkled face. “Oh, and by the way, I already 
packed you both a survival kit with everything you’ll need. 
It’s in the den. You should leave at first light.” 

My jaw flew open. 
Roger laughed uncontrollably. “Wallace! Looks like an 

old timer like you still has some tricks up your sleeve yet. 
Bravo!”



 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER 5 

 
 

 
Roger rummaged around in the backpack pulling out rope, 
matches, flashlights, flares, snacks, water purification 
tablets, canteens, a first aid kit, Swiss army knife, 
magnifying glass, and snake bite kit. “Wow! Looks like your 
dad packed us everything we need for the trip. I still can’t 
get over how clever he was about putting this all together. 
I’m so excited!” 

“Yeah,” I said, looking down at Merriweather who was 
peacefully snoring on my lap. “It’ll be good to have all of 
that for the trip.” Her paws gently twitched as if she were 
running in her dream, which made me smile. “And I’ve 
been thinking we can camp out down by the old mill for a 
few days before we come back to town. Maybe we can 
make s’mores the first night, too.” 

He paused, the contents of the backpack sprawled all 
around him as if a bomb had gone off. “But the map says 
that the closest entrance to Utopia is on the other side of 
the woods—by the suspension bridge, not the old mill.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 
“Wait, what are you talking about, Daisy?” 
“We’re going to camp by the old mill and hang out for a 

few days. You don’t really think we’re actually going to 
Utopia, do you?” 

 “What? Of course I do! That’s what you said.” 
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“Roger, didn’t you hear anything I said earlier? Fantasy 
worlds are just that. Fantasy! I’m only going to make my 
father happy. Plus it will give me time to think about how 
we can raise the money for his medical bills. The doctors 
said he really needs the operation soon. I thought you knew 
that and were just playing along.” 

Roger took off his hat and slicked back his dark stringy 
hair with his palm. Then he stood up abruptly and started 
walking towards the door without another word.  

“Where are you going?” 
He stopped and turned, looking very pale and serious. 

“You know I believe in this stuff, Daisy. You don’t have to 
make me feel so stupid about it.” 

“But, Roger, I didn’t mean to make you feel stupid. I’m 
sorry. Besides, we can still have a nice time on the camping 
trip together.” 

His eyes fell to the floor, and he sighed heavily. 
“What’s wrong? I said I was sorry.” 
“Well, I guess I thought it would nice to go on an 

adventure alone with you, away from town. That we could, 
um, get to know each other a little better.” 

 “Get to know each other better? But we’re already best 
friends.” 

“I know,” he said forlornly. “I was hoping it could be, 
you know, different.”  

At first I wondered what he was getting at until I saw 
the lovesick look on his face. 

I felt incredibly foolish I hadn’t recognized the signs that 
he liked me as more than a friend. The signs all came 
rushing at me at once—asking me to the movies on 
Saturday nights, the way he looked at me when I did 
something nice for him, covering my shift one too many 
times, telling me I looked pretty, giving me advice not to 
date Jack Williams or any other guy in town for that matter. 
But for whatever reason, it had never crossed my mind that 
Roger and I could date. I’d known him since we were 
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babies, and his mother and my mother were friends until 
my mother left us for good when I was four. I’d seen him 
eat Play-Doh, fall off his bike, jump off Devil’s Cliff, and 
get fifteen stitches in his leg. I thought I knew everything 
about him—except this. 

Words escaped me. “Roger, I—”  
“Save it, Daisy! I listen to you go on and on about your 

problems. I’m here for you whenever you need me, but 
what about what I want?” 

“Well, I guess I’ve been a little consumed with 
everything lately,” I admitted. 

He scoffed. “A little? When I’m not listening to how 
terrible your life is for having to take over a super amazing 
shop, I’m listening to you tell me how you think everything 
in it is stupid, even though you know I believe in it.” 

Embarrassed, I looked down at my shoes, wondering 
how I had gotten myself into another horrible mess today. 
“I had no idea you felt that way about everything. I’m 
sorry—” 

“It’s too late, Daisy,” he said walking towards the door 
again. 

I pushed Merriweather off my lap and rushed after him, 
unsure what to do to make it all better. “Wait! Are you still 
coming with me?”  

“No.” 
“But, Roger! I need you,” I pleaded. 
“Too bad.”  
“I can’t stop messing things up. It’s like whatever I say 

makes it worse.” 
He stepped out the front door and stood directly 

beneath the porch light. It illuminated his face and made 
him look much older and sophisticated, not like the boy I 
thought he had been. “I think you should go by yourself 
and get some perspective on things.” 

“And if I do, you’ll forgive me for everything?” 
A flurry of insects was already circling around the light 
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fixture above him.  
 “I’ll forgive you if you at least look for the entrance to 

Utopia. When you come back to Sea Salt I want you to tell 
me everything.” 

“That’s what you want?” 
“Yes, even if you can’t find it, I want to at least know 

you tried. So will you do that for me?” he asked, lifting my 
chin with his fingers to meet my eyes. 

Emotions bubbled inside me, and I didn’t know what I 
felt anymore.  

All I could do was nod. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER 6 

 
 

 
By noon I had already walked six miles into the mountains, 
eaten half a bag of trail mix, and found an antique tea kettle 
buried in the vines, but I hadn’t found an entrance to a 
fantasy world.  

I was traveling much farther than I had ever been from 
my house, and I knew it was only a matter of time before 
everything started to look the same. The map wasn’t much 
help because it was so faded and it was hard to discern 
which lines meant walking paths and which were terrain 
borders. In the distance, I heard church bells, which rang 
every hour on Sundays. It was also an indicator that I had 
officially turned eighteen, and I was spending my birthday 
all alone with the weight of the world on my shoulders. 
Because of my unforgivable behavior, there certainly 
wouldn’t be any birthday presents waiting for me when I 
returned home.  

Begrudgingly, I sat down on a boulder overlooking a 
grove of redwood trees and sighed, desperately wanting 
someone to talk to. Even though Merriweather had 
accompanied me on many camping trips before, she 
couldn’t come along on this one due to her old age. It’s true 
that she would just slow me down, but I could always count 
on her to listen.  

SNAP! 
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Something had crushed a big branch behind me. I stood 
up with a start, drawing my trusty pocket knife out in front 
of me. “Who’s there?”  

I heard a strange noise and then realized it was laughing. 
“Show yourself!” I demanded. 
To my dismay, the man claiming to be Farnsworth 

stepped out from the bushes with a grin. “Do you really 
think that thing could do any real damage?” 

Staring coldly at him, I didn’t move a muscle or lower 
the knife. “Buzz off! I already told you that you’re not 
getting the letter from me so stop following me.” 

As he boldly walked closer, I backed away.  
“But Daisy, who are you kidding? You don’t really 

believe in anything supernatural—especially a map to a 
fantasy land. Let me tell you a little secret.” He leaned in 
and whispered, “I don’t believe in any of it either.” 

“Then tell me why you want the map so badly. If what 
my dad said is true, it’s past the one hundred years, so it’s of 
no use to you anyway.” 

“Like I told you and your friend before, it’s my father’s 
and it’s all I have left of him. That’s why I want it. He died 
many years ago and now I have no keepsakes after the fire. 
Look, I know your father’s sick and might not get better. 
How would you feel if I had something very dear to him 
and wouldn’t give it to you?” 

“Well, I—” 
“What if your father passed away and it was the only 

thing left from him and I refused to give it to you because 
of some stupid nonsense that can’t even be proven?”  

Farnsworth’s face softened, making him look kind for a 
moment, and again I questioned my decision of why I 
hadn’t given him the letter yesterday.  

“I’m sure you would be upset,” he continued. “Even 
heartbroken. You of all people can understand that, right?” 

My thoughts immediately went to my mother whose 
only memento I had was her ugly porcelain doll with creepy 
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glass eyes that meant nothing to her or me. “I suppose,” I 
said uneasily. 

“Besides, do you really want to camp out in the cold 
dark woods by yourself for days or weeks to find nothing at 
all? Why don’t you do us both a big favor and just give me 
the map so I can be on my way.” 

As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I knew he was 
right. How on earth was I supposed to find the entrance to 
a fantasy world I didn’t even believe in? And what did I 
expect to find that would save my father?  

Still sensing my hesitation, he continued, “Look, I know 
you don’t want to disappoint your friend and especially your 
father, so let me help you out. You can tell them you found 
the entrance to Utopia but were too big to fit through it.” 

“Huh?” 
“Tell them it was only an entrance for fairies, not 

humans. This way, everybody’s happy—your friend and 
father believe you tried, you get to go home to your warm 
bed and cute dog, and I get this memento. My father owned 
this map once but somehow lost it during a move. This 
letter is evidence that there are still good people in the 
world because someone had the decency to send it back to 
him.” 

“Yeah, but what if they ask for proof about the fairy 
entrance?” 

“They won’t. Trust me. They’ll just be glad you tried. 
But if they do, tell them you knew it was a fairy entrance 
because you read the inscription on the little door.” 

“What?” 
Farnsworth’s eyes widened. “Tell them it said: 

The winged creatures know the secrets of the strange things  
not everyone sees. 

Small as a flea and more clever than you or me, 
these fairies will never let you inside their fantasy. 

So continue on your way, never to turn back, 
just know that you were close, but you lack one crucial thing. 
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Your size is what ails you, you cannot fit your body through,       
unfortunately these winged creatures don’t feel sorry for you.” 

“That’s mean!” I said. “Besides, I’ll never remember all 
of that.” 

“Then make something up. I’m sure you’ll come up with 
something good on your walk back into town, especially 
since you’re a writer.” Farnsworth looked at his wristwatch 
and sighed. “Goodness. I really must be on my way though, 
so please let me have the map now, Daisy. It’s the best 
option for everyone.”  

Taking a drawn out inhale, I reached around to my back 
pocket to grab the map, holding it tightly for a moment, 
wondering what I should do. The paper was as soft as 
velvet, and again the air smelled like the sugared candy I 
enjoyed as a child. My father used to bring the candy home 
for me on special occasions, but I still couldn’t remember 
its name, as simple as it was, only that it came in the shape 
of little pink hearts. 

From underneath his cloak, Farnsworth extended his 
pale slender hand. “Good. Now give it here, Daisy. You’re 
doing the right thing.” 

As I went to hand him the map and be done with this 
whole mess, I heard a voice shout from above. 

“Don’t do it, Daisy!” Without warning, Roger jumped 
from a tree branch and landed between me and Farnsworth. 
“Don’t give it to him. He’s lying to you!” 

“Roger, what are you doing here?”  
“Do you really think I’d let you go all alone?” He smiled 

charmingly. “Besides it’s your birthday.” Quickly he pushed 
the map out of sight into my jacket pocket, even though 
Farnsworth’s hand was still extended. 

I was so relieved to see Roger and have a shot to make it 
up to him for my behavior last night that I was overjoyed. 

“Don’t listen to him, Daisy,” Farnsworth argued. “Your 
friend is foolish. Remember what we talked about. 
Remember your father.” 
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Roger scoffed. “Fine, if you want to play that game.” He 
turned towards me. “Daisy, remember what we talked 
about. That map could be a great adventure. You’ve been 
waiting to open it since you were little. Don’t let this thief 
rob you of that.” 

The two coldly stared at each other as if they would rip 
at each other’s throats, waiting for my answer.  

Now that Roger was here, the decision was easy.  
“I’m sorry, Mr. Farnsworth, you’re not getting it. I have 

a lot riding on this map. I wish you the best though.” 
“But—” 
“You heard her,” Roger said with a big smile, standing 

his ground next to me. “Get out of here, you liar!” 
“So you refuse to give me the map a second time?” 
I nodded. “I’m really sorry, but I can’t give it to you. 

Please understand.”  
“That’s a real shame.” Farnsworth laughed, wildly 

shaking his head side to side. The laughter intensified.  
“What’s so funny?” I asked.  
“You ask me what’s so funny? Well for one, your dad is 

wrong about the one hundred year rule. And you have no 
idea whom you’re talking to, so maybe I should just show 
you what you’re up against.”  

Farnsworth’s fingers lengthened into sharp black claws 
and his skin turned gray. Boils popped up on the back of 
his hands, quickly spreading up his arms, neck, and face. 
His hair fell out, and his eyes sank deep into their boney 
black sockets. Heavy wrinkles cascaded down his ashy 
cheeks, like battle wound scars. Within seconds, Farnsworth 
was part leper, part terrible monster, and I had to grab 
Roger’s hand to keep myself from falling to the ground in 
hysterics.  

“Wh–what ar–are y–you?” I finally stammered. 
The beast seemed to grin, and then a fierce voice 

emanated from deep in his lungs. “Doesn’t matter now. 
What matters is that you made the wrong decision.” 
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We ran. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 7 

 
 

 
I didn’t know which was worse—having to admit to Roger 
that I was wrong about the supernatural or having just seen 
a horrible monster that would give me nightmares forever. 
My whole world had burst open and there was no telling 
what other fantasy creatures, or worlds, were out there.  

And there was also the possibility Utopia was real! 
Like a good friend, Roger didn’t rub it in my face. After 

we escaped, he simply plunked down on a log and said, 
“You always remember your first time—the first moment 
you realized there was more to this world, the first moment 
you began to really see.” 

Still breathing heavily as if the wind had been knocked 
out of me, I said, “Well, Farnsworth, or whatever the hell 
that thing was, was definitely my first!” I collapsed next to 
him, smelling sweat and mud on his clothes from when he 
had fallen from the tree. “Tell me about the first time you 
saw something,” I ventured. 

Roger’s expression lengthened into a beaming smile. 
“I’ve been waiting a long time for you to ask me that, 
Daisy.” He scratched his pale chin and said, “Let’s see…I 
think I was nine or ten years old when I saw my first 
creature. It was when I lived on Mulberry Lane. I used to 
love waking up in the middle of the night and fixing myself 
some milk and cookies in the kitchen. I loved those giant 
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stairs, which always felt wonderfully cool against my bare 
feet on hot summer nights.” 

“I remember,” I said, fondly reminiscing about the 
house’s quaint yellow shutters and gigantic garden full of 
tomatoes. We always had the best tomato food fights there 
until Roger’s mother put an end to it after a tomato was 
accidentally hurled through the window and into her 
collection of antique plates from around the world. The 
beefsteak tomatoes were my favorite because they squashed 
the messiest. “That was a great house, but I’m glad you live 
closer to me now. It didn’t just take me forever to walk 
there because of the distance, but I always had to pass 
Sophie’s house. She managed to see me every time and 
invite me in for tea with her hundred smelly cats.” 

He chuckled. “Yeah, I’m glad I live closer to you now, 
too. Makes sneaking out to see you a little bit easier, 
although my mom nearly caught me last night.” 

“So what happened at the house?” 
“Well, one night I walked down the stairs, salivating 

over the chocolate chip cookies my mother had baked, and 
I heard a noise. I slowly descended the stairs and looked 
around the corner. That’s when I saw it.” 

“What?” I gasped, imagining the most horrible creature. 
“It was so much worse than Farnsworth. This thing had 

massive horns sticking out all over its head, giant pulsating 
boils everywhere, and a dozen reptilian eyes that all blinked 
at separate times. It reeked of rotting garbage and was 
standing on two skinny legs in front of our refrigerator 
gorging on everything in sight. I saw it devour an entire 
gallon of milk in two seconds, then all of the soda, an entire 
raw turkey, a tray of leftover lasagna, all of my mother’s 
cookies—even the jar of mustard.”  

“Did it see you?” I asked breathless. 
Roger gulped. “I don’t know. When I went in for a 

closer look, the stairs creaked and the creature looked over. 
I ducked behind the wall. As I sat there thinking I was 
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surely going to have a heart attack if the thing didn’t eat me 
first, I heard it make the most terrifying sound I’ve ever 
heard. One that I’ll never forget. It’s hard to describe, but it 
sounded like heavy breathing, growling, and clicking all at 
once. It was definitely otherworldly. Then I heard the same 
noise coming from outside, like it was communicating with 
another one. A moment later, I heard a huge commotion 
and the back door slammed. Then it was gone. I never saw 
it again.” 

“Gosh!”  
“The worst part of the whole thing is that my mother 

thought it was me who made the mess, so guess who had to 
clean it up?” 

I shook my head in disbelief. “Wow, Roger. I don’t 
think I could ever go for a midnight snack again. After this 
incident with Farnsworth, and now knowing about that 
hideous thing running around our town, I’ll surely be 
locking my bedroom door every night for the rest of my 
life.” 

“You’re right. I haven’t gone for a midnight snack since. 
That’s why I now have the cookie jar in my room and 
learned to live without milk.” 

“Well I’m glad you’re all right and that you moved out 
of that house. Who knows, it could always come back if it 
liked your mother’s cooking.” 

“Yeah, but that was only one of the instances that I saw 
something strange.” 

“There were others?” 
“Of course!” His eyes widened. “You know all of the 

claims about the haunted antiques at your shop?” 
“Yeah.” 
“They’ve all worked for me. I’ve seen and heard 

everything that the owners promised. Your dad has, too.” 
“Really, every one? That’s unbelievable!” 
“Yes. That’s why I love Strange Luck so much. I’m 

constantly surprised by the oddities there. I think the first 
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strange thing I saw at the shop was the taxidermied raven. 
The legend was that it would come to life and tell a riddle. 
Remember?” 

I had forgotten all about the raven with one purple 
feather as well as the owner—a nice old lady who had given 
me and my dad a box of delicious donuts. “That’s right! We 
called him Old Pete. My father would pet him every 
morning he came into the shop until someone picked him 
up a few years ago.” 

“Remember that the owner said the bird had been 
cursed and would come alive every year on Halloween to 
ask a new riddle?” 

“I do, but I never saw so much as a feather twitch or 
heard a cackle from him in the years we owned it.” 

“Well, I did—every Halloween like clockwork.” 
“Wait a second! We’ve spent every Halloween together 

since I can remember. Where was I when all of this 
supposedly happened?” 

Roger furrowed his brow and then spouted a laundry list 
of reasons. “Let’s see. You were either getting ready for a 
party, finishing the ledgers for the shop that day, cleaning, 
reading, writing down ideas for your book. You were never 
around when Old Pete came to life. I did call out for you 
once to come and look, but you told me I was wasting my 
time with ‘fantasy nonsense.’” 

“What about my dad? Did he ever try to answer Old 
Pete?” 

“Yes. He was there the first few times with me. I don’t 
remember the riddles, just that one was about a rabbit and a 
sailboat—no, a mouse and a canoe—no, a squirrel and a 
motorcycle. Geez, I can’t remember anymore. Anyway, you 
told him the same thing when he called for you to come 
and look at Old Pete moving and talking all about.” 

I rested my hand on Roger’s shoulder and said, “I’m so 
sorry, Roger. I really wish I believed you before. I do now 
though and love hearing your stories, so keep telling me 
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about Old Pete.” 
He looked down at my hand and smiled. “The legend is 

that if you answer the riddle correctly the raven will tell you 
the combination to a safe full of money. Supposedly a 
million dollars is inside. If you answer incorrectly, it will 
laugh at you and call you a sucker.” Roger smirked. “Let’s 
just say that I’m a sucker and probably always will be.” 

 We both chuckled.  
“This is all so exciting, Roger. Even though Farnsworth 

really scared me, I feel great—like I’m suddenly alive and 
seeing the world for the first time.” 

“Good.” He looked at me silently for a moment, and 
after what looked like deep contemplation, he said, “Then I 
think it’s now the perfect time to give you this.” He reached 
into his worn leather jacket and pulled out a tiny pink box 
with dainty bow on top. “Happy birthday, Daisy.” 

I could’ve cried right then at the thought of having 
someone so dear to me give me something for my birthday 
after how I had acted, but instead my cheeks flushed and I 
went silent. 

I anxiously tore through the box to find a small gold 
statue of a cricket inside. 

“It might not be haunted or strange,” said Roger, “but I 
think it’s something you’ll appreciate now.” 

“It’s wonderful, Roger, but—what is it exactly?” I said, 
removing it from the box. 

“It’s a good fortune cricket. It was enchanted by the 
wizard Nedder Fedder some five thousand years ago. The 
legend is that the owner will have luck to the likes that no 
one has ever seen bestowed upon them.” 

I gasped, examining the lifelike engravings on the wings 
and legs with childlike wonder. “Nedder Fedder! He was 
one of my favorites to read about as a kid.”  

I knew his stories all too well—about the ancient man 
with the long red beard and pointy ears who was in all of 
my favorite fairy tales. He always popped up in the nick of 
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time to give insightful advice, cast a spell to make 
everything better, or simply to make someone smile. 
Nedder Fedder was also the most powerful wizard and 
sorcerer who ever lived, but the reason I liked him so much 
was because he could travel anywhere in the world with just 
a yank on his beard in the direction he desired. 

“So, you like it?” asked Roger. 
“Of course I do! But I always thought Nedder Fedder 

was, you know, fake.”  
Roger shook his head. “He’s most certainly not, and this 

golden cricket is the real deal. I made sure of that.” 
“Where did—” 
“Don’t worry about it,” Roger interrupted. “I bought it 

for you the day we first met and have been waiting to give it 
to you ever since. For a long time I thought I would never 
get the chance to give you something so special, but I think 
you now see what I see and that couldn’t make me 
happier.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 8 

 
 

 
As we approached the area where the entrance to Utopia 
was marked on the map, I imagined what it would look 
like—whether it was a giant iron gate set in the side of the 
mountain, a magical looking garden door covered in vines 
and flowers, or a dirt tunnel which opened into the center 
of the Earth. I even imagined cute little creatures with big 
eyes and small heads coming out to greet us.  

I looked for anything out of the ordinary, and when I 
didn’t find anything, I thought the entrance to Utopia must 
be ordinary looking to fool people, so I stopped at every 
tree, rock, and ditch to investigate. But when Roger and I 
didn’t find so much as a trace of another world, I became 
convinced that Farnsworth’s tale about the fairy door was 
really the entrance, so I set my sights on a tiny inscribed 
door, even following every flying insect in hopes it was a 
real fairy.  

Unfortunately, this all proved to be foolish thinking. 
We must have examined the map a hundred times, each 

time confirming we were in the right area, and then walked 
back and forth down the forest path, finding nothing, only 
to consult the map again. 

I barely noticed how much time we had spent looking 
for the entrance on the path until Roger lazily said, “It’s 
almost seven o’clock and we should set up camp soon 
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before it gets too dark. Let’s call it a day, Daisy.”  
I had already ignored his request to set up camp an hour 

ago.  
Full of hope I argued, “But we’re right here! We need to 

look harder!” 
“I think it’s great how enthusiastic you’ve become about 

finding the entrance to Utopia,” Roger said, kneeling down 
to remove the sleeping bag from his backpack. “But I think 
we should both take our minds off the entrance for a little 
while and try again in the morning. We’ve been walking 
practically nonstop. I’ve barely had a chance to eat, and I’m 
absolutely beat. Whatever is out there will still be there in 
the morning.” 

“I don’t know, Roger. This is already taking much 
longer than I had hoped. I need to get back to my dad and 
the shop.” 

“Be realistic, Daisy.” 
As he started setting up camp, I knew it was no use 

arguing.  
“Okay, you win,” I huffed. “There’s just nothing more 

frustrating than not being able to find something that’s right 
in front of you.” 

“I know.” Roger gestured for me to come and help him. 
“But it’s been a long day for the both of us. I bet if we stop 
thinking about it we’ll find it—just like when you lose your 
keys or something. We’ll look again tomorrow.” 

I sighed. “You’re probably right.”  
I unrolled my sleeping bag while Roger prepared the fire 

pit by gathering kindling and pine needles.  
When we were done setting up camp, we both collapsed 

on our sleeping bags. Now that I had finally lain down to 
rest, I realized how hard I had been treating my body 
during the journey. My entire body ached, especially my 
poor feet, and my stomach felt sour from all of the 
dehydrated snacks. Although I had been confident of my 
woodsmen skills in identifying native plants, I had also 
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eaten a tart purple berry earlier which was probably not the 
blackberry I had thought it was, and it made me feel sick to 
my stomach. 

As I basked in the gentle warmth of the crackling fire, I 
drifted into much needed sleep. But then I smelled 
something very sweet—a smell separate from the pine, dirt, 
and hickory, a smell not common in the middle of the 
California mountains. Sitting up with a start, I took a big 
sniff.  

“Do you smell that? It smells like that candy again!” 
“What candy?” Roger mumbled next to me from the 

orange shadows. 
“I’d know that smell anywhere. I smelled it when I 

opened the Farnsworth letter and when I almost handed it 
over to him. It was a type of candy I used to eat when I was 
little. A sweet hard candy in the shape of a heart.” 

“You’re hallucinating, Daisy,” said Roger as he pulled 
his tattered baseball cap over his eyes. “Go to sleep.”  

I sniffed the air again. “I’m not hallucinating. I’m certain 
I smell that candy. And I would know! My father used to 
give me a bag of them every year for my birthday. It smells 
sort of like violets. He would hide it in a strange location, 
and I would try to find it. One time he arranged them in the 
shape of a rose and attached a stem to it. Then he stuck it in 
the garden with the real roses for me to find. It was so 
beautiful I couldn’t bring myself to eat it. It smelled better 
than a rose in my opinion, and the scent lasted longer, too. 
When the stem fell off, I put it in my keepsake box in my 
closet.” 

Roger grumbled, and I think I heard him say ‘you’re 
talking too much.’ 

“I even gave you some once. When you broke your arm 
that time, I brought you a bag. Do you remember?” 

“Yeah,” he said, yawning before pulling his sleeping bag 
over his head. “Well, I don’t know what to tell you, Daisy, 
except maybe your dad left you some in your backpack as a 
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birthday present.” 
“No, I already checked the backpack and there’s nothing 

out of the ordinary in it.” 
Roger was still and silent. 
“Roger. Come on. Listen to me!” I said, shaking his 

body. “I might be on to something. If only I could 
remember their name.”  

He groaned. “They’re called Sweetie Peas or something 
like that,” his muffled voice said. “Don’t think they make 
them anymore though.”  

“You’re right! I haven’t seen them in ages. What I 
wouldn’t do to have one of those again!” 

Roger sniffed. “But all I smell is wet dog. Did you let 
Merriweather get into the sleeping bags?” 

“Wait. You smell wet dog?” 
“Yeah. Everything smells like it.” 
I pulled the flannel sleeping bag cover from off his head. 

He shielded the light from the fire with his forearm and 
yelled, “Hey!” 

“Wait a second! Didn’t you say that’s what you smelled 
when we opened the Farnsworth letter in the shop? That it 
reminded you of your old dog Millie that could bark I love 
you?” 

He groaned again, his eyes still covered. “Yeah. It smells 
like the time we hiked to the old swimming hole together.” 

“Oh, I loved that place! I wish they hadn’t closed it.” 
“Luckily, I got to enjoy it one last time before they did.” 

His eyes burst open, and I could tell he was excited about 
the memory. “When we got there, Millie jumped right in 
and starting swimming, like she was part fish or something. 
We must’ve spent all day there horsing around and having a 
blast. I swear I could even see her smiling. That night we 
went home and she curled up on my lap and fell asleep, still 
damp from swimming. It smells just like her coat from that 
day.” 

I smelled the sleeping bag, only detecting the strong 
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scent of the violet candy.  
“Roger, don’t you think it’s strange that we both smell 

something completely different right now and whenever 
we’ve come into contact with the Farnsworth letter we 
smell something different, too?” 

“Maybe we’re hallucinating from those berries you made 
us eat,” Roger joked.  

“Or…maybe we’re right on top of the entrance!”  
Silently, we stared at each other, and as if reaching the 

same conclusion all at once, we flung our sleeping bags to 
the side. We grabbed our flashlights and immediately 
surveyed the ground.  

After a moment of intense exploration, I anxiously 
asked, “Do you see anything?”  

“Not yet,” Roger said, picking up and smelling the 
rocks. “But these rocks all smell like wet dog too, so I think 
we’re on the right track.” 

Sifting through the dirt with my fingernails, something 
incredibly small stood out from amongst the dirt and rocks.  

“Hey, what’s that?” I asked. 
We both shone our flashlights on the spot where I was 

pointing. 
“What? All I see are those black and white pebbles 

everywhere.” 
“Look closer at the one on the left that’s slighter larger 

than the rest.”  
Roger squinted hard. “Is that an—” 
We both squatted down for a closer look, our knees 

cracking.  
“It is!” cried Roger. “It’s an eye! A tiny eye.” 
Cautiously, he brushed the dirt away with his fingers, 

careful not to poke the eye. It didn’t take long to realize the 
eye was plastic and connected to something. When he 
uncovered a round porcelain piece, I shouted, “It’s a–a 
doll!” 

“What the—” Roger said perplexed.  
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He pulled it out of the earth with a hard yank by its 
blonde hair. From the look of its tattered dress, clumps of 
missing hair, and broken fingers, the doll had been buried 
out here a long time. 

“Why is there a doll buried all the way out here? As far as 
I know, this area has never even been populated. Not even 
by Native Americans. Something about the land being too 
barren.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “But I’m not touching that thing. 
It’s really creepy.” 

“This creeps you out? But none of the other super scary 
items in your shop that you’re locked alone with day after 
day creep you out?” 

His conviction was true, so all I could do was grin.  
Looking down into the shallow hole we had dug, I 

couldn’t believe my eyes—something else was buried there. 
Something red and jagged.  

“Hey, it looks like there’s more!” I cried. 
With our bare hands, we continued to dig, finding an old 

toy fire truck next, then a crystal unicorn figurine, then a 
miniature football. The more we dug, the more objects we 
found and the bigger they became, so we resorted to using 
our trowels.  

Within minutes, we had unearthed an entire graveyard 
of toys, stuffed animals, knickknacks, tools, and books. 
Some objects looked like they could be a hundred years old; 
others looked like something given for a birthday present 
just last year.  

But we didn’t stop there. Every time we found an 
object, we pushed it to the side and continued digging. 
Time didn’t exist. Body aches, hunger, and tiredness didn’t 
exist, only finding the bottom of the enormous pit of 
oddities in the middle of the forest, only finding an answer 
to this madness.  

When we were a good eight feet into the ground, the 
objects were so big and heavy we couldn’t throw them out 
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of the pit anymore, so the space became increasingly 
smaller and smaller. The most concerning thing to me 
wasn’t when I eventually looked up and saw that it was 
getting light out, it was looking up and wondering how we 
were going to get out. But we both didn’t seem to care. We 
were on a mission to find the bottom, whether it was an 
entrance to Utopia or not.  

As Roger worked on dusting off another object, which 
was a toy airplane with a wingspan of four feet, the dark 
cold earth rumbled like a great thunderous explosion 
beneath us. Everything shook violently and the noise grew 
louder. Before I could scream, a huge chunk of land 
vibrated beneath us, and then it burst open, swallowing 
everything with it. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 9 

 
 

 
My head spun as I tried to focus my eyes. Everything hurt, 
especially the muscles I never even knew existed. It felt like 
I was lying on a giant bed of jagged rocks, and every few 
seconds I felt a stabbing sensation in my ribs, like I was 
being poked with a stick. Each stab was worse than the 
next, and I groaned in terrible pain.  

“She’s alive!” a muffled voice cried.  
When things came slowly into focus, I noticed a woman 

hovering over me with heavy concern.  
“You’re lucky to be alive, young lady. No one’s used 

that entrance in quite some time, which is why it was closed 
and the lot filled. I’m afraid you came in through the 
garbage shoot of all places.” 

“Huh?” I managed, my mouth tasting dry and metallic. 
“Here, sit up and have a drink.” 
The task seemed impossible and I continued lying there 

in a daze. Since I didn’t have enough strength to sit up on 
my own, the woman pushed me up by the small of my 
back, which made me shriek. She said something, but it 
went fuzzy.  

“Wh…at…ha…p—”  
“Don’t tell her yet, Ida. She won’t understand until she’s 

recovered.” Another person with a deeper voice, perhaps a 
man, was standing over me. 
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I must’ve passed out because when I came to, I was 
lying on a lumpy cot in a musty windowless room. 
Everything hurt—from my head to my toes. Looking 
around, I saw that the walls were covered in funny drawings 
and maps and the only light came from an orange candle 
flickering in the corner. At first I thought I was alone, but 
when I looked to my side, I saw Roger sitting in a chair 
sleeping. He had a bandage around his head with a big spot 
of dried blood in the middle. His arms and legs were badly 
scratched and covered in black and blue bruises.  

“Roger!” I called, on the verge of crying.  
His eyes burst open. 
“What happened?” 
“Daisy!” A smile lengthened across his pale face. “I’m 

so glad you’re awake! I thought you’d never wake up.” He 
moved to hug me but stopped, realizing our bodies were 
too banged up to embrace. “You’ve been out for three days. 
They were going to call a specialist if you didn’t come to by 
the end of the week.” 

“So we’re not dead?” 
He chuckled. “No, silly. We’re not dead.” 
“Oh.” Confused, I looked down and noticed I was 

wearing someone else’s clothes—material which looked 
hemmed from an outdated old curtain someone threw out 
long ago. Pulsating pain on my leg caused me to inch up the 
paisley curtain dress to see the culprit, which was a bloody 
bandage around my knee. “Ouch!” I cried, stupidly poking 
the bandage.  

“It’s not broken. It’s just a nasty gash,” said Roger.  
Then I noticed that my bare feet looked as if I had 

walked through a briar patch without shoes. Carefully, I 
moved to the edge of the cot and attempted to stand, the 
room still slightly spinning.  

“Careful. You had a big fall.” 
Cautiously, I made it to my feet and examined the room 

in more detail. “Where are we, Roger? Did we make it to 
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Utopia?”  
He coughed deeply, then grabbed his side and groaned. 

“Well—” 
“She’s up, John!” a voice shouted from another room. 

“I hear them talking.” 
A moment later, a beautiful blonde woman waltzed into 

the room, followed by a tall man with a beard and several 
children with faces covered in soot. The blonde woman 
walked right up to me and pressed the back of her hand to 
my forehead. “Ahh. Much better!”  

Alarmed, I took a step back. “Who are you?” 
Roger came to my side and said, “Relax Daisy, they’ve 

been helping us. This is Ida, John, and their children, 
Jeremy, Jake, Jo Jo, and Jasper.” 

Ida and John hugged each other at their hips and smiled, 
looking like a picturesque couple out of a magazine—
except dirty. The children stared at me as if I were the most 
fascinating thing they’d ever seen. “They’ve been waiting 
until you were well to tell us what’s going on.” 

Ida nodded. “He’s right. Roger’s practically part of the 
family now. And you will be, too, Daisy, I’m sure.” 

Sensing my hesitation, Roger whispered in my ear, 
“Don’t worry. It’s fine. Trust me.” 

I shot him a displeased look. 
“If it makes you feel any better, she’s an excellent cook.”  
Now that Roger was out of the shadows, I could see he 

was wearing a shirt and pants from the same ugly material I 
wore.  

Before I could say a word, Ida continued, “Now come 
into the den, dear, and have something to eat. I’ll tell you all 
about what happened if you feel you’re ready.”  

“We’re ready!” exclaimed Roger. “Although I’ve really 
been enjoying our time together, the suspense of not 
knowing where we are or what happened has been killing 
me.” 

John and Ida smiled. 
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The children quickly scurried through the doorway, 
disappearing into the shadows. Roger took me by the hand 
and led me down the long dark hallway, which spilled into a 
weedy looking room crammed with knickknacks, books, 
and makeshift furniture. Candles were everywhere—
hanging from the ceiling, crammed into the walls, scattered 
along furniture. A few were even flicking on the ground. 
The children retreated to a giant lumpy cushion, which took 
up an entire wall, and they immediately piled under a heap 
of blankets—only their dark sorrowful eyes peering out.  

This room was much colder, but brighter, and I could 
tell it was the room most often occupied. “Where are the 
windows?” I whispered to Roger as John rummaged in a 
lopsided cabinet with his back to us. 

“There aren’t any. We’re underground.” 
“Underground?” I gasped, feeling claustrophobic. 
John turned and said, “I’m afraid all we have here is 

honeysuckle juice. We try to ration the water, and we used a 
lot of it already to clean your wounds. You’re either going 
to absolutely love honeysuckle juice or hate it. Everybody 
does.”  

Smiling politely, I said, “That’ll be fine. Thank you.” 
John quickly removed some obviously handmade cups 

from the cabinet and poured a thick golden liquid into each 
one. “Cheers,” he exclaimed, handing us each a glass. 

Roger clanked his glass against ours. “Cheers!” 
“Don’t forget the cookies, John,” said Ida, who was 

sitting in a big squashy armchair and knitting a scarf. 
“Right!” He pulled a rusty tin out of the cabinet and set 

it on the table in front of Ida. “Hope you like feldspar.” 
“Isn’t feldspar a type of rock?” I asked, remembering 

my geology class. 
“He’s just joking,” interrupted Ida. “They’re chocolate 

chip.” 
“With a feldspar base,” John whispered with a grin. 
“John!” Ida swatted her hand at the air. “Daisy, now 
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why don’t you come and have a seat next to me?” She 
gestured. 

Her eyes lit up as she watched me walk across the room.  
“It’s nice to have another girl in the house finally.” She 

dropped her knitting needles and pushed the hair out of my 
face and behind my ear. “This may sound silly, but it was so 
much fun making that dress for you. I always wanted a girl, 
especially one so pretty.” 

This situation was incredibly awkward and confusing. 
“Um hmm,” I managed, staring uncomfortably at the floor. 

“Don’t be afraid, dear. We’re your friends here. And not 
many Collectives are as nice, I assure you. In fact many are 
quite selfish.” 

“Collectives?” 
“Yes, are the two of you sure you’re ready for this? It’s 

not going to be pleasant.” 
Roger plopped down next to me, smelling like he hadn’t 

bathed in a week, and nodded.  
As soon as I nodded too, the energy in the room 

immediately changed and tension mounted.  
John sat in the shadows by the children, his expression 

dark and sullen. The children were completely hidden in the 
blankets as if the information Ida was about to share was 
too scary to hear.  

Ida inhaled so deeply it could’ve been her last breath. 
“All right then. Do either of you have the map that led you 
here?”  

“Yes!” cried Roger, quickly surrendering it from his back 
pocket.  

I shot him a disgruntled look for being so quick to hand 
over the map. For all we knew, she was the Farnsworth 
monster dressed in disguise.  

“Good. Let’s have a look see.” Ida spread the map open 
on the table and gasped. “Um hmm. Just as I suspected! He 
tried to get you here with the Utopia map. Especially after 
everything you’ve told me about trying to save Daisy’s 
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father, Roger, it’s no wonder you tried to find Utopia. How 
shameful a trap that was set for you! It also explains why 
you came in through the garbage shoot. We’ve been 
perplexed about it since you got here. This here is a very old 
version of the map. How did you acquire it?” 

“It was accidentally delivered to my family’s shop, 
Strange Luck, decades ago. No one ever opened it, thinking 
the owner, Mr. Farnsworth, would return for it. He never 
did and then this man…thing…creature…showed up 
claiming he was Farnsworth’s son and demanded the 
letter.” 

Ida’s expression went cold. For a moment she looked as 
if she had stopped breathing, and then she muttered 
something, which sounded like I’m so sorry.  

 “So, is the map to Utopia real?” asked Roger 
impatiently. “Are we in or close to Utopia?” 

Ida shook her blonde head, staring forlornly at us like a 
worried mother. “I’m afraid that I’m the bearer of bad news 
today. Utopia is not real, unfortunately. This map was just a 
trap to get you here. I’m afraid we’re all prisoners here and 
that escape is impossible.” 

“A trap?” I gasped in disbelief.  
“Yes. John, myself, and the children have been here now 

for about a decade. Other Collectives have been here most of 
their lives.” 

“I don’t understand. How are we trapped?” 
“Well, for starters, that garbage shoot you fell through 

comes in through our sky way up above the clouds, so it’s 
hopeless to try and reach it again.”  

“Are there other portals? Are there other ways out?” I 
asked, panicked.  

Ida took a long labored breath and slowly shook her 
head. In disbelief, I looked to John who was also shaking 
his head. 

My eyes swelled with tears. “No!” I screamed. “You’re 
lying!” 
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Roger set his hand on my back to try and calm me, but I 
shrugged him off. 

“I really wish I was lying, Daisy, but it’s true,” continued 
Ida.  

“But what about my father? Will I ever be able to see 
him again?” 

“Afraid not,” whispered Ida. 
Roger bit his lip, a futile attempt to mask his grief. 
“I still don’t understand, Ida. How and why are we 

prisoners? What is this place?” 
“He tries to get people here using a variety of methods. 

The maps are always tailored to what people want. Vain 
people can be lured with a map to, say, the Fountain of 
Youth; people who love space or exploration might be 
lured here under pretenses that the map is a wormhole into 
another galaxy. It all depends on the person and the 
situation. You and Roger were lured here with the 
disposition that you could save your father with the promise 
of immortality.” 

“Really?” asked Roger incredulously. “But that’s so—” 
“Sneaky,” said Ida.  
He nodded. 
“Well, before I tell you anymore, you both must do 

something for me. Whatever you do, do not think of happy 
memories while you’re here. Don’t think of them ever!” 

Looking around the depressing room, I said under my 
breath, “Don’t think that will be too difficult.” 

Roger jabbed me in the side, making me shriek. “Oh, 
sorry,” he muttered to me, forgetting how banged up we 
both were from the fall. His attention turned back to Ida. 
“So, what brought you and your family here then?” 

Ida’s face glowered. “To be honest with you, we wanted 
a better life for the children. John was barely making ends 
meet, we weren’t happy with the children’s schooling, and 
the bank took our house that had been in my family for 
generations. So unfortunately we followed a similar Utopia 
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map in the hopes of finding paradise.” 
“But why?” asked Roger.  
“Because most people aren’t happy with their situation 

and are always looking for a way out. They always think the 
grass is greener on the other side of the hill, but in most 
cases, it’s not. Everyone has come here looking for 
something better. We’re all guilty of it. But when you finally 
realize this, it’s too late.” 

I snatched the map and stood up with a start. “And how 
do I know you’re not lying to us, like Farnsworth? How do 
I know that you aren’t just trying to steal the map to find 
Utopia for yourselves? Or that you aren’t all some horrible 
beasts?” 

The children’s faces had resurfaced, all of them looking 
alarmed. 

Roger tried pulling me back down next to him to calm 
me, but again I shrugged him off.  

John quickly came out of the shadows, just as Ida was 
about to say something. 

“It’s okay, Ida, let me.” His expression was stern and 
body rigid as his tall lanky frame made its way over to me. 
He stooped down until my eyes met his, and he looked so 
deeply into them I thought he could see every secret and 
thought I had within me. “You don’t know if we’re lying, 
Daisy, but we are good people. We don’t gain anything by 
telling you that you’re trapped and can never return home. 
All we can do is tell you the truth so you can make the most 
out of your current situation here—like how Ida and I have 
built a cozy home here.” 

“The truth about what?” I asked harshly. “None of this 
is making any sense!” 

“The truth about where you both really are.” 
“Oh? And where is that?” 
John exhaled deeply and looked up at the weedy ceiling. 

“Maybe I should start by showing you what’s up there.” 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 

CHAPTER 10 

 
 
 
As we climbed the winding staircase lit only by our tiny 
flickering candles, the air grew cooler, and I rubbed my 
arms for warmth. I don’t think I had ever climbed so many 
stairs in my life, especially at such a sharp incline, and had 
to stop several times to catch my breath and rest my 
wounded knee. 

“Almost there,” John kept saying, but no end was in 
sight—only more stairs ascending into the shadows. 

After some time, the walls changed from earthy to 
cavernous, which confused me tremendously because it felt 
like we were walking upwards, not downwards into the 
caverns below the Earth. Then I reminded myself that this 
probably wasn’t Earth anymore and that anything was 
possible after seeing a man transform into a monster right 
before my eyes.  

Magnificent geological formations were everywhere—
long flowing columns descending from overhanging 
portions of the limestone wall, pockets of sparkling purple, 
crimson, and turquoise rocks and minerals, and dramatic 
shelves covered in jellyfish-like rocks. The caverns seemed 
to moan every couple of minutes as if their structure were 
changing, which then echoed downwards.  

The staircase was slippery in some places, and it swayed 
and vibrated as we continued. Giant stalactites hung above 
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our heads, so we had to duck a few times to avoid them. 
Water trickled down the stalactites, either dropping off into 
the shadows below without a sound or landing on our 
heads. John called the ones that landed on us “cave kisses.”  

At one point, I made the mistake of leaning over the 
edge of the staircase, only to see the cave walls disappear 
into a dark foggy abyss. Like a whirlpool, smoke swirled 
before it was sucked into the middle.  

From what I could observe, nothing was supporting the 
long, winding staircase except the limestone wall which it 
leaned against. This wasn’t comforting in the slightest 
degree, so I clung to the lopsided railing, even though nails 
were sticking out every which way and the wood gave me 
splinters.  

“How deep are we?” I inquired. 
“Just keep your head straight,” John remarked, “and you 

shouldn’t have a problem.” 
The space was too narrow for me to turn and see 

Roger’s expression or whisper a snide remark, but it was 
difficult to breath. I told myself over and over again that I’d 
already been through much worse and that I should keep 
going. It was bound to be over soon. 

With every step up the creaky staircase, it was becoming 
increasingly difficult. Either the stairs were getting smaller 
or we were getting bigger. John must’ve been used to it 
because it didn’t seem to bother him at all, even though I 
kept losing my balance in my strange homemade sandals 
courtesy of Ida.  

Eventually I couldn’t position my feet fully on the steps 
so I had to use tiptoes. I got so fed up with losing my 
balance and nearly falling with every step that I stopped to 
get a closer look at the stairs.  

“What are you doing?” Roger asked from the shadows 
behind me. 

“Aren’t you having trouble with the stairs, too?” 
“Yeah, but I want to get outta this place as quickly as 
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possible. I forgot what it’s like to breathe fresh air and feel 
clean. I can’t wait! Hurry up, though. John didn’t know you 
stopped, and he’s still going.”  

“One second!” I said, crouching to examine a step. 
“They are smaller! They only have a three inch ledge!” 

Roger nudged me with his leg, “Come on! I can barely 
see his candle now.” 

“All right.” I started ascending again, quickening my 
pace to catch up with John. When I finally did, I asked, 
“Why are the stairs so short? Isn’t this dangerous?” 

“Sure is,” John’s voice echoed, “but it’s all we’ve got. 
And I think I did a pretty bang up job putting this whole 
thing together if you ask me.” 

“You did all of this?” Roger said, breathless.  
“Sure did. Only took me a year, too.” 
Roger and I gasped. “Before the stairs, we had to use 

rope and that was a whole other mess. We rarely came up 
then.”  

John stopped, but I didn’t realize it and crashed into 
him, and then Roger crashed into me, which caused part of 
the railing to crumble and fall. I screamed bloody murder 
and threw all of my body weight against the cold cavern 
wall, desperately hoping I wouldn’t plunge into the abyss. 
To make matters worse, my candle was almost out and wax 
started pouring onto my fingers, and I screamed again 
before dropping it. 

John slightly turned his head, giving me a you’re insane 
look. “Don’t worry, this here is the end of the line. Just 
don’t get too close to the edge and you should be fine, but I 
should warn you that the trickiest part is coming up.”  

Roger and I breathed heavily as we stood stooped over 
in the tiny dark area with no room to move. In a faint 
glimmer of candlelight, we anxiously watched John retrieve 
a long skeleton key from around his neck and fiddle with 
what sounded like dozens of bolts and chains above us. 

“Almost open,” his voice echoed. “Glad Ida didn’t 
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come with us; she’s gotten so used to candlelight that real 
light bothers her eyes now. She gets so upset about it. In 
fact, she wasn’t too pleased coming up to retrieve you two. 
If I hadn’t come up to investigate the commotion when you 
opened the portal, I would’ve never found you.” 

“Well, we certainly appreciate you helping us,” said 
Roger. 

“So, you two carried us all the way down those scary 
stairs?” I asked. 

“Um hmm.” Another chain rattled and fell as John 
continued. “Besides, the kids like to stay below, too, 
because they don’t like to play with the other Collectives. I 
don’t blame them though; our home is quite lovely.” 

I was relieved John didn’t look back for confirmation 
because I wasn’t sure I could agree with him that his home 
was lovely. But his comment made me wonder what 
horrors awaited above ground if he and his family were 
content living in a dilapidated shack underground without 
any natural light. My imagination went wild—a crumbled 
dystopian city, a barren wasteland, Farnsworth monsters 
trolling about and ready to eat you. Would I ever see my 
father or Merriweather again?  

The door made a painful screech as John opened it, but 
he stopped when a stream of light burst through and down 
onto where we stood.  

“Ouch!” Roger and I cried, squinting our eyes.  
“Get ready for it. The light here is very bright, much 

brighter than where you’re from. Try to adjust your eyes to 
this first before you come up or you could miss a step and 
fall.”  

“Fall?” His words nearly paralyzed me as I envisioned 
exactly what he had said. 

After a moment, John said, “Okay, here we go.” He 
swung the door up and over like a basement trap door.  

Everything instantly went white. 
Roger and I screeched. The brightness was more painful 
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than every gash, cut, and bruise on my body combined. But 
the wonderful gust of cool, refreshing air outweighed all of 
the pain. 

“I said get ready for it.” John chuckled, even though we 
both didn’t appreciate his humor or the fact that his eyes 
seemed fine.  

John positioned his hands on the ledge, which was a 
good couple of feet up, and miraculously pulled himself up 
and out of the hole, an avalanche of dirt following.  

I spit out a mouthful of dirt. “Pluuuahh!”  
“Sorry about that,” John said, dusting himself off. Then 

he extended his hand down. “Grab hold and pull yourself 
up.” 

Given my state, a seemingly easy task seemed absolutely 
impossible to me. “Make sure you catch me, Roger,” I 
instructed, while trying to muster both courage and 
strength.  

Squinting, I reached up as high as I could and grabbed 
hold of John’s calloused hand. With all my strength, I 
positioned my feet against the cave wall and started to pull 
myself up while climbing with my legs. John’s fingers dug 
into my tender cuts and bruises, but I didn’t let go. When I 
was almost to the top, I swore my hands were going to give 
way, and I started to panic. “Roger! Help!”  

He pushed me from below with an enormous grunt, and 
I spilled out onto the grass, eyes still stinging. John helped 
me to my feet and led me away from the opening so my 
eyes could adjust and he could help Roger out.  

I don’t remember what I was looking at when Roger 
came over to me—the vast snow-capped mountain range, 
the fiery sand dunes which stretched as far as the eye could 
see, the palm trees scattered around me, the lush blue-green 
hills speckled with wild flowers, or the cascading 
aquamarine waterfalls. There was every type of pristine 
terrain imaginable, and they all seemed to perfectly mesh 
into each other.  
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The grass I stood on was long and green, the trees 
above full of apples, bananas, coconuts, oranges, and 
mangoes. Fish swam in a lake in front of me, which flowed 
into an enormous desert canyon reaching into the distance. 
On my left, it was snowing, covering the land in a thick 
sparkling blanket, and on my right the sky was bright with 
the sun shining over a meadow full of red flowers.  

Roger shouted, “Whoo hoo! Fresh air and clean water!” 
He darted towards the lake, throwing off his clothes along 
the way, and then he did a cannonball into the pristine 
water, resurfacing a second later to say “Whoo hoo!” again. 

When I saw that John wasn’t concerned about him 
swimming in the lake, I smiled. “It’s…beautiful,” I said, 
breathless.  

John crossed his arms at his chest and nodded.  
I furrowed my brow. “But, John, did I misunderstand 

that this isn’t Utopia? It certainly looks like it. Everything is 
incredibly serene. I don’t even see any other people, which 
would mean not everyone knows about it.” 

“This place isn’t what you think it is, Daisy.” 
“Then why do you want to live below ground when it’s 

so amazing up here?” I walked over to a tree and picked a 
brilliant shining red apple. “Look, there’s food right here 
for you and your family and fresh water in the lake. No 
more honeysuckle juice or feldspar cookies!” 

“It’s not that easy.” 
I polished the apple on my dress and took a ravenous 

bite. The inside was as white as snow and the juice 
incredibly sweet. “Ummm. This apple is delicious, one of 
the best I’ve ever had. It actually reminds me of the time 
when I went apple picking with my dad when I was a girl. 
Those apples were—” 

“Shhh!” John scolded. “Don’t think of happy memories 
or he’ll know you’re here and weren’t invited. There’s no 
telling what he’ll do if he finds out. It’s never happened 
before.” 
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“What—” 
Roger called from the river, “Come in, the water’s 

great!” 
John and I both shook our heads and gestured for 

Roger to continue swimming. 
“Suit yourselves.” Roger took a deep breath and dived 

below the crystal clear water.  
When I turned my attention back, I was alarmed to see 

John staring me in the eyes with a stern expression.  
“We need to get you both out of here before you’re 

noticed. This way you’ll have a chance.” 
“A chance at what?” 
“To escape!” 
“But Ida said escape is impossible.” 
John shrugged. “There’s still one way that might work, 

but not everyone knows about it. It’s a suicide mission 
though, which is why I’ve never attempted it.” 

I looked at the stunning marvels around me—the 
colorful birds, thriving plants, tropical fruit, and enormous 
trees. “But it doesn’t seem like we’re prisoners at all. Why in 
the world would I even want to escape? This place is 
incredible!”  

As if on cue, a cluster of Blue Morpho butterflies 
fluttered by. I recognized them because someone had 
brought a live one to the shop claiming it never died but 
gave each of its owner’s terrible nightmares. My father 
wasn’t convinced that something so beautiful could live up 
to that accusation and suggested it be set free.  

 “You need to go and see Madame Lapin—she’s the 
only one who can help you return to your world, but you 
have to hurry before you’re noticed. Although it’s a suicide 
mission, I wouldn’t tell you this if I didn’t think you could 
make it. I mean, you both survived a fall through something 
that was supposed to kill you, so maybe you have a chance. 
If you make it to her on the other side of those mountains, 
she might be able to save you and ensure you never come 
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back.”  
“Are you kidding?” I giggled. “If anything, I’ll go see her 

so I can find my way back home and then bring my dad 
back here. This has to be Utopia. Look at it! It’s like 
something out of a fairy tale.” For the first time since I was 
a little girl, I twirled completely carefree, delighting in the 
magic of this incredible world. “We’ll never have to work 
again, we won’t age or die, oh, and think of the adventures 
we can have. I could start my own exploration journal of all 
of the terrains. It will be—” 

Without warning, John firmly grabbed my shoulders and 
shook me, causing the apple to go flying.  

“Don’t be crazy, Daisy! You have no idea what you’re 
up against.” 

“Oww! You’re hurting me!” 
 He didn’t loosen his grip as I squirmed.  
“You’re not supposed to be here, and if he finds out he’s 

going to steal all of your memories! You won’t be able to 
remember who you are or where you live. Not even your 
father. You need to listen to me!” His face turned red and 
his expression frightening. For a moment, I wondered if 
John would turn into a horrible creature like Farnsworth.  

“Oww! Get off me!” I cried, trying to pull away. 
“Daisy?” called Roger, crawling onto the river bank and 

rushing over to me. “What do you think you’re doing, 
John? Let go of her!”  

As if a spell had been broken, John immediately released 
me from his grip and stepped away.  

“I–I’m so…rry,” he stammered. “I was…just…trying to 
he…lp.” 

I clung to Roger’s cold slippery body, wondering why 
everything had gone terribly wrong. 

“But you’re right, Daisy,” John said. “I’ve done 
everything I can do for you two, and I need to look out for 
my family now. I’ve put myself in great jeopardy by coming 
to the surface with the other Collectives and exposing myself 
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to him.” 
“What others?” Roger exclaimed. “There isn’t anyone 

else around.”  
“The rest is now up to you.” John threw our backpacks 

at our feet. “We restocked your supplies. It should be 
enough to get you to Madame Lapin. The rest you can get 
from the land.” He walked back to the opening in the 
ground.  

“What’s he talking about?” Roger whispered. “Are we in 
danger?” 

Trembling, I said, “I don’t know. I think he’s insane. He 
keeps talking about someone stealing our memories or 
something like that, which is impossible because this is 
Utopia.” 

Just as John was about to jump inside the hole and shut 
the trap door, Roger yelled, “What the hell was all that? Are 
you just going to leave us here?” 

 John looked back, nodded, and then disappeared into 
the ground, and we were alone. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 11 

 
 

 
We walked in silence to the edge of the lake and stared at 
our tired reflections in the aquamarine shimmering water. A 
school of yellow fish zipped by and then disappeared into 
the majestic rocks below. This strange world sounded like 
monstrous ocean waves with the rain in the distance, the 
whirling snowstorm nearby, and the waterfalls cascading 
down in front of us. Paradise was loud!  

“Come on,” Roger said, breaking the silence after John 
had left us. “Forget what John said. Let’s go for a swim. It’ll 
make you feel better. I mean, it’s not every day that you 
stumble into paradise!” 

Entertaining the idea, I slipped off my sandal and 
dipped my big toe into the lake. The temperature was like 
bath water, and I knew it would feel great to wash all of the 
dried blood off and have a proper bath, but I was too 
worried about what John had said to be able to enjoy 
myself. How was this amazing place not what it seemed, 
and was there really someone trying to steal my memories? 
Impossible! 

“Shouldn’t we be scared, Roger? Isn’t this place all too 
perfect?” 

He brushed back his dark wet hair and smiled. He had 
never looked so calm in the entire time I had known him.  

“Bet I can make a bigger splash than you,” he taunted. 
My worried pout instantly turned into a grin. Roger 
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knew that egging me on was the only way to rid my mind of 
worries—it appealed to my major competitive streak. This 
competitive streak led me to get expelled from my first 
elementary school after accepting Lauren Smart’s dare to 
release all of the school’s frogs from the science lab. The 
frogs stormed the principal’s office next door, ending up in 
everything from his lunch and desk drawers to his book 
bag. Rumor had it that he was finding frogs for a month 
after I released them. My competitive streak also led me to 
be transferred to Park Wood Elementary where I met an 
opinionated, nerdy boy named Roger Donovan, whom I 
instantly adored.  

“You’re on!” I said, unzipping the horrid paisley dress 
and tossing it aside. I was relieved to see that my underwear 
was at least still mine and not something made from an old 
curtain. I backed up to get a running start, and with all my 
might thrust myself into the lake with a cannonball.  

Resurfacing, I yelled, “There! Bet you can’t beat that!”  
Roger grinned. “That’s all you got?” 
He backed up and did a cannonball into the water, 

sending an avalanche onto the bank. Roger had clearly won 
the contest—purely due to his larger size—so like the sore 
loser I was, I splashed him in the face. This proved to be a 
big mistake because he retaliated by picking me up and 
launching me into one of the smaller waterfalls, even 
though I pleaded for mercy.  

Water went up my nose, and I even swallowed some, 
which provoked me even more. I threw my stringy red hair 
up and out of my face.  

“Hey!” I yelled to Roger, who was already to the middle 
of the lake. 

I quickly swam over to splash him some more, giggling 
uncontrollably, but for some reason he didn’t swim away; 
he just treaded water with a blank expression. I thought he 
was going to do a sneak attack by grabbing me from below 
and throwing me again, so I cautiously approached, ready 
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for anything, but all he did was stare at me as if he were 
contemplating something very deeply. 

“What are you looking at?” 
A smile lengthened across his pale face. “How beautiful 

you are.” 
Although Roger had told me many times that I looked 

beautiful, this time it had a different tone and meaning, and 
those words, as simple as they were, made the world go 
quiet. I felt warmth in my cheeks and wanted to look away, 
but for some reason I couldn’t. I had denied how I felt 
about Roger long enough, and if ever there was a more 
perfect moment to let him know I felt the same way, this 
was it. 

I looked deeply into his warm hazel eyes, and for the 
first time, I saw their depth. For what seemed like an 
eternity, we didn’t say anything while we stared at each 
other, treading water in the middle of the lake. In our entire 
relationship, I don’t think we had ever just stared at each 
other quietly like that. I wanted to say so many things or 
wanted to hear him say them, but neither of us dared say a 
word.  

Then, without thinking, I slowly leaned forward and felt 
his cool lips on mine. I tasted the water from the lake on his 
thin lips and breathed in his scent. As we kissed, he 
interlocked his hand in mine, completing the intensely 
romantic moment.  

Thoughts rushed at me. I was so happy Roger had come 
with me on this adventure, and I wanted to stay in Utopia 
with him forever. I never wanted this kiss or this moment 
to end.  

Without warning, the lake rumbled—a loud, bellowing 
rumble which vibrated us to the core. Then the water 
bubbled and a current came rushing out of nowhere. The 
lake had sprung to life! 

I screamed. “What’s happening? Should we get out of 
the water?” 
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Roger looked panicked as the current became stronger 
and our feet could no longer touch the bottom.  

“When I let go of you, swim parallel to the shore. We’ll 
meet on the bank, okay?” 

“But I’m a weak swimmer. And I’m scared!” 
“You don’t have the option of being scared. Just do it,” 

he commanded. 
The sound of rushing water grew louder and just before 

he let go of me, a voice said, “All you need to do is to stop 
creating good memories and it will stop.” 

To our astonishment, we looked down and saw a 
magnificent turquoise plumed duck staring up at us, 
paddling gently in the water. The current wasn’t affecting 
him at all. 

“Are we insane or did that duck just talk?” I questioned 
over the roar of the current, struggling to stay afloat. 

The duck bobbed slightly and said, “Yes, I did! And you 
better stop this nonsense, or we will all get swept away.” 

“What nonsense?” I said, hardly believing I was having a 
conversation with a duck or that I had managed to get 
myself into another life-threatening predicament. 

“Creating good memories and all of that. Kissing does it 
every time. Even holding hands, so you two should 
probably let go of each other, or it’s just going to get 
worse.” 

 Willing to try anything at the risk of drowning in the 
current, Roger and I let go of each other’s hands, and the 
water instantly went still.  

“Told you so!” The duck paddled closer.  
Roger and I exchanged astonished glances. 
“You shouldn’t be doing things like that if you weren’t 

invited here, especially if he doesn’t know you’re here. It 
disrupts the land. That’s why it is the way it is, you know—
all of the different types of terrains and plants and such.” 

“How do you know we’re new here and weren’t 
invited?” asked Roger. 
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 “Collectives don’t behave like that, which is why almost 
all of them hide anywhere they can find a spot. Quack! 
Makes it a little harder for him to get the memories. So if I 
were you, I’d keep a low profile.” 

It made more sense why John and his family preferred 
to live underground. 

“So there are others?” Roger continued. 
“Everywhere! There’s probably a few dozen watching us 

right now.” 
Roger and I scanned the river bank, tree tops, and 

shrubs, not seeing anything, but still we felt violated that we 
were probably being watched. 

“If I were you, I’d go and see Madame Lapin. She 
should be able to help you either hide so that he never finds 
out or, if you’re lucky, help you escape, even though it’s 
never been done before. But you’ll probably die before you 
even make it to her. Quack!” 

“Great!” Roger exclaimed. “Someone who can finally 
help us! Isn’t that who you said John told us to go and see, 
Daisy?” 

I nodded. 
Then the duck cleared his throat. “That is if she still has 

any memories left.” He must’ve seen our confused 
expressions because he cocked his head and said, “You do 
know what I’m talking about, right?” 

We shook our heads.  
“Then you at least know where you are, right? Or at 

least how I’m able to talk to you.” 
Again, we shook our heads.  
“Quack! Then where do I begin?” 
“Well, why don’t you start by telling us who you are,” I 

said in a tone much harsher than I would’ve liked. 
“That’s an easy one. Quack! I don’t know. Next 

question. Quack!” 
“Okay. Then what is this place? It’s Utopia, right?” I 

asked. 
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The mythical duck’s eyes sank, and he wiggled his 
colorful body. “This place doesn’t have a name. It’s 
Nameless, and it is certainly not paradise if that’s what you 
mean.” 

“So you don’t know who you are or where you are?” 
“Nope!” 
“Then what was all of that talk about memories? How 

did you know to help us?” 
 “Most Collectives don’t have a lot of memories. Quack! 

One of those memories being why we were chosen. You 
see, everyone and everything was invited here because they 
possessed something of value—a memory.” 

“There you go again with all of the memory stuff!” I 
huffed, feeling more confused than ever. “What are you 
talking about?”  

“I hate talking about it. Quack! But you both look like 
you need my help or you wouldn’t be kissing in the middle 
of the lake like fools. Quack! He researches. He spies. He 
investigates—up above, in your world. Sometimes he uses 
his creatures to help him.” 

The image of Farnsworth popped into my head, and I 
hoped I would never see him again. 

“And then when he finds someone with a memory he 
likes, he lures them here to steal it. It’s usually with some 
sort of map that they end up finding their way here.” 

“Ah ha!” I exclaimed to Roger. “That makes sense with 
what Ida told us about the different maps created to lure 
people here based on what they desired most.” 

“Quack! It’s true. But I didn’t use a map. I’m here 
because I was someone’s memory once—a child’s. I don’t 
remember her name anymore, only that she loved me. She 
was scared of the dark, so each night she dreamt I would 
come alive, keep her safe, and take her on adventures. I’m 
the product of a child’s memory—her most cherished 
memory—which is why he wanted it to steal. That’s how 
I’m able to talk to you. I was alive in her memory, so all of 
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what you see here is from a memory.” 
“So what happens to the other memories? The ones he 

doesn’t want?” asked Roger. 
“We lose them. Quack! A little bit more every day, but I 

think I’m doing quite well if you ask me.” 
“Okay, okay,” I said, a little winded. “Let’s just say 

you’re right and there’s someone out there who created this 
place and lured everyone and everything here to steal their 
memories. The question is why?” 

“Quack! Isn’t it obvious? Because memories are all we 
have in life, and finding the perfect memory—whether it’s 
really yours or not—is the greatest challenge and reward of 
all time. Imagine having the best memory in the history of 
the world that you could relive in your mind over and over 
again. He believes that the perfect memory equates to true 
happiness. Even after he’s taken our most prized memory, he 
keeps us here so no one will ever find out about his scheme 
so he can continue to bleed us of memories if more new 
ones are created. Quack! You two kissing in the lake is a 
prime example of this.” 

I had no time to ask another question because at that 
very moment, a huge chunk of the purple mountain above 
us broke off and came crashing towards us.  

“Get out of the water!” the duck cried. “It’s changing 
again.” 

Roger and I swam as quickly as we could to the river 
bank, bits of rock narrowly missing us. We arrived on the 
bank exhausted, with pruned skin. 

“That was close!” Roger said, trying to catch his breath. 
The duck had somehow beaten us and was standing on 

the river bank ruffling its feathers. “Got to watch out for 
those! Quack! Water’s one of the worst places to be in the 
Nameless, which is quite unfortunate for me seeing as 
though I’m a duck and all. It doesn’t help either that I’m 
partially made of material, so my seams are always ripping. I 
reckon I need another stitching.” The duck shot me a look 
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as if I was the person for the job. 
As I sat in the grass still trying to understand what was 

happening, Roger handed me a banana from the tree above.  
“Here. You should eat something to keep your strength 

up.” 
“May I have some, too,” said the duck. “I love 

bananas.” 
“Sure. We appreciate you helping us.” Roger broke off a 

piece of the perfect yellow banana and set it on a patch of 
grass.  

The duck waddled over to it and before it began 
nibbling, it said, “It’s not every day another Collective assists 
me. It’s very kind of you.” 

For a brief moment, the land was quiet, and then it was 
loud again. 

“Eww! That’s awful,” the duck spat. “Phew!” 
Roger and I shot each other a confused look.  
“Oh, sorry about that,” said Roger. “I thought you just 

said you love bananas or I wouldn’t have given you some.”  
“Don’t know what I was thinking,” the duck muttered 

to himself.  
Roger sat down next to me. “So what were you saying 

about the memories?” 
“Let’s see.” The duck’s feathers looked purple and his 

unraveling seam gleamed in the sunlight. “You’ll have to see 
Madame Lapin on the other side of the big snowy mountain 
there.” He thrust his body to the side to point it out.  

The jagged mountain’s peak pierced through the dark 
clouds. It was so high we couldn’t even see the top. Its 
rocky and sharp snowy terrain reminded me of the 
Himalayas.  

“You can’t possibly be serious! How are we supposed to 
get over that?” I questioned. 

“You’ll find a way, I’m sure. Quack! But you do know 
you have to pass the Nameless River first, right?” 

Roger and I huffed. Both of us were growing irritated at 
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the continuous amount of confusing and unhelpful 
information. 

“The Nameless River?” I questioned. “What do you 
mean?”  

“Quack! You have to cross it. It’s around here 
someplace. Quack! You can’t swim across it though. There’s 
something wrong with it—slips my mind what—and then 
you should head to the Nameless Mountain up there.” 

 “Isn’t there another way besides crossing the river?” 
asked Roger. 

The duck’s quacks sounded like laughter. “Nope! The 
river is as far as the land stretches. It never ends, and it’s the 
only way to get to the mountain.” 

I buried my head in my hands in frustration. “So you’re 
telling me that in order to get to some lady who might be 
able to help us, we first have to cross some river, but you 
don’t know where the river is or what’s wrong with it, and 
on top of that, we need to hide as much as possible so that 
someone doesn’t steal our memories.” 

“Yep. I’m glad somebody here understands what I’m 
saying. Quack! Now let me be on my way, folks. I’ve been in 
plain sight for far too long already today.” 

“Wait!” I looked the duck in the eyes. “One more 
question. We’ve been through a lot already and I know you 
helped us in the lake back there, which we really appreciate, 
but if what you’re saying is true, you’re proposing a suicide 
mission. Why should we trust you, especially after 
everything you’ve told us?” 

The duck waddled closer, its iridescent body sparkling in 
the intense sunlight. “Because I’m the one here with the 
best memory. It’s been awhile since we’ve had any new 
Collectives, and I was one of the last to come here, so my 
memories are still fresh. My memories are affected 
differently too because I existed only in someone’s mind.” 

“Well, that’s a relief,” exclaimed Roger.  
Feeling more confident about the duck, I knew he was 
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the key to learning more about this place. 
Just as I was about to ask who this memory collector 

was, the duck said, “Hey, boy. Is that a banana you’re 
eating?” 

Roger arched his eyebrow. “Yes,” he said cautiously, as 
if it were a trick question. 

“Great!” said the duck. “May I have some before I head 
on my way? I love bananas!” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER 12 

 
 

 
Before the talking duck waddled off, quacking and spitting 
out bits of banana, Roger was already looking for the 
Nameless River, which surprisingly didn’t prove too difficult. 
The only river that stretched as far as the eye could see was 
just on the other side of one of the smaller sand dunes.  

The river was cold and black, its banks rigid. Although 
the water was calm, something was unsettling about it. 

“How are we going to get across it?” I asked. 
“Whether the duck is right or not about there being 

something wrong with it, I don’t think we should take a 
chance by swimming across it, even if it’s not that far. 
Besides, those banks are pretty steep, and knowing our luck 
we’d slip and break an arm or something.” 

“Agreed. So what are we going to do then?” I said, 
shielding my eyes from the intense sun with my hand. 

Roger shrugged, “We might be able to make a raft with 
some of the tree branches, but if there’s another strong 
current, or whirlpool, or something else weird, we probably 
won’t have much of a chance. But I don’t have any other 
ideas. Do you?” 

“Me neither.” I wiped the sweat from my forehead. The 
cold water looked tempting, but I knew Roger was right 
about swimming in it. And I didn’t have the energy to think 
of another way for us to cross because all I could think 
about was my father and Merriweather and if I would ever 
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see them again if we didn’t make it to Madame Lapin in 
time. After what the duck had said, I hardly felt confident 
about getting out of this place.  

Walking over to a nearby tree in search of shade, my 
eyes were immediately drawn up to the enormous green 
canopy above me, which overflowed with every type of 
colorful bird imaginable—red parrots, tiny parakeets, 
toucans, lorikeets, and birds with brilliant blue mohawks. 
Their chattering was deafening. As I watched a few of them 
fly from branch to branch chattering up a storm, I spotted 
one of my favorite birds standing on a mossy green 
branch—the Roseate Spoonbill. Like a reflex, I let out a 
small squeal of delight. 

I had learned about them from an old woman who had 
brought a pink gemstone ring in the shape of a bird into the 
shop. I had mistakenly thought it was a flamingo, but upon 
closer inspection I discovered the bird had a differently 
shaped bill—like a canoe oar. At first I thought the bird was 
mythical, but then she showed me pictures of it in the 
antique bird book she had also brought with her to sell.  

I remembered the woman claimed she possessed a 
genuine mood ring, which would turn pink if you had a 
good heart. But if ever your heart turned black, so too 
would turn the Spoonbill on the ring. The legend was that 
the black Spoonbill would then awaken in the night and go 
to your friends and family, informing them of your black 
heart, and everyone would then desert you. The ring sold in 
less than a week.  

The Spoonbill flapped its big pink wings and swooped 
down to land on an extra long branch I hadn’t noticed 
before. I perked myself up on tiptoes and saw that the 
camouflaged branch stretched all the way across the river.  

“Roger!” 
Thinking I was in trouble, he rushed over, breathless. 

“What is it?” 
I pointed excitedly to the canopy. “See that branch up 
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there with the pink bird on it?” 
“Which pink bird? There are so many. And I don’t 

know how you can stand it over here,” he shouted, 
covering his ears. 

“That big funny looking one all by himself,” I yelled, 
pointing straight up. 

He squinted intensely for a moment. “Oh, I see it now.” 
“I think we can cross the river that way. The branch 

looks sturdy enough to hold us and drops off only a few 
feet above the bank on the other side.” 

His face lit up. “You’re a genius, Daisy! Here, I’ll give 
you a boost up.” 

“Hold on, there’s something poking me,” I said, 
fidgeting with the paisley curtain dress. “It’s been bugging 
me since I put the dress back on.” I felt the mysterious 
object near my hip bone but couldn’t figure out how it got 
inside the dress or what it was. 

“Is there a pocket?” 
“No, I think Ida must’ve actually sewn whatever it is 

into the dress.” 
“That’s weird,” said Roger. “But it doesn’t surprise me 

given how odd that family was.” 
I tugged on a tiny white thread hanging at one of the 

seams near the object, and the material magically inched 
open as I pulled the thread.  

“Wait, I think I found the opening. Maybe it’s a pocket 
after all—a secret pocket!” As soon as I touched the object 
with my bare hand, I knew what it was—the lucky golden 
cricket Roger had given me for my birthday. That moment 
seemed like an eternity ago. 

The Nedder Fedder cricket gleamed in the rays of 
sunlight protruding through the canopy, surrounding us in a 
kaleidoscope of amber and gold.   

“I thought it was lost during the fall with the toys,” 
exclaimed Roger. 

“Me too. This whole time I just thought that there was a 
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stone or something caught in the dress, but it was my good 
luck charm!” I flipped it over, mesmerized by its brilliant 
colors and delighting in the cool sensation from the gold on 
my palm. “I still can’t believe you got this for me. It’s one 
of the sweetest, most thoughtful things anyone has ever 
given me.” I pecked him on the cheek. 

Roger’s cheeks flushed, and he shyly looked down. 
“Since it’s been with us the entire time, do you think it’s 
brought us luck?” 

“It’s had to,” I said. “How else would you explain how 
we’ve managed to survive here?” 

“I wonder if the luck ever runs out.” 
As I ran my index finger over the cricket’s belly, the 

solid markings shifted.  
“Whoa!” I cried, nearly dropping it. “It’s changing on its 

own.” 
“That’s not supposed to happen,” said Roger perplexed. 
Speechless, we hovered over the cricket, watching and 

waiting to see what was going to happen. Then, ever so 
slowly, words appeared across its golden belly, which read, 

 
As you go so shall I, 

to bring you luck when you need it, 
never will it die. 

 
Roger smirked and slapped his leg. “Well, I guess that 

answers that!” 
“Can–can it hear us?” I whispered, excitement brimming 

in my voice.  
“Ask it another question!” 
“Umm. Will we make it out of the Nameless and return 

to Sea Salt?” 
From the look on Roger’s face, I knew he wasn’t 

prepared for the answer, but that didn’t stop him from 
looking at the cricket’s belly. 

The previous words vanished, and a moment later new 
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letters popped up, eventually scrawling: 
 

Times are tough and so are you, 
but time is running out, 

so I’d get a move on if I were you. 
 

We were both incredibly amused by the lucky—and 
fortune-teller—cricket, but with tremendous willpower, I 
set the cricket back into the secret pocket and pulled the 
material shut.  

“If we’ve got good luck on our side, let’s go! Especially 
if it told us to get a move on.”  

Roger grinned and interlocked his fingers to make a foot 
hold. I slung my backpack of supplies over my shoulder and 
took a deep breath. Then, I positioned my foot in his palm, 
grabbed his shoulder, and hoisted myself up to the first 
branch.  

We climbed far up into the canopy, which spooked 
nearly all of the birds and caused them to fly away 
squawking—the chattering leaving a ringing in our ears.  

It felt like we were kids again, climbing to the top of 
trees after school and on weekends. Maple trees were my 
favorite to climb because they had smoother bark and 
longer branches. I always felt bad for Merriweather who 
anxiously waited for us at the bottom. Each time we 
climbed, we stayed up in the trees until the sun set, always 
vowing to never leave, but the looming threats from our 
parents to come and eat dinner always sent us home. 

“Remember when we used to climb trees like this all the 
time growing up?” I reminisced. “I used to always beat you 
to the top.” 

He chuckled. “Oh, yeah. And you would pretend you 
were a princess high up in a castle and I had to rescue you.” 

I giggled. 
The tree started to shake.  
“Shhh!” I looked down at him, standing on a mossy 
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branch. “Don’t think about good memories or we’ll disturb 
the land again.” 

“Hey, you started it,” joked Roger, wiping sweat from 
his brow. 

We climbed the rest of the way in silence, and when we 
finally arrived at the tallest and longest branch, we breathed 
a sigh of relief. 

“At the risk of falling by walking across the branch, I 
think we’ll need to scoot down it and then jump the last 
part onto the bank, which shouldn’t be too far because of 
how much the branch is bowing anyway.”  

“Lead the way,” said Roger, straddling the mossy 
branch.  

We scooted to the middle of the branch, which was 
directly above the river, our eyes magnetically drawn to the 
beautiful cool water below.  

“Think of the splash we could make if we jumped from 
here,” said Roger. “And how good that cold water would 
feel.” 

“I know. Why is it so hot here?”  
“I bet it’s because so many people have good memories 

associated with the sun. Think of all of the beach trips, 
family outings on a hot summer day, feeling the sun on 
your face on a cool winter morning.” 

“You’re probably right,” I said. “I would give anything 
for another dip right now, but don’t you think it’s weird 
that there aren’t any animals in the water? I haven’t seen so 
much as a ripple in that river, and all of the birds were up 
here in the tree. Even the ducks.” 

“Ow!”  
“What is it?” I said, spinning around, still straddling the 

branch. 
“I think something just bit me!” Roger’s leg twitched, 

and a small branch he was sitting by snapped off and 
floated down to the river.  

“Are you okay?” 
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“I think it was just a bug that bit me,” he said examining 
it. “I’ll live.” 

 “That’s weird that something would bite you like that,” 
I continued. “Who would have a good memory associated 
with a bug or something that bit them for that matter?” 

He continued hovering over his ankle in search of the 
culprit, but the water below us trembled, forming wakes.  

Something big was coming to the surface. 
“Look!” I exclaimed. “I think we’re about to find out 

what’s wrong with the river.” 
We were not prepared for the enormous gray dorsal fin 

that popped out of the water and circled around the branch 
that had snapped off.  

“Is that a– a sh…ark?” I stammered. 
“Can’t be. Why would there be a shark—” 
“Maybe it’s someone’s memory from an adventure. 

Maybe they were a scuba diver or a marine biologist or 
something. There’s no telling who was invited to the 
Nameless, and maybe the shark is in a river because 
everything is always mixing and changing all the time.” 

Before we could speculate further, it pierced through the 
surface, opened its massive jaws, and chomped down on 
the minuscule branch with its razor sharp teeth. The branch 
vanished with a terrible crunching sound. The shark 
plunged back down into the blackness, its dorsal fin 
disappearing.  

We watched in horror, jaws hanging low, our feet 
dangling only about six or seven feet above the water.  

“It’s a great white,” a soft voice said. “You were wise to 
cross the river up here, but I would hurry if I were you. 
Great whites can jump eight to ten feet if they want to, and 
you are definitely within its range.” 

“Who said that?” I questioned, frantically looking 
around. 

The soft voice continued, “I know so many trivial things 
like that. Good thing for me that he doesn’t care too much 
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about trivial facts to want to steal them. I can remember 
nearly all trivia, which makes me happy, but then I have to 
stop myself from being happy about it so he doesn’t steal 
that memory.” 

Looking around questioningly, expecting to see another 
duck talking to me, I finally noticed a plump green worm 
sitting on the branch in front of me. My eyes narrowed. 

“Yes, it was I who spoke,” it said. “I’m Book as in 
Bookworm.” 

“P–pleased to me–meet you,” I managed, recounting 
widely known taunts from school children about how 
“bookworms” knew everything. After having spoken to 
strange cave people and a duck, I no longer felt ridiculous 
talking to anything in the Nameless, including a worm 
wearing glasses. “If you’re a Bookworm then maybe you can 
help us.” 

The worm arched its body and then perched itself up. 
“If you please, but I would hurry if I were you. If the 
branch breaks, I will be going along with it into the shark’s 
mouth, and I don’t feel like dying much today.” 

I looked back at Roger, who shot me a smirk.  
“Well,” I continued. “My friend and I are trying to get 

to Madame Lapin so we can escape from the Nameless. You 
see, we’re not supposed to be here and need to get back 
home. Do you have any advice on how to cross the 
Nameless Mountain?” 

“Hmmm. We’d all like to get home here, but it’s quite 
impossible. Once the Nameless takes you, you’re here forever. 
It’s all very carefully planned, don’t you see?” 

“But we were told that a Madame Lapin could help us.”  
“Doubtful! She’s his favorite. Her memories are like gold 

to him, and I doubt she even has any left, especially the 
know-how to escape from this place, because if she did, she 
wouldn’t be here, would she?” 

“That might be true,” I argued, “but we want to at least 
try. My friend and I have been through so much already 
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that should’ve killed us, but we’ve made it this far.” 
The worm eyed me with mistrust. “You’re just a 

scrawny little ginger, and your friend is a scruffy mute. 
What makes you two so special to think you could possibly 
escape the Nameless when hundreds, if not thousands, of 
others have failed before you?” 

I wanted to flick the offensive worm off the branch into 
the water, but I knew there was a chance he still might be 
able to help us. Something cracked behind me, and I knew 
it was the branch we were sitting on.  

“Please! There’s no time to explain, but I promise you 
that we’re not supposed to be here and we could really use 
your help.” 

The worm sighed as if in deep contemplation. A 
moment later, he said, “Okay then. My advice to you is that 
you don’t need to go across things to get through them.” 

“Is that supposed to be some sort of riddle?” Roger 
remarked. 

The worm scoffed. “Ah! The scruffy mute speaks. 
Riddles are for the dull, my good boy.” The worm lowered 
itself from its haunches and started to scoot away. “Good 
day,” it rudely said. 

“Wait! Please tell us more about Madame Lapin and 
who is doing all of this!” I cried, leaning forward and 
accidentally snapping another twig off the branch and 
sending it floating towards the water. The shark launched 
itself and snatched the twig.  

Roger and I screamed and jumped up onto our feet, 
clutching nearby branches to keep our balance.  

The worm scooted underneath the branch and out of 
view. 

“We need to make a run for it and jump!” I yelled. 
“I’ll follow you!” said Roger.  
I charged down the rest of the branch, my backpack 

jangling and bobbing against my back. Roger cursed and 
mumbled as he barreled down the branch after me. The 
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branch dipped closer and closer to the water—only two or 
three feet above the surface. All I could think about was 
what the worm had said about how high great whites could 
jump.  

CRACK!  
CRACK!  
 “The branch is breaking!” yelled Roger. “Hurry!”  
When I glanced behind me while trying to gain proper 

footing, I saw the enormous dorsal fin pierce through the 
water’s surface and rush towards us at lightning speed.  

“Jump! Jump!” I yelled, thrusting myself the remainder 
of the way and crashing on my side onto the rocky river 
bank. 

Roger narrowly missed landing on my head and hurled 
himself into a juniper bush instead. His backpack flew onto 
the bank and out scattered the supplies. A loud yelp 
followed.  

I scooted backwards into the bushes, barely able to 
breathe, and in a matter of seconds, the great white opened 
its heavy jaws, bore its blood-red gums, and chomped down 
on the enormous tree branch we had just jumped from. Bits 
of wood and branches flew everywhere as if its mouth were 
a giant wood chipper. My body shook with terror as I then 
witnessed the shark drag the massive tree branch into the 
depths of the black river.  

“What is this place?” I questioned under my breath. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 13 

 
 

 
Night quickly descended upon the Nameless, squeezing out 
every drop of light until only darkness remained. The 
ground rumbled and shook beneath me, but that wasn’t 
why I couldn’t sleep.  

There was no conceivable way I could sleep on such an 
incredibly picturesque night, the likes of which wouldn’t 
even compare to an illustrated Nedder Fedder fairy tale.  

Coils of fireflies danced overhead, orchestras of crickets 
played complex compositions, strange flowers swayed to 
their music, and orange and white stars cascaded down 
from the purple sky. Cute neon creatures that looked like 
chipmunks climbed in the trees and looked down at me 
questioningly with their enormous eyes. At one point a soft 
little puppy appeared, licked my hand, and went galloping 
off into the bushes, happily wagging its tail. In the distance, 
crystal clear water trickled and snowflakes pattered on tree 
tops. The Nameless was a carousel for the senses—especially 
in the middle of the night.  

As much I wanted to remember and cherish the 
moment, I forced myself to think about something else at 
the risk of causing an avalanche or tsunami. My mind 
immediately wandered to my life back in Sea Salt. I thought 
about the acceptance letter to the writing school in London. 
The book I would never get to write. The shop. The strange 
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things I had seen there since I was a little girl. My father. 
The heart operation he so desperately needed. And all of 
these frustrations quickly overshadowed the memorable 
experience of lying wide-eyed in the magical world.  

“Why are you still awake?” Roger whispered.  
I pulled the sleeping bag farther up to cover my neck, 

causing all of the zippers to jingle, which then spooked 
something big nearby. “Just thinking.” 

“Your thinking is loud.” He gave a soft chuckle. 
“Oh, sorry. I guess I can’t get over how amazing this 

place is. I don’t care what anyone says, it really is a type of 
utopia in a sense—it really was built on people’s dreams. 
Fantasy and reality all perfectly meshed together.” 

“I know. I haven’t been able to sleep either.” He yawned 
loudly and rolled onto his back. “Even after everything 
we’ve been through, I still really like it here. I mean, I don’t 
even remember the last time we went camping together 
under the stars like this, and this is certainly the best place 
to do it.” 

“Yeah, it’s been awhile.” 
After a long pause, I thought Roger had fallen asleep, 

but I could still make out the gleam of his eyes in the 
moonlight.  

“Roger?” 
He turned his head and looked at me—his face soft in 

the glint of moonlight despite his scruff.  
“Yes?” 
“Do you think we’ll start losing our memories, too?” 
His dark hair fell into his eyes. “I wouldn’t let that 

happen to us, Daisy.” He looked back up at the sky. 
I continued to stare at him. “The scariest part about this 

whole thing is if we’ll even know we’ve lost them. The duck 
obviously didn’t know he doesn’t like bananas. What if that 
starts happening to us, but we’re so far into the Nameless 
that we’ll never know? I think I now understand why the 
Nameless has been referred to as a prison that needs to be 
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escaped from. How can something be so wonderful yet so 
terrible at the same time?”  

“I don’t know, Daisy, but we’ll do our best to get out of 
here before that starts to happen to us. I promise.” 

“But will you do me a favor?” My heart raced. “If I start 
losing my memories, tell me. Even if I don’t remember 
after you’ve told me, I want you to be a good friend and tell 
me. Even if you think it’s something really stupid or 
simple.” 

He was still gazing up at the starry sky, probably not 
realizing how scared and anxious I was about the whole 
thing.  

“Roger, please!” my voice cracked. “I really need you to 
promise me this one thing. I don’t want to be like the 
others. I won’t let it happen, and I know the longer we’re 
here the more memories—”  

A grin lengthened across his pale face. “You don’t even 
have to ask, Daisy,” he said softly. “You know I’d do 
anything for you.” 

And with those words, I scooted towards him with a 
smile and nestled my head on his chest, seeking comfort in 
the only familiar thing about this strange world—Roger. 
What would I have done if he had not followed me that day 
in the woods?  

 “I really think all we should worry about right now is 
crossing the Nameless Mountain tomorrow so we both should 
get some much needed rest.” 

I sighed, knowing full well that sleep definitely wasn’t 
going to happen tonight despite Roger’s soft rhythmic 
heartbeat.  

“Okay,” I whispered. 
Probably only a minute passed before the urge to start 

talking again overtook me. 
“I’m really excited about climbing the mountain 

tomorrow though. It’s a good thing John packed us some 
climbing supplies before he ditched us. The rope and extra 
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pair of shoes is really going to come in handy.” 
Like a pellet out of a slingshot, an enormous yellow star 

shot across the sky, and Roger made an oooohhh noise, so I 
knew he wasn’t trying to go to sleep either.  

“I know,” he continued. “Climbing to the top of the 
mountain in the snow is going to be brutal, especially with 
our injuries. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about 
Bookworm’s words: ‘you don’t need to go across things to get 
through them.’” 

“Hey, I thought we were supposed to go to sleep,” I 
said, playfully nudging him in the side. 

“Wait a second!” He sat up with a start, rolling me off 
him. “I just remembered John told me something similar 
the first day at their house while you were still 
unconscious.” 

“Really?” 
“Yes! We were looking for something, I think more 

bandages, when he said, ‘There’s more supplies in the other 
den. It’s a day’s walk if we cross up above.’” 

“So?” I said. 
“So he went on and on about how he had built multiple 

cave dens in the event that they needed to move and how 
ordinarily it would take a long time to reach the nearest den. 
I was doing my best to mentally prepare for the trek when 
John moved a picture on the wall, revealing a big hole 
behind it and said, ‘Lucky for us we can go through it 
instead.’ We were able to walk to the other den in half the 
amount of time. Maybe there’s a way to walk through the 
Nameless Mountain instead of over it?”  

“Roger, that’s brilliant!”  
From what I could see of his expression, he looked as 

though he were silently congratulating himself. “Great! 
We’ll look for an entrance first thing tomorrow.” He rolled 
back down onto his sleeping bag. 

“Well, I think we can both sleep a little easier tonight 
now that we know that crossing the mountain is a real 
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possibility,” I said. 
And without another word, Roger and I slept under the 

starry night. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 14 

 
 

 
Icy blue alpine glaciers cascaded down the steep-sided, 
jagged peaks. The spattered snow across the Nameless 
Mountain resembled thick vanilla frosting. Howling through 
the coniferous trees like a monstrous beast, the wind 
descended upon us, nearly knocking us over with its chilly 
blasts. High up above the tree line, rocks effortlessly broke 
off and tumbled down—looking like pebbles at first, but as 
they neared, we could clearly see they were the size of a car. 
The Nameless Mountain gave us chills just by looking up at it 
in all of its glory.  

Rubbing my arms for warmth as snow flurries pelted my 
face, I squinted, searching for any type of portal to cross 
through the mountain, but all I could see was white. Having 
found the portal to the Nameless once before, I thought the 
entrance might also be underneath us, so I spent my time 
surveying the ground and the base of the mountain.  

Nearby, Roger sent his pickaxe deep into the ice with 
powerful blasts and then cleared away the snow with his 
gloved hands. I had to keep looking over at him to make 
sure we could both still see each other through the snow 
flurries.  

It didn’t take me long to realize what we were trying to 
do was an impossible feat. Finding a portal that led through 
the mountain, if there even was one, was like finding a 
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needle in a haystack—except the haystack ranged over 
thousands of miles and could actually kill us.  

At an hour’s mark of searching, my teeth chattered so 
badly my jaw ached. I could no longer feel my toes and 
fingers.  

“Roger!” I finally yelled. 
When he turned, I could see icicles dangling from his 

facial scruff, which made my heart sink.  
“What?” he barked. 
“This is hopeless!” 
He shook his head, staring disbelievingly at me through 

the whirling blizzard. 
“Let’s head back,” I continued. “We’ll freeze! It’s getting 

worse!” 
A moment later, he flung his pickaxe violently into the 

ice and screamed at the top of his lungs—the sound was 
instantly sucked up into the Nameless’s melting pot of 
sounds. The mountain rumbled and I feared he had started 
an avalanche, but luckily nothing happened.  

He sloshed over to me, snow clinging to him like white 
confetti, and grunted. “I know,” he surrendered. “I was 
stupid to think this would actually work. I don’t know what 
I was thinking. We’ll kill ourselves out here.” 

“At least we tried since there’s no possible way we 
could’ve crossed over it. That mountain peak looks as high 
as Mt. Everest!” 

“It probably is. Think of what that memory must’ve 
been like to climb Mt. Everest.” 

As we silently sloshed back towards the valley where we 
had camped last night, a sudden blaze of yellow light zipped 
past me.  

“Whoa! Did you see that?” I yelled, completely 
disregarding that the tone of my voice could’ve caused an 
avalanche.  

“What?” 
“That yellow light?” 
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From his expression, I could tell he thought I was 
hallucinating. 

“Just keep walking,” he commanded. “We’ll warm you 
up soon.” 

But a moment later, I saw another orb zip past me, so 
bright against the backdrop of snow that I held up my 
hands to shield my eyes.  

Another whizzed by, then another, each orb making a 
high-pitched atomic giggle of a sound. Determined to find 
out what I was seeing, I stopped and followed the path of 
the orbs with my nearly frozen eyes.  

From what I could make out through the flurries of 
snow, the yellow orbs flew up to the bottom of the 
mountain and disappeared amongst the thick trees. 

Without thinking, I ran up to the spot where all of the 
orbs had vanished, leaving sunken footprints behind me. As 
much as my body ached and everything felt painfully cold, I 
forced myself to find out where they had gone.  

All I could see were rocks and bits of shrubs poking 
through the blanket of snow. 

“What are you doing?” Roger cried in the distance. 
I gestured for him to come over.  
As soon as he did, he looked me in the eyes and said, 

“Are you okay, Daisy? You’re just staring at the ground. 
And your lips are really blue.” 

“I’m fine, Roger. I think those orbs used a portal. I just 
saw a bunch of them completely vanish right over here.” 

He wrapped his arm around me and started shuffling me 
along. “Come on Daisy. You’ve had enough for today, and 
we need to warm you up quickly.” 

“But—” 
Just then, another yellow orb approached from the side. 

Victoriously, I screamed, “There’s another one! Look!” 
 We turned and saw the shimmering orb, which was 

frantically zipping about in every direction, dip down 
towards the ground near a felled branch. The orb hovered 
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over the ground, and then at lightning speed it flew through 
an acorn and disappeared.   

I jumped up and down, my shoes wet and slushy. “See. I 
told you I saw something! And that something led us to the 
portal.” 

Roger smiled and patted me on the back. “Sorry. I’m 
not used to you believing in fantasy stuff yet. I thought you 
were hallucinating from hypothermia.” 

I grinned before crouching down to get a closer look at 
the mysterious acorn. I didn’t want to pick it up for fear of 
disturbing the portal.  

“What do you make of it, Daisy?” Roger inquired, 
hovering over me. 

“I’m willing to bet that those were fairies, but they were 
just too small for the naked eye to see. That also goes in line 
with what Farnsworth had told me about there being a fairy 
door to Utopia—that only fairies could fit through it. So 
maybe it’s a fairy entrance.”  

“Yeah, but what are we supposed to do? We’re not small 
enough to fit through that.” 

I stood up with a start, instantly feeling lightheaded. “I 
know! There was a chant or inscription on the fairy door. 
Farnsworth told me what it was that day in the forest—
before you interrupted us. If only I could remember what it 
said, then maybe it could help us.” 

Roger’s eyes bulged. “Yes! Come on, Daisy. You have a 
pretty good memory.” 

“Sometimes. But not under pressure of freezing to 
death.” I gulped. “I’ll do my best though.”  

“Just clear your mind, and it will come to you.” 
I took a deep icy breath, which burned my lungs, and 

started to think aloud. “It went something like, ‘The winged 
creatures know…they know the secrets of the…of 
the…strange things not everyone sees…Small as…Small 
as— Ahh! I forget what comes after that!” 

“Keep going! Small as?”  
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“Small as a…flea and more…more…clever than 
you…or me…these fairies will—” 

The blizzard intensified, nearly knocking us to the 
ground. My entire body was numb, and for the first time on 
our journey, I felt as if death were a real possibility, which 
was saying a lot—especially after the shark incident.  

I pulled my homemade jacket up towards my ears for 
warmth, which didn’t do much good. I hoped with all of my 
might that I would somehow remember the rest of the 
inscription.  

Roger’s lips were completely blue, and his expression 
looked frozen in place. I knew if I didn’t remember it fast, 
we would surely freeze before we could make it back to the 
valley.  

“Come on!” Roger faintly chattered. “These fairies will 
what?” 

“These fairies will—” I reached down into my 
memories, but nothing was there. Immediately, I panicked 
that he had started collecting my memories and I wasn’t 
aware of it. Had he taken ones about my father and 
Merriweather, too?  

“Will what?” 
“Ahh! I can’t remember!” The world started to go quiet, 

and I wanted to sleep. “These fairies will…they will—” My 
tired eyes closed.  

“Never let you inside their fantasy,” a strong voice 
belted through the storm, which jolted me back into 
consciousness. “So continue on your way, never to turn 
back, just know that you were close, but you lack one 
crucial thing. Your size is what ails you, you cannot fit your 
body through, unfortunately these winged creatures don’t 
feel sorry for you.” 

Like a desert mirage, an old man with a long red beard, 
crooked nose, and pointy ears emerged from the storm. His 
long gray robes swayed as he happily sloshed over to us, 
seemingly unbothered by the harsh weather.  
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I instantly knew who he was, but my mouth couldn’t 
formulate the words and I couldn’t muster the strength to 
move.  

 “It’s no wonder you’re having trouble remembering the 
chant, it was quite long to begin with,” the man chuckled. 
“Besides, the inscription won’t help you much. You need 
Lihting to shrink you down if you want to pass through the 
portal.”  

“So there is a portal!” Roger exclaimed, staring open-
mouthed at Nedder Fedder.  

“Indeed,” the wizard said. “Now let me get you what 
you need so you two can be on your way. I suspect it’s 
highly important given that no one even fathoms such a 
trek if it weren’t a life or death situation.” 

 “You’re right. It’s unbelievable that you showed up at 
just the right time,” said Roger. “How did—” 

The wizard grinned, opening his arms out to the side as 
if taking a small bow. “That is what I do,” he said. 

Like a bolt of lightning, Roger exclaimed, “It’s just like 
in your fairy tales, Daisy! A Nedder Fedder story, like the 
ones we read as kids. He’s come to help us in our time of 
need.” 

Nedder Fedder’s face beamed, and like a warm ray of 
sunshine, it cast over us and instantly warmed our bodies. 
The world came back into focus, and I could breathe again. 

“You’re quite right, young man,” he exclaimed.  
I looked questioningly at Roger, wondering what he was 

talking about. 
“We both read Nedder Fedder stories growing up, 

Daisy. You know how he always popped up in the nick of 
time to give insightful advice or cast a spell to make 
everything better. Well, now that you believe in fantasy, it’s 
happening to us! We’re living one of these stories right 
now!” 

From beneath his robes, Nedder Fedder extended his 
warm wrinkled hand, which we both shook.  
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“Very good!” he said jovially. “Since you two already 
know who I am, then let these handshakes act not as a 
greeting but as a congratulations for understanding that—
and of course believing in me.” 

The moment was like something out of a movie—
meeting my childhood hero in the flesh. But had I trapped 
him in the Nameless?  

Perhaps sensing my discontent, the kind wizard said, 
“And no, Daisy, it was not your memory, nor Roger’s 
memory, that brought me here. I’ve been a part of so many 
people’s memories, and for that I’m privileged.”  

“Aren’t you mad though?” asked Roger.  
Nedder Fedder’s crooked nose twitched. “Hold no 

anger for the things beyond your control.” 
I smiled with relief, still unable to talk to my hero. 
“But there are still many many things that you two need 

to learn before you continue on your journey in the 
Nameless. You should commend yourselves for making it 
this far. I haven’t helped another person cross this 
mountain in oh, say, five or six wizard years. That’s about 
five or six thousand years in your world.” 

“We’ve learned so much already,” cried Roger, “even 
though we’ve only been here a short amount of time. But 
the mountain can wait. I think Daisy and I would much 
rather spend some time talking to you. We have so many 
questions. Don’t we, Daisy?” 

I nodded. 
“And there’s a great little place where we camped last 

night we could go to.” Roger took a step back. “Come on, 
I’ll show you.” 

Nedder Fedder’s red hair was the only thing of color at 
the Nameless Mountain, and as he nodded, the wind blew it in 
every direction. It was both snow and fire. “I’ll only go if 
you can tell me how long it is that you two have been in the 
Nameless.” 

Roger and I looked questioningly at each other, 
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simultaneously wondering why he would ask us such a thing 
and trying to recount how many days we’d actually spent in 
the Nameless. 

“Maybe a week?” I managed, happy I had finally said 
something to him. 

Nedder Fedder nodded again, his icy robes swaying. 
“Are you sure about that?” 

“Well, it’s hard to say because I was unconscious for 
most of it.” I giggled for a moment but then saw his serious 
expression, which instantly stopped me. 

His half-moon glasses were slightly fogged up, but I 
could still see his blue marbled eyes squinting behind them. 
“Then perhaps you can tell me something more definitive 
before I go with you, like how you two met?”  

Feeling more energized from the warmth Nedder 
Fedder projected, I jumped in right away, “Well, I have a bit 
of a competitive streak so—” 

The wizard cleared his throat and softly said, “No. I 
would like for him to tell me if you don’t mind. Then you 
can spend all the time you’d like with me, and I’ll help you 
get through the mountain with my Lihting. Just made a fresh 
batch this morning.” 

 I grinned. “That’s easy. Roger knows the story of how 
we met like the back of his hand. He was just telling the 
story to a customer at my dad’s shop right before we left. 
Go on, tell him, Roger, so we can get out of here.”  

Roger’s eyes shifted side to side. He went to slick his 
hair back with one hand like he always did when he was 
nervous, but his hair was nearly frozen solid. “Well,” he 
began. “Daisy and I have known each other since we were 
kids.” 

Nedder Fedder furrowed his bushy eyebrows. “But how 
did you two meet? Give me the details.” 

Roger took a wary step back. “I don’t mean to be 
impolite, sir, but I really don’t see how this has any 
relevance to you coming with us.” 
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The wizard’s face remained kind and gentle. “I assure 
you, dear boy, it does. But if it makes you feel any better, if 
I’m going to help you, I need to know everything you’ve 
been through so far. The Nameless is a very tricky place, so 
every detail—no matter how insignificant it may seem to 
you—is extremely significant in the scheme of things. So I 
need to know how you two came to meet all the way up 
until you ended up right where we’re standing.” 

I cried, “But that would take all—” 
“True,” said Nedder Fedder, “and the longer you take, 

the longer you’ll be here.”  
I bit my lip and shot Roger a hurried look. 
“So, continue, my dear boy. How did you two meet?” 
“Well, we met a long time ago. It was—” Roger’s 

expression blanked. “It was… I’m really sorry, Mr. Nedder 
Fedder, I thought I knew but I–I don’t remember.” 

I clenched my brows, hardly believing what I was 
hearing. “But, Roger, you’ve told the story a hundred 
times—you know, the frog incident at my school?” 

Roger stared blankly at me.  
“Me getting expelled?” 
“Sorry,” he shrugged. “I honestly don’t remember. You 

tell it.” 
At first I was insulted that my best friend didn’t 

remember such an important story, but then I looked to 
Nedder Fedder who was staring deeply into my eyes as if he 
were sending me a secret message—something I seemed to 
already know but refused to believe.  

The Nameless had taken Roger’s memory! 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 15 

 
 

 
 I pulled Nedder Fedder aside and whispered in his warm 
pointy ear. “Tell me who he is. Tell me who it was that stole 
Roger’s memory of how we first met.” 

His face saddened. “Daisy, I—” 
“Please, you have to tell me!” 
The wizard gulped and looked down. 
Roger was staring inquisitively at the portal, completely 

disregarding our conversation, which I was thankful for.  
I continued to whisper. “I need to know who did this to 

my best friend. Nobody has divulged anything about the 
memory taker to me and the desire to know is completely 
overtaking me.” My throat tightened. “It’s all I can think 
about. I absolutely refuse to let any more memories be 
stolen from the people and creatures here. I can only 
imagine if my father had stumbled into the Nameless instead 
of me. Then what would’ve happened?” 

“I understand,” Nedder Fedder said softly before 
removing a small glass vial filled with a swirling gold liquid 
from his robe. “But you must choose, Daisy. Do you want 
me to tell you all about him or use my Lihting potion so you 
can go through the portal to find Madame Lapin? There’s 
no time for both, especially now that Roger’s memory has 
already been taken. You could be next, if he hasn’t taken a 
memory already. And once he does, once he knows you’re 
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here, he’ll never stop. He’ll drain all of your memories until 
you don’t know who you are anymore.” Nedder Fedder’s 
long red beard quivered in the snowy wind as he solemnly 
shook his head. “I’ve seen it happen time and time again.” 

“But should I tell Roger that his memory has been 
stolen? I asked him to tell me if it happens to me, but now 
I’m not sure I want him to. He never told me what he 
wanted.” 

“It’ll just confuse him, child. It’s best not to make him 
feel stupid for not remembering, which he won’t anyway. 
I’m sure he already feels ashamed by it.” 

 He took a step towards Roger, but I yanked on his 
woolen robe.  

“Wait! Will he ever get his memory back? If we’re 
successful and return to Sea Salt, will the memory ever 
return?”  

Through his half moon glasses, he looked in my left eye 
and then the right, switching his gaze back and forth until 
he finally said softly, “It’s hard to say because it’s never 
been done before. But I really think your focus right now 
needs to be on escaping, not regaining your memories.” 

I bit my lip hard, not realizing I had drawn blood until I 
tasted metal in my mouth. Although the Darlings are a lot 
of things, we aren’t spiteful people unless it concerns 
someone we care about. Even then, it takes a lot to upset us 
to the point of seeking vengeance. But the more I thought 
about the maniacal mastermind behind the Nameless, the 
more I wanted vengeance.  

I could see the bright yellow sun setting, sinking below 
the green hills in the distance. If only I could do something. 
Anything at all!  

 As if reading my mind, Nedder Fedder said, “It’s okay, 
Daisy. You’ll find out more as you go. Look at the bright 
side though.” 

“What bright side?” I huffed. 
“Roger’s memory of you two meeting was the first to 
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go.” 
“So?” 
“Don’t you see? That means it was one of his most 

valued memories. That’s how it works here.” 
 “Really?” A smile overtook me. “I guess I didn’t see it 

that way.”  
Just then Roger looked up and grinned at me, which 

made me flush. My mind wandered to the sensational kiss 
we had shared in the lake, which caused an enormous 
rumble beneath our feet. 

Nedder Fedder looked at me like a stern grandfather 
who wasn’t really angry, and I knew I should think about 
something else.  

“Most people don’t realize what it is that matters most 
to them until it’s gone. But Roger, he always knew. Now it’s 
up to you, Daisy. Do you want to save the rest of his 
memories and sacrifice the knowledge you so desperately 
want or not?” 

I looked deeply into Nedder Fedder’s trusting marble 
eyes and with all of the patience I could muster said, “Okay. 
I want to go home. Will you help us through the portal?”  

Nedder Fedder’s warmth intensified. “Good, just know 
that you may never know and you need to be okay with 
that.” 

“I’ll try.” 
He gestured for Roger to come closer and started on the 

instructions right away. “Lihting is very special and very rare 
because it turns you into a fairy. Wings and all. Afterwards 
you’ll go back to normal like nothing ever happened. It’s 
the only way to go through the mountain.” 

“That’s amazing!” cried Roger. 
“Not quite,” said Nedder Fedder. “Keep in mind that 

you won’t be a real fairy. You’ll be an imposture, meant to 
appear just like a real one. Real fairies are tricksters, they are 
bullies, and they are malicious, so if you’re found out, 
well…” He went silent and swirled the glass bottle which 
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turned a brilliant shade of emerald green.  
“But why? Why are they so mean?” I inquired. “I 

thought they were always nice and helpful like they are in 
fairy tales. I seem to even recall a story you were in with a 
pretty little fairy named June Bug. It was my favorite story 
growing up! I remember she rode a giant turtle named 
Bernard, and they would travel around the world solving 
mysteries and discovering new places. My father used to 
read it to me every night.”  

The ground rumbled, and a giant rock crumbled down 
the mountain.  

“Daisy,” said Roger, pointing to the giant rock crashing 
into a crevice. “Stop reminiscing about the memory. You’re 
disrupting the land again.” 

 “Oh, sorry, I just wanted to know more about how 
fairies could possibly be mean, that’s all.”  

Nedder Fedder chuckled as if the answer was 
completely obvious. “Because fairies have been a part of so 
many people’s memories—like yours. Think about it. 
Fairies are in all the good movies, good art, good stories, 
and good dreams. Because of this, every single fairy who 
ever lived is now trapped here, and they aren’t happy about 
it.” 

“Even if they’re mean, how hard could it be to fight off 
a fairy?” asked Roger. “I mean we’ll have wings and fly fast, 
too. And when we turn our regular size again I could just 
squash ’em with my hand like a mosquito.” 

“Roger!” I nudged him in the side with my elbow. 
“That’s mean.” 

“Hey, they started it,” he giggled.  
Nedder Fedder stared intently at us, and I knew we had 

wasted enough time. 
“Lihting wears off after an hour, so you’ll need to get 

through the mountain by then. Don’t panic though. Inside 
is one big maze. If you bear left at every turn you’ll be fine 
and make it through the mountain in less than an hour.” 
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“That’s it?” I said, looking at Roger. “That sounds easy.”  
“It is easy—if you obey,” exclaimed Nedder Fedder. 

“Remember that you are not to speak to another fairy under 
any circumstances. And if you only listen to one thing I tell 
you, it’s do not take longer than an hour to get through.” 

“Why?” 
“Times are tough and so are you, but time is running 

out, so I’d get a move on if I were you.”  
Our jaws dropped in amazement as Roger and I realized 

the message from the lucky cricket at the Nameless River had 
been from Nedder Fedder.  

Then, without further instruction, Nedder Fedder 
sprayed a big plume of Lihting at us. We coughed and 
sneezed and our eyes grew horribly teary. The green smoke 
slowly swirled around our faces like a sleek cartoon hand, 
and then it burst through our nostrils. We coughed and 
hacked violently.  

I could feel the smoke expanding inside my body, 
tickling my insides like an enormous feather duster. In a 
matter of seconds, the world grew larger, my back sprouted 
lacey wings, and time quickened. When I looked down, I 
saw that my entire body was covered in a golden shimmer, 
and if I held out an arm or leg in just the right light, I 
sparkled.  

I was an actual fairy! 
Roger fluttered his wings, which were much bigger and 

darker than mine, and then he started to raise himself off 
the snow.  

At first I couldn’t figure out how to make my wings 
move until I flexed my back and shoulder muscles 
simultaneously. It was a lot of work to get my wings just to 
open and close slowly, so trying to get off the ground was 
another story, especially since I had a weak upper body to 
begin with. Why oh why had I always ditched P.E. to go 
and read in the library instead? I could barely do one pull up 
if my life depended upon it.  
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Roger and Nedder Fedder watched as I struggled to fly, 
but every few seconds I plopped back down in the snow. 

“Birds and butterflies and things make it look so easy,” I 
said. 

An unbelievably high-pitched noise buzzed above me, 
and then I realized it was Roger—laughing.  

“Your voice, he he he he,” he chuckled highly. “It’s 
hilarious,” Roger said, sounding like he had sucked on a 
helium balloon.  

We both laughed so hard when we heard each other’s 
high-pitched voices that Nedder Fedder gave a thunderous 
clap which shook the air forcefully, and we flew into a lump 
of snow.  

“On your way,” his voice said in a roar, which I’m sure 
would really be just a whisper if we were of regular size. 
“Fly straight through the acorn.”  

Roger started flying towards the acorn, leaving a trail of 
gold in his wake, but as I went to follow him Nedder 
Fedder said, “Wait, Daisy.” 

I looked up at the giant wizard covered in snow. 
“Physical strength is only one component of flying, but 
believing you can fly is the other. This is true for a number of 
things in life, so don’t you forget it.”  

His words instantly made me feel better, and a smile 
lengthened across my face. 

“Thank you!” I said, unsure if he could hear my tiny 
high-pitched voice. “Thank you!” 

Nedder Fedder smiled the kindest smile I had even seen 
someone give. Then the warmth he projected began to fade 
and the blizzard intensified, blowing a big gust of snow 
flurries right where he stood until there was only stark 
whiteness. When it cleared, Nedder Fedder was gone and 
only coldness remained. 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER 16 

 
 

 
I wasted no more time, flying straight into the portal and 
immediately bearing left behind Roger. The inside of the 
mountain was nothing like I had expected, with dark stone 
hallways branching off in every direction. As we flew 
through what looked like the inside of an old cobweb-
ridden castle, its walls lit only by a few flickering candles, I 
noticed strange inscriptions and drawings on some of the 
walls but didn’t dare stop moving after Nedder Fedder’s 
warning.  

Although I still found it tiring to fly, the more I flapped 
my wings, the better I became at it. 

As we traveled deeper into the mountain, the sound of 
our wings echoing, the tunnels grew darker so we could 
barely see ahead. Shadows on the tunnel walls looked 
monstrous. Although I desperately wanted to say something 
to Roger, I knew that doing so would possibly alert the real 
fairies to our presence, so I bit my tongue.  

Roger took another left, and I followed.  
The tunnel length was getting longer before each turn, 

and I was already getting tired from using my wings.  
Another left. 
Far behind me I could hear a high buzzing sound, and I 

knew real fairies were approaching. 
I quickened my pace, flying straight up to Roger, and 
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whispered in his ear. “They’re coming. What do we do?” 
He looked over his shoulder at the brightness bearing 

down the tunnel. “Slow down and maybe they’ll pass,” he 
whispered in a cool collective manner. 

The tunnel brightened around us as Roger and I 
continued flying. But to our dismay, the light stayed 
constant—they weren’t going to pass us. 

“Hey!” a high-pitched voice squealed from behind me. 
I kept looking forward, flapping my incandescent wings. 
“Hey!” it said again.  
Cautiously, I looked over my shoulder to see what we 

were up against and saw a band of disgruntled fairies staring 
at me with questioning eyes. The preternatural fairies wore 
tattered rags, which barely covered their unmentionables. 
The lead fairy had a clever yellow face, pointed chin, and 
billowing gold hair. The fairies hovering behind her looked 
identical, but with shorter hair. 

“Who are you two, and where do you think you’re 
going?” she screeched, eyeing my glimmering red hair and 
paisley curtain dress. Why hadn’t our clothing changed, I 
wondered?  

I knew Nedder Fedder had told us not to talk to anyone, 
so I shrugged and we continued on our way.  

“Hey!” she said again. “Are you deaf or dumb—or 
both? I’m talking to you!” 

We stopped flying and turned. 
The lead fairy tapped her foot in the air as if on an 

invisible floor. “Well, since your friend here won’t answer 
my question, what say you, boy?” 

Roger confidently glanced at me before saying, “We’re 
new.”  

I cringed. 
“New?” The fairies laughed highly, their grins 

lengthening.  
Roger’s eyes widened as he instantly realized his mistake.  
“That’s impossible. No new fairies are sent here, stupid, 
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because they’re all here in the Nameless to begin with. What 
an idiot you are!” 

“Hey!” I yelled. “Don’t call him that.” 
The lead fairy snickered. “Oh, I’m sorry. I meant to say 

that he’s dim-witted, unwise, pee-brained, and otherwise the 
ugliest thing I’ve ever seen.” She looked him up and down. 
“Downright laughable!”  

They laughed and cheered. 
A boiling sensation surged through my body, and my 

world went red. I charged at the lead fairy, grabbing onto 
her in mid air and pulled her long golden hair as hard as I 
could. 

“Ow! Get off me, you stupid ginger!” she screamed, 
biting my arm with her razor sharp teeth. “You’re just as 
stupid as your ugly boyfriend!”  

The other fairies descended upon me, pulling my arms, 
hair, and clothing in every direction, but I didn’t care. I’d 
had enough of being bullied by people like her. Only one 
other person had said horrible things about Roger like that, 
and I had completely lost control that time, too. After I had 
been expelled and was transferred to Roger’s school, a girl 
who was much bigger than me couldn’t believe I wanted to 
be friends with “such a loser.” I was determined to prove 
her wrong, as I was the fairies.  

I vaguely remembered Roger pulling me out of the 
scuffle, saying, “Fly, Daisy!”  

Bruised and bleeding, I buzzed down the tunnel at full 
speed, zipping so quickly past the candles that each one 
blew out. My wings ached and no matter how hard I 
flapped them, I wasn’t fast enough.  

“Get them!” the lead fairy yelled, her arms ready to 
snatch me.  

As we flew down another tunnel, more fairies joined the 
angry mob behind us.  

I noticed a tiny passageway coming up on the right. It 
was in a shadowy, unnoticeable part of the tunnel and 
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looked like a good place to hide. Gasping for breath and 
choking on blood as I flew impossibly fast, I yelled to 
Roger, “Bear right! Right!” 

He looked back at me questioningly, accidently ramming 
into one of the enormous candle fixtures. Cinders and 
sparks flew everywhere and his shirt caught fire.  

He screamed, patting out the flame, while still moving.  
Once I saw he was okay, I yelled again, “Bear right!”  
Roger nodded, zipping to the right side of the wide 

mountain tunnel, and we flew with full force down the dark 
narrow passageway, which grazed our shoulders as we tried 
to move forward. But somehow we were caught.  

Snap!  
Snap! 
A prick of pain shot through my shoulders, and I 

tumbled to the ground, completely disoriented. When I 
looked in front of me I noticed Roger was also lying on the 
ground and that his wings were gone. 

“What happened?” I questioned, looking over my 
shoulder at little glittery stubs where my wings used to be.  

The fairies had heard everything and were fluttering 
outside the entranceway to the tunnel, snickering loudly. 

 “You broke your wings, stupid! Ha ha ha,” the lead 
fairy yelled with a devilish smile. “The tunnel’s too narrow 
to fly through. That’s why you’re never supposed to go 
right in the Nameless Mountain, but only real fairies know 
that!” 

We shuffled away from them, quickly realizing they 
weren’t coming in after us. 

The lead fairy poked her head ever so slightly into the 
small opening and taunted, “Seems as though the ginger 
and her idiot boyfriend are trapped.” The fairies snickered. 
“Not to worry, gang,” she said, looking behind her at her 
band of misfits. “They’ll have to come out some time, and 
when they do, we’ll be waiting for them. Until then, they 
won’t be needing these anymore.” She picked my beautiful 
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delicate wings off the ground and snapped them in half 
over her knee like a brittle stick. 

We continued shuffling ourselves farther into the dark 
unknown, which was lit only by our fading fairy glimmer. 
Their laughs were only a whisper.  

“Phew!” I huffed. 
“What were you thinking?” panted Roger, drenched in 

sweat.  
“I had to,” I said, wiping blood from my lip. “I couldn’t 

let them get away with calling you that.” 
His face lit up. “Thanks.” He eyed me in such a way that 

I could tell he was flattered I had stood up for him even 
though he was peeved I had started a fight with a band of 
cruel fairies. Without warning, the ground rumbled and bits 
of rocks and dust scattered down the tunnel walls, plopping 
onto our heads.  

“Roger. Stop,” I said softly. 
“I don’t care anymore! If I want to make this a good 

memory, I will. Besides, I still remember everything, so he 
doesn’t know we’re even here.” 

My throat tightened, and I wanted to tell Roger it wasn’t 
true, but I just couldn’t.  

“Hello?” a soft voice said from the shadows. “Who’s 
there?” 

We were completely unprepared to see another fairy 
emerge from the unexplored part of the tunnel—but this 
one didn’t glow. 

“No need to be alarmed, friends. I’m not a really fairy 
anymore. I have nothing against you to want to chase you like 
the others.” 

We looked at each other, and when we saw the fairy 
didn’t do anything to indicate she was going to attack us, we 
lowered our guard. 

“I’m glad to have the company, but unfortunately for 
you, going left is the only way to get out of the mountain.” 

“How come you’re here? You look like a fairy, except 



Amie Irene Winters  

 

118 

your hair is really short,” I said. 
She immediately touched her cropped hair. “I know. It 

looks like a boy’s haircut. I hate it!” 
She took a step forward into the light and turned her 

petite swarthy body. At once Roger and I knew why she 
was there—one of her wings was black and broken, the 
other limp and pale.  

“When you break your wing—whether accidental or 
intentional—you’re out-casted because you lose all of your 
magical abilities. If they catch you, they cut off your hair, 
which never grows back. You also lose your hatred for 
those who enslaved you in the Nameless. That’s why I have 
to live here…alone…in darkness.” 

“But that’s so sad. Can we help you at all?” 
“How nice of you, you sweet girl.” The fairy looked at 

me and smiled, hand over her chest. “No one’s ever offered 
me that before. It’s been so long since anyone’s been nice 
to me. The other fairies spend most of their time chanting 
horrible things at me. The only time it’s quiet is when the 
Cleaners come to clear the main tunnel every day. They 
aren’t part of anyone’s memory, only something he created 
to further prevent passage through the portal. The worst 
part is that they eat fairies and anything small. And the only 
other time it’s quiet is when they’re out causing mischief in 
the Nameless.” 

“That’s grim,” said Roger. 
“Tell me about it,” she said forlornly. 
I extended my hand and tried my best to smile, but my 

bruised and battered lip hurt too much. “Well, maybe we 
can help you. I’m Daisy Darling and this is Roger Donovan. 
What’s your name?” 

Her face lit up. “No one’s asked me my name in a 
thousand fairy years. But it’s Snow. My name is Snow,” she 
said, excitedly shaking my hand. 

“Pleased to meet you, Snow,” we said.  
Jeers and hisses could still be heard from the entrance, 
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but Snow smiled and gestured to a pile of rags. “Make 
yourself comfortable. It’s not much but is a soft warm place 
to sit nonetheless. It’ll give us a chance to get to know each 
other. I’m dying to know all about what the Nameless looks 
like now and how you came here.” 

Roger and I eyed the pile of rags and then each other. 
“What’s the matter? You still don’t trust me?” 
“No!” I exclaimed. “That’s not it at all. It’s just that we 

aren’t real fairies. We were only using the portal to get to 
the other side of the Nameless Mountain. We only have an 
hour until the Lihting wears off, otherwise we’d love to stay 
and chat.” 

“Lihting.” She scratched her pointy chin. “That’s a 
predicament indeed because if that happens, well—” 

“Well, what?” I gulped. 
“Let’s just say that you’ll keep growing to the point 

where you’ll be wearing the mountain. Another way he 
controls the Nameless and tries to prevent passage through 
the portal and closer to his quarters. He is a mastermind, 
that’s for sure. I’m sorry to say I know all about his dark 
ways.” 

“You do?” 
“Of course. I could spend hours and hours telling you 

all about him.” 
I wanted to ask her everything. I wanted vengeance. 

Then I remembered what Nedder Fedder had said about 
saving the rest of Roger’s memories. And with the 
possibility of the Lihting wearing off, again I had to bite my 
tongue. 

“Well, since you know this place so well, do you have 
any suggestions on how to escape?” asked Roger. “We 
absolutely have to get to Madame Lapin so we can get back 
home. We can’t explain everything right now.” 

Snow shrugged. “Ahh…Madame Lapin. She’s the only 
one who could help a Collective escape. She’s also the only 
one who could fix my broken wing.” Snow stared straight 
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down the dark tunnel in deep thought. “Oh, how I miss the 
feeling of flying high up above the treetops and looking 
down over the lush green valleys. Oh, how I miss how my 
wings felt on a rainy day. I would give anything to be a real 
fairy again.” She narrowed her eyes and her gleeful 
expression faded. “But it’s hopeless. Madame Lapin is dry 
and has been even before I became trapped here. All of her 
memories were taken long ago, and the myth that she still 
has any left is just that—a myth. I’m afraid you two are stuck 
in the Nameless forever.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

 

CHAPTER 17 

 
 

 
White-hot pain was spreading from my fingertips all the 
way up my right hand. It looked puffy and swollen. For a 
moment I thought it was just a wound from the scuffle with 
the fairies earlier, so I kept it stiff and placed it back in my 
pocket. But the pain continued creeping up my hand, 
feeling like poisonous snake venom surging through my 
bloodstream.  

The pain was absolutely consuming me. Black spots 
popped up in front of me, and I could no longer 
understand the words coming from Roger and Snow. 

Something was horribly wrong. I removed my hand 
from my dress pocket and examined it against my 
remaining fairy glimmer. The purple skin on the back of my 
wrist bulged, looking like it would pop. I watched in horror 
as my burning fingers twitched and bent in impossible ways 
on their own. Then, like a balloon being inflated, my entire 
hand started to grow. I screamed.  

“Daisy?” Snow turned and her eyes widened at the sight 
of my hand. 

Roger went paler than usual. “Daisy! What happened?” 
Snow rushed over to me, catching me just before I 

collapsed onto the ground.  
“It’s the Lihting,” she said. “It’s starting to wear off. We 

need to get you two out of this mountain fast or this will 
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happen to your entire body.” 
“But it’s only been a half hour since we entered the 

portal,” stated Roger. 
“Lihting works differently on everyone. Some people are 

just more sensitive to it.”  
As Roger cradled my head on his lap, he told Snow, “I 

don’t know how we’re going to get her out of here now. 
She’s been through so much already.” He mumbled 
something inaudibly and then said, “What are we going to 
do?”  

“Oh, how I wish I could do something for you two.” 
Snow’s voice echoed down the dark mountain tunnel. 
“We’re actually not that far off from the exit of the portal. 
It’s passing Magella’s room that’s the most cause for 
concern. She’s the lead fairy with all that hair who attacked 
you. She’s also the meanest. Saw her completely paralyze 
her own sister with fear from a mean trick she pulled. Then 
there was Chrysanthemum, who went missing a thousand 
fairy years ago. It’s rumored that Magella pushed her into 
the ocean after snapping off her wings.” 

“That’s terrible,” said Roger. “Is that how—”  
“Something like that,” she mumbled. “But enough 

about me. I’m so relieved it’s finally quiet again. That’ll help 
me try to think of a way to help you.” 

“Quiet?” Roger’s voice echoed. “You’re right. It is quiet. 
That’s it!”  

“What?” 
“You said the fairies only leave the threshold of this 

tunnel when the Cleaners come, right?”  
“And when they’re out causing mischief in the 

Nameless.” 
“Regardless, I don’t hear them anymore, do you?” 
“You’re probably right. The Cleaners should be coming 

through shortly. But there’s no telling when the fairies will 
be back. Besides, the Cleaners are just as dangerous.” 

“But if we’re close to the exit, why don’t we just make a 
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run for it?” 
“Tried that,” huffed Snow. “I’m not fast enough on 

account of my bad knee from a run in with Magella. 
Besides, the last time I did that, Magella caught me and 
that’s how I got this scar.” She gestured to a long jagged 
scar that ran from her shoulder to her elbow. “She told me 
if I tried to escape again she’d kill me.” 

I moaned in pain and looked down at my hand. The 
swelling and throbbing were getting worse.  

“Well, we’ve got to do something,” said Roger. “If we 
wait much longer, Daisy will be wearing the mountain, and 
then I’m next.”  

“I know,” nodded Snow. “The Lithing only wears off 
normally when outside the mountain. In here, it can be 
excruciating.” She leaned in and whispered to Roger, but I 
was still able to hear her say, “But because of the pressure 
inside the mountain and the fact that humans aren’t meant 
to take Lithing to begin with, it’s possible that either of you 
could experience an…explosion.” 

Roger gulped, whispering, “You mean her hand could 
explode?” 

“Yeah. Among other things. She still has a bit of time 
left though.” 

“Ahhhh!” I yelled, my cry echoing down the tunnel. “I 
could explode?” I rolled off Roger and started to sit up, 
wincing in terrible pain when that darn cricket poked me in 
the side again. I pulled it out of my pocket with my normal 
hand and set it on the ground. It always seemed to poke me 
at the most inconvenient moments. “What are we gonna 
do? I can’t lose my hand!” I screamed. 

“Daisy!” exclaimed Roger, pointing to the ground. “The 
cricket. Check the cricket. Maybe Nedder Fedder has sent 
us another message.” 

Snow’s eyes widened. “Nedder Fedder?” 
“Yeah, he’s the one who helped us with the Lihting. He 

also enchanted Daisy’s cricket. I gave it to her for her 
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eighteenth birthday,” he said. 
Snow stepped cautiously towards the cricket and cocked 

her head. 
“Relax, it won’t bite,” chuckled Roger. 
But she started to quiver and then burst into tears.  
Roger and I looked at each other.  
“I’m sorry, Snow. It was just a joke,” said Roger.  
“It’s not that!” belted Snow. “It’s just that I used to 

know Nedder Fedder, and I miss him terribly.” 
“You know Nedder Fedder?” I asked. “Were you in one 

of his stories?” 
She nodded, still staring intently at the cricket and 

looking like she would just about die from sadness. “Many 
many many of his stories, but that’s all in the past now. I’ve 
been trapped here for centuries and the fairies would never 
let me leave. Not now. Not ever.” 

I examined her face more closely in the faint light. 
Something about Snow was oddly familiar, especially her 
kind violet eyes. But I had read every single Nedder Fedder 
story there was and I had never seen a fairy named Snow.  

Aware that I was studying her, she moved into the 
shadows, and that’s when I saw it—an old tattered journal 
near her feet. Squinting to get a better look at the letters 
scrawled across the rich leather binding I saw that it was 
marked: 

 

June Bug’s Adventures  
Around the World 

 
I let out a gasp.  
Her violet eyes darted to me. “What?” 
“You–you’re June Bug the fairy, aren’t you? That’s how 

you know Nedder Fedder!” 
Noticing the journal in plain sight, she kicked it 

underneath a blanket and didn’t say a word. 
“You were my favorite fairy of them all. I loved your 
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stories! Especially the one where you and your turtle 
Bernard went to the Galapagos Islands to find his family. It 
was brilliant!”  

Snow looked silently at the ground, clutching her arms 
across her chest.  

“Hey,” I said, trying to get her attention. “It’s okay. 
Maybe if we can all escape we can lead you to Nedder 
Fedder, especially since we have this enchanted cricket. He 
might even be able to help you with your wing.” 

“I already told you that I’m trapped here. Not even 
Nedder Fedder can save me. He made it impossible for 
Nedder Fedder to travel through the portal or detect my 
presence in the depths of the mountain. I’ll never be able to 
travel again! I made that journal when I first got to the 
Nameless, hoping it would help me always remember my 
adventures, hoping I could still remember them long after 
he’s taken my memories. And my name’s Snow now. It’s 
Snow, not June Bug.” 

“Who gave you that name?” asked Roger. 
“It’s all in the past.” She swatted her hand harshly. “I 

lost that name when I lost my wings. Magella named me 
Snow because I’m boring and plain without my wings to 
make me beautiful.” 

“Oh, but that’s not true!” I interjected. “Snow is 
beautiful. You’re forgetting that snow sparkles in the light. 
It’s peaceful, it’s mysterious. It’s also fun.” 

“You really think so?” she sniffled.  
Roger and I nodded.  
“It’s been so long since I’ve actually seen snow that I 

can’t really remember what it looks like anymore. Then 
again, he might have taken my memories of snow. Cruel!” 

“Regardless,” I continued, trying to mask my pain. 
“We’re not leaving the mountain without you, June Bug.” 

Her face beamed as soon as I called her June Bug, and a 
faint glimmer radiated from her ashy skin. “Oh, you have 
no idea how much that would mean to me.” She stepped 
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back into the light and sat down next to me. “So what are 
you waiting for then? What does the lucky cricket say?” 

I reached for it with my good hand and turned it over. 
All three of us hovered over the tiny golden cricket and 
watched words faintly appear on its shimmering belly. It 
read: 

 
You don’t need wings to fly. 

 
“What is that supposed to mean?” Roger questioned, 

scratching his head. 
But I knew exactly what it meant—that strength wasn’t 

physical, just like Nedder Fedder had told me before I 
entered the portal after Roger had already gone through it. 
A shot of life had been injected into me and I stood up—
shakily. “It means that we run, and we don’t stop for 
anyone or anything until we see the sky again.” 

“The sky. I don’t remember what the sky looks like, 
what the sun feels like, or even the size of clouds,” June 
Bug said forlornly. “But didn’t you just hear me? Magella is 
pure evil, not to mention the Cleaners. If they hear so much 
as a pin drop, they’ll hunt you.” 

I nodded, heading towards the entrance. “If we work 
together we can make it. We’ve been through so much 
already, and I’m not giving up now.” 

“Daisy,” cried Roger. “Don’t go. You’ll never make it 
alone.” 

I turned and shot them both a serious look. “Well, I’d 
rather die trying to get back to my father to save him. I’d 
rather die trying knowing who he is and exacting my revenge 
for what he’s done to everyone in the Nameless. And I’d 
rather die trying to reunite June Bug and Nedder Fedder 
after all she’s been through. Besides, I’m in so much pain 
already that I couldn’t possibly ever be in more pain. 
There’s no way I’m staying here another minute. I’m going. 
Who’s with me?” 
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Without further hesitation June Bug smiled and stepped 
forward. “I am! I want to travel the world again with 
Nedder Fedder. To find my turtle Bernard. And I want to 
feel the warmth of the sun on my face again!” 

We both looked to Roger, waiting for his decision.  
He stood up slowly and dusted himself off. “I really 

think it’s a bad idea, but you’re right, Daisy. I mean we’ve 
already survived a huge fall, shark attack, tsunami, and a 
band of misfit fairies. We’re obviously doing something 
right to have survived so far. And I’d rather die trying to get 
us back to Sea Salt safely. I’m in!” 

I grinned and advanced towards the tiny entrance, 
cautiously poking my head out. “The tunnel’s still clear,” I 
whispered to Roger and June Bug as they readied 
themselves. “June Bug, you should lead the way since you 
know these tunnels well, especially since you know which 
one is Magella’s room. Let’s all jog quietly along the walls, 
staying in the shadows as much as possible. If we have to 
communicate we’ll use body language only. No talking at 
all. Everyone got that?”  

They nodded.  
Although we were scared, I sensed giddiness amongst all 

of us. I looked back at Roger and June Bug and counted 
down on my fingers. Three. Two. One. 

Together, we crept out of the dark narrow opening and 
into the bowels of the mountain. 

June Bug darted in front of us and headed down the 
tunnel, her knee clicking as she jogged. Every few minutes, 
I looked behind me to make sure we weren’t being 
followed, and every time all I saw was blackness.  

After several minutes, she pointed cautiously to a tiny 
entranceway, indicating that we were approaching Magella’s 
room. We slowed our pace and proceeded to tiptoe.  

Then June Bug trembled and stopped short in the 
shadows right before the threshold.  

Roger and I both gestured for her to keep going, but she 
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was frozen. I figured it was a residual reaction to the last 
time she tried to escape, so I decided to lead the way, even 
though June Bug grabbed frantically at my dress. 

I took one step out past the threshold before Magella 
appeared. 

“And where do you think you’re going?” she said, 
tapping her foot. 

“Run!” I screamed. 
Roger and June Bug started down the tunnel, and I 

could hear Magella yell to the other fairies to catch us. 
Fairies started to filter into the main tunnel to the point 
where it was fully lit.  

I ran so hard and fast that my shoes deteriorated, my 
bare feet slapping on the cold limestone floor.  

“Almost there,” yelled June Bug. “Keep going!” 
Magella and her gang were on our coattails, taunting, 

“We’re gonna get you!” 
We quickly approached a huge iron door with dozens of 

heavy complicated-looking latches. “How do we get 
through it?” I yelled, nearly out of breath. 

“Same way as the portal entrance,” June Bug yelled back 
to me. “Just don’t slow down!” 

June Bug charged through the portal door, followed by 
Roger—both completely disappearing. I was so relieved to 
see them through but made the mistake of looking behind 
me to check on Magella. This action not only slowed me 
down so that I slammed into the door, but caused Magella 
to grab my hair and yank it as hard as she could.  

As we struggled, I figured I wouldn’t be able to get a 
running start and would have to open all of the latches 
myself.  

I hit her with my heavy swollen hand, which knocked 
her to the ground and sent a wave of pain radiating up my 
arm. “Ow!” I cried. 

I started on the top two latches right away. Another 
fairy grabbed me from behind, and I kicked her in the 
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stomach. Another one pulled my arm, and I jabbed another 
in the chest. I wasn’t going to let them stop me!  

Quickly, I undid another two latches.  
I could see more fairies approaching and struggled with 

the remaining latches, only using my one good hand. June 
Bug and Roger were beating on the other side of the door, 
frantically screaming, “Come on, Daisy!” 

Another latch opened. One more to go! 
I could see them out of the corner of my eyes—another 

huge group of disgruntled fairies bearing down the tunnel, 
hissing and yelling at me. To make matters worse, Magella 
was starting to get up off the ground.  

 But no matter how much I fiddled with it, the last rusty 
latch wasn’t opening. My heart was about to explode. 

Then I heard the deepest loudest groan I’d ever heard in 
my life, followed by thunderous footsteps crashing down 
the tunnel. In an instant, the fairies shrieked in panic, 
screaming, “The Cleaners!” 

The giant footsteps approached, and I could see an 
enormous shadow bearing down the tunnel. Whatever it 
was, I didn’t want to stick around and find out, and the only 
way out was through the door. 

Taking a deep breath, I smacked the last latch with my 
heavy swollen hand as hard as I could, and to my 
excitement, it unlocked.  

The door blew open with an enormous whoosh, and I 
ran through it and into Roger’s arms. June Bug quickly 
closed the portal door and locked it from the outside.  

Expecting to see the fairies burst through the portal, I 
cowered on Roger. “They’re coming! They’re right behind 
me.” 

“Relax,” said June Bug, out of breath. “The fairies can 
only come out of the mountain once a day and Roger told 
me that you saw them enter the portal earlier today. 
Remember, I’m not a real fairy anymore, so I was able to 
pass through the door.”  
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“But–but the–the Cleaners. I saw them. They’re coming,” 
I stammered.  

“They were created to live in the shadows of darkness. 
They only live inside the mountain.” 

“So we’re safe?” 
June Bug nodded. 
I sat up slightly, blinking wildly. “Well, since there 

weren’t any other tunnels by the exit and all of the fairies 
were trying to get me there…that means—”  

“There was no way out,” June Bug said softly. 
Realizing their fate, all of us remained quiet for a few 

moments before June Bug finally looked up. Her face went 
from sorrowful to whimsical, and her gaze was fixed behind 
us.  

Roger and I turned to see what she was looking at. 
June Bug’s eyes ran horizontally along the crimson cliffs 

and then to the cobalt blue ocean’s white caps crashing 
onto them. The sound of the waves was loud, but 
melodic—something I could fall asleep to. A flock of 
pelicans in a perfect V flew closely over the water, barely 
skimming it with their majestic wings. 

She then moved her gaze upwards to the fluffy clouds 
gliding across the light blue sky. The sun’s golden rays 
illuminated June Bug’s elfin face as tears streamed down her 
pale cheeks. She gasped. “Ahh. The blue sky. Nothing is 
more lovely than a pale blue sky,” she said blissfully, before 
looking at Roger and me with cloudy eyes. “Thank you,” 
she whispered with a smile. “Thank you.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 18 

 
 

 
The Litning wore off in seconds, fully restoring us to our 
normal size, which luckily didn’t hurt a bit. My hand even 
went back to normal. June Bug remained tiny, and for us to 
hear her, she had to be perched on a shoulder. 

Although adamant that Madame Lapin couldn’t help us, 
June Bug agreed to show us where Madame Lapin lived, 
claiming it was a day’s journey to the boggy marshes at the 
east end of the Nameless.  

Since I didn’t have any shoes, and Roger’s were on the 
fritz, we ripped off bits of clothing and wrapped them 
around our feet.  

As we walked across the red ocean cliffs perched high 
above the deep blue ocean, the clean salty air reinvigorated 
me. Although we had only been trapped inside the 
mountain for an hour, fresh air had never felt so good.  

The ground rumbled and shook, and I knew at once 
June Bug was causing it.  

“I’m sorry,” she said with a giddy high-pitched giggle on 
my shoulder. “It’s just so beautiful.” 

She was right, and I couldn’t help but smile. The 
Nameless was the most beautiful place I’d ever seen. I had to 
remind myself constantly of the sequence of events that had 
led me here and all of the evil lurking beneath its façade.  

We must’ve walked a mile before I saw a vast green 
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valley with rolling hills speckled with red wildflowers. Hills 
of every imaginable color faded far into the distance and on 
each hill flowed streams of saffron, turquoise, peach, apple 
red, and indigo flowers. It reminded me of a painting I had 
seen at Strange Luck once, created by a masterful painter 
who only went by the name Muir. The legend was that the 
scene would change every day to reflect the seasons. 
Sometimes it rained and stormed in the painting, other 
times the flowers were in full bloom, like the day my father 
purchased it.  

The man who sold it to us claimed that when the owner 
of the painting died, they would be trapped inside the 
painted scene forever. Depending on the owner, this could 
be a wonderful gift or a dreadful curse—for me, I couldn’t 
imagine being trapped in one place when there was so 
much of the world to explore. My father purchased the 
painting, and it hangs in our living room above the 
fireplace. Every time he looks at it, his walrus mustache 
twitches and I know there’s a great big smile beneath it. 
Although it was better that I had come to the Nameless 
rather than him, I couldn’t help but think he would have 
thoroughly enjoyed it here—he wanted to be trapped inside 
a beautiful scene.  

 One of the cliffs collapsed and slid into the ocean, 
nearly taking us with it. 

We threw ourselves in the opposite direction, sliding on 
our clothing and skin to make it farther inland. We heard a 
thunderous crash into the water below.  

“All right, who was it this time?” asked Roger, dusting 
off his shirt. 

I looked at June Bug clinging to my shoulder, giving me 
an innocent look.  

“Not me,” she squeaked.  
“Well, it wasn’t me,” exclaimed Roger. 
“Oh, sorry,” I said. “I guess I didn’t realize it. I was just 

thinking about home.”  
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Roger helped me up. “Me, too,” he said as we started 
walking again. “This landscape reminds me of Sea Salt. I 
can’t wait to get back to good ol’ Mulberry Lane and eat 
some real food for a change. Ummm.” He rubbed his 
stomach. “Especially my mom’s beefsteak tomatoes. She 
makes the best spaghetti with them!” 

I stopped dead in my tracks, causing June Bug to nearly 
fall off my shoulder. “Wait— What did you just say?”  

Roger nonchalantly picked up a rock and threw it over 
the cliff, causing a whisper of a splash below. “Oh nothing. 
I was agreeing with you. I want to get home, too.” 

“Not that. Where did you say that you lived?” 
He furrowed his brow. “Mulberry Lane, silly.” 
My face went numb. 
“Why do you look so upset?” 
Roger’s words hit me like a ton of bricks, and I could 

hardly breathe. He hadn’t lived on Mulberry Lane in years. 
That was the house he had seen his first monster in. That 
was the house where we had wicked tomato fights in the 
garden. But he lived on Orange Street two houses down 
from me now and had lived there for quite some time. 

“But Roger, you don’t live—” 
“Shhh,” whispered June Bug in my ear. “Don’t say 

anything. It’ll just confuse him.” 
I wanted to cry. What else had Roger forgotten? Our 

kiss in the river? All of our adventures back home? He had 
already forgotten how we first met and now this! 

“No!” I yelled. “I can’t take it anymore!” 
June Bug and Roger shot me a startled look. 
“I’ve listened to everybody, but nobody has listened to 

me. I need to know who he is right this very minute before 
going any farther. I have to know what this is all for. I don’t 
care if he takes any more memories. I need to know right 
now.” 

Roger’s jaw dropped. “What do you mean takes any more 
memories?” 
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I bit my lip, realizing the severity of what I had just 
done.  

“Daisy.” His hazel eyes stared intently at me, reading my 
face like a book. Beneath the green and gold in his eyes I 
could see his heart breaking. “You mean…” 

I nodded ever so slightly, feeling terrible for what I had 
done. 

He buried his head in his hands, his dark brown hair 
swaying side to side.  

I hugged him. “I’m so sorry, Roger. I wasn’t supposed 
to say anything, but you don’t remember how we first met 
or that you now live on Orange Street next to me. It’s 
absolutely killed me not to tell you.” 

He hugged me back—limply. “But I thought we 
promised we were going to tell each other if it happened,” 
he mumbled. “You promised.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “I was just trying to—” 
He pulled away and looked into my eyes. Then he 

calmly said, “It’s okay. I understand why you didn’t tell 
me.”  

“You do?” 
“I understand because—” 
“Because?” 
Roger inhaled deeply. “Because it’s happened to you, 

too.” 
“What?” My eyes immediately swelled with tears—not 

the reaction I expected to have. “But that’s impossible! I 
remember everything. Just ask me something.” 

He pulled a tiny bag out of his pocket, concealing it for 
a moment in his palm. “I was going to give you this on your 
birthday along with the cricket, but it didn’t work out how I 
wanted it to. I completely forgot about it, even after you 
thought you smelled it that night when we found the 
entrance to the Nameless. I tried to surprise you with them 
that night we camped by the river, after the shark incident. I 
put them by your pillow after you had gone to chase the 
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fireflies, hoping you’d smell them like you always do, but 
for some reason you didn’t. You didn’t notice them at all, 
which wasn’t like you.” 

“Like me?” I cocked my head. “What are you talking 
about?” 

“Here.” He handed me a cellophane bag of what looked 
like pink heart-shaped candies. 

“What are these?” I asked. “Candy?” 
Roger looked devastated. “Yes, Daisy. They were your 

favorite. Your dad used to bring them to you on special 
occasions, and the smell is your favorite smell in the whole 
wide world. You could smell them a mile away.” 

“Really?” I unraveled the tie and shuffled the candy 
around the bag. Then I took an enormous whiff. “They 
smell good, but I’d never had them before in my life. Are 
you sure these are the right ones?” 

“Yes.” 
“Then what are they called?” 
“Sweetie Peas.” 
“Sweetie Peas,” I repeated. “What a funny name for a 

candy.” 
“This is my point, Daisy. There’s no need to challenge 

me about it, just trust me. You don’t remember about the 
candy, but I’m telling you regardless because I care about 
you.” 

It couldn’t possibly be true! I still didn’t believe him. In 
desperation, I asked again. “Are you absolutely positively 
sure that these were my favorite? Not some other candy? 
Because a lot of candies look like this.” 

Roger nodded. “Daisy, I’m one hundred percent sure.” 
As I tasted one of the candies, mulling over the news, I 

didn’t know what to do with myself. What other memories 
were missing? Why didn’t the candies taste at all familiar? 
Why couldn’t I remember?  

My head hurt.  
I wanted to scream! 
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I had completely forgotten about June Bug until she 
patted me on the shoulder. 

“I’m sorry, Daisy. Losing your first memory can be 
difficult.” 

“That’s not the most bothersome,” I said. “I have no 
memories of this candy in general. That must mean he took 
every memory associated with these candies, didn’t he?” 

“Unfortunately, you’re right,” she said softly.  
As I stared at the bag, I couldn’t help but think that 

those memories must have been tremendously special if all 
of them were taken. 

“Wait!” I said. “You said I smelled the candies the day 
we fell through the portal, right?” 

Roger nodded.  
Scratching my head with my one free I hand, I said. “All 

I remember is the toys—so many toys—and you smelling 
wet dog in the air.” 

“That’s funny. I only remember the toys, too. Not the 
wet dog smell.” 

The news that another of Roger’s memories had been 
taken completely jarred me. Then I remembered Nedder 
Fedder had told me that the most valued memories go first, 
so Roger’s memory of his dog and mine of the candy were 
definitely at the top of our valued memory bank.  

Sensing my dismay, June Bug leaned in and said, “It’s 
okay, Daisy. You get used to the emptiness after awhile. 
Your brain fills in the gaps.” 

“No!” I stamped my foot. “I don’t want to get used to 
it. Tell me who did this. Tell me why. I know we need to go 
and see Madame Lapin as quickly as possible, but I need to 
know what it’s all for and I’m going to put a stop to it once 
and for all!” 

A flurry of gasps and whispers erupted from the bushes 
nearby. Other Collectives who had chosen to hide had heard 
what I had said.  

“What?” June Bug gulped. “But you don’t know what 
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you’re saying, Daisy. You’re upset.” 
“Oh, but I do. Once a Darling makes up his or her 

mind, there’s no going back. It’s in our DNA. Just ask 
Roger.” 

“She’s right,” he said with a nod. “It’s called the 
Stubborn Gene.”  

“So you can tell me what you know or I’ll find out 
another way. Either way, I’m not backing down. I’m going 
to stop this!” 

June Bug’s eyes darted to Roger, and then she gave a 
surrendering sigh. “Okay, I’ll tell you, but it’s a long story 
and you’re really not going to like it.” 

I placed her in the palm of my hand and held her in 
between Roger and me. “Go on.” 

She cleared her throat, preparing the words I had 
anxiously awaited to hear. “He lives in the Nameless Cliffs at 
the far west border of the Nameless. He controls everything 
and everyone here and a lot up above—in your world—
especially with his minions.”  

The image of Farnsworth shot into my mind, and I 
hoped I would never set eyes on such a foul creature again. 

“For thousands of years he was on a quest to find the 
perfect memory.” 

“Thousands of years?” I said. “What is he?” 
“To put it simply, a dark wizard who lived in your world 

long ago. That’s how he was able to create all of this.” She 
gestured to the landscape. “He was quite possibly the 
smartest man who’s ever lived, absorbing everything he 
heard and read with an IQ off the charts. You’ve probably 
even read about him at some point and didn’t realize it. He 
became heavily invested in what the mind is, in reality, in 
experiences, and especially memories—ultimately 
concluding that memories were the most important thing 
there is. To him, they were the meaning of life. Stories say 
that he became absolutely consumed with finding the 
perfect memory. He traveled the world, read every book, 
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met exotic people, and participated in dangerous acts—all 
trying to find the perfect memory. He wrote books about his 
experiences and about the profundity of memories, and as 
the years passed he became even more convinced of his 
hypothesis. Nevertheless, he wasn’t satisfied with the 
memories he created—almost all of which most people 
never get to experience in their lifetimes.” 

“Why wasn’t he satisfied?” questioned Roger. 
“Greed is a dangerous thing, especially in the wrong 

kind of person. For him, other people always seemed to still 
have better memories than him no matter what he did. So he 
decided to create the Nameless with his dark powers—a place 
where he could be in control and gather more and more 
memories. This technique would then allow him to steal 
memories more quickly than acting alone. His plan involved 
having helpers research the most interesting people in your 
world—people who seem like they would have a lot of 
good memories—and lure them here to steal their 
memories. Lure them here in a number of different ways.” 

“I know! A map to Utopia was sent to my shop back 
home to a Mr. Farnsworth. My sick father opened the letter 
and was going to come here seeking immortality, but I 
convinced him I’d go in his place.” 

June Bug nodded. “That scenario of a mysterious letter 
is not uncommon—especially one addressed to a Mr. 
Farnsworth. Believe it or not, Mr. Farnsworth was a real 
person long ago.” 

Roger and I gasped. 
“Mr. Farnsworth was also a memory junkie, having 

spent his life collecting memories, and because of that, he’s 
wanted nothing more than to lure Mr. Farnsworth here and 
steal the memories. But Mr. Farnsworth never fell into the 
trap and nobody knows what became of him. Madame 
Lapin is a different story. She was also a memory junkie like 
Mr. Farnsworth, but she was less fortunate and was lured 
here by him long ago. She’s his favorite because she has so 



Strange Luck 

 

139 

many rich memories, but now she doesn’t have any 
memories left.” 

“So what you’re saying is that we’re up against a dark 
wizard?” I huffed. “Why was that so difficult for people to 
tell me?” 

“No!” June Bug shook her head. “There’s a lot more, 
and this is where it gets tricky. He started out as a man and 
a dark wizard with a plan to create the Nameless, but 
something very strange happened after he created it—
something even more powerful than a dark wizard hell bent 
on stealing people’s memories.” 

Roger and I perked our ears. 
“The memories became so strong, so powerful, that 

they became their own entity. No one was safe, not even 
the dark wizard, and all of his memories were stolen by the 
very entity he in turn created.” 

‘That’s not possible’ the old me wanted to say, but then 
I remembered the fantasy world in which I sat, the 
Farnsworth monster in the forest, and all of the impossible 
real things I had seen thus far, so I bit my tongue. 

June Bug sensed our confusion, so she immediately 
continued. “The easiest way to explain it is this: if our 
identity is determined by our memories and the memory 
doesn’t have any memories, then a memory becomes self-
aware and will need to collect other memories to figure out 
what it is.” 

My head spun as I tried to make sense of it. “So what 
you’re saying is that we’re up against an entity comprised of 
memories, which used to be a man trying to find the perfect 
memory, but now the reason the entity is doing all of this is 
to learn what it is by collecting as many memories as 
possible?” 

She nodded. “That’s right.”  
I didn’t know whether the task of destroying the entity 

sounded hard or easy because it was all too confusing. 
Roger on the other hand looked ecstatic. 
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“That is so incredibly messed up, amazing, intriguing, 
and weird all at once!” He exclaimed with wild eyes. “I 
know that it sucks that we’re trapped here and all, but you 
have to admit, this is all pretty awesome that we get to 
experience this,” he said, nudging my side. 

“Careful,” scolded June Bug. “You don’t want to create 
a good memory of this.” 

Roger slicked back his hair with one hand. “I know, I 
know,” he sighed as if obliging a nagging mother. 

“So, let’s see,” said June Bug rubbing her hands 
together. “I think the only thing I haven’t told you yet is 
that the closer you get to the Nameless Cliffs where he—the 
entity—lives, the more memories you lose forever—
another precaution to prevent escape. A few brave souls 
have tried to stop him before and they were either never 
heard from again or were found without a single memory 
left—not even knowing their own name. Tragic!”  

I could feel my blood warming and energy stir—it was 
that famous Darling DNA taking over. I quietly stood up 
and started walking in the opposite direction of the green 
valley—towards the dark cliffs blanketed in black clouds. 
To the west side of the Nameless. 

“Where are you going?” yelled Roger. “Madame Lapin is 
the other way.” 

“I already told you. I’m going to see him,” I said. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 19 

 
 

 
As we left the inhabited flourishing world behind, the sun 
made less and less of an appearance. Through the desolate 
black cliffs swept sporadic gusts of cold wind, which 
constantly knocked us down and tried our patience. Angry 
waves lashed violently against the steep jagged cliffs, eating 
the remaining land below and feeding it to the sea, which 
teemed with bloated slimy monsters. The monsters 
glistened in what little light there was—their ugliness 
indescribable.  

Between the howling wind and the crashing waves, I had 
to keep covering my ears from the incessant noise. June 
Bug sheltered herself in Roger’s shirt pocket to prevent her 
from flying away and to shield the clamor.  

Our faces were red and dry from the fierce winds, and 
my hair was so mangled I didn’t think it would ever be 
possible to comb again. Each time I opened my eyes more 
than a sliver, they were brutally battered with grit and dust. 

The sinister peaks staggering above the ocean cliffs 
reminded me of another painting that had come through 
Strange Luck—one we did not purchase for our shop. It 
was the dark companion to the green valley with flowers 
painting that my father had purchased, but it worked the 
opposite way. The man who tried to sell it to us claimed 
that while the owner lived, the contents of the painting will 
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also live in their world. This wouldn’t necessarily be a bad 
thing except that the contents of the painting swirled with 
slimy and dark creatures in one big black storm. Only when 
the owner died did the darkness return to the painting—
longing for the day to be released again.  

At the time, I thought the notion of such a thing ever 
happening was ridiculous, but I remembered a rather 
violent storm that day resulting in a power outage, not to 
mention a few objects that had mysteriously broken in the 
glass case beneath the painting.  

As we walked, we asked each other questions to test if 
any memories had been taken. As far as we could tell, only a 
few were missing, but none that were incredibly significant. 
I told myself favorite books we had read or the first time we 
tried ice cream could easily be re-remembered.  

It became increasingly difficult to speak over the 
unearthly roaring and hissing from the sea and its monsters, 
so we stopped talking altogether. Perhaps we also didn’t 
want the disappointment of knowing we’d lost more 
memories.  

We must’ve trekked for miles; my eyes fixated on the 
towering black cliffs in the distance, my mind imagining 
what the entity looked like, but no matter how far we 
walked, we never got any closer even though the terrain 
changed. It was as if the highest black cliff where the entity 
resided was nothing more than a mirage.  

To make matters worse, every so often a set of 
mysterious eyes lurked in crevices, but when I turned to 
look, they were gone. I knew they were his minions.  

Shadowy beastly creatures that looked similar to 
Farnsworth would also appear and then vanish, each time 
causing a line of goose bumps to cascade down my back 
and my fists to tighten. 

I did my best to look for a calmer path for us among the 
barren wasteland, delighting when I saw a small ravine 
peppered with dead trees. 
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“Look!” I cried, instantly consuming a mouth full of dirt 
and soot. “Let’s head down the ravine. Pluahh!” I spat. 

“What?” yelled Roger.  
“There’s better shelter from the wind down there 

because of the trees,” I yelled, pointing downward. 
He looked displeased but nodded, and we walked over 

to the edge of the rocky cliff. The ravine was about ten or 
fifteen feet down but had plenty of footholds and rocks to 
climb over.  

I went first, crawling vertically along the crumbly cliff 
wall, which had been ravaged by the intense weather, 
sticking my feet into any hold I could get. Thick red dirt 
pushed itself up under my fingernails. Thorns and jagged 
sticks prickled my exposed fingers, arms, and legs, so when 
I got close to the bottom, I jumped, landing harshly on my 
feet, sending a tingling shock of pain up my shins.  

Roger quickly followed, throwing down his backpack 
first. He had a much easier time navigating the cliff and 
jumped when he got close to the bottom.  

When we stood in the ravine, the wind significantly 
dissipated and the noise was calmed, sounding like a 
monstrous wolf howling above us. We both breathed a sigh 
of relief, and June Bug came up for air from Roger’s shirt 
pocket, coughing plumes of dirt.  

“That was awful!” said Roger, shooting me a disgruntled 
look as if the weather were my fault. 

“I know, but at least we can rest here for a bit before 
heading towards the black cliffs again. Maybe we should 
head farther west, see if there’s a ravine we can follow all 
the way there.” 

“No!” Roger shook his head furiously. “Daisy, I think 
you’ve finally lost it! We don’t have a shot of making it to 
the black cliffs. I mean, look at us!” He gestured to his 
tattered clothing and wind-blistered skin before dusting off 
a thick layer of red soot from his tanned arms. “We’ve been 
walking forever, and we aren’t any closer. The danger is too 
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great. We’re heading back.” 
“No!” I cried. “We’ve come this far. We couldn’t 

possibly give up now.” 
“Watch me!” He lifted his right leg into a tiny hole in 

the cliff and started to climb, June Bug still in his pocket. 
His appalling words and actions felt like venom coursing 

through my veins. Roger had always been optimistic, which 
was one of the reasons I liked him so much, but I was taken 
aback that he wanted to quit—especially that he was so 
willing to leave me here alone. In all of our experiences thus 
far, he had always been my rock, and he was just going to 
give up on me? Thoughts swirled and regrets poured into 
my mind. How dare he! How had I ever had feelings for 
him? Why had I ever let him kiss me? 

He was about three feet up the cliff when June Bug 
pleaded, “Wait! You can’t just leave her here. Let’s all talk 
about this.” 

“Yeah!” I cried, despondently looking up at him. 
Roger gave a disgruntled huff, before jumping down 

from the cliff. “Fine! Where do you want to start? We can 
talk about how ridiculous this all is—how Daisy has set us 
up for certain death. Or how we’ve almost been killed a 
dozen times already. We don’t even have any weapons, and 
those minions of his are multiplying, and they’re getting 
closer. Every time I turn around I see one. It’s only a matter 
of time before they attack us. Right now, we’re sitting 
ducks!” 

“But—”  
He firmly grabbed my shoulders and said, “I love you to 

death, Daisy, but you’re the most stubborn person I’ve ever 
met. Are you forgetting I have a family I need to get back 
to, too? Are you forgetting that we freed June Bug and 
instead of her enjoying the world, she’s stuck here with us? 
You need to stop being selfish and let it go. The Darling 
DNA is a myth. We’ll never be able to beat the entity. 
You’re just a human. Just a girl! It’s clearly impossible, as 
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proven by countless others before us.” 
“Hey!” I wiggled out of his grasp. “Just a girl? I know 

I’m stubborn, but I’m doing this for everyone. I’m trying to 
save everyone here, including us. You don’t need to be 
mean about it.” 

“Well, I’m glad you’re okay with killing us and yourself 
in the process because I’m not!” 

“So you’re just going to leave me here all alone?” 
June Bug leaned out of Roger’s shirt pocket, wildly 

waving her tiny arms. “Stop it, you two!” 
Roger pulled June Bug out of his pocket and set her 

harshly on a nearby rock. “There! Now you’re not alone. 
Happy? I’ll see you back on the east side of the Nameless 
once you’ve come to your senses—if that ever happens.”  

June Bug and I stared perplexed at each other. 
“Wait!” we both cried as Roger started to scale the cliff. 
I couldn’t believe he was actually leaving. This wasn’t 

like him at all.  
In desperation, I lunged towards him, grabbing his shirt 

in an attempt to stop him, but a tremendous pain sliced 
through my foot, instantly taking my breath away.  

I let go of him and looked down to see blood seeping 
through the cloth shoe. My foot was awash with fire, and 
the pain was almost beyond endurance, making the episode 
with my hand in the mountain feel like a slap on the wrist. I 
must’ve stepped on one of the unearthly jagged rocks or 
branches to cause such damage. 

The dark world swirled and the clamor was deafening. 
Everything I had gone through was all too much, and 

Roger giving up was finally breaking me. He was the only 
thing I could rely on to get me through this, and as soon as 
I realized this, I never felt more vulnerable in my life.  

Wasn’t this our journey together?  
The tears came as I fell to my bruised knees, and the 

lights went out in my head. 



 

 

 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 20 

 
 

 
The next thing I remember was feeling warmth on my 
face—like when I felt warmth for the first time in spring 
after a harsh cold winter. It was almost surprising to feel 
natural warmth again. When I opened my eyes, I saw 
Nedder Fedder hovering over me, his kind eyes illuminated 
beneath his half moon glasses.  

“Goodness me, child. Can’t I leave you alone for a 
minute?” He gave a deep chuckle beneath his robes. 

He gently sat me up, and I realized we were sitting inside 
a cave that overlooked the black cliffs, which thankfully 
shielded us from the winds. I looked down at my foot, 
expecting to see a bloody mess, but instead it looked 
perfectly clean and normal. 

“My foot! It’s fixed,” I said, wiggling my toes in 
disbelief. 

“Sure is,” said Nedder Fedder kindly. “Used my Hopius 
Gopius Fopius spell and fixed it right up.” 

“Wow!” I rubbed the sole of my foot. “I don’t know 
how to thank you.” I scanned the cave and was relieved to 
see Roger leaning against the wall, which immediately made 
me smile. “You didn’t leave me!” I said to him. 

“Of course not.” He smiled, and all of the dirt and 
scruff on his face made him look ruggedly handsome. “I 
don’t know what overcame me back there, but as soon as I 



Strange Luck 

 

147 

saw you fall, it was like a trance had been broken.” 
Nedder Fedder nodded. “You’re right, Roger. Turning 

on each other is exactly what he wants.” 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 
“Well, as you get closer to the entity, your willpower 

diminishes. Your dark feelings come to the surface and are 
expelled in cruel ways. I told you before about the failed 
attempts to defeat the entity. Well, the majority of them 
died by their partner’s hands. You see, as you get closer to 
the entity, your mind becomes even more susceptible—all 
of your good thoughts are filtered by him since he’s already 
in your mind, leaving only horrible and bad thoughts. The 
entity gets you to turn on each other, which always results 
in death.”  

“Does it affect everyone?” Roger inquired. 
Nedder Fedder cocked his head to one side. “Not quite. 

His dark magic is extremely complex in this regard. From 
what I’ve gathered, it primarily happens to people who’ve 
known each other the longest because you know more 
about the other person and ways to hurt them. It might be 
possible for either of you to turn on me, but it would be 
rather unlikely given that you don’t know me very well.”  

I leaned closer to Nedder Fedder. “Wait, you said the 
majority of people die by their partner’s hand. What about 
the remaining people? How do they die?” 

The old wizard’s eyes seemed to darken at the question. 
“It’s hard to say for sure because very few bodies have been 
recovered, but from what I’ve heard, they either killed 
themselves or were killed by his minions in unspeakable 
ways. And those who spent a good amount of time in the 
west side of the Nameless and turned back for whatever 
reason lost every single memory they ever had, even their 
ability to speak. I’ve only come across one person who’s 
survived, and he now lives in a mango tree. Doesn’t 
remember how to eat or how to get food. The only way 
he’s still alive is that some Collectives have taken pity on him 
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and take turns helping him. I know it can hurt 
tremendously when someone you care about says 
something they don’t mean, but it’s important to remember 
who they really are underneath it all.”  

Roger immediately shot me an apologetic look and 
mouthed I’m sorry.  

“I understand,” I said. 
Nedder Fedder looked at Roger and then me. “Okay. 

Now that we’ve cleared all of that up and mended the foot, 
do either of you mind explaining why you’re on the west 
end of the Nameless in the first place? If the treacherous 
winds don’t kill you, his minions will.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, rubbing my spinning head. “I just 
want to see the entity.” 

“I thought you were going to see Madame Lapin. You 
know, it’s just as dangerous for me to be out here as it is for 
you. The difference is that I need to remember my spells 
and potions and things to help others who need me.” 

I rubbed my eyes with the back of my hand to get a 
clearer image of Nedder Fedder. He smelled like 
peppermint, and because of that, he reminded me of Santa 
Claus. “We were told Madame Lapin couldn’t help us, so 
we’re here because we’re trying to stop him—the entity.” 

The wizard chuckled deeply beneath his swaying robes. 
“And how do you plan to do that?” 

It was an obvious question, but one I admittedly hadn’t 
completely thought through. Roger was right. My 
selfishness and my vengeance had led me here, which had 
completely clouded my mind. I guess I had thought I would 
just beat down the door and charge, but I knew that was 
foolish, especially since my body was giving up on me. 
Besides, I didn’t even know what an “entity” looked like. 
Did it take the shape of a man, like the man whose 
memories it had once consumed?  

“Well…” I quickly racked my brain for another plan.  
“Don’t you see, Daisy?” Nedder Fedder said beneath his 
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coarse-haired red beard. “Like all of the others who’ve 
failed before you, he can’t be stopped in the flesh—only 
with what gives him power—the mind.” 

Furrowing my brow, I said, “I don’t understand.” 
Roger’s expression also blanked. 
“Although this world may seem physical, it’s a 

psychological one. The mind is a very powerful weapon. 
Many people argue that the mind makes a person. Those 
before you have tried only physical ways to defeat him and it 
never worked. The only way you can get out is by 
remembering what you forgot. Only when you understand 
this and put it into action can he truly be beaten.” 

“So if we can’t beat him physically, we have to beat him 
with our minds?” I questioned. 

“You’re on the right track, but it’s singular.” He held up 
one crooked finger with a pointy nail. “Mind. Only one 
person could accomplish this task. Remember, he feeds on 
memories one at a time, and it would be impossible for two 
different people to have the same exact memory. I’m sure I 
don’t need to give you examples of different people’s 
accounts of the same event.” 

“Have you ever tried?” asked Roger. “To stop him with 
your mind, I mean?” 

“Oh, of course—countless times.” His eyes rolled 
skyward. “But I have failed. I am a master at spells, potions, 
magic, brews, and many other things, but there are certain 
qualities one must possess to accomplish such a task as 
beating the entity in this manner.” He gave a deep elderly 
cough and looked sleepy for a moment but continued. 
“One of those qualities is immense creativity. Not everyone 
is cut out for such a complicated and daring task to begin 
with, let alone someone highly creative.”  

As we mulled this over, I saw a brilliant flash of light zip 
past me and land on Nedder Fedder’s shoulder. 

“June Bug!” I exclaimed excitedly. “Your wings, your 
glow—you’re back to normal!” 
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“Thanks to you.” Her overly plump lips broke into an 
enormous smile. Every part of her sparkled with magic, and 
she looked even happier than the day she saw the sky again.  

“So does this mean you’re a real fairy again?” 
“It does, but I’m so happy humans did this for me. I 

couldn’t ever possibly be mad at one, so I’m certainly not 
like Magella and the others. I’m how a fairy is supposed to 
be.” She giggled highly. “Like in the stories.”  

I grinned. “Well, that’s great news. I’m so happy for 
you.” 

“You’re telling me.” She zipped down and perched 
herself on my shoulder, her glimmering wings leaving 
tracers in her wake. “But the best part is that I’ve been 
reunited with Nedder Fedder, and we’re going to travel 
together again.” 

Although I couldn’t see Nedder Fedder’s lips beneath 
his long coarse moustache, I could tell from the gleam in 
his eyes that he was smiling.  

“This might sound strange, Daisy, but by you almost 
dying, it saved my life.” 

“Huh?” 
She giggled. “Because you desperately needed help, 

which made Nedder Fedder appear to save you, like the 
time when he appeared at the portal of the Nameless 
Mountain to save you from hypothermia. I honestly don’t 
know how we would’ve found each other otherwise. Once 
he saw my state, he fixed my wing, which reinstated me as a 
fairy.” She smiled brightly. “I feel like I can finally live my 
life again after living for so long as a prisoner. I couldn’t be 
happier!”  

She hugged my cheek, squeaking with delight. “I will 
thank you and Roger until the ocean is no longer blue,” she 
said softly.  

The wizard abruptly stood up and hobbled over to the 
edge of the cave, clutching the limestone beneath his 
crooked fingers. He looked out of the cave with a panic-
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stricken expression. “He’s in my mind. I can feel it right 
now. I need to get as far away from here as possible.”  

As if that were her cue, June Bug zipped back to Nedder 
Fedder’s shoulder and waved goodbye. He stroked his long 
red beard, and I knew he was getting ready to travel. 

“Wait! What are we supposed to do now?” I asked. 
“Should we stay here and try to beat the entity or give up?” 

“I cannot answer that, Daisy. I’ve told you everything 
you need to know, so if it’s really in either one of you to 
stop him, or someone else you should meet on your journey, 
if it’s really your destiny to destroy his creation, you’ll 
know—they’ll know—exactly what to do, or you will fail 
like the others before you and will remain in the Nameless 
indefinitely.” He coughed harshly into his fist. “Just 
remember that you can only get out by remembering what 
you forgot.” He yanked on the end of his floor length 
beard, and they vanished into the black whirling winds.  
  And with that, I knew everything that had happened in 
the Nameless so far was the easy part of my journey—the 
hardest had yet to come. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 21 

 
 

 
I stood in the waning sunlight at the edge of the jagged 
cave, turning my attention away from the treacherous winds 
whooshing past me and to the terrible cries of the sea 
monsters in the distance. My mind conjured up hideous 
shapes, and I made a mental note to look for any weapons 
of defense in the cave, especially since nightfall would soon 
be coming. Then I heard soft approaching steps upon the 
rocky floor of the cave behind me.  

“What are you looking at?” asked Roger, leaning over 
my shoulder. 

He smelled strongly of sweat and dirt.  
“Nothing. I was just thinking about what Nedder 

Fedder said.” I turned towards him, immediately noticing 
how red and swollen his face looked. My face felt like it was 
on fire, so I could only imagine what I looked like. 
“Remembering something you forgot? What is that 
supposed to mean?” I shrugged. 

“Maybe it means a memory of something that 
happened, but you just don’t remember having due to time 
or age—like your first steps or your first words. Nobody 
remembers any of that, but it still happened.” 

“Maybe,” I said, still unconvinced, leaning against the 
cold limestone wall. “What about what Nedder Fedder said 
about the Defeater having immense creativity though? You 
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don’t necessarily have to be extremely creative to remember 
your first steps. No, it almost sounds like the Defeater would 
have to create a memory they never had.” 

Roger’s eyebrow arched, and we stared in contemplation 
at each other for a moment. 

“That makes sense!” cried Roger. “It also follows what 
Nedder Fedder had said about remembering what you 
forgot because you never had the memory to begin with.” 

“Exactly, but wait a second—is that even possible? I 
mean how could you ever do such a thing as create a fake 
memory?” 

“Maybe it’s not possible, but it’s the best idea we’ve had, 
so I say we act on it,” exclaimed Roger. “Let’s try 
something simple to see if either one of us would even be 
capable of such a task. Remember, Nedder Fedder also said 
only one person could do it. If that doesn’t work, we’ll have 
to find someone else to try.” 

“Who?” 
Roger shrugged. “I have no idea, but maybe we’ll find a 

talking lizard or another human on our way. You never 
know.” 

The wind was picking up, so we retreated farther into 
the bowels of the black cave. In random places, mysterious 
murky liquid dripped from the ceiling, hissing and burning 
when it hit the rocks beneath it. An assortment of bones 
was in the corner, but both of us were too scared to 
examine them for fear they would be human, so we ignored 
them. Despite all of these things, the cave was the first 
place on the west side of the Nameless that actually felt safe. 

As we walked, I was still amazed that my foot no longer 
hurt. Although I hoped to see Nedder Fedder again at some 
point, I really hoped that he wouldn’t have to be 
summoned again by me having another near death 
experience.  

I sat down to rest as soon as I saw a suitable place, 
which was a flat mossy rock.  
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Roger rubbed his hands together and said, “Now let’s 
get started with creating the fake memory.” 

“But how do we test it? Wouldn’t it have to be your 
most treasured memory for him to want to steal it in the 
first place? Isn’t that how it works? He takes your most 
prized memories first?” 

 “You’re right! And June Bug told us that the closer we 
get to him, the more memories we’ll lose. I would imagine a 
highly prized memory would be something of immense 
interest to him.” 

“So we’ll need to create a fake memory of the best 
memory we’ve ever had and then have the other test it to 
see if it was stolen.” I shook my head in disbelief. “This 
sounds like crazy talk.” 

“Are you forgetting where you are?” Roger grinned, 
extending his lanky arms to the sides. “Crazier things have 
already happened.” 

I smiled. “I know. It’s just that sometimes I feel like I’m 
living in a story and that none of this is real. I keep thinking 
I’ll wake up in my bed with Merriweather at my feet and get 
ready to open the shop. It makes me so homesick—
something I thought would never happen in a million years. 
But, at the same time, I want what I’m experiencing to be 
real because for the first time in my life I’ve gotten to travel 
and have profound experiences others might not dare 
dream of.” 

He rested his calloused hand upon mine and looked me 
deeply in the eyes. “Well, Daisy, I can definitely assure you 
that this is all real, and I’m glad I’ve come on this adventure 
with you. It’s certainly been life changing.”  

I flushed, or at least I think I did. 
“But enough dawdling. We’re wasting too much time.” 

Roger exhaled deeply. “I’ll go first.”  
“Okay. I guess we’ll begin by me asking what’s a 

memory you’ve always wanted but never had.” 
Roger squinted so hard his hazel eyes were reduced to 



Strange Luck 

 

155 

small slits as he stared in deep contemplation at the cave 
ceiling, which looked like solid black bubbles of rock. 
“Well, I always wanted a dog.” 

“But you—” Realizing that he had forgotten the 
memory, I stopped myself. “Oh, that’s a good one. So what 
kind of dog do you want?” 

“A husky. I always had a fantasy of going camping with 
it in the mountains outside of town.”  

“Now try to picture that in your mind. Try to think of 
every detail imaginable. Think of what the dog looks like, its 
name, the color of the nametag around his neck, the jingling 
sound the nametag makes when he’s walking through the 
woods, what your campsite looks like, the trees, how good 
you feel. Try to make a memory of it.” 

Roger closed his eyes and was silent for several minutes. 
His breathing grew heavier with each breath, and then he 
finally said, “I don’t think it’s working.” 

I sighed.  
“I thought it would be a lot easier, but it’s really hard to 

concentrate for some reason. I don’t know how to fantasize 
about a type of dog I’ve never interacted with before.” 

“Just keep trying to imagine it,” I encouraged. “Picture 
the husky’s eye color, how his coat feels, even how his 
breath smells bad. He’s right there with you in the woods 
by the fire. Think about how old you are, how you feel, 
what you’re wearing, bits of white and gray dog hair on 
your sweater. Remember!” 

He closed his eyes again and tried for much longer this 
time. 

I studied his face, watching his eyes twitch side to side, 
hoping with all hope that he was forming the memory. I 
found myself wanting it so badly that I unconsciously 
mouthed remember, remember, remember, causing my fists to 
ball up and leave fingernail indents in my palms. 

Roger startled me when he gave an enormous grunt and 
his eyes sprang open.  
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“Okay. I think I might have done it, but I don’t know. It 
was surprisingly really hard.” 

“How long should we wait until I ask you?” 
“Give it a few minutes.” 
As we waited those painstaking few moments, we 

rummaged around our tattered backpacks for food, 
delighting in finding one remaining melted candy bar, which 
we immediately feasted on as if it were our last meal. We 
both deemed it the best candy bar in the history of the 
world, but that might have been because we hadn’t eaten in 
quite some time. Then we took a quick bathroom break. 

When finished, I anxiously asked, “Okay, Roger. I have 
something to ask you.” 

Roger smiled. “What?” 
“What was the name of the husky you went camping 

with?” 
“Waldo,” he said with a blank expression. 
I looked bewildered at him, wondering if he was playing 

a joke on me. “Waldo?” 
“Yes. One of my best memories with him was when we 

went camping together in the woods just outside of Sea 
Salt. We had a great night eating hot dogs and candy. He 
had the bluest eyes you’ve ever seen.” 

“Roger!” My heart sank. “Did you even try?” 
“Yes! I really did. I’m honestly surprised I still remember 

that and the entity didn’t take it. I guess I didn’t really know 
what to do or how to do it. It was really hard.” 

“How hard could it be? Just takes a little bit of creativity, 
that’s all.” 

“Are you saying I’m not creative?” 
I held up my hands defensively. “Not at all!” 
“What about all of my merit badges I earned for 

building things or the painting I made you that time?” 
“Roger, I didn’t say you weren’t creative.” 
He rolled his eyes. “Well, I’d like to see you try,” he 

snapped.  
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I realized he was starting to turn again, and I couldn’t let 
that happen.  

“Fine, I will.” 
He leaned in and in a bothered tone said, “What’s 

something you’ve always wanted a memory of?” 
“That’s easy! To stand on top of the Eiffel Tower. I’ve 

dreamt about it ever since I can remember. Going to Paris 
would be my first time leaving the country—or Sea Salt for 
that matter.” 

Roger scoffed as if my answer were no surprise. 
“Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out. Do you even want 
me to guide you through it?” 

Things were getting tense again.  
“No need,” I said, trying to keep the peace. “Let me just 

sit and concentrate quietly.” 
“Fine with me.” Roger sauntered back towards the cave 

opening, peering out at the disappearing red sun behind the 
black ocean. 

Closing my eyes, I immediately saw black and purple 
spots and my head raced—I thought of home, the entity, 
Roger, Nedder Fedder, the band of fairies, and how hungry 
and tired I was—but then with all of my might, I shifted all 
of those images and thoughts into a scene in Paris, into 
climbing the Eiffel Tower.  

I thought about how the air felt dewy and warm upon 
my skin, the clanking of my feet upon the stairs as I 
ascended, the sweat trickling down my neck, and the 
bustling foreign voices around me bouncing off the 
enormous iron beams. My thighs burned and my breath 
was heavy. It felt good to be away from Sea Salt and 
exploring the world—especially such a famous site I’d only 
seen pictures of before. 

The air smelled smoky, yet fragrant with exotic flowers 
wafting up from the Jardin des Tuileries below. When I 
finally reached the top, the wind blew my hair in all 
directions. The sky was pale blue, spotted with only a few 
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white clouds. Boats trolled the Seine, the water a dark chilly 
green. The view took my breath away and I felt an immense 
sense of accomplishment for having climbed all the way to 
the top.  

I made my way to the edge and scanned the bustling 
city. All of Paris seemed white with buildings fitting 
seamlessly together like a perfect white puzzle. The wind on 
my face felt invigorating as I stood on top of the world. 
This was why people loved Paris so much. This was why—  

“Daisy!”  
My eyes jerked open to reveal Roger leaning over me, 

looking very concerned.  
“Are you okay? You’ve been sitting here for a really long 

time making funny noises. I thought you weren’t going to 
come out of it.” 

As my eyes adjusted to the light from the fire Roger had 
built nearby, I shook my head. “Yeah, I think I’m okay.” 

“Well, I was getting worried. That was the tenth time I 
had to call your name. You’ve had so many head traumas, I 
thought something was wrong.” 

“Really?” I stood up, dusting myself off, and 
approached the entrance to the cave. It was pitch black out. 
Had I really been thinking about Paris for that long? It felt 
like I had only been sitting there thinking of Paris for a few 
minutes. Not long enough for night to fall. 

“Yeah.” He unrolled a tattered blanket from his 
backpack and laid it out on the rocky cavern floor. “I think 
we should camp here tonight. It’s too dark and the winds 
are too violent to go anywhere now.” 

Perhaps sensing my worry, Roger immediately said, 
“Relax, I think we’ll be fine here for the night. Besides, I 
was also able to make us some weapons just in case.” He 
gestured to several long sharp spears nearby. “Whittled 
them down with my pocket knife.”  

“You’re probably right. I’m really tired anyway. I don’t 
remember the last time we’ve slept. It’s truly amazing what 
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we are capable of without sleep, isn’t it?” I settled down 
next to him and took a long lazy yawn.  

He looked me deeply in the eyes and brushed the 
matted hair out of my face. “I was really worried about you, 
Daisy. Something seemed wrong.” 

“Everything’s fine,” I said, rolling onto my side towards 
him with another yawn.  

“Good, because I don’t know what I’d ever do without 
you.” 

“Likewise.” I smiled. 
Roger was still sitting up, hunched over and looking 

anxious. 
I placed my hand on the small of his back, feeling him 

rapidly inhaling and exhaling. “What’s wrong?”  
“There’s just something I have to ask you that’s very 

important, and I’m really afraid what the answer will be.” 
“But I thought we were going to sleep,” I murmured. 

My eyes dropped closed and my body relaxed fully, my 
hand falling from Roger’s back. Now that I had finally lain 
down, there was no conceivable way I could get up. Not for 
anything. “What is it?” I said, rather irritated.  

“How was your trip to the Eiffel Tower?” 
Sleep was overtaking me like a powerful virus, and I let 

out another lazy yawn. “Trip to the Eiffel Tower?” I 
mumbled. My last words before I fell into a deep comatose 
sleep were, “You know I’ve never been to Paris.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 22 

 
 

 
I dreamt of the sun splitting in half, spilling out burning 
yellow ooze onto the unsuspecting world, killing everything 
and everyone but Farnsworth and me. For some reason we 
were safe standing inside the cave.  

We stared intently at each other. I could hardly believe I 
was letting myself stand so close to him, and a horrible 
gnawing feeling that I should flee took over, but I was 
paralyzed with fear. It was either remain in the cave with 
the terrible beast or face sudden death by the sun. In the 
cave I at least had a chance. 

I couldn’t speak. 
I could only watch him sharpen his long black claws on 

his yellow jagged teeth, which made a nails-on-chalkboard 
screeching sound. His putrid boils throbbed upon his 
diseased gray skin, making me sick to my stomach.  

Farnsworth’s terrifying gaze did not look away from 
mine—not for a second. I somehow knew he was trying to 
read my mind, and I would fight it at all costs.  

Everything went black for a moment, and then 
Farnsworth was an inch from my face, hissing and 
growling. His breath was hot and foul, and although he was 
a strange creature, I could tell a part of him was still human 
underneath his exterior.  

It felt like a hot fire poker was prodding the center of 
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my head. 
“Ow!” I screamed, trying not to focus on the sensation. 
His growling intensified. 
Pain pierced through my skull like a splitting migraine, 

and I closed my eyes, concentrating all of my energy on not 
letting him inside my mind. His power was increasing 
though, and I couldn’t hold out for much longer.  

My fists balled tightly, drawing blood, which dripped in 
a steady stream onto the cave floor. Seeing my blood only 
made me angrier. I wanted to punch him in the face, but 
instead, something unexpected slipped from my mouth.  

“It’s you!” I cried. “It’s you!” I never sounded more sure 
of something in my entire life. 

His body trembled as he stared at me, and I thought he 
would explode from sheer rage. He bore his teeth at me like 
a ferocious animal and darted towards my neck so quickly I 
wasn’t able to put my hands up in enough time to block 
him. I thought he was going to bite me and that would be 
my demise, but instead he hissed in my ear, “It’s not me, 
you stupid girl. Don’t even think about it!”  

“No, it really is you,” I managed.  
“You’re wrong, and you’ll regret it!” he growled. 
Then, like a jolt of electricity, my body sprang to life, 

light invaded my eyes, and I was gasping for air, wondering 
where I was. 

“Daisy!” a muffled voice said nearby.  
I sat up in a violent fit of coughing and choking, quickly 

hunching over my knees.  
“It was just a dream,” said Roger walking towards me. 

“You’re okay now.” 
I inhaled and exhaled rapidly with my hand on my chest 

trying to catch my breath, but the air felt too thick and 
humid to breathe. All the sounds of the Nameless came 
rushing into my ears as I scanned the black cave walls, 
remembering the horrible fate of where I was. Turning 
towards Roger, I said, “It was so real and horrible! I 
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could’ve sworn it was real.”  
Roger shrugged and said, “I wanted to wake you, but I 

knew that you needed your sleep, especially since we need 
to get a move on pretty soon.” 

Sniff. Sniff. I immediately detected hints of Farnsworth’s 
revolting breath. “Do you smell that?” 

“Smell what?” said Roger, looking concerned. 
“Nothing, I guess. Oh, Roger. It was terrible,” I said, 

wiping sweat and dirt from my forehead. It was then that I 
noticed the blood on my palm from where my nails had dug 
in the dream. My eyes widened, but Roger didn’t seem to 
notice I was bleeding because he was too preoccupied 
getting things ready for us to leave. Had I actually 
encountered Farnsworth, or was I just acting it out in my 
sleep?  

Roger pointed to a small wafer on the blanket near 
where I was sitting. “Well, I have some good news for a 
change. I managed to find another hidden treat in the 
backpack. It made for a good breakfast. Be sure to savor it 
though because it’s the very last of our food, and I don’t 
think anything is capable of growing in this part of the 
Nameless.” 

“Thanks,” I whispered, still replaying the images from 
the dream in my mind. Although I felt nauseous, I grabbed 
the odorless wafer, taking a tiny crumbly bite, but it didn’t 
taste like anything. My father had packed it, claiming that in 
a survivalist situation, the wafer would expand in your 
stomach to make you feel full. It was what he ate when he 
was in the war and all of the rations had diminished. That 
was when he was healthy though. 

Roger zipped up the backpack and slung it over his 
shoulder. “So what happened in your dream anyway?” 

 “It was about Farnsworth, and he looked even worse 
than the time we saw him in the forest. The sight of him 
made me sick. We were the last living creatures on the 
planet, and he was trying to read my mind or something. 
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Then for some reason I kept saying ‘it’s you’ and he argued 
with me about it.” I took another unsatisfying nibble of the 
dry wafer, never wanting to drink water so badly in my life. 
“I knew he scared me and everything, but I guess I didn’t 
realize to what extent.” 

“Eww, that is awful,” said Roger. “I can’t imagine being 
the last person in the world with Farnsworth.” 

“Yeah. And you know something? I think it made me 
realize that encountering Farnsworth in the forest is the 
worst memory I’ve ever had. I wish that one could be 
stolen!” 

Roger chuckled and made his way over to me, seeming 
in a much better mood today. He helped me to my feet and 
said, “Well, now that you’ve had a good night’s sleep, we 
can start again on our fake memory project to try and get 
the hell outta here.” 

“Our what?” 
“Oh no! Do I have to explain everything again about us 

creating fake memories for the entity to steal?” 
“Oh, right. Sorry, I’m still waking up. I remember you 

tried to create a fake good memory with the husky and then 
I was going to try. I don’t really remember what happened 
after that.” 

“You don’t?” Roger said, raising his voice. “You created 
a fake memory of visiting the Eiffel Tower, and he stole it in 
minutes. It was incredible! At first I thought you were 
faking it just to spite me because it didn’t work for me, but 
then I saw how sure you were about it when I asked you.” 

“Wow. It really worked then?” 
“Yes. But I’m sure us sleeping here didn’t help us. The 

entity’s probably stolen loads of memories by now, and we 
don’t even know it yet, so we need to think of a way to use 
this technique to defeat it as quickly as possible.” 

“Well, I can’t imagine how we’re going to do that. 
Maybe I was crazy for bringing us all the way out here, so 
we should just head back. We’re completely out of food and 
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water now. Besides, if I see Farnsworth for real I’ll 
completely freak,” I said, looking out of the cave opening. 
The landscape looked exactly the same, as if it were on a 
repeat sequence in a movie.  

“What?” yelled Roger. “Now you want to give up?”  
I turned around to see his brows clenched so tightly he 

looked like a cartoon villain.  
“Daisy, we discovered something amazing yesterday—

that you can create a fake memory. Don’t you see that 
you’re the key to this whole thing? It’s you!” 

I swatted the air and shook my head. “No, it’s not. I 
think it’s Farnsworth. That’s what I kept saying to him in 
my dream, remember? It’s him. And there’s no way he 
would ever try to destroy the Nameless.” 

Roger shook his head furiously, still clenching his brows. 
“You’ve got it backwards! It’s you who is the Defeater.” 

“Me?” I scoffed. 
“Yes! You were able to create a fake memory, and if you 

were able to create a good fake memory, who’s to say you 
couldn’t create a bad fake memory? Farnsworth is the 
answer to that. That’s what you meant by ‘it’s you.’”  

“I guess it’s possible,” I said doubtfully, “but how?” 
He shrugged. “That’s for you to figure out. Remember 

what Nedder Fedder said about the Defeater knowing exactly 
what to do?” 

“Yeah.” 
“Well, think of how easy it was for you to create the 

fake memory of Paris. Do you have any idea of how to 
create a bad fake memory with Farnsworth? Is there 
something you think you should do that maybe seems really 
easy to you?” 

“Yeah, but I don’t really think it’ll help.” 
“Daisy, you’ve got to tell me! We have to try 

everything—for your dad.” 
I stopped and smiled at Roger. He truly believed in me, 

even though I didn’t believe in myself—something I hated 
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about myself, but at the same time it made me so happy 
that another person felt that way about me.  

I paused for a moment. “Well, okay, but you have to 
promise you won’t give me hell about it if I’m wrong.” 

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” he said anxiously. 
Taking a deep trusting breath, I said, “If what you said is 

right about me being the Defeater and that Farnsworth is the 
key, then it would make sense that Farnsworth is indeed my 
worst memory because my dream confirmed that. That’s 
why I told him in the dream, ‘it’s you,’ as in ‘you’re my 
worst memory,’ right?” 

“Right.” 
“Well, in my dream, he got mad about it. I think it’s 

really strange he was so bothered by my realization, don’t 
you?” 

Roger shrugged. “Yeah, I guess, but I wasn’t in your 
dream.” 

“Maybe Farnsworth didn’t want me to realize that 
because that’s the key to defeating the Nameless. I think that 
combining my worst memory—which is Farnsworth—with 
perhaps my best memory, which I’ve yet to create—
crushing the Nameless and freeing its people—would defeat 
the entity.” 

Roger didn’t look convinced yet, so I continued to 
explain my idea. “Don’t you see? I’m fighting the entity 
with my mind, just like Nedder Fedder told us. It would be 
combining good and evil. It’s combining past and future.” I 
found myself talking louder as my excitement about my idea 
grew. “I think that if it’s possible to create a fake past 
memory, who’s to say you couldn’t do that with a future 
one? All I would need to do then is create another fake 
memory.” 

Roger cocked his head. “This may be easy for you to 
understand, Daisy, but I still don’t quite know what you 
mean. I get that Farnsworth is your worst memory, but 
what does he have to do with the downfall of the Nameless? 
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Does killing him lead to the downfall?” 
“Sort of. Let me back up. We’ve already established that 

the way to stop him is with his own weapon—memories. 
Right?” 

“Yeah.” 
“Well, Farnsworth is a manifestation of him. It’s 

something he created. It’s a part of him. So, in a sense, I 
would be killing him by killing Farnsworth—not in the flesh, 
but in the mind, which is his most powerful weapon. If I 
can kill Farnsworth in my mind—my worst memory—it 
will lead to the downfall of the Nameless—my greatest 
memory.” 

“So all you have to do is create a memory of you killing 
Farnsworth?” He smiled. “That’s easy! That should be no 
problem for you.” 

I shook my head despairingly. “Killing is different, 
Roger. It’s very dark and very wrong. It’s easy to create 
pleasant memories, but think of how hard it is to get rid of 
the bad ones. And although it isn’t real because it’s 
happening in my mind, a part of me will still in a sense 
actually be committing murder. I will have the memory of 
killing him, and that will haunt me for the rest of my life.”  

“But Farnsworth’s not a man. He’s a beast, a terrible 
creature. You said so yourself.” 

“It’s funny you said that because in my dream a part of 
me still knew he was a man deep down.” I took a deep 
breath. “So, if I’m right, I will need to kill one person to 
save thousands of others, including us, and that to me is the 
scariest thing I could ever possibly imagine.”  

“I get it, but it’s still just a memory, Daisy. It’s not real.” 
I looked Roger deep in the eyes and said, “That’s just it. 

Our memories are all that we have in life. We are our 
memories. They are everything! I can’t believe I never 
realized it before.” Smiling widely, I continued. “It’s pretty 
incredible if you think about it. I can certainly see why he 
did all of this. I mean, I don’t know what I’d do if I didn’t 
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have any memories at all, and I can’t imagine what it would 
be like to have everyone’s best memories. It makes 
complete sense.” 

His eyes widened, and he looked nervous. 
“What is it?” I questioned.  
Roger slicked back his dirty stringy hair with one hand. 

“It’s just that…” He paused, looking anxiously down at the 
ground. 

“What?” 
“Daisy, it’s just that you’re starting to, starting to sound 

a lot like him and it’s really scaring me.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER 23 

 
 

 
We stared silently at each other for a moment before I said, 
“But Roger, I’m still me. I’m still Daisy Darling from Sea 
Salt and your best friend. I don’t want to be like him, I was 
just expressing amazement over why and how he did all of 
this.” 

“That’s just it. The fact you think that is alarming. The 
longer I’m in the Nameless, the more I realize what a prison 
this place is and how only a force of pure evil could create 
it.” The wind picked up, blowing so hard it toppled the 
remaining dead trees in the valley, and Roger had to shout 
over the noise. “I can’t believe I ever liked this terrible 
place. I can’t stop thinking about all of the people and 
creatures that have been trapped here. It’s awful.” 

“I know it is. I’m not arguing with you.” 
“Well, it sure sounds like you’re pretty intrigued by the 

whole thing. Almost too intrigued. And now that I know 
what you’re capable of with your mind, I’m a little 
frightened.” 

I couldn’t deny his accusation because it was true, but I 
never lost sight of the fact that I wanted to destroy the 
Nameless. I couldn’t fathom creating such a world for my 
own pleasure in the first place. 

We stared silently at each other for a moment before I 
said, “I don’t know what to do then. I don’t want to kill 
anyone—I just want to go home.” 

Roger grabbed me firmly by my shoulders and sternly 
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said, “You know what you need to do then, Daisy, so stop 
stalling and do it.” 

My eyes swelled with tears as I looked away from him 
and to the barren valley of death below. Under the ghastly 
sun, gleaming deformed corpselike creatures made their way 
towards the cave—their grunts loud and angry—their eyes 
fixed on us standing high up in the cave. It would be only a 
matter of time before they reached us.  

The ground shook with such force that part of it split in 
half, swallowing a huge chunk of land and some of the 
creatures. The walls of the cave rumbled and bits of rock 
rained down upon us. 

“Hurry,” said Roger. “He doesn’t like our plan, and he’s 
going to try and stop it at all costs.” 

“But I’m scared!” I yelled as tears streamed down my 
dirty cheeks.  

“It’s him or us, Daisy.” 
The sky darkened with enormous black clouds, and in 

seconds a fury of rain and thunder erupted, unleashing even 
more violence into the atmosphere. My hair swirled around 
my head, and I could barely see in front of my face. The 
land continued to be eaten away as the rift in the center 
widened more and more. The temperature dropped rapidly, 
sending contagious cascades of goose bumps down every 
inch of my body. 

“Do it just how you did when creating the memory of 
the Eiffel Tower. Even sit in the same spot of the cave.” 

BOOM!  
A clap of thunder struck just outside of the cave, 

shaking the ground so violently that Roger lost his footing 
and came crashing down, nearly falling over the edge. All of 
the dirt was turning into a river of fast-moving mud, and I 
knew if either one of us fell out of the cave it would be the 
end.  

I helped pull Roger farther inside the cave, quickly 
moving over shards of rocks and thick clots of mud. My 
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paisley curtain dress was so tattered and threadbare it 
almost seemed pointless to be wearing anything at all. 

As Roger caught his breath, I cried, “Okay, I’ll do it. I 
can’t stand this horrible place any longer!”  

Roger nodded, and I made my way over to the flat rock 
where I had created the memory of the Eiffel Tower. But 
before I closed my eyes, I said, “If anything happens to me 
or you, I want you to know something.” The tears were still 
flowing, softening the bits of dried mud on my face.  

His hazel eyes turned bright, and as if he knew what I 
was going to say, we both said it at the exact same time: “I 
love you.” 

BANG!  
CRASH! 
Everything shook and more rocks rained down upon us. 

We both looked up to see a deep crack creeping up the cave 
wall and across the ceiling. The limestone floor shook and 
fractured, and I struggled to sit upright. The entire cave was 
going to collapse and I had never been so scared in my life, 
but through the turmoil, I managed to catch a glimpse of 
Roger’s face. Incredibly, he was smiling and seemingly 
content—I knew it was because I told him that I loved 
him—and his expression was all I needed to push through 
the fear. 

I closed my eyes and immediately got to work on 
creating the memory. I didn’t know where to begin because 
all I could think about was my dream of standing with 
Farnsworth in the cave. The dream was so vivid. Too vivid.  

That’s it! I told myself. My dream would be the perfect 
launching pad for creating my fake memory rather than 
creating a whole new scene. 

The black and purple spots inside my eyelids swirled, 
quickly transforming into the scene from my dream. 
Incredibly, I was standing in the cave with Farnsworth right 
where my dream had left off.  

I glared at his withered gray flesh and inhaled the scent 
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of his foul breath. He stared at me with profound hatred 
saying, “It’s not me!” 

I smiled and laughed. 
BOOM!  
BANG! 
SNAP! 
Too much was happening in the cave in which my body 

sat, and the image of Farnsworth started to fade. I heard 
Roger shriek and knew something was happening, but I had 
to concentrate on the memory and not break my train of 
thought. I struggled to keep my eyes shut, to force the 
images back into place, and so with all of my remaining 
energy, I put the thought of Roger out of my mind and 
moved my attention back to standing in the cave with the 
terrible beast.  

Farnsworth took a step closer to me and said, “You’ll 
never make it.” 

But I knew something he didn’t. I started laughing again, 
smiling widely and standing tall. 

“What are you laughing at, you stupid girl?” 
“You are the key!” I moved closer to him, no longer 

feeling afraid, and said, “I’ve made it here and I’m going to 
destroy you and the Nameless, and there is absolutely 
nothing you can do about it.”  

His wretched body radiated with rage, and he hissed, 
“We’ll see about that!”  

Farnsworth dove at me, but it wasn’t part of what I was 
creating!  

Somehow I was no longer controlling the memory. In 
that moment of panic, I lost my concentration, and 
Farnsworth grabbed my neck tightly and lifted me up as if I 
were weightless.  

“Why are you doing this?” I choked, trying to fight back. 
I beat him hard with my fists which made dull thuds against 
his skin, but he didn’t budge an inch. “This whole thing is 
wrong!”  
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Farnsworth sneered, growing so close to my neck I 
could feel his hot rotten breath on my skin. 

“This is how it has to be. You of all people should 
understand that since you’re so intrigued by what I’ve done 
with creating the Nameless and all.” 

 My eyes widened. 
“We might’ve been partners if you’d played your cards 

right,” he continued. “I commend you for getting this far 
though. No one ever has.” He tightened his grip on my 
neck, causing my head to feel so hot and heavy I thought it 
would pop. “But I’m sorry to say that a sad little girl like 
you isn’t the Defeater, nor could you ever be.” Farnsworth 
leaned in with a smile. “Boo hoo,” he mocked. 

Before I could do or say anything else, he nonchalantly 
flicked his long jagged nail across the surface of my neck 
and said, “You’re too weak to ever defeat me.” 

He released me from his grasp, and I fell to the ground. 
My neck felt wet and warm, and when I looked down, I 
screamed in horror at the sight of blood spurting from my 
neck. He had cut me much deeper than I thought.  

My entire body pulsed with pain—pain he wanted me to 
feel.  

“No! I’m not giving up,” I gurgled, holding my neck. I 
closed my eyes and shifted my thoughts to feeling good, to 
feeling happy, to not feeling pain. I thought of my intact 
neck. Of not bleeding. I thought of not giving up hope 
because I still had enough energy coursing through my 
veins. 

When I opened my eyes, I saw Farnsworth staring wide-
eyed at me. 

 My neck felt normal, and I removed my hand. My neck 
was no longer bleeding and my hand no longer bloody. I 
touched where he had cut me, only to find perfectly intact 
skin as if it never happened.  

“Impossible!” he hissed, staring intently at me. “Only 
the true Defeater could—” He lunged towards me, trying to 
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slice me again with his long jagged nail, but I moved just in 
the nick of time, and he crashed into the limestone wall and 
then fell to the ground.  

I quickly jumped on top of him, not knowing how I was 
going to kill him, only that I needed to keep him on the 
ground. But Farnsworth was struggling way too much and 
sliced my arm with his nail. Then he wrapped his hands 
around my neck and started to squeeze. He was so much 
stronger than me, and I couldn’t keep him down. His wild 
eyes blinked furiously, wickedness raging beneath them.  

In my defense, I did the only thing I could do to take 
down the monster and jammed my thumbs as far as I could 
into his eye sockets—an ancient defense technique I had 
read about in one of the books I had come across at the 
shop.  

He squealed in pain and pushed me off him. Blood was 
everywhere. I took the opportunity to hide behind a small 
opening in the rock nearby as he struggled to get to his feet.  

“Wanna bet I can still beat you?” he taunted, blindly 
walking over the jagged black rocks.  

I cupped the side of my mouth to project my voice to 
the front of the cave and said, “Then come and get me!” 

He held his arms out in front of him as he walked, but 
unbeknownst to him, he was actually walking towards the 
edge of the cave.  

I didn’t say a word or move a muscle from my hiding 
spot. If I was going to kill someone, I didn’t want it to be 
by my own hand, and so I did nothing but watch—watch 
Farnsworth walk right out of the cave, give a horrible 
shriek, and crash into the steep jagged terrain below.  

It was over. 
I couldn’t help but cry from both sadness and victory, 

but I had to leave the memory quickly and get back to 
Roger to tell him what I had done. I had no idea how long I 
had been inside my mind and what damage had been 
caused while I was elsewhere.  
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My eyes excitedly flew open, expecting to see Roger’s 
spirited face, but all I could see was a wall of rubble and all 
I could hear was silence. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

 

CHAPTER 24 

 
 

 
The Nameless growled so incredibly loudly that I thought the 
entire thing would implode right then. Massive black rocks 
broke off and tumbled down, bringing a thick avalanche of 
dirt with them. Panicked, I leapt up and screamed for Roger 
at the top of my lungs, but the dust quickly filled my mouth 
and lungs and I violently hacked and coughed.  

As more rocks fell, I knew it was only a matter of time 
before the tunnel would completely fill up and I would be 
trapped, so I ran as fast as I could in the direction I 
thought—and hoped—was the exit. 

Jumping over the boulders with no shoes was more 
painful than the endless cascade of rocks raining down 
upon my head, but still I ran as hard as I could.  

“Roger!” I screamed. “Roger!” But there was no answer, 
only the deep growl of the Nameless.  

I soon came to a fork in the shadowy tunnel and chose 
the one on my left.  

“Roger! Where are you?”  
“Out here,” a faint voice called in the distance.  
My heart skipped a beat. 
I ran towards the voice, hoping to find a way out—

hoping to be reunited with Roger. Then I saw a glimmer of 
light about twenty feet down the passage and charged the 
remaining distance just as a giant boulder fell behind me, 
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grazing my heel.  
To my astonishment, I ran right into the clearing to the 

cave entrance, where I found Roger standing incredibly still 
while looking intently out at the valley below. He wore a 
calm expression I had never seen before. 

“Roger?” I said hesitantly, unsure if he was real. 
He turned towards me and smiled. “Hey! What took you 

so long?”  
Huffing and puffing, I walked towards him in disbelief. 

“The whole tunnel just collapsed behind me! Didn’t you 
hear me calling for you?”  

“You were? I’m sorry. I didn’t hear anything.” 
“Well, I barely made it out alive!” 
He shifted to a sympathetic expression. “Really? I’m so 

sorry, Daisy. Had I known…” He opened his arms to give 
me a hug, and only when he put his arms around me did I 
finally feel safe. 

After I’d had a chance to calm down and catch my 
breath, I asked, “So how long was I gone for anyway?” 

“A few hours I think. It’s hard to tell,” he said. 
“Really? It felt like ten or fifteen minutes to me.” 
“Yeah, it was quite a while, but once I saw what was 

happening out here, I couldn’t unglue my eyes from it.” 
“Oh? Unglue your eyes from what?” I asked with 

furrowed brows. 
He pulled me towards the cave entrance and pointed at 

the world beyond the cave. “From all of this.” 
We both peered out at the fading world below, watching 

in amazement as the once brilliant reds and golds slowly 
faded into muddled colors. In some areas, a once blackened 
tree was the color of antique book pages, and for once the 
Nameless was still and quiet—the silence somewhat 
unsettling.  

“It’s incredible. Every so often something either 
completely disappears right before my eyes or begins to 
slowly fade. It’s like watching a magic show.” 



Strange Luck 

 

177 

“So…I did it?” 
“Sure did!” Roger smiled and pulled me closer into him. 

“The Nameless is dying. You did it, Daisy! You actually did 
it!”  

I was too stunned to react. All I could do was stare in 
awe at the fading landscape. My memory had been so real 
of killing Farnsworth that I leaned out of the cave to look 
for him sprawled and broken below, but I saw only mud 
and debris. All of the strange creatures that had terrorized 
us before were gone, too. 

“I hope the memory you created of killing Farnsworth 
wasn’t too terrible though.” 

I sighed. “It was, but I’ll live.” 
Another long pause was followed by a gasp when we 

both witnessed a tree fading away into nothing.  
“So what do we do now? How is this whole thing going 

to work?” 
I shrugged.  
“Well, I certainly don’t want the west part of the 

Nameless to be my last memory of this place. I’d rather see 
all of the mountains and rivers and trees again.” 

“Me too!” I exclaimed. “And maybe we can find 
someone and ask them what’s going to happen now. How 
to get home. For some reason I thought everything would 
just go back to normal and we’d wake up in our beds, so 
I’m still unsure if what I did was what needed to be done.” 

“Well, I do think you did it because none of this was 
happening before. And maybe we were just hoping it would 
be that easy. If history is any indication in the Nameless, we 
know that nothing is that easy here,” said Roger. 

“You’re probably right. That would be too normal.”  
He grinned. “So what are we waiting for? Let’s head to 

the other side of the Nameless before it’s too late.” 
Without hesitation, we scaled the graying cliff, and when 

we reached the bottom, we ran in the direction we had 
come from the day before.  
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Since the treacherous winds had ceased and we were full 
of energy because our plan had worked, our trip out of the 
west side of the Nameless lasted only minutes before we 
arrived back to the lush tropics filled with every kind of 
blooming flower, exotic plant, and creature imaginable.  

The strange world teemed with people and creatures of 
every shape, size, and age, and they were all looking up at 
the vast sky and whispering to each other. We immediately 
went to join them, looking up at the pale blue sky quickly 
fading to the color of oysters. 

A short fat man with a handlebar moustache looked 
over and pointed at us. “I’ve never seen you two before. 
What are you doing here?”  

“Well, we’ve been trapped here just like you,” I replied 
nicely. 

“No, you haven’t!” he cried, looking at the remnants of 
my dress with heavy concern. “I know that red sand 
anywhere. It’s from the forbidden zone. You were in his 
home base and now he’s punishing us!” 

“No, no. You’ve got it all wrong. I was trying to help 
you, to help us, that’s why we were there. I did what the 
legend said to do so the Nameless could be destroyed in 
hopes that everyone could go back home and remember all 
of their prized memories.”  

“Is that so?” he cried loudly, looking me up and down 
with questioning eyes.  

“It is so!” interjected Roger. “She did it.” 
The man’s eyebrow arched as he stared rudely at me. 

“So you’re the Defeater then? You’re the one who is 
destroying the Nameless?”  

From his tone, I couldn’t tell if he was happy or upset 
about what I had done. “Well…um…yes. I…think so,” I 
fumbled. “To be honest, I’m still very confused by this 
whole thing.” 

I looked to Roger for reassurance, but from his 
expression, he was also unsure what to do. 
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“Hey!” The man shouted, causing a scene. “Hey 
everyone! This girl right here—she destroyed the Nameless!” 

All eyes turned on me, their faces staring in the same 
blank way. Then, contagious whispers erupted within the 
crowd, spreading like a viral disease of loud chatter.  

A sea of people quickly formed around us—people once 
hidden in the trees and bushes or beneath the ground. Their 
heads bobbed about in the enormous crowd trying to get a 
closer look.  

“It was you!” they chanted in the same perplexed tone 
of neither happiness nor sadness. 

“What’s happening?” I whispered to Roger. “Are they 
mad or happy?” 

“I don’t know. I can’t tell.” 
As more and more people joined the crowd, they 

pushed us to the point where our backs were firmly up 
against a tree with nowhere to go. I gulped and shielded 
myself behind Roger, wondering what the mob was going 
to do.  

Then a man started to push his way to the front, angrily 
yelling, “Let me through! Let me through! I have something 
to say to them.” 

Roger’s fists were up, and he was ready to fight off an 
attack, including the disgruntled man approaching. 

We were shocked to see who the man causing all of the 
commotion was. It was John, holding Ida’s hand, who was 
holding their children’s hands, making their way to the front 
as if on their way to the VIP section.  

Ida immediately walked up to me and said in an irritated 
tone, “What on earth did you do to the beautiful clothes I 
made you two? Do you have any idea how long it took me 
to sew those by hand? We don’t have sewing machines 
here, you know.” 

Roger and I stared at each other.  
Ida’s expression turned into a wide grin. “I’m just 

joking!” she said playfully. “If you’ve got to destroy those 
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wretched clothes to save us, then I certainly forgive you.” 
John smiled and said, “She’s right.” 
We continued staring cautiously at them until John 

finally said, “Hey, there’s no need to be afraid of us. I’m 
awfully sorry about what happened before when I had to 
leave you. I was just trying to protect myself and my family, 
you have to understand that. This has been a frightening 
ordeal for all of us, but I couldn’t be more grateful to you 
two for doing what you did.” 

“You are?” I asked.  
“Sure! It’s only a matter of time now before we go back 

home and remember everything, but it’s already happening 
now. I already remember my home and my friends and my 
children’s first steps.” He stared happily into space for a 
moment.  

“Then maybe you can tell us what’s going on and when 
and how this whole thing is going to end,” I said. 

“Are you kidding?” John cocked his head. “I’m 
surprised you don’t know that already. You seem to have 
learned so much on your journey here that it seems odd you 
don’t know what happens next.” 

Roger’s peeved face caused John to bite his tongue 
before speaking any more insulting utterances. 

“All right, all right. I’ll tell you. Two things are going on. 
The first is that all of the things, creatures, and people that 
were once memories will eventually completely fade away and 
return to what they once were—nothing.” 

“What do you mean?” I inquired. 
“Well, think of it like this. If someone or something was 

a memory to begin with, where would they go?” 
“He’s right,” said Roger. “Think about that blue duck 

we met at the beginning of our trip. He was a child’s 
memory, so he’ll completely fade from existence in the 
Nameless and return to what he once was—nothing.” 

“Right,” John said nodding.  
“Okay, that makes sense,” I said. “We’ve already been 
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seeing a great deal of things and people fading so far. So 
what’s the second thing going on then?” 

“The second thing going on is that all of the things, 
creatures, and people that were real—that were lured here 
so he could steal our memories—like you and me—their 
memories will gradually return while still here. Eventually 
the people will completely vanish. They don’t fade at all. 
They just disappear in a single instant. And the longer 
you’ve been here, the quicker you vanish and return to 
where you came from—all of your memories fully 
restored.” 

“That’s incredible!” Roger exclaimed. “I can’t wait to go 
home!” 

“Me too,” I said. “But, John, why are all these people 
staring at us like that?” 

He turned to reveal a mile long line of people behind 
him. “Oh, them? They’re just in shock, that’s all. They 
didn’t think it could ever be done, so a lot of them just 
accepted this was their fate for the rest of their lives. Some 
of them were very comfortable actually, building homes and 
such. You’ve freed them now, which they are grateful for, 
but you’ve got to also understand that you’ve evicted them 
in a sense. You’ve changed their lives very suddenly. 
Nonetheless, everything you did, Daisy, will not be 
forgotten, and they will always be grateful for it.” 

I looked to Roger and said, “Well, Roger helped, too. I 
couldn’t have done it if it weren’t for him.” 

Roger smiled and shook his head in disagreement. 
“Well, I don’t care how you did it, what matters is that 

you did it,” John continued. “So let me be the first to thank 
you.” He extended his hot calloused hand, shaking our 
hands so incredibly firmly that our entire bodies shook. 
“Thank you,” he whispered. “It’ll all be over soon enough. 
It’s just a matter of time before everything and everyone 
vanishes or fades, so enjoy the view while you still can.” 

“But will I remember any of this when I return home? 
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About everything I’ve been through in the Nameless?” 
As John started to open his mouth, he completely 

vanished, followed by Ida, and the children.  
Roger and I gasped.  
“Looks like he’s gone for good now. At least that 

confirms he was a real person and not just a memory 
though,” he said with a chuckle. 

“I guess,” I said shrugging. “Although I never doubted 
it.”  

Time seemed to have lapsed because when I finally 
looked up for just a brief moment, I saw that the jagged 
snowy mountains that once towered into the heavens were 
no more than a faint outline, and what remained of the 
vibrant rivers of paradise were only but a few graying rocks. 
The brilliant sun perched in the picturesque sky that had 
once burned my eyes was almost completely clear and only 
projected tepid rays of warmth.  

The air bloomed with a sweet sugary scent, and I inhaled 
it deeply, realizing at once what the intoxicating smell was. I 
looked at Roger, drawing my eyes to his pocket. An empty 
bag of Sweetie Peas was hanging out of it—my favorite 
candy in the entire world. I knew my father used to give 
them to me on special occasions. Like a flood of pleasant 
emotions, I remembered when I first tasted their sweetness, 
when I found the rose my father had made out of them in 
the garden, and even how Roger had bought them for me 
for my birthday.  

My head felt soothingly warm and full, feeling like a 
bubblegum machine that had a new gum drop added to the 
mix. In that moment, I remembered everything about those 
candies. I remembered what I had forgotten! 

Overjoyed, I looked back up to Roger to tell him, but 
noticed that he looked extremely washed out, almost as if 
he had been stricken with the flu.  

“What is it?” he asked. “Why are you looking at me that 
way?” 
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“Are you okay? You look sick or something.” 
Roger smiled. “Never felt better. Why do you ask?” 
Chalking my delirium up to exhaustion, I replied, “Oh, 

no reason.” 
“Well, then, come here.” He held out his ashy hand for 

me to hold, but when I went to grab it, my hand went 
completely through his and I nearly fell over. 

I gasped at the ghost in front of me.  
“What’s the matter?” Roger said faintly. In the second 

he had said that, his entire body became nothing more than 
the faintest of outlines, but I looked completely the same 
and my memories were flooding back, which could only 
mean one thing. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 25 

 
 

 
My bejeweled masquerade mask was staring at me when I 
opened my eyes. The owner who sold it to me claimed it 
had been owned by a mad Danish princess and that 
whenever she wore it, she couldn’t remember anything the 
next day—not even the bodies in her closet. Although I had 
never told my father or Roger, I was actually too scared to 
ever try it on, so it always sat quietly and pretty on my 
nightstand—and it probably would forevermore.  

Terribly confused, I rubbed my eyes, sat up, and 
scanned my surroundings. My bookshelf filled with dozens 
of travel books and rare first editions towered above my 
desk, from which spanned my meticulously placed 
collection of antique compasses. I remembered how I 
acquired each one, especially the tiny one on the end which 
sat inside a blue velvet box—a gift for me that my mother 
had acquired in Spain.  

Stellar jays and robins were incessantly chattering 
outside my window, and the familiar whistling sound of the 
heater blowing through the vent was music to my ears.  

I was in my room! 
I was home! 
Looking down, I noticed my body was not only clean, 

but also free from scratches and bruises. Although I didn’t 
remember showering or changing, I was wearing my 
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favorite red sweater and pair of jeans and my hair was 
perfectly combed. Thinking I was dreaming, I leapt towards 
my mirror and was met by my happy, refreshed reflection.  

“Am I…am I…really home?” I asked myself, half 
expecting the image in the mirror to talk to me.  

I spun around. Everything in my room looked exactly 
the same as if I had never left—my teacup even still half full 
of chamomile tea. Stunned, I wandered back over to my 
bed and sat down for a moment, unleashing a fury of bed 
spring squeaks.  

I glanced at the framed photo of my dad and me on my 
nightstand. It was from our first fishing trip together in Sea 
Salt. I remembered every detail about that day—from 
catching my first fish, the sailor’s hat he had given me, 
which I still cherished, down to the smell of my socks after 
I had fallen in the tide pools. “So I really did destroy the 
Nameless! I came back. I remember,” I said heroically. “I’ve 
got to tell my dad!” 

Excitedly, I rushed out of my room, which instantly 
awoke Merriweather who was lying outside my door. She 
perked her orange and black spotted head up from the 
hardwood floor. 

“Merriweather!” I cried rubbing her knobby head, which 
jangled her collar loudly. She immediately plunked her head 
back down with a huff and shut her eyes. “Ah, I see things 
haven’t changed here,” I giggled, giving her a final pat.  

I ran down the ancient staircase as fast as I could in 
search of my father, a wake of awful screeching following 
me. The strong scent of coffee wafted from the kitchen 
followed by the clanking of silverware. Bursting in through 
the kitchen door, I exclaimed, “Dad! I’m home!”  

The morning paper he sat behind violently jolted, and he 
cursed. Peering over his wire-rimmed glassed, he said, “You 
scared me half to death, Daisy! What are you doing barging 
in here like that anyway? Trying to give me a heart attack?” 

Unperturbed, I rushed over to his side and gave him an 
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enormous bear hug. “It’s you! It’s really you! I missed you 
so much!” 

His cheeks flushed, and he grumbled beneath his bushy 
walrus moustache. “What’s gotten into you, Daisy? You’re 
usually not this chipper in the morning.” He pulled away 
slightly. 

Smiling wide I said, “I’m just so happy to finally be 
home and to see you. I can’t wait to tell you all about it—to 
tell you how sorry I am about not believing you before. It’s 
all real!” 

“What are you talking about? You haven’t stepped so 
much as a foot outside of Sea Salt,” he interrupted. 
“Besides, you’re damn lucky I’m even talking to you, young 
lady.”  

“Huh?” I said, releasing him from my arms. 
He plopped down his newspaper and took off his 

glasses—a telltale sign I was about to get scolded. “The fact 
that you don’t know is most upsetting. You must think I’m 
a damn fool, but I’m not falling for one of your elaborate 
lies again. I know damn well you only left for a few hours 
before you snuck back home.” 

“What?” 
“Don’t play dumb with me, young lady.” 
“I honestly don’t know what you’re talking about, Dad. 

I really did go. I’ve been gone for weeks.” 
He shook his head with dismay. “Even though you 

don’t believe in all that supernatural stuff like me and your 
best friend, I thought you’d at least try to find Utopia for 
me—to not be so doubtful and stubborn all the time. The 
doctors aren’t hopeful about my condition, you know, and 
the surgery is going to cost a fortune, and we obviously 
don’t have the money. If you had actually gone, it might’ve 
at least helped me. I might’ve been able to find the fountain 
of youth in Utopia—to live forever. But you didn’t even try, 
Daisy, and that kills me.” His eyes grew weepy. “And now 
you saunter down here pretending you actually went. I 
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should ground you for a whole year for lying to me about 
this.” 

“But, Dad, I’m telling you the truth. I really did—” 
“Sleep for an ungodly amount of time. Yes, you did. I’ve 

been calling you from downstairs for ages, and you know 
damn well that I can’t climb those god-forsaken stairs.” 

“No—” 
“Right! No more nonsense, young lady,” he interrupted. 

“You best get on down to the shop now. The Nomad just 
completed a second printing of their book, which features 
our story about the legend of the Farnsworth letter, so I 
expect we should have a steady flow of foot traffic today. 
Just make sure it looks sealed before you show it to 
anyone.” 

“The map?” I patted my pockets hoping to hear paper 
crinkling. “Where is it?” 

“I thought you’d lose it, so I took it back and put it in 
the shop where it belongs.” 

“But why? I wanted to show you where I—” 
He rolled his eyes skyward. “Enough of this already.” 
“But, Dad, I really did go. Just ask Roger because we 

were together the entire time. He can vouch for me, and I 
do believe in the supernatural now. He told me all about 
Old Pete, the talking raven with the one purple feather, and 
that when he came to life just like the legend said, you tried 
to answer his riddle.” 

My father paused, arching his bushy white eyebrow. I 
felt victorious that he was finally listening to me. 

 “After I saw the Farnsworth monster in the woods, it 
changed everything. Then Roger told me all about the other 
haunted items in the shop and how they’re real. All I can 
say now is that I believe you, and I’m sorry for not listening 
to you before—for not being there all those times when 
something magical happened.” I walked over to the phone 
and picked up the receiver. “Here! Just ask Roger. Call him 
right now.” 
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He shook his head. “Already did that. That’s how I 
know you’re lying, Daisy. He told me you both came back 
after you got spooked by something in the woods.” 

I bit my lip. “Well, yes, we did get spooked by 
something. It was the Farnsworth monster, but we kept 
going and—” 

“Hush!” he said curtly, standing up from the kitchen 
chair, which made a dreadful screech against the linoleum. 

He hunched over slightly and hacked into his palm—a 
sound I hated, but which sounded oddly comforting 
because I hadn’t heard it in so long. 

“I was hoping your first day as shopkeeper would be 
more pleasant than this, but shame on me for being 
optimistic. Now you try to pass everything off by claiming 
you suddenly believe in the supernatural. Not likely!” he 
grumbled. “And to think I actually felt bad when I found 
this.” He removed the opened letter of acceptance to the 
London writing school and flung it on the kitchen table 
next to the jam. 

“My acceptance letter!” My eyes widened. “Where did 
you get that?” 

“Doesn’t matter, Daisy. What matters is that you’re 
keeping secrets. You used to tell me everything. I know 
you’re getting older and all, but not telling me something 
this big, and now lying to me.” 

What was happening? I grasped the back of one of the 
kitchen chairs for balance.  

“What do you have to say for yourself, young lady? I 
raised you not to be a liar, Daisy!” 

My eyes swelled. “I didn’t tell you, Dad, because I didn’t 
want to upset you and there was no way I could go with 
your failing health and the shop and all.” 

His glassy eyes stared so intently at the letter, I was 
surprised it didn’t ignite. 

“Well, I wish you really could go and travel like you’ve 
always wanted. I wish you really could write a book like 
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you’ve always wanted, so I’m sorry you’re stuck helping me 
and I’m such a burden.” 

“But you’re not! And it’s okay. I was able to travel. I saw 
lush green jungles, fiery-red dunes, incredible mountains of 
every shape, color, and size. I met strange and exotic people 
and creatures, just like I always wanted.”  

“Pish posh!” He swatted his hand in the air. “This whole 
situation reminds me of a quote I saw once in an old Stoic 
book. Till this day I still remember it. Nothing is burdensome if 
taken lightly, and nothing need arise one’s irritation so long as one 
doesn’t make it bigger than it is by getting irritated. Those are some 
words to live by. So I’m sorry I brought it up, and I’ll let it 
go just so long as you stick to your word of being 
shopkeeper of Strange Luck.” 

“But, Dad—” 
“Ahh ahh,” he interrupted, wagging his finger. “We’re 

letting it go, Daisy. We’ll talk about how your first day as 
shopkeeper went at dinner tonight once you’ve finished 
your shift. I’m still deciding on your punishment, so don’t 
plan on going out tonight. Now go and open up the shop!” 

There was no point in arguing any longer, especially 
since I had no idea what was happening. I silently marched 
out of the side kitchen door, slamming it behind me with a 
painful BANG!  

I rushed down the forest path towards the shop, not 
looking behind me. Too distracted by what my father had 
said, I wasn’t able to fully enjoy being back in town, not 
even the crisp mountain air I had missed so much, nor the 
towering redwood trees that always made me feel like the 
size of an ant.  

“I don’t get it,” I muttered to myself, watching my 
scuffed boots as I trudged down the dusty path. “I 
remember leaving Sea Salt, falling through the portal with 
the toys. I remember Nedder Fedder, June Bug, the talking 
duck, the shark, the Nameless Mountain, Roger, our kiss, 
Farnsworth, the heart candies, everything! There has to be 
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some sort of explanation for all of this. There’s no way that 
was all a dream. I’ll die if it was just a dream! Hell, I even 
remember being gone for weeks. There has to be some sort 
of proof, but what?” I looked down at my arms and hands, 
hoping I’d find the cuts and bruises I had gotten 
accustomed to seeing on me in the Nameless, but I saw 
nothing to indicate my adventures. 

As I approached the little red shop that looked like a 
barn at the end of the road, I sighed heavily. Since it was so 
early out, the shop sign was still lit up—the letters S, T, and 
L still burnt out so that it read R A N G E U C K. The 
sight made me snigger. “Uck indeed.”  

Oddities stared at me through the wavy window as I 
performed the usual twist to the right, pull down, twist to 
the left, and pull up technique necessary to unlock the 
finicky shop door with a seventeenth century lock and 
heavy skeleton key.  

The familiar scent of must, wood polish, and dead 
things instantly flooded my nostrils, and although I would 
never admit it to anyone, the unusual scent delighted me 
right then. Although I was stuck as shopkeeper and 
caretaker of my father—and knew I could never go to the 
London writing school—it was still good to be back. It felt 
so good in fact that I really wasn’t bothered by it like I had 
been so badly beforehand.  

I flipped on the lights, which flickered dimly for a 
moment and then sprang to life. I walked past the antique 
vampire killing kit, which was claimed to have slain a 
thousand vampires—all of which instantly turned to ash—
and the enormous Japanese Geisha fan taking up most of 
the east wall. The legend of the fan was that the most 
beautiful woman in the world would appear behind it once 
every thirteen years and whoever saw her would 
immediately fall in love with her, but she would disappear 
shortly after and the heartbroken lover would have to wait 
another thirteen years to see her again. My father had 
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insisted we purchase it, but we haven’t had so much as one 
interested buyer in the ten years we’ve owned it.  

“I just don’t understand what happened then. 
Everything is so clear in my mind,” I huffed, plopping 
myself on the stool behind the counter. “Ouch!” I cried at 
the thing poking my side. I pulled the object out of my 
pocket, and to my great joy—and confusion—saw that it 
was the golden cricket Roger had given me for my birthday.  

“Proof!” I cried. “That’s it! Roger gave me the lucky 
cricket the day we found the portal.”  

I stared at the golden cricket as if it were the greatest of 
priceless treasures, marveling over its shiny brilliance and 
intricate carvings.  

“But it still doesn’t make sense. The last thing I 
remember before waking up at home was Roger fading, 
which could only mean he was a memory the entire time—
which is crazy, but the only way to explain that would be 
that I didn’t know I possessed the talent to create fake 
memories the entire time. That would explain how it came 
so easily to me when I created the memory of destroying 
Farnsworth.” My head spun. “What am I saying? I sound 
crazy!” 

The bells tied to the front of the door jingled, and my 
eyes were immediately met by Roger’s clean, smiling face. 
“Good morning,” he said, holding two cups of coffee, 
never looking fresher. “Thought I’d bring you a little treat 
for your first official day as shopkeeper.” 

“Roger!” I rushed out from behind the counter and 
hugged him, nearly spilling the coffee. “Am I happy to see 
you!” 

He chuckled. “What’s gotten into you? I thought you’d 
be more pissed about your first day—then again I did 
promise to buy you a big slice of chocolate cake today since 
we weren’t able to have any on your birthday yesterday.”  

I stared at him with a quiet smile for a moment and then 
held up the golden cricket. “You gave me this, right?” 
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“Uh, are you feeling okay, Daisy? Why are you asking 
me about that, and why aren’t you more excited about the 
cake?” 

“I know this sounds weird, but just answer me. It’s 
important. Did you give this golden cricket to me?” 

He cautiously arched an eyebrow. “Of course I did.” 
“When? When did you give it to me?” 
He set down the coffee cups on the display case of 

haunted rings and furrowed his brows. “On your birthday, 
silly. Yesterday. Why?” 

“What happened after you gave it to me? Did we spend 
the night together in the woods?” 

“Spend the night in the woods? What are you talking 
about, Daisy? Is this some sort of joke?” 

“Please!” 
“Okay. I followed you to the forest, I gave you the 

cricket, and we saw that Farnsworth monster thing.” 
“Right, I remember that. Then what happened?” 
“Well, we were so freaked out by it that the last thing I 

remember was us both running through the woods like a 
bunch of stupid scared kids. I quickly lost you though. I 
called your house right when I got home to check on you, 
and your dad said your things were there and that you were 
sleeping upstairs. He asked me all about it, and I had to tell 
him we came back.” 

“Sleeping?” My head fell, and my body trembled. “Then 
it really was just a dream. It was all for nothing.” 

“Huh?” said Roger. 
“Oh, nothing,” I said, sadly returning to my post behind 

the counter. “I just thought something exciting had actually 
happened to me for once.”  

“Well, I hope you still like the golden cricket I got you. 
The legend is that Nedder Fedder can deliver secret 
messages to the owner. I don’t really know how that works 
though. I just thought it was neat, even if you don’t care 
much for all that fantasy nonsense.” 
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My ears perked. “So we never talked about the monster 
that ate all of your food that you saw in your house that 
night on Mulberry Lane?” 

“Wait. How did you know about that? I never told 
you—” 

“It doesn’t matter now anyway. I’m so sorry for 
everything earlier, Roger, and I know this all sounds crazy, 
but believe me when I tell you that I do believe in all that 
fantasy nonsense now, especially that the cricket is enchanted. 
I just need to get a few things straight first, that’s all, but 
when I do, I have a lot to talk to you about.” 

“What?” he scoffed. “You’re telling me that you now 
seriously believe the cricket I got you was actually 
enchanted by Nedder Fedder?” 

“Yes, I do.” 
Roger huffed. “So you just woke up today and suddenly 

changed your mind?” 
I nodded. “Something like that. Like I said, I have a lot 

to talk to you about.” 
He crossed his arms. “Well, I still don’t believe you. 

There’s no way that you of all people believe in fantasy 
worlds, monsters, and enchantments all of a sudden. You’re 
only eighteen, Daisy. You have another twenty-something 
years until you have a mid-life crisis, and the Daisy I know 
would rather die than admit that anything supernatural 
exists.” 

“I do and I’ll prove it to you!” 
I gestured for Roger to come closer, and as he leaned 

over my shoulder, I anxiously flipped the golden cricket and 
rubbed my index finger over its solid gold belly. “Now 
watch,” I said. “I’ll get Nedder Fedder to deliver me a 
message.” 

“Daisy, you really don’t have to—”  
“Just wait.” I inhaled deeply and said, “Nedder Fedder, I 

ask you one more time for assistance. Please reveal to me 
what happened in the Nameless.” 
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 In an instant, tiny words shot up on its golden belly, 
and Roger gasped before looking at me with a dropped jaw. 

We focused our gaze on the little scrawled words which 
read: 

 
Your world runs much slower than the Nameless you recall, 

It all really happened, memories and all, 
And if you still doubt it, just remember this, 

The Nameless is as real as 
the book you will write about it. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER 26 

 
THREE YEARS LATER 

 

 
My father entered through the glass-paned door swiftly, 
whistling a familiar tune and wearing a content look on his 
face. “Where is it?” he asked, rubbing his hands together 
with excitement. “I’m just dying to see it!” 

“Just a minute, Dad,” I said, as I finished ringing up a 
customer who was purchasing an old top hat cursed by the 
famous magician Count Grumple. Whenever the owner of 
the top hat wanted to escape from any situation and placed 
it upon his or her head, they would completely disappear 
and appear someplace else. The trouble with the top hat 
was that the owner never knew where exactly they would 
appear or if the situation would be better or worse than 
where they were previously. Because of this risk, we had a 
strict “no trying on the hat” policy in the shop; 
nevertheless, the item drew plenty of attention after having 
it for only a week.  

“Oh, take your time, Daisy.” My father leaned on the 
counter with an enormous smile on his face, patiently 
waiting for me to finish. Since his successful heart surgery, 
it still took quite a bit of getting used to seeing his newly 
slender face and body, but his familiar brushy walrus 
moustache always gave him away. It also still surprised me 
to see how much energy he had on a daily basis, even going 
so far as to ask me if he could work in the shop at least one 
day a week. Although we were quite busy with lots of new 
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customers, I agreed to give him one day a week because his 
regulars still came to see him. They always spent an ungodly 
amount of time talking about curses, legends, and strange 
things they’ve seen—something my father never tired of.  

The customer anxiously clutched the paper bag with the 
top hat as I handed it to him. “Goodie!” he said in a thick 
British accent, poking his head inside the bag and then 
letting out a squeal of delight. “You have no idea how much 
I’ve been wanting this hat. I’ve been tracking Count 
Grumple for ages, and I’m thrilled your shop had his hat! It 
took me two days to get here, but it was well worth the 
trip!” 

“Well, thank you, sir. I really hope you enjoy it. Just 
remember what I told you about always being prepared 
before you put it on though. I heard that the last owner 
from Australia ended up on top of Mount Kilimanjaro and 
it took him two months to get back home because he didn’t 
have his documents with him.” 

The man grinned. “But that’s exactly what I want to 
happen.” 

I cocked my head. 
“I want to see the world,” he said. “In fact, coming here 

was my first time out of the United Kingdom, which is 
utterly unacceptable for a man of my age. I can only hope 
that I’ll end up in such an exotic place as Mount 
Kilimanjaro.” 

The old Daisy could definitely empathize with him 
about wanting to see the world, but the new Daisy was still 
relishing in her incredible adventures from the Nameless, so 
I just politely smiled and nodded.  

“I’ll definitely keep your advice in mind though,” he 
continued, heading past sleeping Merriweather and towards 
the front door of the shop. “Thank you kindly.” He gave a 
lingering wave and exited the shop, which immediately 
brought in a cool gust of air that smelled of pine and rain. 

“Thank you,” I exclaimed. 
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The second the door closed, my father asked again, “So 
where is it?” 

“Looks like you’re just as excited as I am.” I took a sip 
of my cooling cup of hot chocolate and said, “It’s in back. 
Let me go and grab it.” 

“Hurry!” 
As I walked towards the area we once referred to as 

“limbo,” I admired the new organizational system I had put 
into place when I first took ownership of the shop. 
Everything was carefully categorized, stacked, and 
documented, so I could easily locate any item in the store—
from a haunted ivory Victorian button to a pair of wooden 
Dutch shoes cursed by Queen Veerle.  

And, since the shop was doing so well, I was able to hire 
Roger to work part-time, which proved to be a tremendous 
asset to Strange Luck because of his incredible bartering 
skills. Just last week I watched him haggle a haunted watch 
easily worth $100 down to $75, and the owner even threw 
in a vial of “miracle tonic” said to fully restore one’s 
missing fingers cut off by a scorned lover.  

“Oh, and that reminds me, Daisy,” my father shouted 
back to me. “Did you ever purchase the Love Stamp that 
gentleman was trying to sell last week?” 

I rolled my eyes, knowing full well he was testing me—
even after all this time. I wasn’t in the mood to mess with 
him though. “Of course I did, Dad. Got a fair price for it, 
too.” 

“Really? How did the gentleman say it worked again?” 
he asked. 

“That if you write the names of two people on a sheet 
of paper and mail it to yourself with the Love Stamp, you’ll 
be together forever—sealed in love he said. I thought it 
would appeal to customers who are looking for something 
odd, but not scary odd.” 

He chuckled. “That’s my girl! I certainly trust your 
judgment, especially with all of the changes you’ve made to 
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the shop—looks so different yet the same.” 
The front door jingled, and I poked my head around the 

bend to see Roger entering, holding a pink cake box from 
Stella’s Diner. 

“Hey there!” I shouted. 
“Good morning!” he shouted back before walking over 

to meet my dad at the counter. Then I heard Roger ask him, 
“So where is it? I got here as quickly as I could.” 

“I’m getting it,” I yelled from the back. 
They exchanged inaudible words for a moment as I set 

down my cup of hot chocolate next to the heavy box—the 
sight of the box instantly putting a smile on my face, even 
though I hadn’t seen what was inside yet.  

With a grunt, I picked up the heavy box and started 
back to the counter, the contents quietly shuffling from side 
to side.  

“It just came this morning,” I said happily. “The 
suspense is killing me!” 

As quickly as I set the box on the counter, they were 
opening the flaps of cardboard marked Miss Daisy Darling 
and pulling out the contents. 

Their faces immediately lit up as they thumbed through 
the crisp pages.  

“Wait for me!” I eagerly picked up a fresh copy which 
smelled strongly of ink and paper and for a moment quietly 
admired the words:  

 

STRANGE LUCK 
By Daisy Darling 

 
In my entire life, I had never felt such a sense of 

accomplishment as I did right then, and all at once a flurry 
of emotions took over—I wanted to cry, vomit, scream in 
hysterics, and jump up and down like an excited little girl. 
But, to my surprise, I didn’t do any of those things. Instead, 
I just stared in quiet awe at it, feeling the weight of my book 
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in my hands and smelling the crisp paper in my nostrils.  
It was beautiful! 
“I still can’t get over that you wrote a book about us and 

your experiences in the Nameless,” exclaimed Roger. “Now 
every time I walk down the street people are gonna stare at 
me and point.” 

“No more than usual, I’m sure,” I joked.  
“Very funny!” laughed Roger, leaning over to give me a 

peck on the cheek, which instantly made me flush. 
“Seriously though,” he continued. “It’s incredible. I 

mean you got to travel just like you always wanted and got 
to write a book about it, which is why you originally wanted 
to go to the school in London in the first place. It’s 
incredible you were able to do both and still get to work 
here, especially with your newfound love of all things 
supernatural. I just wish I could’ve really been there with 
you in the Nameless, but it’s nice to know how you really feel 
about me.” 

“I know,” I said flipping over the book. “It’s so surreal, 
but I’m so glad I wrote it. It will always be a reminder of 
what I went through. It’s something I never want to forget 
as long as I live.” For a fleeting moment, I looked up at the 
framed map of “Utopia” hanging behind my father and 
Roger. My publisher wanted me to hang it there because it 
would attract more guests to the shop and in turn cause 
more people to buy my book, but I simply wanted to frame 
my adventure. I had seen the fiery dunes, the breathtaking 
purple mountains, and the aquamarine rivers with my own 
eyes—a memory I would cherish for the rest of my life.  

My father and Roger succinctly flipped the book over to 
read my bio, and I followed suit. 

“Ugh!” I said. “I just wish they took a better picture of 
me. I look absolutely hideous in it.” 

Roger scoffed. “If by hideous you mean beautiful, then 
yes, you’re incredibly hideous.” He playfully nudged me in 
the side from across the counter—one of the many ways we 



Amie Irene Winters  

 

200 

flirted with each other. “Who cares anyway, now that the 
word is out about your book, we’ve never had so much foot 
traffic, and it’s only just hitting the shelves this week. Since 
that news segment last week, we’ve had non-stop orders 
from people calling in asking for strange items.” 

“That’s fantastic,” my father said. 
“Yeah,” continued Roger. “Just yesterday a lady called 

asking to buy something. Didn’t care what it was, just so 
long as it was within her budget.” He held up the paperback 
and said, “This here little beauty is some strange luck 
indeed.” 

My father’s moustache twitched as it always did when he 
was getting ready to say something important. “And let’s 
not forget, Daisy, that the advance you received from your 
publisher saved me and I was able to get my surgery, which 
saved my ticker. I feel like a new man—might even ask 
Evelyn Conrad from the diner out now. I’ve had the hots 
for her ever since we moved here.” He comically turned up 
his collar and jostled his shoulders back and forth like a hot 
shot. 

“Wallace, you old dog!” cried Roger, giving him a high 
five. 

They both chuckled.  
“Dad!” I scolded, even though I really wasn’t mad.  
“What? It’s not like I’m not old enough,” my father said 

with flushed cheeks. “Might even pick her up in a limo if 
she plays her cards right.” 

“Ohhh,” said Roger with widened eyes. “Fancy.” 
Although I still didn’t like the idea of my father dating, I 

had accepted the fact that my mother was never coming 
back long ago and that we both needed to move on. But I 
could tell a part of him secretly delighted in my pretending 
to be frustrated about it because it showed that I cared 
about him. So, with as much exaggeration as I could 
muster, I sighed and said, “Well I don’t know, Dad. The 
doctors said you still need to take it easy for at least a year 
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and you’ve barely hit that mark. That reminds me. Did you 
take your pill today?” 

An eye roll preceded an exaggerated head nod. “Well, 
that’s certainly a shame,” my father remarked. “I really 
wanted to take her salsa dancing in the city, too. Show her 
some of my impressive moves.” He jostled his shoulders 
back and forth again and started humming a tune. 

I knew he was only joking, but it was the game we 
played. “How about you skip dancing in the city, and the 
limo, and take her to dinner at the new restaurant on Acorn 
Road instead? I hear they make a mean vegetarian lasagna—
your favorite.” 

He smiled intently at me with a gleam of youth in his 
eyes. “Okay. Okay, you win.” 

Roger was thumbing through the pages and his jaw 
dropped. “Daisy!” He intently looked up at me and said, 
“You dedicated your book to me?” 

I smiled coyly. 
“Let me see,” exclaimed my father. “Let me see!” He 

thumbed to the dedication page. “Let’s see here. To Roger—
for opening my eyes,” he read aloud. His moustache arched, 
and I could tell he was smiling beneath it. “Well, isn’t that 
sweet. A very nice way to mark your anniversary if I do say 
so myself.” 

“I can’t wait to read it.” Roger turned to the first page 
and read aloud, “Just as I thought I would die from 
boredom, a gloved hand opened the heavy door, unleashing 
a myriad of jingles that irked me back to reality. A man 
entered swiftly, carrying the scent of pine and rain with him. 
The big box he carried concealed his face as it wobbled side 
to side, revealing only the top of his felt hat. Everything 
clanked loudly as he approached.” 
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