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The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

A STATEMENT BY THE PUBLISHER 

 

Since the Singularity began, millions of people around the world have read the web 

postings of the San Fernando Valley teenager Hunter S. Grace, and the demand to read them in 

book form has become overwhelming.  

The early incidents were described in letters to Wellington Wong, Hunter’s pen-pal in 

Malaysia, and contain personal remarks not intended for general circulation. In view of the 

extraordinary events that have happened since, we have decided they ought to be included. 

Later, as Wellington began re-posting Hunter’s letters on his own site and Hunter knew 

his words were being read by thousands of people around the world, he became more careful. 

But not much more careful. 

We have added a number of e-mails, transcripts and texts where they help illuminate the 

story and we thank those concerned for their permission to include them. 

The collection begins with a personal statement found on Hunter’s hard-drive. 
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1 

FROM THE HARD DRIVE OF HUNTER GRACE  

 

They don’t teach you anything about dealing with Doppelgangers in High School. They 

don’t teach you anything about dealing with Rebel Angels. Or Pit Demons.   

There are two reasons for this. One is that teachers are too dumb to know anything useful 

about this stuff anyway, and two is that when they drew up the syllabus – they had NO IDEA 

about the Singularity. 

Boy, did they not see that coming! 

The day after the President went on TV and told us about the Hadron Collider going bust 

and the Dark Energy coming through I asked Mr. Lazard in Science what Dark Energy was and 

he just blanked. He made some dumb joke about it being what was always getting me in trouble, 

but nobody laughed. Some of them were going to laugh, especially Eileen Struthers, but I gave 

her The Look and she shut right up.  

Good call. 

But when I went online it turned out to be one of those things they REALLY don’t want 

to teach you about in High School because it shows that most of the other stuff they’ve been 

telling you is a total crock.  Turns out all the atoms and molecules and all that boring stuff in the 

Periodic Table that they keep banging on about are like ten percent of the real world.  

Ten per cent! Maybe fifteen. 

 

All the rest is Dark Matter.  And Dark Energy. You can’t see it, you can’t feel it – but it’s 

the only reason the whole universe doesn’t fly apart, like, yesterday. 
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And nobody knew it was there, especially Mr. Lazard.  

Until the President went on TV. 



5 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

2 

OFFICIAL TRANSCRIPT OF THE 
JANUARY 5TH TELEVISED ADDRESS 

BY THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 
 

“In their urgent search for new sources of power to replace oil, physicists at the Ronald 

Reagan Large Hadron Collider have accidentally unleashed the recently discovered force known 

as ‘Dark Energy.’  

            "While I’m able to assure you there is no immediate danger, I have to remind you our 

universe is only one of many realities which normally do not interact. The accident at the Hadron 

Collider has punctured a hole through the membrane which separates us from these other 

realities, and there may be some unexpected manifestations until the leak can be plugged. 

 "But let me reassure you. Humanity has dealt with this problem before, and overcome it.  

Throughout our history there have been periods when from natural causes the membrane 

between us and other worlds has been thin and our ancestors have had glimpses into these other 

realities. Many of these glimpses have been memorialized in the great religious epics of all 

cultures, from which we all draw much spiritual sustenance. 

"I should also warn you there may be disappearances: but there is no need for people to 

go looking for loved ones, because I’m setting up a task force of highly-trained Singularity 

Investigations Officers will be responsible for finding and returning all missing persons as soon 

as possible. If any of your family disappear into other dimensions, just log on to 

www.usgov.singularity.com and report it. 
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 “You may also want to bear in mind that some areas of the country may "go dark" and 

lose all contact with the rest of us. Please do not enter those areas, or to try to telephone people 

living there. 

             "This sounds alarming, but there’s no need for most of us to worry. Normal life will go 

on. Most Americans will go to work, go to school, go to the supermarket just like we always did. 

There will just be – a little more unpredictability than there was before.  

“But I give you my personal guarantee the membrane will be repaired, the manifestations 

will be cleared up, and both the Senate and the House of Representatives will conduct a thorough 

investigation to bring those responsible to account. 

“My advice to you, my fellow Americans, is to keep calm and carry on. God bless you - 

and goodnight." 
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3 

FROM THE HARD DRIVE OF HUNTER GRACE 

CONTINUED 
 

How scary was it when the President said that stuff? Well, I remember looking at Hannah 

and knowing she felt just like I did. Which was like the bottom of your stomach had just dropped 

out.   

Hannah is my sister, and probably the best person I know. She’s been there for me ever 

since the day Mom and Dad  - disappeared, went missing, died, whatever you want. Nobody 

knows. All I know is that they weren’t there for me any more and Hannah was.  

She came back home from graduate school, helped us get into this little apartment on 

Woodman, started looking for a job - and couldn’t get arrested. But she never complained, never. 

Sometimes I kind of wished she would. I wanted to tell her she didn’t need to be here, 

that I’d be alright on my own, but I couldn’t.  Mainly because it wasn’t true. 

And then one day I came home from school and there she was in the uniform, with the 

gun belt and the two way radio and the taser and she hugged me and danced me around and told 

me her country had finally realised it needed her. 

For a minute I was scared out of my mind that she’d joined the Army and was going off 

to Afghanistan or some crap place like that and then she told me no, it was okay, we’d still be 

together, because she was now … 

 A Singularity Investigations Officer for the San Fernando Valley Division of the 

Department of Homeland Singularity. 

That night we went to P.F. Chang’s and had all the Orange Shrimp we could eat and the 

next morning Hannah started work and a couple of days later I wrote an e-mail to my pen-pal 
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Wellington Wong, who lives in South East Asia, telling him what went down on the first day I 

visited  her office. 
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4 

Subject: VISIT TO THE DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND SINGULARITY 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: February 1st 

 

Dear Wellington, 

I will skip all the How are you and I hope the weather is fine in Kuala Lumpur stuff  

because it is boring and I will just tell you what has been going on here, which is pretty amazing. 

Probably amazing things have been happening as well in Kuala Lumpur since the 

Singularity and if so you can tell me about them.  But I bet you don’t have a sister working for 

the Department of Homeland Singularity, and I do, and today after school I took the bus down 

Van Nuys to the Sherman Oaks Galleria on Ventura Boulevard, right next to the 405 Freeway, 

which is now the headquarters of the San Fernando Valley Division of the Department.  

In the olden days Sherman Oaks Galleria was this cool shopping mall where they 

invented Valley Girls and made movies like Back to the Future and Terminator. Then the ’94 

earthquake whacked it and it wasn’t cool anymore and all the stores moved out and for a while it 

was mainly a big kind of pointless space full of mortgage brokers.  Now there’s a multiplex and 

lots of escalators, including one that leads up near the roof, where if they give you the code a big 

airlock kind of door slides open, and a camera looks at you and something scans you and if you 

pass the test you go through.  

Hannah was in this huge room with a giant map like the ones they have in police 

precincts, except that where the cops’ maps show things like “Homicide”, “Armed Robbery” or 
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“Kidnapping”, Hannah’s board has things like “Interdimensional Vortex in progress” on 

Lankersheim, “Demon eruption” in Chatsworth and “Aztec Manifestation” on Laurel Canyon.  

Naturally I wanted to know what they did about a demon eruptions or an 

Interdimensional Vortex and I asked Hannah to show me the guide book or web page with all the 

info, because I thought it would be cool to know the Procedure In Case of an Aztec 

Manifestation. 

But Hannah just gave me a funny kind of smile and shook her head, because it turns out 

there IS no guide book. There ARE no procedures.  Whatever the President said on TV, the guys 

running the Department of Homeland Singularity have NO idea what to do about the sort of stuff 

they are supposed to be dealing with. 

I could tell this as soon as I met Hannah’s boss. His name is Caspar Bell and he’s about 

45 years old, and the minute you see him you know he’s a complete weasel. I never actually saw 

a weasel but I knew he was one when he clapped me on the shoulder and smiled this big false 

smile and combed his hair over his pink bald head and said what a great KID my sister was and 

how he had HIGH HOPES of her and then went back in his office and started filing his nails. 

There are some other people there too, but they just take calls from people and type up 

the notes and say We’ll get back to you and then file it all away and forget about it.  

But not my sister. If you were trying to come up with the total opposite of somebody like 

Caspar Bell it would be Hannah. She’s the kind of person who, if you’ve got a problem, big, 

little or medium sized, she’s right beside you, trying to fix it.  

Which was how I got involved, because I happened to be there when the call about the Pit 

Demons came in, so when Hannah headed out to see what she could do, I went with her. 

Simple as that.  
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But I have to do my homework now I will tell you about the Pit Demons tomorrow. 
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5 

Subject: THE EMPEROR’S CHOPSTICKS 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: February 2nd 

 

It had started when the ground opened up in the parking lot of the strip mall at the 

junction of Victory Boulevard and Van Nuys. There’s a Chinese fast food place there called The 

Emperor’s Chopsticks, run by Mrs. and Mrs. Nu; there’s a manicure place called Nails To Die 

For (Mrs. Hernandez) a barbershop owned by a guy called Toothless Ted, Panjeet’s Videos, 

Elmer’s Liquor Store and the Battered Women’s Thrift Shop (Mrs. Blavatsky, who I think is 

from Omsk).   

All they saw at first was a big crack in the asphalt, and Ted called the City Engineers 

Department because he thought it was something seismic. But there was no shaking, like an 

earthquake, just a kind of splitting and a humming noise like somebody playing a weird 

instrument.  

But by the time the city engineers arrived the sides of the crack were pulling apart as if 

you were watching a piece of bubblegum being torn in two (like you do in Math when they’re 

going on about sines)  and suddenly everybody was looking down into a pit about eighty feet 

deep and Mrs. Hernandez was crossing herself and Mr. and Mrs. Nu were talking in Chinese and 

Toothless Ted was mumbling rude things under his breath and you could understand why, 

because through the crack at the bottom of the pit they could see a bright red light and they 

could smell this weird smell that turned out to be sulfur.  
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And just when the guys from the City were saying things like This may not be an 

engineering problem, really – Pit Demons started to stick their heads out of the crack. 

And the engineers said, Definitely, this is not our department, contact those guys in Sherman 

Oaks right away and they were out of there, leaving their plastic barriers and yellow tape behind 

them, and some of their equipment too. 

But Mrs. and Mrs. Nu and Ted and the others couldn’t go away, because this was where 

their stores were. They stood there, watching the devils squeeze through the crack and start to 

climb up out of the pit.  

They looked just like those drawings of devils you see from the Middle Ages.  They were 

a bit smaller than grown up humans, about five feet high, and their skin was bright red - like 

shiny rubber - and they had little horns on their heads and tails. 

Their eyes looked like goats’ eyes: yellow, with the pupils the wrong shape. They didn’t 

have pitchforks, though, they had these kind of tall staffs with a round knob at the end, which we 

called Devilsticks. 

You do NOT want to get touched by one of those Devilsticks. 

They moved fast, so fast they seemed to be in one place and then in another almost at the 

same time. That was scary. 

I’ve always been proud of my sister, but I was never more proud of her than when we 

pulled up in the Singularity Van and I saw her telling those Pit Demons to get back where they 

came from. There were six of them, and they were lounging about on the hoods of the cars in the 

parking lot, talking to one another in a language we couldn’t understand and smoking cigarettes 

they’d boosted from the liquor store. One of them had a dice that he was throwing way up in the 
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air and catching without looking at it as it fell. He just glanced at it in the palm of his hand to see 

which side had come up, and kind of snickered to himself.  

Mr. and Mrs. Nu and Panjeet and Ted and Mrs. Hernandez and the lady from the Battered 

Women’s Shop were all huddled behind my sister, giving her advice about what to do, all of 

which was pretty dumb (Toothless Ted kept saying Cite the varmints, Cite them, whatever good 

he thought that would do) and then one of the demons made a kind of lunge at Mrs. Hernandez 

and my sister took her gun out and pointed it at them and all the storekeepers went Heww and 

started backing away. 

The devils looked interested, not scared, and one of them made a “come on” kind of 

gesture, like daring her to pull the trigger. 

And I could see my sister knew she had made a mistake because she had never shot 

anybody in her life and she really wasn’t going to now and it’s REALLY not a good idea to 

threaten to do something you’re not actually going to do.  

Especially Pit Demons.  

So I said the first thing that came into my head, not because I knew what to say but 

because I was scared for my sister and I had to say something just to stop things going seriously 

wrong, and it was “I think these guys should have some Kung Pao Chicken before they go.” I 

think it was because I was so worried about Hannah my brain kind of leapt ahead of itself, into 

another place. 

Everybody looked at me like I was nuts, and I was beginning to think they were right 

when one of the demons said “Kung Pao?” in that weird clicketty voice they have and I said, 

“Yeah, Kung Pao, it’s really good, you’d like it.”  
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There was a silence and I turned to Mr. Nu. “Why don’t you give these guys some of 

your Kung Pao chicken, Mr. Nu?” and for a minute he looked blank, and then he sort of dropped 

into automatic mode, because he’d been serving Kung Pao chicken to people all his life, and he 

went into his store with Mrs. Nu and five minutes later they were handing takeout containers of 

Kung Pao chicken to all six demons just like they were regular customers. 

As he handed them out the devils looked at the stuff in the takeouts a lot less confidently 

than they’d looked at us, and then the one who’d been throwing the dice whipped his tail round 

and used the pointy bit on the end to pick up a chunk. Then he put it in his mouth. 

Then there was the kind of silence you get when there’s going to be a gunfight in on 

television, until finally, he chewed. 

And swallowed. 

Long beat. And then he gave Mr Nu a long, slow thumbs up sign. 

Huge sigh of relief, especially from me. And then the other five devils started wolfing 

down their Kung Pao Chicken like there was no tomorrow. Two minutes later everybody was 

grinning and high fiving each other and my sister was putting her gun back in its holster and 

wiping the sweat from her forehead. 

They asked for seconds, and Mrs. Nu gave them some orange chicken, which they liked 

even more, and some fortune cookies, with little messages inside which they looked at with great 

interest, even if at that point they couldn’t speak English at all. 

And then they were about to throw the empty takeouts on the ground when my sister 

pointed to the trash can, and they all obediently went over and put them in there instead, and then 

climbed back down into the pit. 
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They looked as us for a moment, as if they were remembering our faces, and then slid 

down the sides of the pit until they reached the bottom. 

And then they slid back through that, into the flames. 

The pit, then closed up after them, and everybody looked at each other, and then all the 

shopkeepers began clapping and Hannah put her arm around me and said “You did good, 

Hunter”, and I felt a sort of glow inside, and Mr and Mrs. Nu gave us a bag full of fried rice and 

we went home. 

Hey, Wellington, I guess this seems pretty funny to you because you eat Chinese food all 

the time in Kuala  Lumpur  - but at least you know what to do now if Pit Demons ever turns up 

where you are:  give them Kung Pao chicken. 

Keep me posted on what’s going on in South East Asia and I’ll keep you posted about 

what’s going on here. 
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6 
 

THE SINGULARITY AND MULTIPLE UNIVERSES: 
A REPORT 

TO THE PRESIDENTIAL SINGULARITY COMMISSION  
FROM THE CALIFORNIA INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY 

 

There is evidence that the Singularity has been creating links between our reality and 

other realities – or, to put it another way, to the other universes postulated in string and 

membrane theory.  

An odd feature of cases reported so far is that these other realities not only often seem 

strangely familiar but seem to offer people the kind of insights into their own emotions that 

humanity has only experienced in the past in Sacred Places such as Delphi, Borobudur, 

Glastonbury and Stonehenge. 

One possibility is that these were in fact locations where the boundary between our 

universe and others was already weak, allowing occasional crossovers. It could it be that the 

accident at the Hadron Collider has amplified this effect, increasing the number of such locations 

so more and more people will experience these crossovers into other realities. 

We will continue to explore possible reasons for this as more data comes in, but in the 

meantime we believe the public should be warned about entering such locations in case, having 

crossed over into another reality, they are unable to return. 
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7 
 
Subject:  UNDER THE TREES 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: March 1st 

 

Yesterday something happened to the clump of trees in Woodley Avenue Park, near the 

old Water Reclamation Plant. I have been near those trees plenty of times and although from 

across the soccer field they look kind of interesting, and when you go under the trees it’s usually 

shady, which is nice, the truth is there’s never actually anything there except trees and gray soil 

under them all packed hard and a few empty Coke cans and wrappers that people have left from 

Big Macs. 

So usually you just hang around for a while waiting for something to happen and it never 

does so you come out again into the sunshine and play Frisbee until it’s time to go home. 

Not yesterday, though. 

Yesterday I was there watching Anna Hoffman play soccer.  (I think I have already told 

you about her, but if not, she is pretty cool.) Nobody knew I was there to watch Anna Hoffman, 

of course, because I was very casual, like I was just walking past that particular place because it 

was a short cut to somewhere else, but if you want the truth she was the reason why, even if she 

doesn’t really look at me because she thinks I’m trouble.  

Things you do back in Junior High can really stay with you in this town, even if you are 

completely different from how you were then. Also I think Eileen Struthers keeps stirring up old 

memories that should really be forgotten, about fire extinguishers and stuff. 
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Anyway, like I said I was just walking past the girls’ soccer game, the long way around 

the field so I could watch Anna Hoffman without anyone noticing me and there was this yelling 

from this lady by the clump of trees. She was yelling for her kid to come out. How she glommed 

onto me I don’t know but she had this baby in a push chair and she said she couldn’t leave it to 

go into the trees to get her other kid out and she was worried about him and would I go in there 

and get him out? 

And I said okay because I thought Eileen Struthers had noticed me watching Anna 

Hoffman and I didn’t want her yelling anything stupid, like girls do, so I said sure and went in 

under the trees. 

You knew at once there was something different. It was shady, like before, but the Big 

Mac wrappers and the Coke can had gone and there was moss on the ground instead of gray soil. 

Also there was a stream, which definitely hadn’t been there before. Just a little stream, 

about five inches deep and two feet wide. The next weird thing was that the trees went on for a 

lot longer than they had before. I mean, before you could kind of see through them to the other 

side where the Water Reclamation Plant is. Now there was just this flickering sunshine coming 

down through the leaves for as far as you could see, and everything was very quiet, apart from 

the stream. 

You couldn’t even hear the soccer players yelling. I turned to look back where I had 

come in, to where I’d left the lady with the pushchair, but I couldn’t see her either . All I could 

see was more trees. 

I felt a bit uncomfortable, actually.  But I had this kid to look for so I called out his name, 

which was Hayden. “Hayden,” I yelled, “Hey, Hayden, come out, your Mom’s looking for you.” 
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And the silence swallowed my words up as if I’d never opened my mouth. You ever had 

that, Wellington, in the jungle or somewhere? It’s weird. 

I took a beat then, but I knew I had to carry on, so I decided to follow the stream. I could 

always come back along it to where I’d started, right? 

Actually, I wasn’t too sure about that.  This whole place felt like somewhere you couldn’t 

be sure of anything. 

And the deeper I got into it the quieter and quieter it got and the more I felt I was being 

watched. Eyes in the bushes, that kind of stuff.  I decided I wanted to call my sister, but there 

was no cellphone signal in there.  

None at all. 

Way, way into the wood the stream widened out into a pool, and there was a white horse 

drinking from the pool, at least I thought it was a white horse until I saw the horn growing out of 

its head. 

Then I knew this had to be a Singularity thing. “Okay,” I said to myself, “I get it,” and 

then I called out to the horse “Have you seen a kid called Hayden?” Asking a horse questions? 

Slightly nuts, even if it was a horse with a horn on its head, alright, a unicorn, let’s come clean 

on that, but let me tell you, in that wood, it felt like the right thing to do. 

The unicorn lifted its head out of the pool – there was still water dripping from its mouth 

– and looked at me like it had known me all its life. I didn’t see its mouth move, but I heard it 

speaking inside my head, and it said “You’re looking for the kid, right?” and I said yes and the 

unicorn tossed its mane and turned around and walked away, further into the wood. 

So what could I do except follow it? 
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I had no doubts now there were things in that wood watching me, shapes moving around 

in the shadows that I knew did not have my best interests at heart. But I’d promised the lady with 

the pushchair to find this damned kid and I couldn’t go back out there and say Sorry, didn’t run 

into him and you may as well go home, so I kept going. Every now and then the unicorn looked 

back at me to see if I was following, and I was. 

Finally we came to this glade with this mother of all trees in the middle of it. I mean, it 

was big. It was big around and it went so far up you couldn’t see the top. I looked at the unicorn 

and said “No way,” and the unicorn’s voice in my head said “Way.” And I looked up the tree and 

I knew the kid was up there. 

I also knew that all the mean things that didn’t like me coming into the wood in the first 

place had kind of floated up into that tree too, just waiting for me, and I said Oh, shoot and I 

meant it. 

But the unicorn just looked at me and I looked at it and in the end I knew I had no option 

except to start climbing the damn tree. 

I had been right about bad things. The branches were full of them. Crows. Bats. 

Mushrooms that squelched when you put your hand on them to pull yourself up and let all the 

bad memories out.  

Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about: bad memories. All the stuff that’s happened to you 

that you shove in the back of your mind and pile things on top of so you’ll forget them, they 

were waiting for me in that tree. 

All the things you say wrong and all the mean things people say to you and all the tests 

you fail and the teams you don’t get on and the people you want to be their friend and they won’t 

and the term papers the teachers give back covered in red ink. 
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And the time when Hannah told me what had happened to Mom and Dad. I’d been 

reading this old comic book about World War Two, and it had been really exciting, with tanks 

and flamethrowers and building falling over, and I was kind of annoyed when I looked up and 

saw her standing in the doorway, interrupting me. 

And then I knew she had something really terrible to say. 

It was like all these bad memories were the crows circling around me and the bats tangled 

in my hair and the mushrooms squelching under my fingers and with every foot I climbed  I got 

sadder and sadder until all I wanted to do was let my slimy hands slip off the branches and just 

fall away into a place where there were no memories, ever.   

And I would have, too, if I hadn’t thought of that lady with the pushchair and that I’d 

promised to bring back her stupid kid from wherever he’d got himself. So I kept on climbing, 

and it got harder and harder and harder and I got more and more miserable until I just stopped, 

way, way up the tree, and hung there, feeling my strength draining away like water out of a bath. 

And then I heard the kid laughing, way up above me.  

“Get down here, you stupid kid!” I yelled, but I knew he wouldn’t. 

I hung there for a long, long time, seriously thinking about letting go and dropping away 

into the forgetting place, and then the kid said something that I didn’t hear and I yelled again and 

he said something else I didn’t hear, like a little kid talking to himself because he’s on his own 

and I knew there was nothing for it except to keep on climbing. 

I took a deep breath like a very tired person and wiped my slimy hands on my shirt and 

started off again. 
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And about a million years later I came out into the sunlight at the top of the tree and there 

was the kid sitting on a branch as if he’d been there all his life, feeding a squirrel with an 

Almond Snickers Bar.  

And all around, as far as the eye could see, was the San Fernando Valley, and not just all 

the roads and houses and gas stations (where there used to be wheat fields and orange groves) 

but the mountains that run round the north of the Valley that the stage coach used to come over 

from San Francisco being chased by bandits and where these days they have the observatories 

full of astronomers looking at the stars. And way to the west the hills where the Tsongvas 

Indians used to have their village before the priests came from Spain to turn them into civilized 

people. 

The whole Valley. 

And then I looked down the 405 to where the Sherman Galleria was and thought about 

my sister in her office putting pins in that big map and I knew there were not many people with 

somebody like her in their life. And I looked at this stupid kid who had caused me so much 

trouble and he knew nothing about it, all he knew was that he was sharing a Snickers Bar with a 

squirrel and he’d had a big adventure going through the wood and climbing a tree and the sun 

was shining on him and everything would be fine. 

And maybe it would. I realised suddenly that the crows and bats mustn’t have liked the 

sunshine because they had flown away when I came out into the light and the smell of the poison 

mushrooms changed to something that reminded me of the inside of a cigar box, which was a 

whole lot better.  Even my hands seemed clean again. 
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I leant back against the trunk of the tree and looked around the valley and the hills and 

the mountains and down at the park way below us and I could see the girls finishing up their 

soccer game and it all seemed pretty much okay to me. 

“Stupid kid,” I said to the kid, in kind of a lazy way, and he smiled at me like I’d just 

given him a major compliment. “It’s time to go home,” I said, and I picked him up in one arm 

and started to climb down. 

It was much easier than coming up, even with the kid, and nothing and nobody bothered 

me.  The unicorn was waiting for us at the bottom and when we got to the next to lowest branch 

inside my head I heard it say “Jump” and then we were on its back and it was carrying us back 

through the wood. 

Hayden patted its nose when we got off and I said Thanks, thanks a lot and inside my 

head the unicorn said “You’re welcome,” and turned around and trotted away into the shadows. 

I thought the mom would be freaking out when we came out of the trees, because it had 

all taken so long, but she was so pleased to see the kid she didn’t seem to care, or even possibly 

know it had been a long time, and she gave me this big smile as if she wanted to hug me and that 

would have been okay but it wasn’t necessary. 

All the soccer players had gone by then, but that didn’t matter either. I had homework to 

do, but even that didn’t bother me. Everything was pretty much okay that afternoon, and as I 

walked away when I looked back at the wood it just looked the same as it always had, but I knew 

it wasn’t, really. 

And I wondered who might wander into it next, and what it would do to them. 

Hey, I hope you are having fun in Kuala Lumpur, Wellington. 

 Your friend, Hunter Grace. 
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Subject:  WISE CHILDREN 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: March 15th 

 

Hey Wellington,  

So have these kids appeared in Malaysia yet? Little kids, but scary and weird?  Well, if 

not, listen up, because you could be dealing with them soon too. 

It all started with some calls from the Saticoy Shopping Centre in Reseda.  The cops were 

the first to arrive, because somebody phoned in to say “A gang of kids are making trouble at the 

mall,” and that’s the kind of thing cops love. I mean, a bunch of teenage kids full of testosterone 

and a bunch of cops full of testosterone and everybody gets their rocks off.  

Chasing, yelling, arrests, with luck the odd fight. 

So the cops were kind of taken aback when they saw the gang, because all these kids 

were about six years old. And the kind of trouble they were making was – odd. They weren’t 

running around, or boosting things, or making a noise. They were just going in stores and 

looking at things. 

I mean, really looking. 

There were about twelve of them in a Kid’s Gap Store when Hannah got there, with me 

in tow because I’d been hanging out at the DHS office after school, doing my homework 

actually, when the call came in. Caspar Bell was off at some conference on Chinese Demonology 
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and Noah Joost was dealing with a Fury that had appeared in a kebab shop in Pacoima so there 

was no-one to stop me going with her. 

Anyway, all these kids were in the Gap store just kind of lifting up the merchandise and 

looking at it and putting it down real carefully. Some of them held the clothes up in front of them 

and looked in the mirrors and then hung them up again. Hannah went up to the lady who ran the 

store and asked her what the problem was, exactly. 

“They’re not buying anything,” she said.  

“Well,” my sister started to say, “you don’t have to buy -” 

but the store lady said And neither is anybody else,” and that was true. People were 

watching the kids instead of trying on clothes, and everybody looked – uneasy.  

That’s the only word I can think of, uneasy. 

The kids themselves looked real calm, though. They were smiling in a kind of gentle, 

slightly sorrowful way, and when one of the mothers went to take a dress she was buying for her 

daughter up to the cash register they just all turned their eyes on her, looking curious, and as she 

took out her credit card she hesitated, put it back in her purse, grabbed her daughter’s hand and 

hurried right out of there. 

“See?” said the shop lady. “And if you shoo them out there’s another bunch just comes 

right in. They’re all over the mall.”  

Hannah nodded, and squatted down in front of one of the kids and said “Honey, this lady 

is trying to sell clothes, and you guys are putting people off. It’s not really very fair, is it?” 

“Nobody needs them,” said the kid, reasonably. 

“Well that might be true,” said Hannah, “but they want them, and if they want them they 

should be allowed to buy them.” 
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“But why do they want them?” said a little girl. Golden curls. A barrette in her hair.  Just 

like any other six year old, apart from her eyes, which seemed to look right through you. 

But like I said, in a kindly way. 

“I think people are buying these clothes because they’re not happy,” said another kid. “I 

think it would be better if they just sat down and played with their children, or read to them, 

because that would make them much happier than new clothes.” 

I saw the mothers looking at each other, and the shop lady rolling her eyes, and then the 

mothers were putting away their purses and taking their kids’ hands and slipping out of the store. 

Hannah straightened up again. “Okay,” she said, “that’s enough. I think you should leave now.” 

“Sure,” said the first kid, “but I think you’re a little bit sad too. I think you’re missing 

your Mom and Dad and you feel kind of a trickster, wearing that uniform and trying to make 

people think you know what to do.” 

And with that they went out of the store, leaving Hannah looking as if somebody had just 

kicked her in the stomach. I didn’t feel too great either, because we both knew what those kids 

had said was true. 

But Hannah is not one of those people who let setbacks put her off, and she went through 

the whole Mall shooing kids out of candle stores and furniture stores and toy stores and grown 

up clothes stores and gathered them all up in the atrium part in the middle, where Santa Claus 

would sit in December and kids would tell him what they wanted for Christmas. 

It was only then that we realised how many of them there were – about two hundred or 

something. Turns out they’d all walked out of the Eleanor Roosevelt, Harriet Tubman and Betsy 

Ross Elementary Schools at ten thirty that morning, and the teachers had followed them, telling 

them to come back, and nobody had taken any notice of them either. These teachers were milling 
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around on the mall balconies with the shoppers, watching all these kids and wondering what was 

going to happen next. 

So was I.  

“First of all I want you to sit down, cross-legged,” said Hannah, and they did, and that 

definitely helped, and then she told them about all the hard-working people who had the feed 

their families by working in the mall, and making the stuff they sold in the mall, and how they 

were making life difficult for them. They were starting to nod in agreement when kid in the 

front, whose name we later found out was Gabriel, put his hand up and said: 

“Sometimes life has to be a little bit difficult for people, Hannah, because otherwise they 

forget what’s real.” 

“Well – ” said Hannah. 

“People are buying things instead of thinking what life is really about,” the kid went on. 

“Human beings are only around for about seventy or eighty years, and then they die. We don’t 

think people should spend so much of that time shopping. Do you?” 

“I like shopping,” said Hannah gamely. “Lots of people enjoy shopping. If they enjoy it, 

you should let them get on with it, shouldn’t you?” 

“We’re not stopping them,” said the girl with the barrette. “We’re just want them to think 

about it,” said Gabriel. 

It seemed so reasonable. It WAS so reasonable. It was just that this stuff was coming out 

of the mouths of six year old kids who should have been at home watching Sesame Street.  

 



29 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

And then the Ronald MacDonald clown arrived for a scheduled visit and thought the 

crowd was there for him and before we could warn him he went into this big song and dance act 

and I just wanted to cover my eyes. It was like watching a slow motion train wreck. 

Because not only did these kids not clap or laugh at anything he did, they looked at him 

with such sympathy that you could almost feel him withering away inside. In the end he just 

ground to a halt and stood there, and Gabriel took him by the hand and sat him down and talked 

to him, real quietly. By the time they’d finished, his mask and his costume were piled on the 

bench and he just walked out of there as if he was planning to leave the planet. 

He’d been followed by a special MacDonald’s cart pushed by a girl offering free mini 

hamburger samples and normally of course it would have been mobbed, but now nobody went 

near it, like they was giving away murdered rabbits or something. 

I saw Hannah swallowing. All the grownups were looking at her, the teachers from the 

elementary schools and the people from the Mall and the customers, and there she was with her 

uniform and her badge and her gun and her taser and I knew she had no idea what to do. She met 

my eyes and her look said “Help me out here, Hunter, I’m lost.” 

Which kind of kicked my brain into the next gear, because when Hannah is lost, I want 

her to find herself real soon. So I looked the kids and I started speaking without any idea what I 

was going to say. 

“You’re right. I’m not very happy right now,” I said. And, being little kids, even if 

weirdly wise ones, they nodded sympathetically. “I was kind of hoping you might be able to 

cheer me up a little bit. Would you?” 

“Do you want to come down and talk to us?” said Gabriel, but having seen what they did 

to the Ronald MacDonald guy that was the last thing I wanted. 
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“What would make me real happy,” I said, “is a game of hide and seek.” 

There was a buzz among them then, because although they were definitely tuned in to the 

secrets of the universe, they were also six years old, and hide and seek was built right into their 

DNA. Before Gabriel could raise any objection I said: “I’m going to hide somewhere in this 

mall. I want you all to close your eyes and count to one hundred, out loud, and then come after 

me. And there’ll be a prize for the one that finds me.” 

There was a beat, and I was SO scared they weren’t going to do it, and I turned to 

Hannah and said in a loud voice, “You close your eyes too, Han. And all the grownups, you have 

to close your eyes as well. No cheating. Yell out when you’ve got your eyes closed.” 

And everybody yelled out, and there were lots of little kid voices among the grownups, 

and then I said “Okay, start counting,” and they started counting, altogether, and I ran up the 

escalators and started looking for somewhere to hide. 

The place I finally chose was a canoe standing on its end in rack of canoes in the Big 5 

store and I thought it was a good hiding place, but I also knew there were a LOT of kids 

searching for me and they were VERY smart and at least some of them, particularly Gabriel, 

might have figured out they’d been tricked. 

Normally making a six year old kid mad wouldn’t be a very big deal, but these were not 

normal six year old kids, and I really didn’t want to end up like the Ronald MacDonald guy, or 

worse. 

I could hear hundreds of little feet running all over the Mall, searching for me, and 

excited little voices as they turned things over and looked inside them. 
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And then they were in the Big 5 store and I could hear tents being unzipped and 

surfboards being shifted and then a sort of clattery noise as somebody started taking archery kits 

down from the walls and I remembered that although they don’t sell real guns in Big 5 they do 

sell air rifles and crossbows, and there were no grown-ups around to stop them. 

I heard a girl’s voice say “You’re not going to use that, are you?” and Gabriel’s voice 

says “Shush” and then somebody began looking inside each canoe in the row of canoes I was in 

and I knew they were going to find me. 

Bad moment.  

And then I realised the movements outside were getting slower and slower and at first I 

thought it was because they were building up the suspense and perhaps a whole big crowd of 

them were creeping up to deal with me. 

But after a while I couldn’t hear anything, except a sound I couldn’t identify at first. I 

listened hard. What was it? And then I had it: it was snoring. Not grown up snoring, but little kid 

snoring. Soft, gentle, just like a six year old taking a little sleep. 

I put my head out of the canoe and then stepped right out onto the floor of the store. Sure 

enough, there were about twenty kids in there, but they were all lying about the place, curled up 

on sleeping bags, nestled on exercise mats, one of them with her head resting on a baseball 

glove. They were all, after all, six years old, and they were all taking their afternoon nap. 

I could see Hannah at the store entrance and I put my finger to my lips and pointed to the 

parents hovering anxiously outside. One by one they crept in, identified their kids, and lifted 

them up, still sleeping. 



32 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

All over the Mall the Moms and Dads, and teachers were scooping up sleeping six year 

olds and taking them home. As his Mom carried him past me Gabriel opened one sleepy eye and 

looked at me thoughtfully, but then he closed it again and went back to sleep. 

When the Mall was empty of kids Hannah and I looked at each other and all the 

customers and storekeepers gathered around the balconies were looking down at us and 

applauding and we sort of grinned and took a bow. 

The girl on the MacDonald’s cart offered us complimentary hamburgers but we weren’t 

really in the mood. We just waved goodbye in a nonchalant kind of way like the good guys do on 

television and sauntered out of there. 

But we were both asking ourselves, in our minds, what would happen when the kids 

woke up, and what questions they would be asking at the Eleanor Roosevelt Elementary School 

and all the others next day. 

For the time being, though, that wasn’t our problem. We just logged the fact that now the 

Singularity was here, there would be lots of six year olds who weren’t always going to be the 

way six year olds had been before. 

So, pal, has it happened in Kuala Lumpur yet? 
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Subject:  FRIENDS AND ANGELS 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: April 3rd 

 

Whassup Welly?  Here’s my question for today.  Have you ever had a pal who let you 

down?  Or stabbed you in the back? Or just generally, and without any warning, turned into a 

jerk?  

I think I told you before about my friend Logan Cahn. I have known him since 

elementary school and his Mom’s been like a second Mom to me. I built my first model airplane 

at his house, because Logan was big into model airplanes for a while, and quite a lot of them still 

hang from his ceiling on fishing lines, and we played our first video games on his TV including 

Bionicles and Jimmy the Neutron Boy, though when his Mom looked into his room, we would 

pretend to be doing homework.  

Also Logan Cahn was the person who appreciated my imitation of Mrs. Ellis, our third 

grade teacher, more than anybody else in the world, and would have to go to the bathroom when 

I did Dr. Tokker, the music teacher, talking about Volfgang Amadeus Merzart. 

So I was very much bummed out when I recently saw Logan going to the multiplex with 

Anna Hoffman. He KNEW how I felt about Anna Hoffman.  

I mean, we hadn’t talked about her, obviously, but he KNEW. 
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I didn’t say anything, of course, because that would not have been cool, but I began to 

look at him in another light.  I realised it had never really been about him and me, it had always 

been about him. And though he laughed at my jokes, it was a really annoying laugh.   

Even when it came to homework, when I thought about it, he had always left most of it to 

me. Even with the model airplanes it was always me that ended up with most of the glue on my 

hands. 

So I said the heck with him and sat in different places on the bus and different desks in 

class when I got the chance and I think he got the message because he wouldn’t meet my eyes 

and he looked furtive and guilty, as he should have done, and stayed away from me too, which 

was a relief. 

Anna Hoffman just looked aloof, like she always did, and made sure I never saw them 

together again, and that was a relief too, really. 

Sort of. 

Which was what I was thinking about when I found the first feather. It was outside our 

apartment building and it was white, and quite big, and I remember wondering what kind of bird 

it came from as I went up the stairs. When I came out later to get some milk from Ralph’s there 

was another one, and when I came back from Ralphs I saw feather number three. I put the milk 

in the fridge and went out onto the balcony and looked down into the courtyard and there was a 

definite movement near the air conditioning units on the roof.  

Something tall.  

Something tall, moving upwards. 
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You’re not supposed to go up on the roof of our apartment building, even though it’s only 

four stories high, and people usually don’t because it’s covered in these sharp little pebbles that 

stick in the soles of your feet, but I went up there sometimes when I needed to get away from 

things by putting one foot on Mrs. Newell’s balcony and the other on Mr Abercrombie’s satellite 

dish. 

The angel was sitting down on the pebbly roof, leaning back against an air vent, and its 

wings were folded up behind it so only the roundy tops showed, but I knew that was where the 

feathers came from. It was wearing a white robe, like angels are supposed to, and its face shone. 

It smiled at me with kind eyes and said “Hi, Hunter,” and I said Hi back. 

Then I sat down so I could lean back against another air vent and tried to look relaxed. 

Well, casual. I hadn’t met an angel before, of course, but ever since the Singularity you weren’t 

surprised by that kind of stuff, so I wasn’t exactly bug-eyed with amazement. 

“How’s it going?” asked the angel, and I said Not so bad, like you do, and then, as if 

somebody had hit a switch, it all came pouring out, all the stuff about Anna Hoffman and Logan 

Cahn and math class and – all the stuff that was bothering me. 

There was a silence when I’d finished, but a friendly silence, as if the angel was 

processing everything I’d said and arranging it in his mind, and even while he was doing that I 

felt – lighter. It was good to get it all out there, because Hannah had too much on her plate for 

me to go bothering her with this kind of stuff and I realised now it had all been building up inside 

me like a shook-up can of soda before you pull the tab. 

“Interesting,” said Zacharius at last. “Human beings are so interesting.” 

“I guess we seem kind of crazy to you,” I said.  

Zacharius thought about this. “But in a good way.” “There’s a good way of being crazy?” 
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“Well, we like it when we can help.” 

“Guardian angels, right?” 

“That’s how we like to think of ourselves.” 

“So do you come from Heaven?” I asked. He nodded. 

“And do we really go there after we die?”  

“Of course not,” he said. “Why would you? It’s just the planet we come from.” 

“Oh. Isn’t it where God is?” 

“No, it’s just a planet.” 

“Full of angels?” 

“The same way the earth is full of humans.” 

I began to think we might have got the wrong idea about heaven – and angels. 

“But do you guys work for God?” I said. 

Zacharius smiled. “We work for Good,” he said. “Just one more vowel.” He saw I still 

looked puzzled. “Every now and then we find ourselves pulled through to some other place, and 

if we can help whoever’s living there, we do.” 

“But not because God sent you?” 

“Because we like sorting things out. You know, like tidying up.” 

He must have seen me winding up to ask another question, because he got in first with 

something right out of left field.  “Word on the street is there’s problems on Hazeltine and 

Marshall. Have you heard anything about that?” 
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 Well, I had, naturally. The blocks he was talking about used to be nice places, with trees 

with swings hanging from them and kids playing and old people pottering along in the sunshine 

and people walking their dogs. Then Chase and Big Luis started a gang and things changed. 

Chase was the smart one, he knew not to get into drugs or stuff like that because the big 

gangs would hear about it and send people down there to deal with him. He concentrated on 

stealing things. Or, because he WAS smart, not stealing things himself but getting younger kids 

to steal stuff for him.  

He’d organise the boost, they’d do what he told them and bring the loot to him, and he’d 

get rid of it and give them a little bit of money. He was hitting stores, houses and apartments 

where people were away at work and places where old people lived who couldn’t do anything to 

stop it. 

Another way Chase was smart was that there were no guns involved. He knew guns 

would bring the police and he also knew he didn’t need them. His operatives were small and fast 

and he was smart and they got what they wanted without shooting anybody. 

I knew about this because some of the kids in school had been recruited to Chase’s gang.  

They thought it was cool, or if they didn’t, they did what they were told because they were 

frightened of Big Luis, who was not just big but mean. Chase himself never touched anybody: he 

got Luis to do it for him. 

As Chase’s gang got bigger, the street changed. Old people looked suspiciously at the 

kids, wondering if they were the ones who broke in and took their grocery money, and parents 

didn’t let their little kids out on the swings in case members of Chase and Big Luis’ gang came 

along. 
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Some of this the angel knew, but in a general way, and I filled in the details. “So, you 

going to fix Chase?” I said. “And Big Luis?”  

Zacharias smiled sadly. “I’m afraid we’re not allowed to do that,” he said. “If we want to 

change things for the better, we have to do it indirectly. Which is why I’d value your assistance.” 

What? 

“I just need you to gather a little information for me,” he said. “Help me figure out how 

to handle things.” 

And I didn’t see how I could say no to that, though I did ask Zacharias to make sure 

Chase and Big Luis didn’t see me, just in case things didn’t work out so well. After all, Zacharias 

can go back where he came from. I have to live around here. 

So, we’ll see what happens, but I guess Zach has already done one bit of good: I was 

feeling sad about my friend Logan Cahn. Not so much any more: after all, I’ve got an angel to 

pal around with. 
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ANGELS AMONG US 
A NOTE TO THE PRESIDENTIAL COMMISSION 

ON SINGULARITY FROM 
THE WORLDWIDE COUNCIL OF CHURCHES 

 

Since the Singularity churches across the world have been approached by people who 

have had contact with beings claiming to be angels. 

Having reviewed the evidence, the Council has no reason to believe these beings have 

any negative intentions, though they uniformly claim not to have been sent by God. 

This may be because they don’t wish to claim excessive spiritual power, or it may be 

because they are not allowed to disclose that they have Divine backing. But as their suggestions 

for improvements in human affairs generally seem to be helpful and reasonable, we see no 

reason why believers should not co-operate with them or even assist with their activities if it 

seems reasonable to do so. 

But as there is the possibility these powerful, charismatic beings may be leading people 

astray under the guise of kindness, we suggest all those have dealings with them keep in close 

touch with their own ministers, pastors and priests, just in case our initial assessment may turn 

out to be over optimistic. 
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Subject:  THE CAMPAIGN AGAINST CHASE AND BIG LUIS 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: April 10th 

 

Hey, Welly baby, thanks for your letter.  Interesting to hear about the green monkeys in 

Penang. I wonder who taught them to fly? Sorry I haven’t written for a while, but a whole lot has 

been going on with me and Zach since we started our anti-crime campaign. 

One of the things I have discovered about angels is that they can be pretty sneaky. For 

example, the way Zach used Big Luis’ aunt to start undermining Chase. 

One of the first things I found out for him, which didn’t seem so important at first, was 

that Big Luis had an aunt who lived in Apartment 4 of a building called Woodland House. It 

turned out Zach had separately found out that Chase had told a kid called Jimmy Gifford to rip 

off on old guy who lived in Apartment 6, and after thinking about it for a while (he liked to sit 

and rub his wings together while he thought, which made a sound like a giant cricket) he asked if 

I could get a screwdriver. 

I went and got the screwdriver. Then he asked me to go into Woodland House and switch 

some door numbers for him. And I did. 

As a result of which Jimmy Gifford ripped off Luis’ aunt instead the old guy Chase had 

told him to rip off. 

And when Big Luis’ aunt saw the stuff that had been stolen from her in Big Luis’ house 

(which is where Jimmy Gifford had taken it) she went nuts and told Big Luis’ parents and there 
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was a serious row which ended up with Big Luis getting in a fight with his pal Chase for the first 

time. 

And because Luis was bigger and meaner than Chase there wasn’t a whole lot Chase 

could do about it except come after Jimmy Gifford, the kid who screwed up because I’d changed 

the door numbers. 

Zach was pleased. He’d started perching in a tree on the corner of Marshall and Hazeltine 

so he could watch what was going on, and though he wasn’t exactly invisible, nobody could see 

him against the leaves. When he and I needed to talk we’d meet on the roof of my apartment 

building and nobody ever noticed us there. 

It was when we were up on the roof that Zach told me he’d arranged for Jimmy Gifford 

to go out of town to stay with some relatives in San Diego, and we were now going to move onto 

Phase Two. 

Phase Two was Prevention. Zach was big on that. Always better than cure, he said. 

Sometimes he arranged for people to be given tip-offs about things that were going to 

happen to their neighbors, so they could stop kids before they broke in, and other times he made 

sure Moms and Dads knew about things their kids were getting up to, so they had a chance to 

talk to them early.  

He helped tottery old people become lookouts against trouble, so they could warn other 

tottery old people, or be there when things were going to happen in the Mom and Pop stores, and 

kind of get in the way. 

Phase Three was kind of fun, because Zach and me organised a few stunts which made 

both Chase and Luis look really dumb. Like the twelve big sacks of bird-seed that mysteriously 

appeared in Chase’s garden, as if he’d ordered somebody to steal them, and he didn’t know 
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where they came from or what to do with them and when he tried to move the, the bird seed all 

started spilling out and birds started coming and kept coming and never seemed to go away. 

Because when bird seed has fallen on your garden, it’s REALLY hard to pick up. 

People started making Tweet Tweet noises behind Chase’s back, or just flapping their 

hands like a bird flying. 

Then there was the squirrel that started living inside the panniers on Big Luis’ motor 

cycle. It would climb up on the seat and chitter at him whenever he came near the bike, and it 

made him so mad, especially when he found the panniers full of nuts, but he could never catch it 

and kids used to gather round to watch what happened whenever he came out to get on his bike. 

He once took a baseball bat to the squirrel and missed and put a dent in his fuel tank big enough 

to hold a cup of coffee. People used to point at it and say it was done by a squirrel, and Luis 

hated that. 

So now it is not so cool to be in Chase and Luis’ gang and kids are making any excuse 

they can to stay away, and Chase and Luis know people are secretly laughing at them whenever 

they come out of their houses. 

I will stop now because there is a lot of shouting from the street and I’m going up on the 

roof to see what’s going on. 
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Subject:  CHASE AND BIG LUIS STRIKE BACK 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: April 11th 

 

What was going on was a plume of smoke coming from Hazeltine, and the reason for the 

smoke was that Zach hadn’t reckoned on the real dark core in Chase’s soul. 

He’d heard that Jimmy Gifford was coming back from San Diego and they torched his 

house, to teach him and everybody else a lesson about not crossing them. 

And to make the point that this was no accident, there they were across the street, on 

Luis’ motorbike, watching and sniggering at Jimmy came home.  Pretty soon everybody from the 

street was there, staring in shock, and though they called the Fire Brigade right away it was 

obvious the house was going to be history long before they got there and  Zach could see all our 

patient work over the past weeks going up in smoke. 

So he broke Rule Number One and intervened directly.   

At first he tried to put the fire out without being seen, but that didn’t go so well because 

some of the kids were pointing at his outline in the air, where you could see it against the smoke, 

and the house was still burning, and although you could hear the sirens in the distance everybody 

knew they weren’t going to get there in time. 

I don’t think an angel would ever say “Oh, shoot,” but I knew that was exactly what Zach 

was saying to himself, and then “Oh, screw it,” and he let lose his powers. 

 



44 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

One second the fire had stopped burning, like it was frozen. 

The next second all the burnt parts turned back into unburnt parts, like a film being 

wound backwards. 

And the second after that the house was back to the way it was before – there wasn’t even 

any smoke – and there was Zacharias, wings, white robe and all, standing there in the garden as 

large as life. 

Chase and Luis nearly fell off their bike, and as people began applauding Zacharias he 

pointed right at them and everybody turned to look at them and in the blink of an eye the motor 

bike turned into a donkey, which brayed loudly and walked off down the street with the pair of 

them aboard, facing its tail, because that was the way Zach had fixed things. 

And then the applause grew louder and the Moms and Dads came forward to shake his 

hand. After that somebody said they wanted to hold a barbeque in his honor and when the Fire 

Department had been sent on its way, a bit disgruntled about the false alarm, the barbeque spread 

into the whole street, and as people on that block and the next couple of blocks came home from 

work and school and soccer and things, they all joined in. 

I could tell that Zach liked it. Well, who wouldn’t? He liked the attention, and the 

congratulations, and people telling the stories of how Chase and Luis had been defeated and 

realising he’d been behind it all, and I felt good for him. He kept my part of it to himself, like I’d 

asked him to, and that was fine. But by the time the party was half way through it was clear 

nobody wanted him to go away. 
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I mean, this is not surprising either: who wouldn’t like to have an angel living in their 

street, especially an angel who had seen off the local bad guys? Especially as, though he’d seen 

them off, he hadn’t exactly crushed them into oblivion, they might always come back. 

So he’s moved into the tree on the corner of Marshall and Hazeltine full time, and lets 

anybody see him who wanted to. Any time they felt nervous all they had to do was glance up and 

see him there, glowing slightly like a big white bird, among the branches. 
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13 

Subject:  ANGELIC SPLITSVILLE 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: March 1st 

 

Nothing stays the same, Welly, right? Quite a lot of changes here since I wrote last 

month. Hazeltine is a different street now. All the gardens are blooming, all the houses have got 

a new coat of paint and all the kids are doing well in school. 

Zach flies off most days to spend time with other angels around the valley, but every 

night he comes back and sits in the garden and people come to him with their problems and ask 

his advice and he tells them what to do and they do it. 

Chase and Big Luis are still around but they’re like forgotten men. Nobody steals 

anything any more round there. Neighbors help each other. There’s block parties every Saturday, 

but nobody gets drunk. If anybody looks like they’re going to get drunk Zacharias just glances at 

them and they decide to switch to Sprite or something. In fact, nobody really does anything 

without asking Zach first if it’s okay, and everybody is cool with that. 

Except me. It’s funny, because he’d come to me for help and made me part of something 

that was really pretty good – and it doesn’t feel right to me. It’s good, yes, but it’s good in an 

artificial way, because Zach’s running everything, and you can see the reason for the rule Zach 

told me about at the beginning: behind the scenes only. Because if they came out from behind the 

scenes, angels are just too powerful. 
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People are happy, yes, but the way I see it, they’re happy because they’re obedient. And 

though Zach consults me every now and then and I know I’m always welcome to visit him, I 

don’t feel like his pal or anything. I don’t feel I’m really needed any more. 

Then the other day I ran across Logan Cahn. He was just walking home, carrying his 

school books, and he looked a bit lonely and sad, and I started walking beside him and said 

“Whassup?” 

And he just shrugged and we walked on side by side for a while and he said I heard about 

you hanging out with the angel on Hazeltine and I said Yeah, that had been fun for a while. 

“He can do miracles, right?” Logan said and I said  

“Well, sort of. Too many, sometimes,” and I told him about the way the street is now, and 

the way Zach is, and how I felt like an old sidekick that wasn’t needed any more.  

And then Logan said a funny thing, he said “I know.”  

And suddenly I remembered all the good times him and me had had, the model airplanes 

and the computer games and stuff, before he took Anna Hoffman to the movies, which it turned 

out had just been the once. 

And I said Does your Mom still make those drop scones? And he said Yeah, and we 

walked on for a bit more and he said Shall we ask her if she could make some now? And we 

went to his house and asked her and it turned out she could, just like in the old days. 

And they were really good. 
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14 

Subject:  YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: April 25th 

 

Have you ever seen the middle of a basketball court sucked in like a whirlpool, so all the 

wood around the centre court goes into a funnel shape like it was the middle of a black hole? 

You might have done, things being what they are these days, but this was the first time I’d ever 

seen it, and I’ve read about people’s eyes popping when they see something and never really 

believed it but I’m telling you my eyes popped when I saw this. Not out of my head, of course, 

that would be gross, but kind of bulging, like they wanted to pop right out. I was sitting in the 

bleachers reading The Promise, like you have to, and there was this crackling sound and I looked 

up and there was the basketball court turning into something that ought to be in the center of a 

rogue galaxy. 

And thirty seconds later everything was back to normal. Wood all smooth, not even 

cracked, like nothing had happened, like I’d dreamt it.  I wanted to go and tell somebody, but 

then the Varsity Squad came in to practice and Mr. Tokker walked through on his way to a class 

and looked at me with that look he has and I skedaddled. 

Then there was Math, and I forgot all about it because my brain was hurting from 

calculus and the rest of the day rolled over me, the way days do sometimes. 
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But Tuesday, when Mr. Tokker came in to do History, something was different. You 

know the Louisiana Purchase? He had been making us feel suicidal about the Louisiana Purchase 

for days. He had a knack like that. He could take anything in U.S. History and make it boring. He 

made Valley Forge sound like a cold snap.  He made Pearl Harbor sound like a minor diplomatic 

incident. And when he got started on the Monroe Doctrine, you just wanted to find a small hole 

somewhere and push your head into it. But with the Louisiana Purchase he excelled. By the time 

he had finished explaining it you were beginning to wish the U.S. of A. had stayed safely east of 

the Appalachians. 

But this morning he came bounding into the classroom and said he was Napoleon. Well, 

he said he wanted us all to think WE were all Napoleon and to imagine what we’d do if we’d just 

conquered Spain and realised the Spanish had a whole bunch of land in a far away country that 

we could sell to a bunch of rubes who might actually believe it was worth something. And the 

question was: How much would we ask for it? He told us all to write the price we wanted on 

pieces of paper, fold them up and pass them to the front and he was going to auction the Spanish 

lands off as if he was Napoleon and Kevin Colby was Thomas Jefferson. 

And suddenly the Louisiana Purchase was interesting. Everybody was shouting out their 

bids and offering extra money for the good bits and the whole classroom was alive like it hadn’t 

been for months. 

And while all this was going on I looked at the door where there was a glass panel, one of 

those glass panels with chicken wire in it to stop it being broken, and there was Mr. Tokker 

looking in. 
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Double take, by me. There was Mr. Tokker in front of the class, auctioning off the 

Louisiana Purchase to the highest bidder, and there was Mr. Tokker OUTSIDE the classroom, 

looking in with a worried face. And although the worried face was perfectly normal (especially 

for Mr. Tokker) it was like a moment from a horror movie, when the monster’s head comes in 

the window, because how could he be inside and outside the classroom at the same time? 

What I’m saying is that it was scary, and I stood bolt upright in my seat, and the Mr. 

Tokker inside the classroom said “So, Hunter, what’s your bid for the Mississippi?” and the face 

at the window disappeared and I said “Two cents an acre,” and everybody laughed and the show 

went on. But I felt in my bones something had gone drastically wrong. 

Well, when I say wrong, that’s a value judgement, and they say not to make those, which 

I don’t actually agree with, but anyway. Because it turned out a) Mr Tokker wasn’t the only 

person who suddenly had a twin and b) some of the twins were … okay, let’s take it one step at a 

time. 

There’s a guy in my class who is and always has been a pain. I don’t mean a bully or 

anything like that, I mean the kind of person who always makes you feel messy, lazy and 

generally not together. He doesn’t just NOT laugh at your jokes, he looks at you when you make 

them as if he’s worrying about you. His assignments always look as if they’ve been printed by a 

major publisher and his test scores are always perfect. His name is Jordan Matheson, and after 

the Louisiana Purchase was over he bet me a Mounds Bar he could run round the outside of the 

school faster than I could. 

It was such a weird, random thing coming from him that I said yes right away and 

managed to beat him after knocking about sixteen people down on the way and he gave me this 

Mounds bar and I bit into it and it was made of rubber! There was a bunch of people watching us 
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when he did this, including Anna Hoffman and everybody cracked up at the look on my face, 

and frankly, after about a minute, so did I, because it was pretty funny.  

But Jordan Matheson doing something like this? It was unheard of. And later on, in 

Science, he made a joke about the Periodic Table, which was also unheard of, both him making a 

joke and anybody even being able to think of a joke about something as soul-killingly boring as 

the Periodic Table. And I sensed, even while I was laughing, that the original Jordan Matheson, 

the REAL Jordan Matheson, was out there somewhere, lurking. 

Because now there were two of him, just like there were two Mr. Tokkers. 

I went on the Internet and found out the name for these things is Doppelgangers, which 

has a nice scary ring to it even if the Doppelgangers themselves weren’t scary. Well, mostly. 

Because they seemed to be like a mirror image of the people they were twinned with, and as 

boring Mr. Tokker’s Doppelganger is bright and interesting and cold, efficient Jordan 

Matheson’s double is laid back and funny, Owen Jackson’s other half is not someone you want 

to meet behind the bike sheds. Owen is the sweetest kid in our year, always bumbling about 

looking for something he’s lost and always ready to break off looking for it to help you find 

something you’ve lost, or give you the answer to a question for homework, or pass a message on 

to somebody you don’t want to talk to face to face. 

His Doppelganger, by contrast, slammed my head in a locker door for saying Hi in the 

wrong tone of voice. And then there’s a kindly old janitor named Jesus whose double threw a kid 

named Brian onto the roof of the Homecoming Decorations storage unit for asking if his birthday 

was really December 25th. 

And now the Doppelgangers have started fighting. I mean, you can understand that. The 

REAL Mr. Tokker may be boring, but he thinks he’s entitled to be that way if he wants. He 
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doesn’t want somebody else going around being him and he REALLY doesn’t want that person 

making him look like a jerk by being interesting. 

Or having to share his paycheck with him.  

Or his apartment.  In fact Mr. Tokker Mark II has tried to move into Mr. Tokker Mark I’s 

apartment but he’s thrown him out. So Mr. Tokker Mark II had got together with a whole bunch 

of other Doppelgangers and rented a building on Sherman Way, which they call, I guess 

inevitably, Twin Towers. 

But these are grown-up doppelgangers. Most of the kid doppelgangers just go home with 

the originals and sit down at the table with them and behave as though they were meant to be 

there. And the parents? You would expect the parents to stick up for the originals, but most of 

them think this is a perfect opportunity to give grief to their real kids by pointing out how much 

better behaved, or interesting, or charming their alternative versions are, and you can imagine the 

trouble this is causing. 

I saw some of it firsthand.  Jordan Matheson, the cool, calm collected original, jumped 

the cheerful laid back Jordan Matheson when he was on his way to English and started hitting 

him with a hardback copy of Huckleberry Finn and saying he was making a mockery of him and 

he wanted him to go back where he came from. I tried to pull them apart and then one of them hit 

me and I hit back and pretty soon I wasn’t sure which one I was hitting or exactly what all this 

stuff was going to achieve. 

And then a copy of Algebra Two hit me on the back of the head and I looked down the 

gap between the English Block and the Science Block and knew that I had bigger things to worry 

about than the bad relations between Jordan Matheson Mark I and Jordan Matheson Mark II, 

because the kid who threw the Algebra book was definitely me. 
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I went to find him right away, but he made himself scarce. I caught glimpses of him at the 

end of corridors and once saw his reflection in a window, but apart from that there’s been very 

little contact. 

I know he’s there, though, waiting for his chance. 

It was after I saw him that I went home and told Hannah what had been going on, and her 

face kind of cleared when I did because she said it explained a lot of other weird stuff that’s been 

happening, including the fact that I’d been much quieter than usual when we’d been to P.F. 

Chang’s on Tuesday, and I had that sinking feeling in my stomach because I’d been at Logan’s 

that day and knew that my alter ego had eaten the Orange Shrimp and Spicy Eggplant that should 

have been mine. 

So clearly something has to be done, and as Hannah has just asked if I want to come 

along with her to Caltech to see some guy there who might know about dealing with 

Doppelgangers I will break off this e-mail now and let you know what happened the next time I 

write. 
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15 

FROM THE DIARY OF ANNA HOFFMAN 

 

I had a weird experience today: Hunter Grace came and talked to me. I know he has 

always wanted to come and talk to me, but he never has before. I have wanted to be nice to him 

ever since his Mom and Dad disappeared, because I want to make him less sad inside (he never 

shows he is sad on the outside) – but he is not an easy person to get close to. 

So I was quite surprised when I looked round while I was eating my lunch and there he 

was beside me, sort of pretending it was totally random. I said Hello and he said Hello and went 

on eating and I asked how his sister was and he sort of shrugged. 

That was when I realized it wasn’t Hunter sitting next to me, it was his Doppelganger. 

Because the real Hunter would never shrug about his sister. She came back from college when 

the thing with their parents happened and she has always been there for him and he really cares 

about her. He’s very proud of her and however shy he is if you ask him about Hannah he will 

always tell you some story of something she’s done or is going to do and how smart she is and 

kind, which I think is true. 

But the funny thing is I hadn’t really realized this until I asked the Doppelganger Hunter 

what she was up to and realized he didn’t particularly care about her at all. And that made me see 

how much Hunter DOES care about her, and how he is hiding all the hurt from their parents 

being killed and that made me care about him a whole lot more than I did before. 

The real Hunter, I mean, not the Doppelganger. But the real Hunter would never have 

come and sat down beside me, so I guess I will never get to show him that I do care about him, 

and help him with all the stuff that is making him sad inside. 
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But I guess that is the way life works. Not fair. Never has been, I think.  

But interesting. 
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16 

Subject:  THE MAN FROM CALTECH 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: April 30th 

 

Hannah and I went to Caltech in the Singularity Van with the fancy logo and the flashing 

lights and some Spectrum Analysis Machines for which the manual hasn’t arrived yet. and we 

got on the 101 and headed east past Griffith Park and the Warner’s and Disney Studios, through 

Glendale and into Pasadena.   

Pasadena always seems like a different country from the part of the Valley where we live, 

with all those wide grass verges and big old trees hanging over the streets and the giant houses 

set back on lawns that look as if they needed about ten Mexican gardeners to keep all green and 

smooth. I think even the weather is different there, maybe because there’s not so much asphalt as 

there is near where we live in Van Nuys. 

Anyway, we got off the Freeway and drove down to Caltech, which may be a major 

player in the world of science but manages to look quiet, respectable and a bit like one of those 

old world hotels. It was founded by a guy called Amos G. Throop (great name, huh?) in 1891, 

but it’s right on the leading edge of everything that’s happening in science today.  

They run the NASA Jet Propulsion Laboratory and send signals telling satellites and 

space ships like Voyager what to do after they’ve been launched from Cape Canaveral.  They 

also look out about fourteen billion years into space through the telescopes in San Diego and 

Hawaii, the Laser Interferometer Gravitational-Wave Observatory in Louisiana (how cool does 
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that sound?) and the Spitzer Space telescope in, well, space. To say nothing about their 20,000 

Leagues Under the Sea stuff in the Marine Laboratory in Corona del Mar.  

There’s about thirty Nobel Prize Winners there, and Albert Einstein and Richard 

Feynman used to hang out in the cafeteria discussing whether God played dice with the 

Universe. 

Needless to say I didn’t know much of this, or any of this actually, until Hannah took me 

in to see her pal Jeremy Kaplan in the underground cave where he has his laboratory. Well, it’s 

not really a cave, but it sure feels like one, and it’s so full of pipes and tubes and wires and things 

crackling with electric sparks that Steven Spielberg would have been proud to shoot a movie 

there.  

You can be certain of one thing about Jeremy, by the way. He is one hundred per cent 

nuts. But in a good way. Well, I think a good way. He would have been the size of a slightly 

underdeveloped Hobbit if it wasn’t for his hair, which sticks out around his head like a nuclear 

explosion and nearly brings him up to average height. I think it was all the electricity around him 

that made it stick out like that. I saw him run a comb through it once in an optimistic way, but it 

just ended up with washers, bolts and paperclips flying from all over the room and fastening on 

the comb.  Perhaps it was all the electricity that makes him talk so fast too. As we came down the 

stairs he said all in one sentence “Murray Gell thought up quarks in this room and before him 

Teddy von Karman invented swirling vortices. So if you have a problem with Doppelgangers I 

think you’ve come to the right place.” 

He also asked Hannah if she had a boyfriend (yeah, really, he’s that cool) but she 

pretended not to hear him. 
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He cleared a space on top of a couple of oscillators and gestured for us to sit down, which 

we did in spite of the sparks and the low humming sound that was coming out of it, and my sister 

gave him the gist of what I’d told her and as she talked I saw Jeremy watching her and falling 

slowly in love.  Actually, not so slowly. When she had finished she said “So, what do you 

think?” and he just stared at her with his eyes going round in circles like they do in the cartoons 

and said “What?” and I knew he was gone. 

“About the Doppelgangers,” said my sister. “What to do about them,” and he snapped out 

of it and immediately launched into a totally brilliant response to everything she’d said, which he 

must have taken in somehow despite his eyes going round and round.  

This time it was me not taking it all in but I remember it involved fractals, the Fibonacci 

sequence, Hypercharge Symmetry  and the Higgs Bosun. He finished up by saying “But it’s 

okay, it can all be reversed, just come over here,” and we did, and there it was: the coolest 

machine I’ve ever seen. 

It was like a tall thin pyramid with a globe on top, and when the globe spun it drew lines 

of blue energy up from the pyramid so they went round and round the globe like the rings around 

Saturn, and then rose up again and made a kind of lotus shape above the globe, all the colors of 

the rainbow, while little arms came out of the pyramid and began to go round very very fast.  

There was an ozone smell, like you get sometimes by the sea, and the whole thing made a 

noise so high and piercing you could feel your eardrums turning the jelly as you listened. My 

sister gestured urgently for him to turn it off and even then none of us could hear a thing for 

about two minutes. Finally she said: “What does it do, Jeremy?” and he smiled and said “If I 

took it to your brother’s High School and put it in the gymnasium the Doppelgangers would 

disappear.” 
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“Wow,” I said. “Let’s try it.” But Hannah shook her head. 

“Not till you’ve sorted out the noise,” she said. “Because if we put that in a public place the way 

it is people will go deaf and sue us, and they’ll be right,” and I think if she’d have told him he 

needed to paint it baby blue and add balloons he’d have said Brilliant, why didn’t I think of that? 

Like I say, he was gone, and I was sort of happy for her, because what with looking after 

me and holding down a job and all she hasn’t had many boyfriends since Mom and Dad 

disappeared. Any, really. And even a nerdy kind of boyfriend like Jeremy was definitely better 

than nobody. 

I suppose. The truth was, Wellington, I was in kind of two minds about Hannah having 

boyfriends. I mean, I want her to be happy, but I also want to make sure she’s around for me, and 

I have a suspicion boyfriends might get in the way of that. Selfish, huh? 

Yeah, true. So I try not to think like that. 

Anyway they started discussing things in more detail then, and I wandered away and 

started looking at the weird things scattered all over the lab, which I was sure Jeremy had 

forgotten, or which possibly had been left there by Murray Gell or Richard Feynman or possibly 

Albert Einstein himself. One looked like an umbrella you put on your head and when you did it 

lit up and projected what you were thinking on the ceiling, which unfortunately made them 

notice me and prevented me from trying a thing that looked like a laser gun which, Jeremy said, 

would have opened a crack in the fifth dimension if I’d squeezed the trigger. 

And that was when Hannah said I think that about wraps things up, then, Jeremy. Let us 

know when you think the machine’s ready to try, and we went home. 
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17 

Subject:  TRIPLE TROUBLE 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: May 10th 

 

Well, the Doppelgangers have been playing up more and more since the last time I wrote 

you, Wellington. Jesus, the janitor I told you about, reacted badly to some teasing by the 

Visigoths, our football team, and chased them around the pitch with a mop, batting at them quite 

hard and they were going Ow, stop that, that hurt. You’d have thought they’d have tackled him 

in the first minute but they were all so surprised and scared they just ran and Jesus’ 

Doppelganger ran round and round the football field like a sheepdog after a flock of sheep and 

everyone was cracking up until the Principal came and fired him.  

Then the original Jesus, who’d been tied up in the basketball shed, burst out the door and 

the Doppelganger Jesus attacked him and it took the whole football team to drag him off until the 

cops came and took him away. They nearly arrested both of them in fact, cops being what they 

are, and then the Principal began to explain about them being Doppelgangers and the cops 

decided it would just be simpler if they removed the one they happened to have had the cuffs on 

at that particular moment. 

The original Mr  Tokker has taken to turning up early in class so he can lock the door on 

his twin and get on with his teaching, but because we like the twin better when the Principal 

arrives we always say the real Mr. Tokker is the imposter and he’ll be dragged away yelling fit to 

bust while the false guy comes into the room and makes the lessons interesting again. 
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Cruel, but fair. 

Doppelganger Owen beats somebody up nearly every day, Doppelganger Jordan has 

brought a portable hammock to class and begun going to sleep during lessons on the origins of 

the Civil War, and my Doppelganger has started appearing in newspaper pictures of fires, car 

crashes and arrests around the Valley, lurking on the edge of crowds and making a peculiar 

shape with his fingers like Mr Spock does in Star Trek. 

And then finally Jeremy phoned my sister and said he’d ironed out the problems with the 

machine and if we could arrange for the Doppelgangers and their originals to be in the gym at a 

certain time on a certain day, he’d sort everything out. 

This needed the Principal to be involved too, of course, but believe me he was more than 

ready to co-operate (things had been getting pretty sticky in the staff room, with so many extra 

teachers all claiming to be the real thing, and scuffles over there not being enough coffee and 

doughnuts) but Hannah had asked me for my ideas first and I’d came up with something, which 

was what they finally decided to do. 

It was a Doppelgangers vs. Originals Basketball game, with a specially designed uniform 

for each side and a trophy for the winners.  

I don’t think anybody cared about the trophy, really, that was just to make it seem more 

normal – but I knew that everybody who HAD Doppelgangers would turn up because they had 

major issues with them, and from the insulting remarks ABOUT the Doppelgangers that I 

secretly put up on notices around the school I was pretty sure the Doppelgangers would turn up 

too, to wreak their revenge. 

Naturally everybody in the George W. Bush High School was determined to be there to 

watch, whether they had a Doppelganger or not, and the gym was packed. We had installed 
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Jeremy and his machine under the bleachers earlier in the day, and tested it while the gym was 

empty and as he’s promised it made no sound at all, and we hoped the ozone smell would be 

hidden by the aroma of several hundred high school kids, which would normally mask the smell 

of a dead horse. 

Then it was nail-biting time, wondering which Doppelgangers would turn up to be given 

their uniforms, but one by one, they did, even including mine, who apart from giving me a truly 

evil look, mostly tried to pretend I didn’t exist. It wasn’t until the whistle blew and the referee 

started the game that I realised he too had a Doppelganger, and there were going to be two calls 

on every foul. 

Not that it made much difference. As dirty games went, that set kind of a record. There 

was blocking, charging, elbowing, hand checking, holding, screening, over the back, over the 

shoulder, punching, pushing, reaching in, reaching out and more tripping than a roomful of 

potheads. To say nothing of outright fighting. 

Bad Owen threw Good Owen right up into the net, where he was stuck for several 

minutes, kicking his feet wildly. Bad Jesus held the ball like a football and ran around the court 

with everybody chasing him, first clockwise and then anti clockwise.  Laid back Jordan took a 

nap on the three point line and Conscientious Jordan fell right over him. The two Refs tripped 

each other. And my Doppelganger climbed onto my shoulders when I was trying to make a 

throw, grabbed the ball and hurled it back down the other way. 

You can imagine the way the people watching were eating this up with a spoon, but by 

fifteen minutes in I was gritting my teeth and sending mental messages to Jeremy and my sister, 

hidden under the bleachers, to turn his stupid machine on and get it over with. 
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Then he did and I seriously wished he hadn’t. Because suddenly instead of two of me 

there were three of me. 

And as I looked wildly round the court there were three of everybody else as well. 

As you can imagine, the crowd went wild. If the game had been crazy before, it was now 

a total madhouse, and the automatic scoring machine was racking up scores like no scores ever 

seen at our school before. 

In the moment of shocked silence when the extra Doppelgangers appeared – 

Trippelgangers I suppose they were – I heard Jeremy’s voice from under the bleachers say “Oh, 

shoot, that wasn’t supposed to happen” and Hannah saying “Turn it the other way, turn it the 

other way.”  

And Jeremy tried, and nothing happened – and believe it or not he got a wrench out of his 

pocket and lay on his back under the machine and started messing with bolts. Talk about hi-tech! 

And finally, just as the Trippelgangers were morphing into Quadruplegangers he got the 

knob to turn round, and I heard a clunking noise from the machine, as if it was changing gears, 

and one by one the number of players on the court began to go down, Quadruplegangers merging 

into Trippelgangers and Trippelgangers becoming Doppelgangers again and Doppelgangers 

merging with their originals until there was only one Ref instead of two and then the buzzer went 

to signal the end of the game and we all stood looking at each other, kind of amazed, before 

turning to the bleachers to acknowledge the cheers of the crowd, which, bizarre though the game 

had been, was kind of gratifying. 

And you know something, when Mr. Tokker turned up to teach us about the Missouri 

Compromise yesterday, he definitely wasn’t the Other Mr Tokker, but he was a heck of a lot 

more interesting than he ever had been before he got a Doppelganger. 
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So, the whole thing hadn’t been a totally wasted experience after all. Tell me more about 

the Talking Tigers next time you write. They sound kind of interesting. 
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18 

Subject:  DEVILISH GOOD 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: May 27th 

 

Kevin Dolman was hanging around me and Logan Cahn and we were trying to ditch him 

when we heard the Devils had come back to the Emperor’s Chopsticks. There’s nothing wrong 

with Kevin except that he’s possibly the most boring person in the San Fernando Valley.  He 

talks about things you’re interested in, but two minutes after he starts you began to wonder why 

you WERE interested in them in the first place. Whether it’s baseball or cars or movies or hot 

chicks, his stream of obscure facts, irrelevant statistics and pointless meanderings seems to drain 

all the point out of them like water going down a plughole. He tells jokes, too, which you know 

will go on for a very long time and end up being about as funny as a two hour traffic jam. In fact, 

being with Kevin is just like being in a two hour traffic jam, except it seems to go on for four 

hours. 

Knowing this, perhaps, has a) given him a skin as thick as a Tyrannosaurus Rex and b) 

the persistence of a very insensitive mosquito. What I’m saying is, once he gloms onto you it’s 

REAL hard to ditch him, and as a result of that when we picked up on the buzz about Hell 

opening up again on Victory Boulevard and headed for the Emperor’s Chopsticks to see what 

was going down, Kevin was coming with us whether we wanted him to or not. I could hear 

Logan grinding his teeth even above the noise of the traffic. 

Logan hangs with me, not me and Kevin. 
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This time nobody had seen the ground open up in the strip mall, but I think it must have 

happened during the early hours of the morning, because when Mr. and Mrs. Nu arrived to open 

up the Devils were already there asking for Kung Pao chicken for breakfast. Mr Nu doesn’t do 

breakfasts, of course, but the Devils said if he’d let them in the shop they’d help him get set up 

for the day and Mr Nu was too nervous to say no. It was some time before he was able to sneak 

away to call my sister, and by then she could already hear the sound of cooking in the 

background. 

By the time Logan and me and Kevin got to the strip mall, there were three Devils in the 

Chopsticks, two of them working alongside Mr. and Mrs. Nu in the kitchen and one serving. 

They turned out to be quite distinguished devils, too, and when Kevin asked their names (only 

Kevin would do that, to add to his store of uninteresting facts, or interesting facts he would soon 

make uninteresting) they introduced themselves as Dagon, Baker of Hell, (big red belly) Xaphan, 

Chief Stoker of Hell (big red biceps) and Malphas, Demon of Misunderstanding, whose eyes 

cross when he concentrates. Malphas had put himself in charge of taking the phone orders, until 

everyone realised that was a really bad idea, but Xaphan the Stoker made the Nu’s old cooker 

work a million times more efficiently than it ever had before, and Dagon the Demon Baker soon 

got better at making Kung Pao chicken than the Nu’s had ever been. 

The Devils also invented several dishes of their own, including Infernal Shrimp, 

Diabolical Dumplings and Brimstone Pork with Oyster Sauce. By the time my sister arrived in 

the Singularity Van there was a line halfway round the block and Mr. and Mrs. Nu were beaming 

from ear to ear. No, they told her, despite their earlier call they didn’t want the Devils sent back. 

On the contrary, they hoped they’d stay. 
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I was the one who noticed there was also a demon in the Battered Women’s Thrift Store 

(Asmodeus, Lord of Transformations) and another in Panjeet’s Videos, (Kobal, Entertainment 

Director of Hell). A devil called Nudibras, who I later found out was Hell’s Publicist, kept 

fiddling with the marquee, rearranging the letters to create more and more enticing invitations to 

stop by: combinations of words people simply couldn’t resist. 

Logan wandered into Panjeet’s videos to look at the shelves (he told me later the new 

titles were amazing) and Kevin climbed up the ladder after Nudibras to hand him new letters 

and, doubtless, bore the tail off him, while Hannah beckoned me to come into the van with her 

and consult. “Any ideas about how I can get them to go back?” she said, and I had to admit I 

hadn’t. There was no point in offering them Kung Pao Chicken this time – in fact I realised that 

it was the Chicken I’ve persuaded them to eat that had really made them pay a return visit. “Let’s 

go talk to them,” I said, “find out what they’re up to,” and as it was now seriously crowded 

around The Emperor’s Chopsticks we went into the Thrift Store to talk to Asmodeus, Lord of 

Transformations. 

He was having fun, not selling people individual items of thrift store tat but whole outfits 

combining things that somehow went together really well and then adding something – a scarf or 

a tie or a hat which suddenly made it look – well, stylish. As a result the Thrift Store was doing 

better business than it had done for a long time and the Thrift Store ladies were poking each 

other in delight as the racks of clothes that had sat there for months and in some cases years, 

began to thin out as people drifted in, attracted by the sight of customers coming out looking as if 

they were leaving Abercrombie and Fitch. 
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When I went up to him, Asmodeus had just got a kid from the community college decked 

out with a blue blazer, gray slacks and a captain’s hat (for a total of $11.50) and he was smiling 

when I said “Sir, I was wondering if I could ask how long you guys are planning to be here?”  

He turned his smile on me, showing a mouthful of very white, slightly pointy teeth, and 

his tail came up beside him, the forked end stroking his shoulder as he spoke.  

“Well, we’re kind of Siamese Twins now, aren’t we?” he said. He saw I looked puzzled. 

“Earth and Hell,” he said and when I still looked puzzled he said that what the Singularity had 

done was create a pathway direct from his world to ours. It had appeared in the past, he said, but 

this time it looked as if it was permanent, or at least going to last for a very long time. 

“I’m not surprised,” said Mrs. Blavatsky, who ran the store. “What else you expecting for 

sinfulness like ours?”  It sounded even ruder in Mrs. Blavatsky’s Russian accent. Did I mention 

she came from Omsk? Asmodeus looked hurt. “You seem to think Hell is a bad place.”  

“You’re telling me it’s not?” said Mrs. Blavatsky. “You may be very pleasant devil, sir, 

and we appreciate your help in shifting the merchandise, but isn’t Hell the domain of the Lord of 

Lies, also known as Beelzebub and Mephistopheles? In fact, the home of Satan himself?” 

“Certainly,” said Asmodeus, “but the idea that Satan is some kind of monster is a 

complete misunderstanding.” 

“What about Hell Fire?” said Mrs. Blavatsky. “You saying is also misunderstanding? 

Because we seeing that when crack opened.” 

“No,” Asmodeus admitted. “Hell is indeed full of boiling pits of lava, clouds of 

brimstone, large caverns lit by baleful red light and great grouts of fire. But that’s all about heat, 

not evil. It’s our world, and we’re happy there.” 
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I began to realize that some of the stuff we had heard about Hell might not be as true as 

they wanted us to think. But Mrs. Blavatsky wasn’t easy to convince. 

“What about those poor damned souls from Earth who have spend eternity in those 

boiling pits for their sins?” she demanded. 

Asmodeus frowned and shook his head. “No,” he said, “that’s not how it works. We have 

had some visitors in the past when the membrane has been thin, but nobody’s SENT there. Who 

would send people there?” 

“The Lord,” said Mrs. Blavatksy. “Because of their evil ways.” 

Asmodeus cocked an eyebrow. “You don’t think of Him as a loving God?” he asked. 

“Of course we do,” said Mrs. B. 

“Then why would He send people to Hell?” asked the demon, and Mrs. B. had no 

immediate reply to that. 

“What my sister and I would like to know, though,” I chipped in, trying to get back to the 

point, “is what you guys plan to do, long-term. I mean, this part of Van Nuys isn’t the main 

centre of Los Angeles, you know.”  

 “We’re just getting our feet wet,” said Asmodeus. “The long-term plan is to establish 

good relations between here and Hell. This seemed like a good place to start.” 

Hannah tried to look stern and official. “You may be breaking some laws,” she said. “The 

U.S. government has strict policies on illegal immigrants.” 

“That’s alright,” replied the demon, “We go back to Hell most nights.”  

Hannah wasn’t quite sure how to respond to that, but she said “There’s also work 

permits, you aren’t allowed to do jobs in America without work permits.” 
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“And who’s going to ask us for them?” asked Asmodeus, and I saw a gleam in his eyes 

which I can only describe as devilish.  

Hannah swallowed, but carried on gamely. “I’m from the Department of Homeland 

Singularity,” she said, “but there is also a Department of Homeland Security, that deals with 

threats to the safety of the U.S.A. I wouldn’t mess with them if I were you.” Asmodeus nodded 

thoughtfully and then reached out with his Devilstick and gently touched it to a mannequin in the 

Thrift Store window.  

The mannequin jumped about four feet in the air and then disintegrated. 

“I’m looking forward to meeting those officials,” said Asmodeus, “if they really want to 

meet me.” Then he smiled at Hannah. “But I’d much rather deal with you. I’m sure we can iron 

out any technical problems about our being here.  Is there a number I can call you on?” And 

Hannah found herself giving her business card to one of the Lords of Hell. 

Then he turned to me. “You’ve been helpful to us as well, Hunter” he said, “and we 

appreciate it. You have a cellphone too?” and it seemed as if it would be rude not to tell him 

what my number was. He clicked his fingers and Dagon, the Baker of Hell, came out of the 

Emperor’s Chopsticks with a complimentary assortment of their newly invented Diabolo Buns, 

which were delicious, though even as we ate them Hannah and I knew things were getting a bit 

more complicated than we could really cope with. 

Logan was coming out of Mr. Panjeets with a stack of DVD’s, and up on the steps to the 

marquee Kevin Dolman was sharing a joke with Nudibras. And it wasn’t just Kevin yukking it 

up, it was the Chief Publicist of Hell was too, the sun glinting off his pointy teeth so brightly it 

dazzled your eyes. He was laughing! At one of Kevin Dolan’s jokes! 

Things are clearly going to get much more complicated. I’ll keep you in the loop. 
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19 

MEMORANDUM TO THE PRESIDENT 
FROM THE DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND SINGULARITY 

 

Mr. President, as requested, here is the Department’s assessment of the dangers posed by 

the widespread appearance of demons across the continental United States. 

On the one hand, they do not seem to be an immediate threat to law and order. They 

come out only during the day and return to their place of origin at night. 

They make efforts to blend in to the local community, and have even begun doing 

voluntary work, if of a slightly unconventional kind. 

But they are clearly not afraid of law enforcement officials, or officials of any kind, and 

have managed to intimidate any who have challenged them. They carry weapons with unknown 

reserves of power, and can move much faster than human beings. 

On the other hand, their intentions appear to be benign, and they have applied for 

charitable status for an organization they have set up called the All American Hades Association, 

known by its abbreviation as AAHA! 

Devils, operating in pairs, have begun going door to door all over the country inviting 

people to join and offering badges, baseball caps and an introductory book of positive comments 

about devils from famous people. 

The purpose of this campaign seems to be to foster good relations between the United 

States and Hell. 
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20 

EXTRACTS FROM THE BOOK OF DEVILRY 
PUBLISHED BY  

THE ALL AMERICAN HADES ASSOCIATION 
 

“It is no good casting out devils. They belong to us. 

We must accept them and be at peace with them” 

D. H. Lawrence, British novelist 

 

“The Devil is Sometimes a gentleman.” 

Percy Shelley, British poet. 

 

“If the devil does not exist, 

and man has therefore created him, 

he has created him in his own image.” 

Fydor Dostoyevsky, Russian novelist 

 

“The devil is in the details.” 

New York Bar Association 

 

“The devil looks after his own.” 

Association of American Bankers 
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21 

Subject:  WHAT HAPPENED TO KEVIN DOLMAN 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: May 27th 

 
But you know the best quote of all, Wellington, the one the demons are proudest of, is 

actually one preachers read out in Churches. This is it:  “The Devil finds work for idle hands.” 

And that’s exactly what they’re now setting out to prove. The way they’re doing it is 

simple: they sit down with people and find out what they really want to do.  

Then they encourage them to do it.  

Turns out most people have at least one good idea to make money or make their lives 

better or make something they really want and all they don’t have is – well, willpower.   

The motor to make things go. 

The devils have a knack of helping them with that. They show people how to say not just 

I want – but I’m gonna get. 

Which was how they got to Kevin Dolman. I had thought if there was one thing that 

might make the demons turn around and head back to the brimstone it would be having their ears 

bent by Kevin Dolman, but it turns out not only do they think he’s funny, but they’re actually 

taking some of his stupid ideas seriously. 

For the longest time Kevin has been telling us all how he’s going to make his fortune one 

day by collecting all the old broken and abandoned electronic games kids have stopped playing 

with or their parents had thrown out, and rebuilding them as cool new machines that do things no 

other games machines did. 
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He would go on for hours about this, talking about cannibalizing parts and fusing chips 

and joining X-Box games with Play Station games and things from inside old Space Invaders 

and we all stopped listening to him years ago because nothing ever happened. 

But Nudibras, his particular demon pal from the marquee, challenged him to actually do 

something. Kevin has a shedload of broken games he’s bought from yard sales over the years 

and had never actually looked at, and Nudibras found this big Mexican kid with a cleft palate 

who sits alone on his porch moist days footling around with a soldering iron and he’s put him 

and Kevin together and said Get on with it. 

And they actually have. It looked really rough, that first one, because they’d stuck a 

bunch of different plastic housings together with glue, and the glue had run, and the screen was 

off a Fisher Price educational toy, but you could play a game on it – they called it Crow Attack – 

that didn’t exist anywhere except on that machine. 

They were going to sell it for about $10 but Nudibras managed to persuade a lady from 

KTLA to come along with a camera crew – it must have been a slow news day – and they were 

on the six o’clock news for about thirty seconds. An hour later a teenager from Beverly Hill 

drove up and bought Crow Attack for $150 and Kevin and the Mexican kid (his name was 

Hernando) were up and running. 

Now they’re paying other kids to bring them broken electronic gear and Hernando is 

getting better and better with the soldering iron and instead of talking, Kevin is doing, which 

suits him much better. In fact, he’s finally learned to shut up from time to time, because he’s 

realised that the less he says the more people listen when he DOES say something. 

Also, now Kevin has money, people are taking him more seriously, which is ridiculous, 

but that’s the way people are. At first there were some sermons in the local churches about kids 



75 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

consorting with devils, but as those kids either began working for Kevin or starting businesses of 

their own, it’s hard for the preachers to say exactly what the devils are doing wrong. 

Some people say the devils are encouraging greed and materialism, but other people say 

if that means folks get up off their asses and make something of themselves, they’re all for it.  

Now they’ve persuaded a bunch of local Moms to turn their knitting circle into a business 

by knitting up designs that a lady on Sherman Avenue had been drawing for a long time and 

nobody had taken any notice of, and turning them into designer clothes. And got a bunch of Dads 

who’d been out of work for a long time to renovate an old truck and take these clothes to markets 

all round LA, where Nudibras had already got some publicity that made people think they were 

cool, and the upshot is that there were streets with money coming into them that haven’t had 

money coming into them for a long, long time. 

Even as he’s got cool and famous, by the way, Kevin has stayed convinced he and I have 

always been great pals, and he’ll tell people if it hadn’t been for Logan and me taking him along 

to the strip mall his life would never have turned around. 

He never seems to realise Logan and me had been trying to ditch him that day.  

Which I guess is just as well. 
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22 

Subject:  KNIGHTHOOD 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: June 3rd 

 

You know how rumors start, Wellybug. Or, no, you don’t.  

I don’t anyway.  

Whenever I hear one it’s always like it started somewhere else, some time back and 

you’re only just picking it up now, but it could be, really, this is just the first time anybody has 

ever said it, and you’re in at the beginning. 

The first person I heard talking about the Holy Grail being in the Valley was Anna 

Hoffman. She was talking about it to Eileen Struther, and Eileen Struther was saying she didn’t 

believe it. I asked what she didn’t believe and Anna told me that some girl had told her the Holy 

Grail had appeared in Pacoima and Eileen Struther repeated that it seemed very unlikely to her. 

And without thinking about it I turned to Anna Hoffman and said Well, what do you 

think?  And she said she’d thought the Holy Grail was supposed to be in England, because that 

was where King Arthur had looked for it, right? 

Normally I find it a bit hard to talk to Anna Hoffman, I don’t know why, but this time I 

didn’t think - I just said that, a) King Arthur hadn’t found it in England, though he’d looked for 

long enough, and b) since the Singularity, a lot of things had been turning up in the Valley that 

nobody expected to be there, and the Holy Grail might be one of them. 
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I couldn’t remember from the Monty Python film exactly WHY King Arthur and his 

Knights had been looking for the Holy Grail, so I asked Anna. Logan Cahn had told me that the 

best way to impress girls was to tell them everything you knew, but he and Anna Hoffman had 

only gone out once, so I wasn’t sure he was right. 

“I think if you drink from it you get eternal life,” she said. “Yeah, that was in the Indiana 

Jones movie,” said Eileen, trying to take over the conversation like she usually does, but I 

ignored her and asked Anna another question. “How could it do that?”  

Anna’s brow furrowed (I read that word in as book recently, and figured out what it 

meant by scowling at myself in a mirror). “I think it’s because it was the cup that Jesus drank 

from at the Last Supper,” she said and then the bell went for the next class. 

I went on the Internet after that and it said things like: “The Holy Grail is a sacred most 

often identified with the dish, plate, or cup used by Jesus in Jerusalem and claimed to possess 

miraculous powers. Joseph of Arimethea is said to have sent the Grail to Britain and founded a 

line of guardians to keep it safe, combining Christian lore with a Celtic myth of a cauldron 

endowed with special powers.” 

The Holy Cauldron didn’t sound half as cool as the Holy Grail, but I tucked that away in 

my mind. 

According to Wikipedia the Knights Templar once looked after the Grail, and so did the 

monks of Montserrat, who might have hidden it under a castle in Spain. Other people say it’s 

buried under Rosslyn Chapel in Scotland or Glastonbury Tor in England or Oak Island, Nova 

Scotia. Or Maryland, America, where Captain John Smith brought it when he was on his way to 

meet Pocahontas. Or it might be in Minnesota, brought there by a bunch of Irishmen named 

O’Dwyer in 1900. 
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So the idea that it might be somewhere in the San Fernando Valley didn’t seem so 

farfetched after all. 

After school I asked Anna Hoffman if she’d like to come with me to the place in Pacoima 

where it had been apparently appeared and she said yes, so we caught a bus to go there. On the 

way I asked her what she’d do if she got eternal life and her brow furrowed again, in a way I 

liked, even if she wasn’t actually able to think of an answer. I didn’t have an answer either, but it 

was interesting to think about. 

We asked the bus driver if he knew where in Pacoima the vision of the Holy Grail had 

appeared and he said Sure, everybody knew, and dropped us next to an electricity substation on 

San Fernando Boulevard. Across the road was the Los Angeles River, which sounds nice but is 

actually a little trickle of water with sloping concrete on either side, where Arnold 

Schwarzenegger rode his motorbike in the Terminator. The railroad tracks run next to the river 

and there are big lots full of used car parts surrounded by razor wire. Beyond them, in the 

distance, are the San Gabriel Mountains. 

But unpromising though this sounds, it wasn’t hard to see we were actually in the right 

place. There was a spray-painted image of the Grail on the wall of the substation and little 

bunches of flowers all around and candles in glass jars. Also old ladies praying and kids hanging 

about, waiting for something to happen. People were very keen to point to the place where the 

Holy Grail had appeared, which was about four feet above the substation, floating in the air all 

glowing and gleaming and looking Holy, but there was no sign of it coming back. 

Anna and I found some shade against a cinder-block wall on the far side of the road and 

sat down on our school bags and watched the people coming and going and I said Do you really 
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think they saw something? And she stared for a long time and finally said Yes.  Then she added 

And it’s not finished yet. 

I was glad about this, because I didn’t want her to feel this had been a wasted journey, 

and then a voice beside me said “Bhfaca tú é, buachaill?” and I turned round to see a VERY 

tough looking guy behind me wearing a leather jerkin and a kind of leather hood like pilots used 

to wear. He had not shaved for a while and he did not smell so great either. I would have decided 

he was a homeless guy and just moved right away if it had not been for one thing. 

He was wearing a sword. 

As you’ll have gathered I was not familiar with a single word the guy was saying – but 

the weird thing was I knew exactly what he meant from the first minute he opened his mouth. I 

wrote down some of it later and went on the Net again and it said it was Gaelic and then I wrote 

it slightly differently and it said Celtic, but the point was it didn’t matter: I understood him, and 

so did Anna. 

What he’d been asking was whether I’d seen the vision of the Grail. I shook my head, 

kind of apologetically, because rough though he looked, for some reason I wanted to help him, 

and I asked him his name 

“Is é is ainm dom thighearna Lachlan.” he said, and Anna said “Lachlan. He’s telling us 

his name is Lord Lachlan” 

I googled Lachlan later, too. It was the original version of the name of King Arthur’s 

right hand man, the greatest warrior in Christendom. 

Lancelot.  Sir Lancelot. And he was here with us on a sidewalk in the San Fernando 

Valley. 
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How he had got here from Arthurian England we had no idea at that point, but that was 

the Singularity for you: that kind of thing happened. And he was speaking in Celtic or Gaelic or 

whatever, because he and Arthur were Celts, fighting the Angles and the Saxons after the 

Romans pulled out of Britain and left them to the barbarians.  

When I got a closer look at his armor , it wasn’t a suit of armor, like in the pictures, more 

bits and pieces he’d collected, and most of it looking as if it had been left behind by the Romans. 

It was dinged and dinted too, like his sword, which made sense because you knew at once this 

was one tough dude. 

 He walked across the road to the substation, scaring the hell out of us because he took no 

notice of the traffic. Drivers were swerving and hooting their horns like crazy, but he just ignored 

them and it was as if they weren’t there as far as he was concerned.  Then he was standing beside 

the place where the Grail had been seen with his head cocked to one side, like he was sensing it. 

Finally he turned to us (we’d followed him but a bit more safely) and said “Tá an áit a 

Huntingdon?” and though we knew it was a question it was a while before we could figure out 

what he meant. 

Which was that he wanted to go to the Huntingdon Museum. 

And as at that minute a bus for Pasadena pulled up beside us, we suggested he get aboard. 

He was a brave guy, Lachlan, because I could see – and suddenly understand - how much 

that thing scared him, with the doors roaring open and the engine growling and he had no idea 

what it was, but he wasn’t going to let it stop him. He had a quest, and that was that. I paid our 

fares – I didn’t want him trying to give the driver a gold doubloon or whatever he had with him – 

and we staggered to the far end of the bus as it headed back into the traffic flow, and we were 

off. 
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Anna and I looked at each other: this was bizarre, but it was also very cool. We were 

traveling on a bus with Sir Lancelot! To find the Holy Grail! Some things about the Singularity 

sucked, but this was not one of them. I asked Lancelot where he’d got the name Huntingdon 

from, and why he thought the Grail might be there. I asked it in English, but I guess he heard it in 

Gaelic because he answered right away. 

“Merthyn dúradh liom” Of course! Obviously it was the kind of thing Merlin might have 

foreseen, even if he didn’t know exactly what he was foreseeing. Merlin had had a vision of the 

Grail in some place called Huntingdon, and Lachlan was following it up. 

I looked at Anna: we were sitting beside a guy who had been taking advice from Merlin. 

And who had sat at the Round Table with King Arthur! 

Anna said: “So what’s he like? Arthur?” I saw a shadow pass across Lachlan’s face and I 

remembered he’d made a move on Arthur’s wife, Gwenevere and it was obvious he still felt bad 

about it.  

“Arthur is a good man,” he said (I’ll skip the Gaelic from now on, you know what it 

sounded like). “A much better man than me,” and he looked straight ahead. I felt I should change 

the subject. 

“And Camelot? What about that?” 

He called it Camelodunum, but I knew it was the same place. “We fight amidst the 

ruins,” he said. Anna and I looked puzzled, and he glanced at us with a sad kind of smile that 

didn’t reach his eyes. “The Legions built it. The Saxons have destroyed it, more than once. We 

fortify what remains and fight on from there.” 
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Suddenly a very different picture of Camelot came into my mind: not knights in shining 

armor sitting around a big table, but a band of Celtic warriors in hand-me-down Roman armor 

putting up a last-ditch stand against the bad guys. 

“And if you find the Grail, it’ll help you win?” said Anna. Lachlan met her eyes and his 

mouth sort of twisted. 

“I’m beginning to think I’m too steeped in sin to find the Grail,” he said, “but I have to 

go on trying because it’s our only hope.” Then the bus came to a stop and the doors hissed open 

and we got down and out into the shady green sunlight of Pasadena, just near Caltech actually, 

and I thought of Jeremy tinkering away in his basement with hadrons and positrons and anti-

matter and I thought if Lachlan met him he would probably think They have their Merlins too, 

which would probably be right. 

But we went into the Huntington instead of Caltech, to look for the Holy Grail.  There 

was quite a lot of space to look in, actually, because the Huntington is a museum and art gallery 

set in 120 acres of gardens where a railroad baron called Henry E Huntington used to live and 

it’s full of  famous paintings and Gutenberg Bibles and First Folios of Shakespeare and stuff like 

the private papers of Abraham Lincoln. But there was nothing in the brochure about the Holy 

Grail and I was thinking, surely, if it’s here, they’d have mentioned it? 

None of this bothered Lachlan. We walked into the huge lobby and he went up to one of 

the curators and said  “Ba mhaith liom a fheiceáil An Soitheach Naofa” and the guy looked at 

him and said “Sure, through there,” and pointed us through a door marked Staff Only into the 

inner sanctum. Anna and I looked at each other and shook our heads. What was it about this guy 

that made people do what he wanted? 
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I read somewhere later about something called Command Presence, and I guess if anyone 

had it, it would be someone like Sir Lancelot. 

Once we were through the Staff Only door, though, we were on our own. It was all empty 

corridors with beige carpets and dim lighting and offices with names on them we didn’t 

recognise. I could see Lachlan wasn’t quite sure what to do – I guess it looked like a labyrinth or 

something to him – but we walked along until we heard somebody shouting behind one of the 

doors. 

“You’re a fool, Carter,” said the voice, and it was not a nice voice, it was the sort of voice 

used by a person who thinks he knows everything and everybody else knows nothing. “It’s 

obviously pre-1786. Duvalier died in the September massacres.” 

“The September massacres were in 1792,” said a nervous voice. “He might have gone on 

engraving after the Revolution broke out.” 

“Don’t insult my intelligence,” barked the harsh one. “Re-label it.” 

And then the door opened and a big, man came out with a fine head of silver hair and a 

very expensive suit and a silk tie that looked as if it had been tied by butlers. He didn’t even see 

us, he just steamed past and disappeared into the inner reaches of the museum. 

Lachlan put a hand up and stopped the door from slamming and went into the office the 

angry man had just emerged from. 

Henry Carter, the guy who had been getting reamed out, sat at his desk looking white as a 

sheet. He was a mild little guy who seemed to have been running his fingers through his hair and 

forgotten to pat it down, and it was clear no butlers had ever been anywhere near him. He 

blinked at us as Lachlan sat down opposite him. 
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“Táim ag lorg an Soitheach Naofa. N'fheadar an féidir leat é a thaispeáint dom,” said 

Lachlan. “I’m looking for the Holy Grail. I wonder if you could show it to me.” 

The little guy blinked nervously. “I’m sorry, I don’t believe that’s an item the Huntington 

has in its collection.” 

“You may not recognise it,” said Lachlan. “But I’d know it if I saw it.” 

I felt I had to help a bit here. I leant towards Henry Carter. 

“His name is Lancelot,” I said. “I think it’s a Singularity thing. I don’t think he’s a 

nutcase.” 

“No,” said Henry, “I don’t think so either.” He turned to face Lancelot. “And you may be 

right. There are many unclassified objects here. We argue all the time about their provenance, 

even what they are. It’s quite possible we bought the Holy Grail among a collection of other 

items and haven’t recognised it.” 

“Well, perhaps you could let me look,” said Lachlan. Henry looked a tad embarrassed. 

“Only Dr. Thorne can authorize that kind of access,” he said sadly, “and I’m afraid it’s 

very unlikely he would, especially if I’m the one asking on your behalf. You may have seen him 

leaving just now.” 

None of us said anything. We had. And then Anna spoke up. “Lancelot’s fighting to save 

Camelot,” she said. “They all are, him and Arthur and all of them at Camelodunum. They think 

the Grail can save them.” 

“I understand,” said Henry Carter. 

“I think we should help him,” said Anna. 

“I’d like to,” said Henry. “I really would.” 
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There was a silence. Then Anna said “I think you should.” Henry looked down at the 

surface of his desk, as if he was ashamed. I knew Lachlan was itching to speak, and holding 

himself back. Henry stared at his desk for a long time, at the label the Dr. Thorne had flung down 

in front of him, covered in angry scrawls. 

And then he looked up at us. He’d made up his mind. 

“Why don’t you just follow me?” he said. And he took a pass out of a locked drawer and 

led the way out of his office. 

None of us said a word as we followed him down the corridor. Several people glanced at 

us, puzzled, as we passed their offices, but nobody tried to stop us. We went down some steps 

and along a narrow concrete corridor and came to an entrance that looked like a bank vault 

where a Guard sat with a bunch of video monitors. He looked up at Henry, surprised. 

“Wasn’t expecting you,” he said, and Henry smiled. “Dr. Thorne’s idea,” he said. “These 

are his guests,” and he handed in his pass. The Guard slid it through a machine and Henry put his 

palm against a screen and we heard some locks clicking inside the metal door and then it swung 

open and we went through. 

When we were inside the vault door closed behind us with a hollow kind of thud and the 

lights went on and it was like being in Aladdin’s cave. Well, if Aladdin’s cave had had metal 

shelving and computer-controlled retrieval systems and tracks in the floor where little automated 

trolleys ran on rubber wheels to bring things to you when the robot arms plucked them off the 

shelves when Henry typed his instructions into an I-Pad. 

What was there? No, the question should be, what wasn’t there? Bronze statues from 

Nigeria. Giant bells from China. A golden throne that some Pharaoh had once sat in. A crown 
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worn by Charlemagne. A suit of armor that belonged to Henry VIII. A silver dinner service 

Napoleon ate off at the Battle of Austerlitz.  

But Henry Carter wasn’t showing us this stuff: he was going through the logical 

possibilities, and he told Lachlan what he was thinking as he went through the catalogue on his I-

Pad screen. 

“It’s a vessel of some kind, right?” he said. “We think of it as a goblet but I know it could 

be a dish, even a bowl.” 

“Or cauldron,” I added. 

 He brought up a bunch of photographs on the screen. “Even that doesn’t narrow it down 

much. Our holdings, even of unidentified material, are very large.” 

“But it’s got to be old,” I said. “Like, two thousand years, right?”  

“Of course,” said Henry, “but if it’s been mis-identified in the past, it may have been 

bundled in with some eighteenth century dinner service or labeled as a 1920’s reproduction.” 

“B'fhearr liom a fhios dó más rud é a chonaic mé é” said Lachlan. “Just bring me close to 

it, I will know.” 

“Very well,” said Henry. “I’ll start bringing some pieces out.” 

And as his fingers flew over the I-Pad, the trolleys started sliding along the rails in the 

ceiling and the robot arms started reaching into the shelves, bringing some of the world’s greatest 

treasures for our inspection.   

Shining silver. Gleaming gold. Handles encrusted with rubies. Rims studded with 

amethysts and diamonds.  

Anna’s eyes shone. 
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But not Lachlan’s. He didn’t care about gold and silver. He didn’t care if things were 

beautiful or ugly. He didn’t inspect the decorations for clues. He just reached out and touched 

things, knowing he’d recognize it when he saw it – and every time he was disappointed. 

There were still plenty of possibilities to look at, but I could feel his spirits sinking. He 

glanced at me. “My sins are keeping me from it,” he said. “I did wrong and I am punished, and 

all Britain will suffer for it.” And I saw a film of tears in his eyes, which, because he was such a 

strong, powerful guy, was really sad. 

“You mustn’t give up,” said Henry. “There’s lots more to look at,” but he never got the 

chance to show it. Behind us the great door to the vault slammed back against the wall and 

seconds later, with the Guard beside him, Dr. Thorne was in the room breathing fire. 

Not literally, of course, but he did make you think of a dragon and Henry sure looked like 

somebody about to be eaten. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Carter?” he shouted. “Who the hell are these 

people? How come they’re here without my authorization?” 

“It’s alright, Dr. Thorne,” said Henry. “Let me explain who they are – “but that was as far 

as he got. 

“There is no explanation,” said Dr. Thorne. “There’s nothing you can say that will excuse 

this. Get them out of here,  go back to your office and start writing your letter of resignation.” 

I looked at the Guard: he was ready for trouble, his hand hovering near the holster so he 

could grab his gun. Then there was a rush of air and I saw Lachlan’s fist slam into the Guard’s 

head so he sank to his knees like a rag doll. 

“Oh God,” said Dr. Thorne, and then a worse word as Lachlan unsheathed his sword and 

pointed it right at his heart. It wasn’t a beautiful sword, there were no decorations on the hilt and 
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the blade was notched in several places – but you could tell it was as sharp as a surgeon’s 

scalpel. A four foot long, twenty five pound surgeon’s scalpel.  A strangled cry came out of Dr. 

Thorne’s throat and he turned and fled. 

Lachlan went after him. 

“No!” cried Henry Carter, and went after them both, and so did Anna and me. This was 

suddenly getting serious. Any minute now there was going to be blood and severed limbs and it 

would be partly our fault. Dr. Thorne might have been a jerk but we didn’t want to see him cut to 

pieces because of it. 

When we caught up with him and Lachlan they were in a space at the centre of the maze 

of shelves and storage cabinets and Thorne had grabbed a big medieval candlestick to fend off 

the sword, but Lachlan was steadily cutting it to pieces as he followed him round the room, and 

great blobs of sweat were falling down Dr. Thorne’s face as he retreated. 

“We have to do something,” Anna whispered. 

But what? I was amazed that Lachlan hadn’t killed the guy already: you could see the 

killing madness in his eyes. I glanced at Henry, hypnotized with horror, and then I looked back at 

Lachlan and the Director and I understood 

 “Mr. Carter,” I said. He looked at me, a scared rabbit. “You ought to go in and save 

him.” 

“What?” 

Anna grabbed my arm. “Are you crazy, Hunter? You’ll get them both killed.” 

But she was wrong, and I knew why. 

“Go and grab Lachlan’s arm,” I hissed to Henry. “Hit him in the face and pull the sword 

away from him.” He stared at me as if I’d just grown another head. 
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“Just do it,” I said. Lachlan’s sword whistled down at Thorne and as another twelve 

inches came off the candlestick. 

Dr Thorne staggered back and found himself hard up against a massive throne.“Go,” I 

said to Henry and shoved him at Lachlan so hard he cannoned right into him, knocking him off 

balance as the sword came down. The blade sliced into the arm of the throne. Lachlan turned to 

glare at Henry but Henry stood his ground. 

“Get off him,” said Henry. “Leave him alone.” Lachlan snarled. “A fháil uaim, a 

spriosain,” he said, and it was not polite. But as Anna’s mouth fell open in sheer astonishment 

Henry grabbed Lachlan’s sword arm and tried to wrench the weapon away. 

Dr. Thorne’s eyes pretty much bugged out of his head. 

Lachlan kneed Henry in the stomach, wrenched the sword free, kicked him 

contemptuously across the room and turned back to Dr. Thorne. 

Dr. Thorne was groveling on the floor now, and I felt Anna glaring at me. What had I 

been thinking?  Was I trying to get more people killed? But I wasn’t looking at her, I was 

looking at Henry, because instead of just sitting there, winded and defeated, as he should have 

been, he launched himself at Lachlan like an angry little rocket, wrapped his left leg around 

Lachlan’s right and managed to bring him down to his knees. 

Once again Dr. Thorne gaped – as Henry grappled the sword out of Lachlan’s hand. 

Lachlan, mad with fury, hurled himself at Henry, slamming him against the wall, 

knocking all the breath out of him. But Henry still had the sword and he gripped it like a 

drowning man holds a life belt and yelled at Dr. Thorne. 

“Get out of here,” he said, “and take the children with you.” 

“He’ll kill you!” said Thorne, awed, as we all were, by Henry’s sheer ferocity. 
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Henry shoved Lachlan back against a huge Egyptian carving and spat over his shoulder. 

“Do it!” he said, and Thorne did not need any more encouragement to get the hell out of 

there, and although Anna did not want to go, I made her, and we grabbed the Guard too, who 

was just coming round, and slammed the door behind us as the fight started up again. 

I kept looking for a signal on my cellphone as we raced back up to the main floor and as 

soon as we had one I dialed 911 and asked for the police. 

“Tell them to bring the medics as well,” said Thorne. “They’re going to be needed.” 

“He was holding us hostage,” I said to Thorne, “That was why Mr. Carter took us down 

there, otherwise we would have been killed.” Anna glanced at me, and then got it. 

“He saved our lives,” she said.  “He was really brave.”  

“He saved your life too,” I said, looking Dr. Thorne. 

“Yes,” he said, as if it was just sinking in. “Yes, he did.” And he blinked. 

The police were there pretty quickly, and so were the ambulances and the paramedics.  A 

KCBS camera van had obviously been tuning in to the emergency band and their van pulled up 

in a shower of gravel and while the Director showed the cops where to go Anna and I talked to 

the reporter about the homeless guy with the big knife who’d forced his way into the Huntington 

using us as hostages and how Mr Carter had saved his boss’s life by taking him on. 

And then the TV reporter got ready to do this piece to camera about how this brave little 

museum curator had sacrificed himself to stop a madman, trying to time it so the paramedics 

would be wheeling the gurney out with a sheet over it just as she signed off. 

But strangely enough instead of the gurney Mr. Carter himself walked out and asked us if 

we were alright. 
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And then the reporter was interviewing him and he was so modest about what he’d done 

Anna and me had to chip in with details of the fight and when Dr. Thorne realised he was being 

upstaged he added a few details of his own and at the end Mr Carter turned straight to the camera 

and said “We who work here at the Huntington are privileged to look after some of the most 

beautiful things human beings have ever created. If it means risking your life to protect them, I 

think we’d all be prepared to do that, wouldn’t we, Dr. Thorne?” and as he said those words 

Anna and I knew nobody would ever be shouting at Henry Carter ever again. 

Not Dr. Thorne or anyone else. 

As for the homeless guy with the big knife, he somehow escaped into the grounds and the 

police dragnet failed to find him. Afterwards Anna said to me “I wish he’d been able to find the 

Grail,” and I said “Yeah, me too, but you know what he did there, letting Mr Carter beat him, 

you know that was?” 

“No,” said Anna. “What was it?” 

“That was a knightly deed,” I said.  

“That was what those guys did.” We were waiting for the bus then, and I saw it pulling in 

towards the stop. 

“That’s why we remember them.” 
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23 

Subject:  THE GIRL WHO COULD FLY 

From: Hunter S. Grace 

To: Wellington Wong 

Date: June 30th 

Anna Hoffman texted me during Biology, which wasn’t like her. We weren’t really 

dating or anything, we didn’t even hang out regularly, just when something was going on. But 

that day she wanted to meet me outside the science block between third and fourth periods. I 

glanced across at her and she looked worried. 

When I got there she was waiting for me, looking around to make sure no-one was 

passing. 

“Hey,” I said. “Whassup?”  

She pursed her lips, as if she really didn’t want to tell me whatever she was telling me. 

Then she bent close and said “Have you ever – ” and then she stopped. 

“Have I ever what?” 

Beat. 

“Flown.” 

I looked at her. “Like in an airplane?” 

She looked at me hard. “No, Hunter, I don’t mean like in an airplane.” 

“Flown,” I repeated, and thought about it. 

“Only in dreams,” I said. 
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“This isn’t dreams,” Anna said. “This is real.” 

             And suddenly she’d tucked her backpack between her legs and risen four feet off the 

ground. I yelled out in sheer surprise. 

“Jeez! What the hell! Get down, get down.” 

As soon as she was on the ground again I said “You can’t do that around here. If they see 

you – “ 

“I know,” she said, “but I had to tell somebody.” She looked so white and scared my 

heart turned over for her and I put my hand on her shoulder. (That was as far as I could go. 

They’re really down on PDA’s at the George W. Bush and beside, Anna and me hadn’t done any 

Displays of Affection yet, Public or otherwise. It hadn’t kind of come up.) 

“When did it start?”  

She looked embarrassed. “I enrolled online in AAHA.” Also defensive. AAHA is the All 

American Hades Association. “It was more of a joke, really. And my little brother’s been trying 

to find an after school job.” 

I think I told you this was one of the things the Devils were really good at – creating jobs 

and helping people score them. It was one of the reasons more and more people kept joining 

AAHA. 

“They were the ones who taught you to fly?” I said.  

“They set up this youth group,” she said, “Kind of like Girl Guides.” 

I said nothing, just kept looking at her. 

“Only this one was called Young Witches.” 

 “Jeez!” I exploded. “Are you nuts?” 
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“I thought it was a joke,” she said. “It just seemed funny. I never thought it would be real. 

Not till the flying started.” 

“Flying,” I said, still trying to get my mind round it. 

“Yeah,” She looked at me again, with a different kind of expression “thing is, Hunter, it’s 

scary, but it’s also kind of cool.” 

I shook my head, but she was already walking away. “I just needed to tell somebody,” 

she called after her. “Keep it to yourself.” 

“You shouldn’t do it,” I called after her. 

“Yeah. Possibly. We’ll see.” And then she was gone. 

But that night she flew over my apartment building. She texted me before she came and I 

looked out of the window and there she was, riding her schoolbag across the houses between 

Hazeltine and Woodman, holding on tight and looking nervous but proud. I got up on the roof in 

time to see her looping the loop. 

“What are you DOING?” I said, though it was pretty obvious. 

“Having fun,” she said.  

 “You’ll get busted,” I said. 

“If they can catch me.” There was a pause. “Wanna see if it’ll carry two?” 

“You’re nuts,” I began and the next minute I was sitting on the back of the schoolbag 

with my arms round Anna Hoffman’s waist and we were rising in the air fifteen, twenty feet 

above the roof of my apartment building. 

I looked down: we were fifty feet over the road. I was scared out of my mind. I was also 

like a little kid going to a party. We were flying! 
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“Hold on tight,” Anna said, and I didn’t mind doing that, except that my stomach kind of 

fell away as we went pretty much straight up, and there was no back to the schoolbag, of course, 

and I knew if I didn’t hold real tight to Anna I might just slip off. It was a still night, there wasn’t 

much wind, but I could feel the air rushing past my face as we shot upwards, and then the whole 

lighted patchwork of the Valley was spread out below us, and the moon was rising over the San 

Gabriel Mountains and Anna said “Do a photo” and I took out my phone and held it out as far as 

I could so you could see both of us and the moon behind us, and it looked gigantic, like another 

planet, and there we were, silhouetted against it just like the kid in ET. Anna looked back at the 

picture. “Cool,” she said. “Send it to me,” and I did. 

Then she had turned the bag around and we were headed south across the 101 and up 

Laurel Canyon over the Santa Monica Mountains that separate the Valley from Hollywood. 

There were plenty of houses up in the mountains, of course, but they were big and set in big 

grounds, so when you looked down, apart from the roads it was mainly miles and miles of dark 

woods and you thought Wow, anything could be happening down there but the truly amazing 

thing is happening up here, with us. 

Then we were over Mulholland, the road the runs along the crest of the mountains and on 

the other side there was all Hollywood spread out below us, like a giant computer grid, from the 

ocean to downtown. But Anna wasn’t looking at them: she was looking at the Hollywood sign.  

She turned to me. “You up for it?” she said and I swallowed and nodded. 

Seconds later we were zooming low over the Hollywood Hills and people eating outdoor 

barbeques were looking up at us with their mouths open and then we were flying over  Lake 

Hollywood and it was as if the white line of the moonlight was racing along with us on the water. 
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And suddenly the Hollywood sign was right in front of us, just inches away and Anna let 

out a yell of delight and we were zooming through the “O” and coming back around again 

through the “D” . 

And then standing for a moment, both of us, on top of the “H” looking down at the 

Capitol Records building and the Kodak Center where they have the Oscars and the Ripleys 

Believe it or Not Museum.  

It was like being King of the World. 

There were the usual klieg lights shining up into the sky from some movie premiere 

down at Mann’s Chinese Theater and Anna and looked at each other and said “Why not?” at 

exactly the same time and about a minute later there we were, high over Hollywood Boulevard, 

letting the spotlights pick us up as we flew backwards and forwards through the beams like a 

moth. 

One by one people on the red carpet saw us and started looking up and pointing, and the 

paparazzi who had been taking pictures of the stars turned their cameras towards us. I wasn’t 

worried: I knew we were too high for anybody to recognise us. Then I heard saw the cops down 

there talking to each other on their radios and I said to Anna let’s get out of here, and we would 

have gone, we would have just zoomed right away before they found us, but she saw this party 

on the roof of the Roosevelt Hotel and she just couldn’t resist. 

I couldn’t really resist either. There were all these beautiful people round the illuminated 

rooftop swimming pool drinking drinks with little umbrellas in them and waiters on white jackets 

serving them trays full of sushi and it was the sort of place you could never get past the bouncers 

if you went there as a normal person and suddenly we said Why not and headed right for it. 
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We came low over the roof, beside the pool, just as a waiter came past with a tray of 

sashimi. 

We took a piece each, and people began turning to look at us, hovering there six feet off 

the hotel roof on the schoolbag, and mouths fell open and glasses were dropped in a really 

satisfying way, and a lady I’d seen on movie screens a dozen times just stood there, with a 

Salmon Skin Roll halfway to her mouth, staring at us, and it was great. 

Then the bouncers started pushing through all the beautiful people to catch us, and we 

kind of smiled and rose up into the air over the pool. 

“We just came to wish you a very happy party,” Anna said. “Have a wonderful time,” 

and then one of the bouncers dived to catch us and fell in the pool and everybody applauded and 

we were out of there, heaving back towards the Hollywood Hills with pieces of sushi in our 

hands. 

We had been to our first Hollywood party, and as we headed north over Coldwater 

Canyon to go finish our homework, I decided that even if witchcraft wasn’t something you were 

supposed to do, and maybe shouldn’t be encouraged, there was a lot to be said for it. 
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24 

WHAT’S UP IN THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY! 
A WEBLOG 

by 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

JULY 7TH 

 
You can blame my friend Wellington Wong in Kuala Lumpur for this because he’s the 

one who has been spreading my e-mails round the Internet and I have got bored with answering 

questions about what happened next so I am doing a blog instead. I will write to you sometimes 

Wellington but this is your own fault and you will just have to read along with everybody else 

now. Not really, pal, but you know I have to blame somebody. The rest of you – well, there’s no 

excuse for bugging me any more. You can write and tell me how great I am, that’s okay. (Just 

kidding).  

So, here is some stuff I heard from Hannah about how they’re doing on fixing the 

Singularity. She said she’d talked to a guy who’s seen the inside of the Hadron Collider where 

the accident happened, and he said the giant pipes were now twisted up like spaghetti and the 

whole inside of the particle accelerator was a plasma swamp of quarks, leptons, bosons, hadrons, 

gluinos, neutrinos and sleptons, all sloshing about like bilge water in the bottom of a sinking 

ship. 

The first engineers who’d gone down there to try to weld the pipes back together again 

had suits made of layers and layers of lead, so they looked like monsters themselves, but when 

they came out and they opened up the suits, some very strange things had happened to them. One 

guy had been turned literally into a black soup and when they opened it he just poured out and 

ran away into a drain. Another guy was transparent, and you could see all his organs. 



99 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

They stopped sending guys in after that, and did it with robots, but sometimes the robots 

come back strangely changed, and sit there, still working, but refusing the speak about what 

they’ve seen or learned.  

In fact some of these robots have slipped away from the Collider entirely and 

disappeared. 

So all in all not much progress is being made in stopping the Dark Energy, and it looks as 

if the weird stuff is going to continue for some time. 

So there will be more blogs. Hopefully better. 
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25 

WORDS OF WISDOM FROM A YELLOW BUCKET 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

JULY 16TH 
 

I already told you that the Los Angeles River where it flows through the San Fernando 

Valley is not a very impressive waterway. For most of its course it’s just a concrete channel a 

few yards wide with steep concrete slopes on either side so when the water gets high it can’t 

flood over onto the streets and houses. There are high wire fences on either side, because they 

don’t want people getting in. 

They is the Army Corps of Engineers. They were the ones who messed up the river years 

and years ago. I once saw a joke about the Army philosophy being “If it moves, salute it. If it 

doesn’t, paint it.” To which could have been added, “If it’s a river, cover it in concrete.” 

But there are still fish there, amazingly enough. Probably quite a few different kinds, but 

definitely carp, bullhead catfish, and tilapia. I know because I caught some. Logan Cahn had this 

argument with Owen Jackson about whether people could survive an attack by aliens and Logan 

had bet Owen two bucks he could prove you could live in LA without ever going to the 

supermarket.  

I forget how this fitted into the alien attack scenario but as part of winning his bet Logan 

came up with this scheme for catching fish in the Los Angeles River, and talked me into helping 

him build this net out of string.  Owen was there to defend his theory about the aliens and we all 

went under the fence at a place I discovered when I was a little kid. 



101 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

(I had wanted to prove you could sail a toy boat in the Los Angeles River, and it turned 

out you could but it only lasted about 2.5 seconds before it disappeared at 25 miles per hour in 

the general direction of the Pacific Ocean.) 

Actually you could see why the Army tried to keep people away from the LA River. 

Because they’d jammed all the water into a narrow channel, it moved REALLY fast, and if you 

fell in you’d be on your way to the Pacific about the same speed as my toy boat. And because 

those concrete sides sloped REALLY steeply, once you started heading down the slope you got 

faster and faster with every step, until you were running straight down at the water. 

But we knew all this, and held onto each other while we edged down there, and when we 

got to the lip of the channel we assembled the net on the pole Logan made from his Mom’s yard 

broom, and pushed the pole out over the channel and lowered the net into the water and held on 

tight. 

And to our general amazement, within about five minutes there were three fish in it. I had 

thought Logan was being a bit optimistic in bringing a bucket with him for his catch, but 

suddenly there we were, putting in two bullhead catfish and a carp. Owen, who is naturally Kind 

To Animals, insisted we fill the bucket with water before we put the fish in, and nearly got pulled 

into the river doing it, but in the end there we were with a yellow plastic bucket and three slightly 

surprised looked fish swimming round in it. 

The common carp looked like any other fish, which I guess is why it’s called the 

common carp, but the bullhead catfish had a big rounded head and a big gulpy mouth and two 

black things sticking out of its forehead that make you think of alien antennae, or perhaps it was 

just that we’d been thinking about aliens right before. 
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Or perhaps it was the fact that when the catfish came up to the top of the bucket and 

gulped at us, it spoke. 

It said “Idiots.” 

I know this seems unlikely and we looked at each other without exactly believing it 

ourselves, but that is what the fish said. It also gave us the kind of look you give someone you 

think is an idiot, and then went back under. 

Owen said, No, fish don’t talk, but Logan was lying on the concrete beside the bucket 

with his ear to it and he said “He’s here.” 

“What?” I asked.  

“That’s what the fish are saying,” he said, “underwater.” 

I looked into the bucket. There were the three fish swimming around, just like ordinary 

fish, but according to Logan, they were talking. Why should I be surprised? No-one has fixed the 

Singularity yet, have they? 

“Who’s here?” I said. The carp swam up to the surface and gave me a fishy stare. 

“And he’s real mad,” he said.  

“Why?” I couldn’t believe I was having a conversation with a fish. 

“You’ll find out,” said the carp. “Now put us back in the river.”  

I picked the bucket up and then stopped. “Not till you tell us who he is why he’s mad,” I 

said, but picking up a bucket of water on a steep concrete slope is never a good idea and I 

overbalanced and suddenly I was staggering down towards the water. Soon I too would be 

headed down towards the Pacific, drowning as I went. 

But Logan and Owen grabbed me about point one of a millisecond before I went in, and 

though I held onto the bucket, the fish flew right out and into the current and vanished. 



103 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

“Idiot!” said Logan. “You lost my fish!” 

“Talking fish!” said Owen. “I don’t believe it. We caught the world’s first talking fish 

and you lost them!” 

 “I just wanted to know what they meant.” 

“Well, now we’ll never know,” said Logan. 

But he was wrong there.  

Big time.  More in my next post. 
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GIANT SNAKES 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

JULY 20TH 
 

I was with Hannah on the Saturday when her boss Caspar Bell called, and when she 

realised what he was talking about she put him on speaker so I could hear.  

“I know it’s not your shift,” he said, “but I gave Noah the weekend off to go to a wedding 

and I forgot to schedule anyone else.” 

Hannah pulled a face. She and I were supposed to be going down to San Diego. 

“How important is this, Caspar?” said Hannah. “It sounds pretty routine to me.” 

“A giant snake in a public park?” said Caspar Bell. 

“They didn’t say giant,” said Hannah, but Caspar was already talking over her, like he 

always did. 

“It was a councilman’s wife reported it,” he said. “We ought to deal with it right away. 

And I know I can always rely on you, Hannah,” he added, and hung up.  

Hannah pulled a face. “He is such a jerk,” she said. “I’m sorry, Hunter, it looks like San 

Diego is off,” but I just grinned and said it was okay. “Anyway,” I said, “I’ve always wanted to 

see a giant snake.” 

So I got in the Singularity Van and went along with her to the Sepulveda Dam Recreation 

area, where the councilman’s wife had seen the snake. The car park was full, so we put the siren 

on and drove right through the park across the grass to Balboa Lake because she knew I got a 

kick out of that. I think it impressed the lady who’d called in too, who was one of a group of 
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mothers and kids having a picnic under a pergola. Actually, I was surprised they were still there 

and still having a picnic if they’d seen a giant snake. 

When Hannah said she was a bit surprised about this too, all the ladies started talking at 

once and it turned out it hadn’t exactly been a snake, it was more something LIKE a snake, and it 

hadn’t exactly been giant, it had been more … long. And anyway, it had gone back in the water. 

“It came out of the water?” said Hannah. “And into the park?” Well, it turned out that it 

hadn’t. It had just come out of the water, writhed around a little, and then gone back in. Hannah 

and I took a look at the lake, which was covered in row boats and paddle boats and even model 

boats like the one I’d lost in the Los Angeles River all those years ago.  

And then we saw the snake coming out of the water again.  

Six feet long.  

Gray color.  

Twelve inches around, except the end, which was a pointy head. 

 No, make that twenty four inches around. And twelve feet long.  

Fourteen feet. Shoot, I think we might have got this wrong. 

Because it kept on coming, its pointy head weaving around like it was looking for 

something, and then Hannah and I realised it wasn’t a pointy head at all, and we weren’t looking 

at a snake, giant or otherwise. 

We were looking at a tentacle, and whatever it belonged to was ABSO-seriously-

LUTELY gigantic. “Get out of here,” said Hannah to the ladies. “Grab the kids and get out of 

here now,” and as she said this the end of the tentacle wrapped itself around a park bench and 

ripped it right out of the ground, concrete base and all. 
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And waved it around in the air a little before throwing it into a band stand. It smashed 

halfway through the roof and stayed there, sticking out like a feather in a cap. “Grab the mike 

from the van,” she said to me, and I ran to the van, ripped open the door, unhooked the mike and 

ran over to her with it, the curly wire stretching out behind me. 

“Listen up, everybody,” said my sister into the mike, and her voice echoed from the top 

of the van with that sinister metal sound that loudspeakers have. “Clear the area immediately. 

Get out of the park and if you’re in the lake come right to the shore, get out of your boats and 

run.”  

Not everyone had noticed the tentacle at this stage, but they all heard the voice, and 

turned towards Hannah. Some people just stood there, looking dumb, others started running, 

others started paddling wildly towards the shore. 

And the tentacle started coming towards her. 

I yelled at her, but I was too late. It had her round the waist, and as it pulled her towards 

the water I felt as if my heart was being pulled out of my body. Hannah grabbed the pergola as 

the thing lifted her and for a minute that stopped it, but if she held on much longer it was obvious 

she was going to be torn in two. 

For what seemed like a minute I was paralyzed, and then I ran to the van and grabbed the 

ax. Why exactly they’d included an ax in the van’s equipment I never found out, I guess it was 

because somebody from the Fire Department had helped plan it, but whoever that guy was, I was 

his best buddy forever. I ran over to the pergola, raised the ax and swung it at the tentacle. 

Thick green blood splattered my face, but it didn’t let go of Hannah. I slashed again, and 

then a third time, and suddenly she was falling and I ran towards her with some dumb idea of 
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breaking her fall and she crashed right into me and we both hit the ground, all the breath knocked 

out of us, as the bleeding tentacle writhed around, as if it was looking for Hannah again.  

I grabbed the ax then, and ran at it, so mad at the way it had nearly taken my sister from 

me that I would have gone up against it if it had been a hundred times as big, but it/the creature? 

went back in the water before I could reach it and then I was standing on the edge, watching, my 

mouth just fallen open.  

Because there were tentacles coming out of the water all over the lake, and boats being 

grabbed and lifted into the air and people falling out of them, screaming, into the water.   

The people who’d been standing about wondering why Hannah had been saying what 

she’d been saying were now running like Olympic athletes across the park, and mothers with 

strollers were also running like Olympic athletes, or better than Olympic athletes, actually, and 

suddenly Hannah and me were in the van driving hell for leather around the edge of the lake with 

the doors open, grabbing people who fallen on the grass and stopping to wade into the water to 

rescue people out who’d fallen out of their boats. Where they had tentacles around them we used 

the ax to chop them free and pulled them into the van. 

When it was full and everybody seemed to be out of the water Hannah hit the gas and 

drove as far away from the lake as she could to let them out. Ambulances and cop cars were 

arriving by this time so we handed them over to the medics. 

And when we looked back it was all over. No tentacles, no nothing. The whole surface of 

the lake was flat again except for boats floating upside down. There wasn’t even anybody dead. 

There were a lot of people with cracked ribs and serious amounts of bruises and broken arms and 

some legs, but as far as we could tell nobody was drowned and nobody had been pulled under by 

the thing in the lake. 
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Which as far as I’m concerned was thanks to my sister Hannah. Sure, she said I helped 

her as well, but if she hadn’t been there, a lot of people would have been dead that day.  

I was not surprised. I know what sort of person my sister is, and what she does when the 

chips are down. 

And that Mom and Dad would have been seriously proud of her. 
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THE KRAKEN WAKES 
 

FROM THE SAN FENRNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

JULY 30TH 
 

Wow, you should have seen the experts who turned up after that.  Biologists. Marine 

biologists. Seismic experts. Lake experts.  And the Army. Like I mentioned, the Army Corps of 

Engineers had been messing with water systems in the Valley since the Valley was invented, so 

they reckoned that what happened in Lake Balboa was their department. And Caspar Bell, 

determined to make sure as much of Hannah’s glory got reflected onto him, turned up as soon as 

he heard what had happened and talked into every TV camera in sight. 

Turned out Caspar Bell had been at college with General Edward Hastings, the guy from 

the Army, and they had NOT been best buddies, which meant that the arguments that went on in 

the conferences about what to do next got seriously heated. I heard some of them because 

Hannah snuck me in as some sort of medical assistant while she was recovering from her 

encounter with the tentacle. 

“First of all,” said Caspar Bell, taking charge of the meeting, “I’d like to thank you all for 

being here. This may have happened in a lake worked on by the Army Corps of Engineers, next 

to the Corp’s famous Sepulveda Dam, but let’s not play the blame game. I have every confidence 

that my old friend General Hastings will have a solution.” 

“Well, if Homeland Singularity can’t deal with it, we in the Corps have never been 

known to shirk our duty,” said the General. 
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  “I believe in facing facts,” said Caspar, “however disagreeable they are.”  (Hannah met 

my eyes and her expression said What a crock!) “And the fact is a dangerous life-form has taken 

up residence in Lake Balboa and we need to know if the Army has what it takes to blow it out of 

the water.” 

But the General hadn’t been born yesterday.  “Is that a formal request for us to use 

explosives, Caspar, from the Department of Homeland Singularity?” he asked. “Because I’m 

sure you know perfectly well we have the firepower.” 

“And if that what your Department is asking,” said a tall, thin, man in glasses, “we here 

at Water and Power would be registering some very strong objections. Lake Balboa doesn’t 

stand alone: it’s connected to watercourses all over the Valley.” 

“And the chemical residue of the explosives could poison the water supply,” said a lady 

from the Department of Health. 

“And the lake’s on a fault line,” said a seismologist. “So unless you want to set off an 

earthquake …” 

Caspar smiled. He hadn’t got where he was without figuring out how to play the 

bureaucratic game.  “General Hastings took me a little literally,” he said. “Getting rid of 

something doesn’t always involve high explosives.” (Hannah glanced at me. We both knew that 

high explosives was EXACTLY what Caspar Bell had been thinking about.) “Perhaps our friend 

from Caltech has some more sophisticated suggestions?” 

He turned to Jeremy, who Hannah had also brought along. His hair stuck out as wildly as 

ever, and he’d forgotten to take off his lab coat. Indeed, there were still bits of electrical 

equipment sticking out of his pockets. But I remembered what he’d done about the 

Doppelgangers, which although it had gone wrong at first, had worked pretty well in the end. 
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“I assume we’re in agreement that this is a Singularity phenomenon?” he said. “That it 

came through from another universe?” Nobody said he was wrong. “So I think instead of trying 

to kill it,” he said, “we should be figuring out how to send it back.” 

There was a silence for a minute, everyone round the table tried to figure out how this 

insight might work to their advantage. 

“We have some laser weapons we’d like to try out,” said General Hastings. “which I 

think might encourage it to leave.” 

“I have no problem with lasers,” said the guy from Water and Power, and he turned to the 

seismologist. “And that should avoid the risk of seismic disturbances, right?” 

“I’m sorry,” said Jeremy, “I wasn’t thinking of force at all. I don’t think that whatever is 

in Lake Balboa WANTS to be here. I don’t think it came of its own free will. I think the 

Singularity pulled it through like gravity.” 

“So?” demanded Caspar. “What follows from that?” Jeremy ran a hand through his halo 

of hair, which generated so much static the pen belonging to the lady sitting next to him 

immediately jumped out of her hand and stuck to Jeremy’s head. 

“Well,” he said. “I think the logical conclusion is that we should create the conditions 

that will allow it to slip back.” 

They looked at him, and I could tell they were not very pleased.  They had a giant 

monster trapped in a lake in a public park. How could they not be allowed to zap it in some 

dramatic and preferably spectacular way that would look good on the six thirty news? 

“Can you guarantee your approach will work, Dr. Kaplan?” said General Hastings.  

Jeremy met his eyes with his usual frankness. “Of course not, General,” he said. “Ever 

since the Singularity began we’ve been in terra incognita. But I think there is at least a strong 
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possibility of success. But I’ll need the help of the Corps of Engineers to shift my equipment to 

the affected area.” 

Which was smart because it brought the Army into the tent, instead of having them on the 

outside looking in.  

And it gave them something to do. 

So that was how they left it: with a team of scientists from Caltech riding down to the 

lake in heavily laden Army trucks and setting up generators and Tesla Coils and insulators and 

capacitors and things that looked as if even Tesla himself would have thought they were too 

dangerous to use. 

Every now and then a tentacle came out of the lake and probed around the machinery, but 

it never did any damage and when anyone approached it, the tentacle simply slid back into the 

water. 

It looked as if the monster was biding its time. 

About sunset on the day Jeremy was ready to do his stuff I watched him and his guys 

rigging wires and testing circuits and generally looking busy and scientific. Caspar Bell was 

striding about trying to look as if he was in charge and General Hastings was arranging tanks and 

self-propelled guns in a circle around the electrical equipment. He had helicopters flying in and 

out too and one of them landed and an Air Force general came out and stood talking in whispers 

with General Hastings and nodding towards the lake. As they talked a lazy tentacle came out of 

the water, waved around for a minute or two, and then went back under. I caught Jeremy’s eye. 

He looked worried. Hannah came out of the Singularity Van and looked around the scene. 

She looked even more worried than Jeremy. 
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There were of course lots of people who wanted to see what was going on, and lots of 

cops and barriers to keep them from getting too close, but the 405 Freeway goes right past there, 

and it was impossible to stop people slowing down for a look-see, with plenty of drivers sticking 

cameras out the window to catch the historic moment. 

But by the time it happened, it was dark. There were big klieg lights shining all around 

the lake and sparks coming off Jeremy’s equipment and guys with flashlights all over everything 

and several news camera crews, because both Caspar Bell and General Hastings were determined 

to be there and on television when it all happened. 

Hannah was right beside Jeremy as things moved to the finale, making sure he had 

everything he needed from official clearances to duct tape, and I could see he was grateful she 

was there because when Hannah’s around, you feel you’re in good hands. I did a fair bit of 

running around too, just errands really, and bringing coffee and sandwiches and things like that, 

but it was good to feel part of it. 

The last stage was to feed big heavy cables from all the machinery into the water. Then 

there was the thump thump thump of a big generator and a lot of crackling and Jeremy said to 

clear the area and Caspar Bell got on a loudhailer and said the same thing and General Hastings 

got on a bigger loudhailer and told his men to stand by and Jeremy went to this makeshift bunker 

that all the wires led to and gave Hannah a sort of hopeful grin and they shut the door and turned 

on the monitors so we could see what was happening and hit the switch. 

There was a whining sound as the motors ran up to speed, and then a crackling sound, 

like the mother of all cellophane bags being crumpled up, and then a WHOOMPF as the power 

surged down the cables to the lake. 
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And then the lake lit up. What color? Every color. Green, for starters. Then white, so 

bright you had to close your eyes. Then purple, and then green again. 

And then it rose up in the air in a dome. 

Yes the whole lake, a water dome. 

And out of the dome came our visitor. 

No, it hadn’t been an octopus, it hadn’t been a giant squid. It looked like nothing out of 

our oceans at all. In fact, you knew the minute you saw it that it had evolved in other oceans in 

other universes.  But the weird thing was the head, because at first glance – it looked human, but 

with giant eyes (and circular) and a mouth that went most of the way round its head. The more 

you looked at it, of course, the less human it seemed, but there was a gasp of sheer astonishment 

from everybody who saw it, rising up out of the water, looking at us. 

And then it began to spin. 

Round and round it went, faster and faster, and the tentacles – there were hundreds of 

them, came up and spun round with it like the blades of a propeller, so fast that in a few seconds 

they were like one solid disc, a spinning blade. 

A blade that was getting closer and closer to the control bunker with every second. 

Perhaps it was because I was looking at the spinning tentacles from a different angle - up 

at them, really - that I realised what was happening quicker than other people did and grabbed 

Hannah and Jeremy and pulled them down just as the blade sliced into the bunker and shredded 

it and all the equipment before my eyes. 

All the electrical equipment started shorting and there were great arcs of current flying 

out of the broken cables and then the dome of water had burst and it was pouring out of the lake, 
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sweeping people and trucks and klieg lights and TV cameras and armored cars away as if they 

were toys. 

 “Open fire!” I heard General Hastings yell through his loudspeaker system but he was 

too late.  The wall of water was sweeping over the tanks and knocking the self-propelled guns 

flat on their backs, so that the one or two that did fire shot their shells straight up in the air, 

where they burst high above us like fireworks. 

By the time the water had flooded back into the lake the monster had gone, and there was 

total silence, except for the groans of the people who’d been hurt and the crackling and sparking 

of the last few electrical wires. 

“Well,” said Jeremy, “that was not quite what I was expecting.” 
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REX FLEXES 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

AUGUST 15TH 

 

 
That was the first try. There have been lots of smaller tries since then, but none of them 

ever got off the ground, because the monster has got wise. Every time anybody brings any piece 

of equipment, even measuring equipment or recording apparatus anywhere near the lake, a 

tentacle snakes out, grabs it and pulls it into the water. It doesn’t tend to take people, unless they 

insist on clinging to their equipment, but it’s not going to let anybody mess with it like before. 

It has a name, now, by the way. Even though it comes from another universe the 

biologists reckon they can fit it into their classification system. Because its head is connected 

directly to its feet (or tentacles) they say it falls into the class of sea creatures known as Head-

Footers, or Cephalopods (the pod being the foot part). And then because it looks like a Giant 

Squid they’re saying it’s part of the Architeuthus branch of the Cephalopod family. 

And because it’s the biggest member of that family anybody ever found, it’s got the King 

designation: which in Latin is Rex, as in Tyrannosaurus Rex.  

And finally, after seeing that huge, eerie humanlike face staring at us, they’ve decided it’s 

intelligent, or Sapiens.  

All of which adds up to Architeuthus Sapiens Rex.  

Shortened, I guess inevitably, to Rex. 
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By now Rex has realised the area around the lake was pretty much clear of any 

opposition, he’s begun to come out at night to explore. Nobody saw him at first – but people 

have begun to notice a big path of thick slime where he’s slid out of the lake and across the park. 

A couple of days ago they noticed something even more interesting: a large chunk of the 

elevated part of the southbound 405 had been ripped away, where it passes the park. It was left 

about a hundred yards from the freeway, as though Rex had torn it off, held it up to have a close 

look at it and then, not finding it very interesting, had thrown it away. 

That was when General Hastings returned to his explosives idea, suggesting that the 

Army fire a series of cruise missiles into the lake, each tipped with a large amount of TNT, until 

Rex floated up dead. 

In response to which the mayors and councilors of Northridge and other communities 

around the valley that had been hit by earthquakes in the past have started calling the White 

House asking that General Hastings be reassigned. 

Jeremy says he’s prepared to build a larger and more powerful version of the machine 

Rex had destroyed, but nobody seems very keen to take him up on it, partly because there are 

some people at Caltech who said Rex, instead of being sent back where he came from by all the 

power Jeremy fed into the lake, has drawn energy from it and become stronger. 

The poison idea has come up again, too and been dismissed by everyone who drinks the 

local water. 

And as people began looking for answers from the Department of Homeland Singularity, 

Caspar Bell has decided this is a really good time to attend a conference in Beijing, which leaves 

Hannah holding the bag. Well, he sent her an e-mail from his First Class cabin 30,000 feet over 
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the Pacific suggesting she arrange to have “heavy duty wire netting” put over the lake, which 

would be about as useful in restraining Rex as trying to put him in a paper bag. 

To cheer Hannah up I took her to P.F. Chang’s last night so we could have Lemon 

Chicken and Moo Shoo Pork, and as I decided what I wanted first a thought began to form in my 

mind. 

“We have to talk to him,” I said.  

She looked at me, puzzled.  

“If we can’t make him do what we want, we have to find out what he wants.” 

“And how are we going to do that?” said Hannah. “And if you suggest going down in a 

diving suit and talking to him in person, you’re paying for dinner.” 

This was when the waiter arrived with the trolley, and for quite a while nothing was said 

by anybody, there was just duck pancakes and Hoi Sin sauce and some pretty solid eating, but all 

the time, from the moment Hannah had asked her question, I knew the answer. 

Remember I told you about the fish? 

More next time. 
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I went to see Logan Cahn and Owen Jackson and they were totally up for re-creating our 

little fishing expedition in the LA river, especially as Hannah was going to be there, because I 

think they both have a bit of a crush on her. Being with the government now she made sure we 

wore safety harnesses before we went down the concrete slopes (which Logan needed a LOT of 

help from her in putting on, or so he claimed) and we had proper net. 

But for a long time we just sat there on the bank, looking a bit foolish while the water just 

streamed through the net and nothing happened. 

“What’s all this about?” said a voice, and we looked down into the channel and there was 

a sail-finned Amazon catfish caught in the net and looking up at us with a weary expression. 

Owen’s job was to use the Flip camera so we had a record of everything that happened in case 

the fish got away like last time, which allowed Hannah to concentrate on asking questions. 

I guess it was a yardstick of how weird things had got since the Singularity that nobody 

even thought twice about asking advice from a fish. 

“We want to know what to do about thing in Lake Balboa,” she said. That was my idea. 

After all, it was fish that had warned us Rex was coming: they had to know more about him than 

we did. 

“He doesn’t want to be there,” said the catfish. 
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“Well, we don’t want him to be there,” said Hannah, “but we can’t figure out how to send 

him home.” 

“He came through in the wrong place,” said the catfish.  

“You mean the lake?” said Owen. 

Suddenly it was obvious. If you were that big, would you want to be in something as tiny 

as Balboa Lake? 

“Duh,” said the catfish, rather rudely. 

“Where does he want to be?” said Logan, and I’ll swear the catfish rolled his eyes like a 

teenager. 

“Duh,” he said again, made a huge leap out of the net and went swimming away down 

the channel. 

“Damn,” said Logan. “We’ll have to catch another one.” 

 “I don’t think so,” my sister said. We looked at her. 

 “He already gave us the answer.” 

Well, yes. “He was saying it’s obvious where Rex wants to be,” I said, and Hannah 

followed up. 

“We need to get him to the Sea,” she said.  

Owen stared. “How are we going to do that?” he asked. 

I tapped him on the shoulder and pointed at the water. 

“We’re next to it,” I said.  

“No way,” said Logan, “He’s gigantic. He’d never fit.” 

“He’d never fit in the channel the way it is now,” said my sister, “but look around you.” 
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And we looked around us, and there were the great concrete sides of the river, sloping up 

to the road. 

And the reason they were so big was in case there was … 

“A flood,” I said, “We need a flood,” but Hannah was already calling up maps on her I-

pad. 

“Lake Balboa is right next to the river,” she said, “if we can get Rex to move from the 

lake to the channel – ” 

“We know he can do that, he moved the other way to take a chunk out of the freeway – ” 

“And then once he’s in the river - ” 

“We get the Army guys to open the floodgates on the Sepulveda Dam –” 

“And Rex can float down to the sea. He can just float down all the way to the sea.” 

Hannah grabbed our hands and squeezed, and I could see Logan grow bright red. 

“It might just work,” she said. “It might just work.” 
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30 

THE PATH TO THE SEA 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

AUGUST 27TH 
 

Actually, that was the easy part, coming up with the solution. Getting everybody else to 

agree to it was like being asked to move Mount Everest to Paris by Wednesday afternoon. 

First, the Army: would they open the dam and let the floodwaters fill the channel so Rex 

could go down to the sea? Turned out there were very strict regulations about when and how the 

floodgates on the Sepulveda Dam could be raised. Hannah smiled at General Hastings and said 

her boss, Caspar Bell, had told her that the Army Corps of Engineers was so tangled up in its 

own regulations it had forgotten it was ever part of the army. 

She said she could almost see the bristles standing up on the back of General Hastings’ 

neck as he heard this, and she knew he’d do whatever it took to prove Caspar Bell wrong. 

Then it was a matter of getting clearances from all the cities along the river between 

Sherman Oaks and the sea to agree to Rex coming through. They’d seen the damage he’d done 

around Lake Balboa: they didn’t want him coming out and messing up their neighborhood. 

Hannah got Jeremy to do some calculations which showed how fast the water would 

force Rex to move as the floods pushed him down the channel: he’d have no time to even think 

about getting out before he was through. 

(I suggested Jeremy do a whole computer animation showing the flooding, Rex in the 

channel, and the sea beyond and he organised some research students in the Caltech computer 
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Department to mock it up. This helped a lot with persuading the councils it was worth taking the 

risk.) 

Then there was the Port of Los Angeles to deal with (they didn’t want Rex throwing their 

container ships about) and the California Coastal Commission (they didn’t want Rex snatching 

people off the beaches) but we sat them all down with the marine biologists and they persuaded 

them that a creature like Rex would head straight for deep water, especially as he’d been trapped 

for so long in Lake Balboa, which was the equivalent of cramming a boa-constrictor into a 

FedEx package. 

It was a close-run thing  - the final meeting took place in a conference room at the 

Marriot Hotel, overlooking the Staples Center and the 101 Freeway in downtown LA, and you 

could see right from the city to the sea and imagine just how much devastation there’d be if 

anything went wrong. But the 405 was pretty much unusable now, which screwed up the entire 

freeway system everywhere else in Los Angeles, and as everybody was arguing news came 

through that Rex had just reached up into the sky and tried to catch a small plane coming in to 

land at Van Nuys airport. He’d missed, but nobody could avoid facing up to it now: he had to be 

got out of there. 

Which only left the question of how we were going to let him know what the plan was. 

Ever since that night in P.F. Chang’s I’d been turning over in my mind what Hannah had said 

about somebody having to put on a diving suit and go down there and talk to him, and I’d come 

up with what I thought was a good way of making sure nobody had to do that. Which involved 

catching more fish, getting them in the bucket and explaining to them what the plan was. 

They said they thought it was very ingenious, but it didn’t really matter much to them, 

they had places to go, people to see. We explained that they had a little job to do first. 
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Then we took the bucket to Lake Balboa and chucked them in. If the fish could talk to us, 

I reckoned, they could talk to Rex. 

He might, of course, eat them first, but that was a risk I was prepared to take. Turned out 

later they were fine, by the way, and had learned a lot from their experience, but that’s another 

story. 

All the attention, of course, was on the Dam, where General Hastings had arranged a big 

ceremony for the raising of the floodgates. There were news helicopters in the air all along the 

course of the river, and though the cops had strict instructions to keep people away from the river 

itself, they couldn’t guard every yard of the way, and by the time Zero Hour struck there were 

thousands of people lining the banks. 

Needless to say Caspar Bell had come back from his conference in time to be there for 

the grand finale and was giving interviews to anybody who’d listen. 

Then the sirens went (warning people to get out of the way) and the guys in the white 

boiler suits in the control room did their stuff with the computers and switches and then took a 

deep breath as the big hand came round twelve. 

And then they pulled the levers to open the dam and the LA River began to flow down its 

concrete channels the way the Red Sea did in the movie about the Ten Commandments. The 

place where Logan and Owen and me had caught that first fish disappeared as the water rose, and 

soon the whole floodway was underwater, all pouring down towards the sea. 

All it needed now was Rex to come out of Lake Balboa, slither those few hundred yards 

to the river, and we were in business. 

But Rex stayed where he was. The minutes passed, and the tension rose and - nothing 

happened. Had the fish been eaten before they could deliver their message? Had we guessed 
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wrong about what he wanted to do? I looked at Hannah’s face, and it was kind of stretched. I 

knew how much strain she’d been under, getting this whole thing together, negotiating with all 

those people, officials, army brass, scientists. (I’d heard her grinding her teeth at night in the next 

room). 

And now it looked as if there’s be one more failure and the whole thing would go on and 

on, wearing her down while her boss made excuses. 

I couldn’t let that happen to her. Just couldn’t. 

So I ducked under the barriers surrounding the official party and ran down from the dam 

towards the lake. Hannah was the first one to see me do it. 

“Hunter,” she said, “Hunter, come back!” but I took no notice. I ran down the slope 

towards the lake, past the torn up benches and twisted swings and slides, and I knew Hannah was 

coming after me and everybody in the official party was yelling like crazy, and there were Army 

sharpshooters bringing their rifles out, though what the heck they thought they were going to do 

with them I have no idea and I don’t think they did either, and then there I was beside the lake 

and I stood on the shore and yelled into it “Rex, come on out. We’re here to set you free. Rex!” 

And then there was a long silence, the longest I’ve ever known in my life, and instead of 

tentacles Rex’s head rose out of the water, slowly, slowly, slowly, like an island coming up. 

And this time, because the tentacles weren’t whirling around and throwing people in the 

air and stuff, I was able to look at him, as if he was like me. 

And he was, really. Sure, he was gigantic, and he was a cephalopod, and he came from 

another universe, but he had a mind and a personality and hopes and fears just like us, and I 

wondered how I’d feel if I was sucked through some hole between universes and ended up stuck 

in a lake with people trying to electrocute me and not knowing where the heck I was. 
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I smiled at him. I imagine my face was so small in his eyes that he wouldn’t be able to 

see it, but that didn’t matter, I knew he knew what was going on in my mind. 

“It’s okay, Rex,” I said, “we’re going to get you to the sea.” 

I watched his eyes as I spoke, and I knew he understood. 

“Just follow me,” I said, and then I turned round and started walking towards the river 

and for a long, long minute nothing happened, and then I heard a kind of huge squelching noise 

and I knew he was coming out of the lake. 

He was following me. 

Hannah reached me then and I felt a bit sorry for scaring her, because her face was whiter 

than a sheet and she said “Hunter, are you crazy?” and I said, “He’s following me, isn’t he?” and 

she said “Yes, yes he is.” And then she looped her arm through mine and without looking back 

we walked across the park and up the slope to the banks of the LA River and behind us we could 

hear the steady squelching of Rex as he slithered across the grass. 

There was this big crowd, of course, and lots of loudspeakers, but nobody said a word.  

Just complete silence apart from the slithering noises from Rex. 

Then we reached the edge of the river and turned around and you could understand why 

nobody had said anything. It was just too amazing a sight. There was Rex, his head towering 

thirty feet in the air and his body trailing out behind him, still coming out of the lake a quarter of 

a mile away now, and although this wasn’t his world, or his proper environment in any world, 

the way he held his head up, and the way he looked around at all the people as he slid along, 

made you feel proud just to be there. 

Whatever he was, wherever he came from, there was something noble about him, and we 

all felt we kind of special to be part of his story. 
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Then Hannah and I stood aside and Rex slid down the concrete slope and into the water. 

He didn’t move away until his whole huge body was in the river, and even then he paused for a 

second, and his eyes roamed over the dam and the army vehicles and all the people, and then 

came to rest on Hannah and me. 

And though he couldn’t speak, he looked at us so hard it seemed we were being drawn 

into his mind, and we heard a single word inside our heads, deep, reverberating like a bell. 

“Yes,” he said, and then released his hold on the sides of the channel and allowed the 

water to rush him away, downstream, towards the sea. 

* 

It was quite a spectacular progress. People had been watching what went down at the 

park on their TV’s and those that weren’t already on the banks of the river drove there to see him 

pass. 

I know this because General Hastings whisked Hannah and me into his personal chopper 

(largely I think because he wanted to score off Caspar Bell) and we flew down the course of the 

river following his progress, like everybody else in Los Angeles. 

People were pouring out of factories and shopping malls. School buses stopped and the 

kids were pouring out of them too. Where the river passed through downtown LA people came 

out of the skyscrapers and ran down to the river and just watched, their mouths open, as Rex 

sailed past. Every bridge across the river was jammed with people,  as Rex sailed under freeways 

and past skyscrapers and music centers and factories, heading south now to the sea. And 

afterwards about eighty per cent of them swore he’d looked directly at them as he went. 

When he sailed into the port of Los Angeles every ship switched on its siren and every 

sailor in every ship stood on the deck cheering as he went past. Yachts and speedboats went out 
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into the harbor like his official escorts, with fire-ships sending up great arcs of water from their 

hoses in salute.  

And then he reached deep water, and we expected him just to disappear, but instead he 

raised one huge tentacle, a hundred feet high it looked, and gave a slow, lazy wave. 

Then he vanished into the depths. Up in the helicopter, Hannah and I looked at each 

other, and here’s the funny thing. Our whole goal for the last weeks had been to get rid of him, 

out of the lake, out of the Valley and finally down to the sea. And we had succeeded. 

But now he had gone both of us felt as if we would have really liked to spend more time 

with him. In short, we felt as if we’d lost a friend we’d only just begun to get to know.  

Crazy, huh? 
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DID ANY OF YOU GUYS SEE THIS?  
 

HUNTER S. GRACE’S DIARY OF WEIRD STUFF FROM THE 
SINGULARITY SPTEMBER 20TH 

 

August 19th: A tortoise as big as a house came down into India from the Himalayas 

yesterday and sat down beside the Taj Mahal.  

August 29th: A storm god named Lei Kung has appeared in the Gobi Desert, and 

weather men are saying the wind is now blowing faster there than anything ever seen on earth. 

September 2nd: A guy appeared in the middle of a nuclear pile in Persia this week and 

started doing miracles. He says his name is Lord Mazda. 

September 6th: Maori people in New Zealand say they have seen a fleet of ghost canoes 

appearing out of the mist in the Bay of Islands. 

September 7th: Today, in Australia, a tribe of Aborigines has walked into Ayers Rock 

and disappeared. 

September 10th: In South Africa, ape-men have come out of a mountain cave. They have 

been extinct for two million years. 

September 13th: The Security Council of the United Nations announced that despite the 

unsettling things happening all around the world, all people have to do is keep calm and carry on, 

and everything will be sorted out. 

Well as you can probably guess not many people believed this, and some of them have 

started taking matters into their own hands.  People like the Inquisitors. 
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INQUISITORS 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 
SEPTEMBER 30TH 

 

The Inquisitors in the San Fernando Valley were just ordinary people: shopkeepers, 

beauty salon ladies, accountants. Usually people who needed to get a life. But when somebody 

came up with the idea of wearing robes with hoods to hide their faces like the old Klu Klux Klan, 

(except the robes were black) they were not just a bunch of nobodies: they were a movement, a 

force, an army.  

Instead of being scared themselves, they were scaring other people, which I guess to them 

felt much better. 

Of course in America, unlike some countries, it was against the law if they actually 

attacked people, but that didn’t stop them threatening anybody they decided to target (they had 

lawyers backing up their right to free speech) and with the cops busy dealing with weird things 

coming out of the ground and planes vanishing in mid air and whole areas of the country going 

dark, the Inquisitors became more and more intimidating. 

I didn’t take much notice of them, though - they weren’t bothering me - till Anna 

Hoffman came to me the other day, looking white and scared. 

“They’re picketing our house,” she said. 

“Who is?” 

 “The Inquisitors.” 

“What for?” but I already knew. 
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“Witchcraft,” said Anna. 

Now in all the stories you read about this stuff, like the Crucible and everything, you say 

How could people be so crazy as to pick on these innocent young women? But of course this 

wasn’t quite like that.  As I knew perfectly well, Anna had discovered how to fly, and she and a 

bunch of other girls had got in the habit of taking off on weekend nights to cruise LA, dropping 

in on all the cool nightspots and leaving before they could be carded.  

It wasn’t strictly legitimate, but it didn’t do any harm, and they put some cool videos up 

on YouTube of them having their photographs taken with stars and startled cops.  Some of them 

may have got together to see if they could do other things as well, like getting their cats to talk 

and magicking boys to notice them, but the boys never objected and most of the girls shut the 

cats up again when they started making smart remarks about their clothes and nagging them 

about watching certain programs on TV, particularly about fish. 

But the Inquisitors don’t see it that way. As far as they are concerned these young women 

are part of everything that had gone wrong. They might even be to blame for everything that had 

gone wrong. At any rate they are definitely stepping out of line and need to be slapped down. So 

the Inquisitors have begun picketing their homes and hassling their parents and following them 

around calling out insults and demanding that they foreswear witchcraft forever and be 

“cleansed” with some sort of baptism ceremony they’d devised.  

And now Anna was one of their victims. 

I walked home with her that night, and there they were outside her house, waiting for her, 

wearing the black robes, their faces hidden by the hoods, holding burning candles and signs and 

as Anna appeared they started yelling at her to repent and calling her nasty names. It made me 

mad, and I was going to hit one of them, but Anna held me back and said it would only cause 
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more trouble because then they would call the police so I stopped and saw her inside and headed 

home. 

And all the way I was trying to figure out what I could do to get them to leave her alone, 

and I decided to go see Zacharias. 

Remember Zacharias, my pal the angel? 

Well, I call Zacharias my pal but it was a bit more complicated than that.  We’d worked 

pretty well together to stop the crime wave around Hazeltine, but I’d got uncomfortable with his 

methods because people didn’t seem to have free will any more.   

There were now a bunch of neighborhoods run by angels, and they were all the same: 

safe, clean, well-behaved – and kind of unnatural, like living in a theme park. People seemed to 

live normal lives, but the truth was they did what the angels told them. 

But he WAS an angel and he and I had been close once and I really cared about what 

happened to Anna so I went to see him.  I found him just off Sherman Way perched in a tree 

playing “The Yellow Rose of Texas” on a kazoo. He’d told me a while back that it was true 

angels played harps a lot, but between ourselves he was tired of harp music and wanted 

something a bit more cheerful, and in his spare time he’d experimented with pretty much every 

instrument there was. He liked the tuba, but his wings got in the way, and he had a fondness for 

Stratocaster electric guitars, but felt they didn’t project the right image for an angel. 

I wasn’t sure the kazoo did either, but he was having fun and I was glad for him. He may 

have been a control freak but he had done a lot of good and his heart was in the right place. I was 

sure he could help. 

It was cool and shady when I climbed up beside him in the tree, and the sunlight wavered 

about nicely as it came through the leaves and I told him what was going down with the 



133 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

Inquisitors and Anna and her friends. He listened carefully and made a sympathetic face “I don’t 

believe in threatening people,” he said. “I’ll talk to them.” 

I heaved a sigh of relief: it was going to be okay. 

“That’s great,” I said, “The Inquisitors will listen to you.”  He shook his head.  

“I mean talk to the girls,” he said. 

“What? They’re not the ones causing the trouble.” 

“They’re the ones consorting with devils,” said Zacharias. 

“Bull,” I said. “All they did was join the youth club at AAHA.” 

Zacharias looked grave. “Don’t you understand, Hunter? Ever since the Singularity, Earth 

has become the chief battleground for the forces of light and the forces of darkness. Why else do 

you think I’m here?” 

“I thought you just came to help people,” I said. 

“I came to help people as part of the battle,” he said. Then he switched tack. “You been 

meeting with devils yourself, haven’t you?” 

“Yes, I have,’ I said, “and I haven’t seen them doing anything bad.” 

“Of course you haven’t.” 

“Are you saying they ARE doing bad things?” He pulled a face, as though discouraging 

me from continuing with this. “What bad things?” 

“They encourage people to glorify themselves,” he said at last. 

“And you?” 

“We help people be humble and obedient.”  

“To God?” 
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“Let’s leave God out of this,” said the angel, a little impatiently. “Just understand that we 

represent the forces of light and the devils represent the forces of darkness.” 

I looked at him. “According to you,” I said. 

“Are you doubting my word?” said Zacharias, and for the first time I saw the dangerous 

light behind his kindly eyes. Without quite being aware of it I shifted a little further away from 

him along the branch. “I don’t see why I should accept everything you say because you’ve got 

golden hair and wings” I answered. “And why should everything the devils do be bad because 

they’ve got red skin and tails? I mean, it’s only you saying they’re bad.” 

“And thousands of years of human tradition,” said Zacharias. “Are you going against that 

too, Hunter?” 

I had to think about that for a minute. “What if we’ve been conned?” I said. “What if you 

guys are just two sides in some war and you’ve just got better spin doctors?” 

“Only a fool would believe that,” said Zacharias. 

“Then call the Inquisitors off Anna and her friends,” I said. 

“As and when she repents,” said Zacharias. And at that 

I climbed down out of the tree then and got away from there as fast as I could. 

* 

Asmodeus was helping a local pack-rat named Mr. Hummel  to set up an online auction 

site called AHABAY.  

“It was the only way I could think of to get him to clear out his house,” he said, “and it 

seems to be taking off.” There was a line of people bringing things they’d found in their own 

garages and attics to Mr. Hummel’s house, and with Asmodeus’ help Mr Hummel was actually 

putting it online instead of squirreling it away. We went into the back room together - it was 
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piled with stuff, some of it quite interesting , but this wasn’t the time to check it out - and I told 

him about Anna’s problem and my conversation with Zacharias. 

“Well, he’s telling the truth,” said Asmodeus. “There IS a war on and it’s being fought 

out here.” 

“And we’re going to be collateral damage?” 

“I hope not,” said Asmodeus. 

“Well it looks like Anna’s going to be collateral damage unless somebody does 

something,” I said. 

“Hmmm,” said Asmodeus. “What do you want me to do?” 

I hadn’t really thought about this. I’d wanted Zacharias to go talk to the Inquisitors, tell 

them they were doing the wrong thing which, coming from an angel they might listen to.  That 

wasn’t going to work with a devil. 

“Perhaps you could scare them,” I said. He shook his head. 

“Never make a threat you’re not prepared to back up,” he said. “And if you’re asking me 

to do something bad to them, you should think about the consequences.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Well, if we Devils start harming the humans that the Angels approve of, you think the 

Angels won’t retaliate?” 

I remembered the expression on Zacharias’s face when I’d challenged him. If Asmodeus 

did what I asked, people were going to get hurt. 

“Okay, got it,” I said. “But I have to do something. Those people are making her life a 

misery.” 

“Because they don’t like magic,” said Asmodeus. 
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“Right.” 

“They’re afraid of it.” 

“Yup.” 

“Quite afraid, really,” said Asmodeus. I looked into his cat-like eyes, trying to make out 

what he meant. He smiled, as if he could see something genuinely funny. “Perhaps they have a 

point,” he said, and at that moment Mr. Hummel came through the door with a complete set of 

Sunset Magazine from 1955 to 1995 and asked if he could just make one exception and keep it 

instead of putting it online and I decided it was time to let Asmodeus get on with his job. 

“Thanks, Ash,” I said. “I’ll think about that,” and as I waited for the bus to go home, I did 

think, but the main thing I thought was We’re on our own on this one, which was not the most 

comfortable thought. 

I thought about Anna and her pals using their powers of flight to dive-bomb the 

Inquisitors, possibly with buckets of white paint, or try to turn them into frogs or something, but 

I knew right away that kind of direct attack would not be a good idea.  

The Inquisitors would retaliate, and I didn’t want Anna’s house being fire-bombed 

because of some brilliant idea of mine.   

I was still coming up with ideas and shooting them down when the bus arrived and I sat 

down across the aisle from a lady with a packet of parrot food in her bag. It was the picture of the 

parrot on the packet that caught my eye, and I’d been idly staring at it for a minute before I 

realised what was under the packet. 

It was a folded up robe. 

The bus reached my stop but I didn’t get off: I stayed aboard and waited till the parrot 

lady got off. Sure enough, the stop was about two blocks from Anna’s house. The parrot lady 
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stayed behind in the bus shelter and I pretended to walk away, but I when I glanced behind me it 

was just what I’d suspected. The parrot lady had disappeared and instead, there was one of the 

Inquisitors, hidden under the hood and the robe, looking menacing and invincible. 

Only I knew that under the robe she was carrying her parrot’s next meal. 

As soon as she’d passed I phoned Anna and arranged to meet her at the 99 cent store, 

which was on her way home. As I waited for her, walking up and down the aisles of 99 cent 

baked beans and 99 cent toys and 99 cent bungee cords I turned the plan over and over in my 

mind, and although plenty of things could go wrong, there seemed to be at least a chance it might 

go right. 

Anna didn’t get it at first: it wasn’t straightforward, it seemed to rely on too many things 

making other things happen, like the Mouse Trap Game, but I persuaded her it had to be that 

way.  

She and her pals couldn’t attack the Inquisitors directly, or they’d hit back. So they had to 

make them WANT to go away. 

I helped Anna write the text she sent to her friends that night, and about ten o’clock, 

when the Inquisitors finally went home, they were ready. Anna herself left through the back 

garden, and I watched as she climbed onto her schoolbag and rose high into the night sky to join 

the other girls and then the group broke up so each one could follow an Inquisitor home, high 

enough up so they would not be noticed. 

What was the point of this, you may be wondering, if they didn’t want to get in a fight 

with them? 
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The point was - and this was my brilliant idea – to talk to their pets. Remember I 

mentioned that part of their witchcraft was figuring out they could communicate with animals, 

some animals anyway? Well this was the moment I thought they could put it to really good use. 

I guess it was Asmodeus who had given me the clue, talking about magic and how the 

Inquisitors really didn’t like it, but I thought up the actual plan by myself. 

That night, as the Inquisitors’ cats and dogs were put outside, the young witches made 

contact with them. Anna even got lucky with the parrot food lady’s parrot, which lived in a cage 

out on her porch. Not all the Inquisitors had pets, of course, but enough of them, and after half an 

hour’s conversation with the animals concerned, Anna and her friends knew more about their 

tormentors than their best friends. Mean things they’d done. Dishonest stunts they’d pulled off. 

Embarrassing things.  

Pets see this stuff: they just can’t usually tell anyone.   

Thanks to a little witchcraft, now they could. 

All it needed to start things off was an anonymous note, apparently written by one of the 

Inquisitors, suggesting they ask a guy called Roger Thurston to leave the group because he had a 

court order against him for assaulting his wife. Then Roger Thurston was given a note telling 

him that the person accusing him (a guy called Andy Warren) scammed money from people on 

the Internet by pretending to be a Nigerian, and when they tried to throw Andy  

Warren out he hit back with the fact that a senior Inquisitor called Mrs. Webster drank a bottle of 

gin every day and buried the bottles in her back garden. 

These accusations and counter accusations, all coming direct from the Inquisitors’ pets, 

had all appeared by the time the Inquisitors were lined up outside Anna’s house ready for their 

evening round of shouting insults at her, but within about ten minutes they were shouting insults 
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at each other, and Roger Thurston (who did indeed have a bad temper) had come to blows with 

Andy Warren, who hit back and missed and bloodied the nose of an Inquisitor called Eric 

Swindlehurst. In order to staunch the blood Eric had to remove his hood, and several of the 

others, including Mrs. Webster, immediately recognised him as a guy who had come to clean 

their carpets and left huge holes in them because he’d used the wrong chemicals. 

At that point, to use a sentence I once read in a book about World War One, “fighting 

became general along the front” and as the fists and insults flew back and forth, the picket broke 

up. And though there was nothing to stop them coming back, they never did, and word had it that 

the Van Nuys branch of the Inquisitors had ceased to meet, except for a chance encounter 

between Andy Warren and Roger Thurston in Costco, where tempers flared once more and 

Roger attacked Andy with a sushi platter, and they were both thrown out. 

And although Anna and her pals did not formally give up witchcraft, and certainly never 

repented, they were a little more discreet about their activities from then on, and stayed off 

YouTube, which was probably wise. 

As to whether the Inquisitors’ pets kept the power of speech, and continued to gossip 

about their owners to other cats, dogs and parrots, I never found out.  

My suspicion is, though, the conversation still goes on.  
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RETURNED TO SENDER 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

OCTOBER 13TH 
 

All I’d been thinking about while the Inquisitors were outside Anna’s house was that she 

was in trouble and needed help, but once we’d got them to leave her alone I started going over 

the other things Zacharias and Asmodeus had told me, how the war between the Angels and the 

Devils was now being fought out on Earth. 

That did not sound like good news for anybody, so I went to talk to my sister about it at 

the Sherman Oaks Galleria. The big precinct room was empty when I arrived, except for Hannah. 

All the other officers were out across the Valley dealing with a group of Tibetan monks who had 

come out of a hillside in Northridge, apparently having walked along a tunnel that began in the 

Himalayas.  

There was also a mass levitation at the Pacoima Community College, with students and 

faculty all hovering about three feet in the air, calling people on their cell phones and 

complaining they couldn’t get their feet back on the ground. 

Hannah had a mountain of paperwork to get through, which was why she was around to 

talk to me. She didn’t seem surprised when I told her about the war between Heaven and Hell. 

“Yeah, we’d heard hints about that,” she said, “and the hope is it won’t get out of hand.” 

“The hope?” 

“Well, we have to hope, because there’s not much we can do about it, is there?” 

“Come on! What about the Army? I mean, we’ve got the biggest army in the world.”  
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 “And how many supernatural powers, do they have?” she said. “What the Army does 

best at is blow things up. How would you like to be in the middle of a battleground between the 

Army, the Angels and the Devils?” 

“But they shouldn’t be fighting their battles here at all, should they? The Angels say we’ll 

be better off if they win, but I think we’ll all be like a bunch of robots.” 

“I think so too,” said Hannah. “But I don’t want to be ruled by Pit Demons either. I just 

want them both to go away.” 

I walked over and looked at the incident board. There was a plague of talking rats in 

Granada Hills and Bigfoot had been seen walking down Ventura Boulevard. 

“I think we ought to talk to Jeremy,” I said. I don’t know why I said that. Perhaps I 

thought it would be good for Hannah to talk to Jeremy again. Perhaps I just wanted to go for a 

ride down to Pasadena in the Singularity Van.  

And perhaps, unknown to either of us, it was part of a larger plan. 

Anyway, Jeremy was real glad to see us. He looked, as always, like Mr. Mole in Wind in 

the Willows emerging from his underground mole house, except with crazier hair. As usual his 

basement laboratory was full of weird devices he was building, and devices he’d finished that 

had gone wrong, and devices he’d abandoned before they were finished because he’d had a 

better idea. 

He frowned and ran his hands through his hair a bunch of times when we told him about 

the brewing war between the Devils and the Angels, and then suddenly brightened up. “I might 

just have something,” he said, and led us into the depths of the lab where he rootled around in a 

cupboard for a while before proudly bringing out something that looked like one of those 

medieval grappling irons they used to throw over castle walls when they were besieging them. 



142 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

“I can’t see how that’s going to help,” said Hannah.  

Jeremy smiled like a conjurer about to do a particularly brilliant trick. 

“They like to perch in trees, don’t they?” he said. “The Angels, I mean. This is designed 

to use the energy of the tree to send them back through the membrane.” 

We both looked at him with a What The expression on our faces. 

“Trees aren’t just sticks stuck in the ground,” said Jeremy, adding wires and capacitors to 

the grappling iron as he spoke. “Their root systems spread out for hundreds of yards, bringing in 

moisture and nutrients. Their canopies change the climate all around them. Hundreds of gallons 

of water pass through trees every day. And nothing conducts electricity better than water.” 

“You’re not going to start electrocuting angels!” said Hannah. “That would be like 

declaring war.” 

“No, no,” said Jeremy. “Absolutely not. But if this works, they should just vanish back 

where they came from.” 

“What about the Devils?” I said, because I was afraid that without the Angels they might 

start to be much more dangerous. 

“I have another idea for the Devils,” said Jeremy, “but let’s try this one first. You said 

there was an Angel you’d been talking to. You know where his tree is?” 

I didn’t feel entirely comfortable about this, and I was worried about what might happen 

if Jeremy’s device turned out to be another dud and Zacharias got mad with us and decided to 

take revenge, but Jeremy said the plan would be to install the device in the tree when Zacharias 

wasn’t there and leave a remote sensor that would let us know when he landed so it could be 

triggered without him knowing we were anywhere near. 
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Hannah was a bit doubtful, but she knew we had to start getting rid of the weird stuff that 

had come through since the Singularity, and if this method showed any promise, it was worth the 

risk. 

So we both took helped Jeremy finish the prototype and piled it in the Singularity Van 

and set off for Van Nuys. 

We actually passed Zacharias a few blocks away, orchestrating a group of mothers to 

close down a liquor store, so we knew his tree was empty. We pulled the van up next to the tree, 

threw the grappling hook up into the branches, and camouflaged the wires that ran down into the 

root system. 

Then we drove a couple of blocks away, checked that the sensor sent us a signal from that 

distance, and waited for Zacharias to come back. As we waited Jeremy told us about string 

theory. 

Then the alarm went, and we knew that Zacharias was back in his tree. Jeremy looked at 

us and drew a deep breath. “Well,” he said, “this is it,” and he pulled down the lever that 

triggered the device. 

Even from two blocks away we heard the Whumpf noise, and when we piled out of the 

van to look we could see a tunnel of light going right up into the sky above Zacharias’s tree. 

“Oh, my,” said Hannah, and I felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach because 

whatever I thought about Angels and Devils I didn’t want Zacharias vaporized, and it was hard 

to imagine with that much energy released that he would just have been sent back through the 

membrane. 

We left the van where it was and started running to the street where the tree had been. By 

the time we reached it there were people coming from all over the neighbourhood – and to our 
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relief there was Zacharias, as large as life, if not larger, hovering over the middle of the road, 

telling people he was fine and everything was okay. 

Hannah and I looked at Jeremy. “Not sure that was one of your greatest successes,” said 

Hannah, but Jeremy was staring at the tree he’d booby-trapped. With good reason. 

It was glowing neon blue, as if it was lit up from within, and the glow was getting 

brighter every minute.  

And suddenly there was another Whumpf noise and the tree seemed to expand, as if 

someone was blowing it up with a bicycle pump, and then there was a loud popping noise, like a 

giant bubble being burst, and it went back to normal again. 

But before we could heave a sigh of relief the next tree up the road was glowing blue just 

the same and then going Pop and sending the blue pulse to its neighbour, and as we watched the 

light pulsed from tree to tree all along the street until it vanished into the distance.  

“What’s happening, Jeremy?” said my sister.  

Jeremy immediately looked shifty. “Just a side-effect,” he said, not very convincingly. 

“What sort of a side effect?” said my sister, but Jeremy just said “I may have to do some 

calculations.” 

And we slipped away, but not, I’m sure, before Zacharias had noticed us on the edge of 

the crowd, and drawn his own conclusions. 
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34 

A WORD FROM OUR BRANCH MANAGER 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

OCTOBER 20TH 
 

Well, Jeremy did major amounts of calculations when we got back to Caltech, and went 

over his wiring diagrams about a million times, but Hannah and I quickly realised he had no idea 

what he’d done. And besides, pretty soon we didn’t need Jeremy to tell us: word was coming in 

from all over the Valley. 

Because it turned out that though the device had no effect on Angels at all: it has woken 

up the trees. 

The first thing you notice is that that people have started walking down the streets more 

slowly. Nobody says WHY they were doing this, but as soon as I started following them it was 

crystal clear what was going on: the trees are talking to them. 

How could I be so sure?  

Because they’re talking to me too.  

Not in words, obviously. Not with sounds – it’s just as you pass, a thought comes into 

your head, and you stop to turn it over in your mind, and you realise it was something the tree’s 

been wondering, something simple like where are you going, or whether you’re happy, or why 

you’re blue. 

And here’s the weird thing – although you hear these questions, or feel them in your 

mind – you answer just as if you’re talking to another human being.  There’s this one tree, a big 
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Ficus, just down the block from our apartment building and it seems to be waiting for me 

whenever I go past, as if it’s really interested in me. 

And it always wants to know what I’ve been doing that day, and give me feedback on it.  

And it always makes me feel better, like being validated or something.  Even when bad 

stuff has happened, and I feel low, my tree sends me thoughts that put it in perspective. 

Normally you’d feel embarrassed about talking to trees - people who tell other people 

they have conversations with plants tend to be nuts – but there’s something about the trees after 

Jeremy’s gone-wrong experiment which makes you not care what anybody thinks. 

I’ve come to think of my tree - I call him Mr. Ficus - as pretty wise. Perhaps it’s because 

trees grow much more slowly than people, and usually live much longer, and that gives them a 

different way of looking at things.  

They’re rooted, and we’re always hurrying about.  

Of course, the trees are used to having birds in their branches, and now they’ve woken up 

you can tell they’re having conversations with them too, because lots more birds come to visit. 

Certain trees prefer squirrels, and you’ll see a dozen or more sitting on a branch, listening 

to whatever the tree is telling them, and chattering back. 

And the streets are feeling different. The trees have reached across the roads to touch 

each other, so there are leafy canopies everywhere you look, and lots of shade on hot days. 

And the people who live in those streets were – well, the only word that covers it is – 

happier. 

The other day when I was standing beside my friend Ficus watching the squirrels running 

up and down his branches he asked me why there weren’t any trees around our apartment block. 

I told him I didn’t know, but I guessed the landlords didn’t want the bother of maintaining them. 
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And Ficus said But they wouldn’t have to maintain them, would they? You’d do it, 

wouldn’t you? And I said Sure, if you’d like and he said I’d like and I went to a nursery on the 

bus to see if I could buy some trees to plant. 

To my surprise the place was full of people buying little trees, and the nursery guy said 

he was having a sale, so they were cheap. When I got on the bus to go home it was full of people 

carrying trees with their roots wrapped in wet burlap bags.  

I had to rootle around for a while before I found a space next to the apartment building to 

dig the hole, and I’m telling you, digging turned out to be really hard work, and when I’d done it 

I had to find a hose to water it, which was also a drag, but after I’d finished, there was a new tree, 

getting ready to start a new life, and I felt quite good. 

So do lots of other people. All over the Valley they’re filling their gardens with Pepper 

trees, Fig trees, Arbutuses, Jacarandas, Acacias, Eucalyptus, Olives, Monterrey Pines, Chinese 

Elms and Mulberries - surrounding their houses with them, feeding and watering them as if 

they’re their children. 

And not just around their houses. People have been going onto the median strips in the 

middle of the road with spades digging holes and putting trees in. At first cops stopped them to 

ask if they had permission, but usually they would end up helping them plant. 

Everybody had always thought that school yards were supposed to be huge asphalt 

parking lots, but yesterday me and Logan Cahn brought a tree to the George W. Bush High 

School, planning to secretly dig a hole in the asphalt and plant them somewhere they wouldn’t be 

noticed at first – only to find Kevin Dolman and Owen Jackson and Anna Hoffman and about 

fifty other kids had got the same idea, and before we were done the place was surrounded by 
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trees, and though some of the teachers came out and said things like You need to ask the 

principal, nobody has done anything yet, and I don’t think they will. 

I think that before long you will have to go through a mysterious forest to get to George 

W. Bush High, and when you look out of the window you will be looking at a sea of green leaves 

instead of concrete and asphalt. It will be cool instead of hot in the classroom, and I think reading 

books in the greenish light that comes through the leaves will be much more interesting than 

reading them when there is nothing outside except basketball courts. 

Jeremy has just called to say he’s re-jigged his machine so it will do what it was 

supposed to do and get rid of the Angels, but Hannah and me said it was not a good idea to try 

again in case it changes the trees back into what they were before, which nobody wants. 

And it made me wonder if I haven’t misjudged the Angels, because of course if it hadn’t 

been for them, the trees would have stayed dumb and none of the good things would have 

happened.  

Perhaps, I thought, they work in mysterious ways. 
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35 

HOW I WON WORLD WAR TWO 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 

NOVEMBER 3RD 
 

This sounds like a big claim. It should be more like How I Made Sure Hitler Didn’t Win 

World War Two, but that’s too long for a title, so you’ll just have to read on to find out what I’m 

talking about.  

It all began when Jeremy offered to take Hannah and me for a picnic.  

I think he just wanted to ask Hannah, really, but because I answered the phone he felt he 

had to ask me to, and because I wanted to a ride on his motorbike, I said yes. It turned out I had 

to go in the sidecar, but that was okay. 

And it turned out to be some picnic. 

We went to Griffith Park, which is on the south side of the Valley, on the edge of the 

Santa Monica Mountains near the pass that leads to downtown Los Angeles, and before we ate 

we visited the Gene Autry Cowboy Museum to see the Gunfight at the OK Corral exhibit, which 

has always been one of my favourite things ever since I was a little kid.  

Wyatt Earp and Doc Holiday and the Clantons are all there, life-size, in a life-size model 

of the corral, and you hear the whole shootout as if you were right in Tombstone itself . We were 

up on a grassy slope eating tuna sandwiches and discussing Wyatt Earp, who apparently ended 

up in Hollywood telling movie directors how to make cowboy movies, when the airship came 

over.  
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It was about two thousand feet up in the air, a long silvery cylinder shape, like a giant 

fish. 

“Oh dear,” said Jeremy.  

“What?” said Hannah. 

“That shouldn’t be here,” said Jeremy. 

“What are you talking about?” I demanded. 

 “Look at the registration number on that airship,” said Jeremy. 

“D-LZ 129. “Is that important?” 

 “D-LZ 129 was the registration number of the Hindenberg,” he said. When I still wasn’t 

impressed enough for him he said “The Hindenberg was the largest airship ever built. Eight 

hundred feet long, seven million cubic feet of hydrogen. Manufactured in Germany in 1936.” 

Then I noticed what was painted on its tail fins: four giant swastikas, which was weird. 

“How come it’s still flying?” I said. 

“That’s the problem - it isn’t,” said Jeremy. “In May 1937 it flew from Frankfurt to New 

York and then went on to land at the Lakehurst Naval Air Station in New Jersey.” 

“Okay …” I said, and I had a feeling this story would not end well. 

“There were thirty six passengers and sixty crew members aboard,” Jeremy said softly. 

“As they passed over Boston the radio operator got a message that there was a thunderstorm over 

Lakenhurst so they should wait till it had passed. The Captain, whose name was Max Pruss, 

decided to fill in the time by taking the Hindenberg over Manhattan, and people went crazy, 

leaning out of the windows of skyscrapers, watching it float over the Chrysler Building and the 

Empire State. Then, around six thirty p.m. word came through the storm had cleared and it was 

safe to bring the ship in to land, so they headed for Lakenhurst. When they arrived there Captain 
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Pruss brought it in for something they called a high moor: which meant that instead of going 

straight for the ground they hooked it to a kind of tower with the idea of winching it down to the 

ground afterwards.  

“Just after seven in the evening they idled the engines, started letting out excess gas and 

dropped the water ballast so it was on even keel. After that they dropped the mooring lines, first 

the starboard, then the port.  It was around about then that people on the ground saw the tear in 

the fabric on the upper fin – and then some blue flashes, which had to be static electricity. And 

from that moment on the airship had less than a minute to live.”  

“It was filled with hydrogen, wasn’t it?” said Hannah.  

Jeremy smiled grimly “The most flammable gas on earth,” he said. “People on board 

heard a kind of bang from the tail and a water tank and a fuel tank came shooting out of the hull 

as if somebody had fired them out of a cannon. Then the back part of the ship imploded and the 

bow burst into flame.”   

He took a swig from his bottle of Snapple. 

“They still argue about how long it took for the airship to be completely destroyed: some 

people say 32 seconds, some people say 37. And nobody can agree whether it was a fuel leak, or 

static electricity – or sabotage.  Whatever it was, though a bunch of people went up in flames and 

nobody ever built a passenger airship again.” 

“So how come it’s here now?” I said.  

“Well it’s traveling north west at about fifteen knots, so if we look back along its track to 

the south-west, we ought to be able to figure out the point where it came through.” 

We looked in that direction – which was the direction of Pasadena.  

 “And Caltech,” said Hannah. 
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 Jeremy pulled a face. “Sounds like Hadron II.” 

 “I thought they had to wait for permission from Washington.”  

“Looks like they jumped the gun,” said Jeremy. 

 “What’s Hadron II?” I demanded. 

Hannah turned to me. “Some of Jeremy’s pals thought they’d come up with the perfect 

way to undo the damage of the original Singularity by building a sort of small Hadron Collider 

of their own. But everyone knew how risky it would be, so there’s about six government 

committees studying whether they should do it.” 

“I told them they shouldn’t try it,” said Jeremy. “I told them that if it went wrong they 

wouldn’t just tear the membrane between us and other universes. They’d also tear through the 

membrane dividing us from other times.” 

Hannah looked at the giant airship, coming rapidly closer.  “You think that’s why the 

Hindenberg is here?” Jeremy nodded. 

 “So as far as those guys up there in that airship are concerned,” I said, “it’s still 1937, 

and the Hindenberg disaster hasn’t happened?” 

“Exactly,” said Jeremy. “Though I’m betting the navigator is tearing his hair out about 

why they’re coming down over Los Angeles instead of New York.” 

“He probably doesn’t even know it’s Los Angeles,” Hannah said. “In 1937 this was all 

bean fields and orange groves and there were no skyscrapers downtown.” 

We looked at each other. 

“And Hitler was still in charge of Germany,” I said. 

It was an eerie thought, but something even more scary just occurred to me. “If that 

airship explodes here like it did in New Jersey a lot of people are going to get hurt.” The idea of 
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seven million cubic feet of hydrogen going up over the densely packed neighborhoods above 

which the Hindenberg was now flying was pretty awful. Jeremy and Hannah looked at each 

other. 

“We have to get it back where it came from,” said Hannah. “And fast.” 

Jeremy nodded. “If we can get it to go back over Caltech and they can reverse Hadron II 

we might just be able to push it back through.” He picked up his cellphone and started talking 

urgently to whoever was running the Collider. 

“But how do we get it to turn around?” said Hannah. “How do we communicate with it?” 

“Why not try your radio?” I said. She had this cool radio transmitter on her belt to talk to 

the Sherman Oaks office, and I thought it was worth a try. 

“Let’s see,” said Hannah, and she started going through the channels, repeating the 

message “Come in Hindenberg. Please respond. Over.” until suddenly there was a voice 

crackling through the speaker. 

A voice nobody had heard since 1937. 

 “This the commander of Airship D-LZ 129,” said the voice in a heavy German accent. 

“Who am I speaking with? Over.” 

A kind of shiver went through me as I realised I was listening to somebody who had been 

dead for most of a century, but Hannah was very calm. 

“I’m an official of the United States Department of Homeland Singularity,” she said, 

“and you are in great danger. If you reverse course and go back on the heading … ” she turned to 

Jeremy. 

“South south east” said Jeremy. 
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“South South East,” said Hannah, “you should be returned to your original position on 

the approach to Lakenhurst.” 

“Homeland Singularity?” said the Captain. “What is Homeland Singularity, and where 

are we?” 

“Listen, this is very urgent,” said Hannah. “You are in imminent danger. Please begin the 

manouevre to turn back the way you came and we’ll explain as we go.” 

There was a pause, which we knew had to be the Captain and his crew arguing over what 

to do. Jeremy said “We might lose radio contact once they start moving away from us. We have 

to follow them.” 

“Okay” said Hannah and we started down the hill to the parking lot. 

As we reached Jeremy’s motorbike Hannah looked up and said “Thank God,” because 

she saw the Hindenberg was turning, as she’d asked. Her radio crackled into life again. 

“We have followed your request,” said the Captain, “and now we would appreciate your 

explanation.”  

“Are you familiar with atomic physics, Captain?” said Hannah as we barreled out of the 

parking lot. 

Well, you can imagine it wasn’t easy, explaining to a very sceptical German airship 

captain on a small two-way radio while racing along the 134 Freeway what had brought him and 

his ship through time and space. And it wasn’t made any easier by the fact that Air Traffic 

Control at Burbank Airport had now found the Hindenberg’s radio frequency as well and were 

trying to take control of the situation themselves. 

“You have no right to issue instructions to aircraft in this air space,” an Air Traffic 

Controller barked through Hannah’s radio. 
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“It’s an emergency,” said Hannah, “we have to get the airship in position over Caltech so 

it can go back the way it came.” 

“That’s not your decision to make,” said the Air Traffic guy. “We’re instructing it to land 

at Burbank immediately.” 

“What, so it can explode there?” said Hannah. 

“Explode?” said the Air Traffic guy. “What are you talking about?” 

“You haven’t you checked the registration number, have you?” said Hannah. 

“The registration – ” 

 “It’s the Hindenberg,” said Hannah. 

“Oh, shoot,” said Burbank. 

“You still want to bring it down at your airport?” 

There was a beat. 

“This is Air Traffic control at Burbank, calling the Hindenberg. You are instructed to 

remain on your present course towards Pasadena. Please confirm. Over.” 

“How are the guys at Caltech doing?” Hannah yelled to Jeremy over the noise of the 

bike’s engine. “Are they going to be ready in time?” 

“They’re working on it,” said Jeremy, but I only kind of half heard him, because I was 

looking at the Hindenberg. 

It was coming down. 

“Homeland Singularity calling Hindenberg. What are you doing?” Hannah yelled into her 

radio, but it was some time before anyone responded. Finally the Captain’s voice crackled 

through the airwaves. 
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“If there is the danger of an explosion,” he said, “it is my duty to bring the ship down 

immediately.” 

“No!” yelled Hannah into the mike, “Don’t do that!” 

“Please explain why not,” said the Captain, but even as he spoke the Hindenberg was 

coming in lower and lower, parallel to the freeway. 

Slowly, calmly, Hannah described what had happened at Lakenhurst. The airship was 

now right next to the freeway, about a hundred feet above the ground. If it blew up now, we were 

all toast. And as the freeway was now passing through the city of Eagle Rock, a fair bit of Eagle 

Rock would be toast too. 

“So you see, Captain Pruss,” said my sister, “we have to get you out of here.” 

            There was another pause. “My name is not Pruss,” said the Captain. “It is Hegel. You 

seem to have your facts wrong.” 

We looked at each other. Well, as much as you can look at each other while on a 

motorbike traveling at 95 miles an hour down the 134. “I am bringing my ship down at the next 

suitable site,” said Captain Hegel. “When we have landed we will discuss this further.” 

“Absolutely not!” said Hannah, but somehow she’d lost her authority. 

Minutes later the Hindenberg was hovering over the Eagle Rock Reservoir. Seen from 

that close, it looked the biggest thing in the world, as if someone had tipped a skyscraper on its 

side and filled it with gas. Without pausing for consultation, Jeremy took the next exit from the 

Freeway, cut through a couple of back yards, and rode up the track that led to the reservoir. 

There was a locked gate at the end of the track. 
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“Hold on tight,” said Jeremy, smashed through the gate and roared alongside the airship 

gondola even as it touched the ground. The door was open and crewmen had already leapt out 

and were tying the ship down. 

Nobody tried to stop us as we dashed up the aluminum steps into the cabin; though the 

engines had been turned off the propellers on the engine pods were still turning lazily. It was 

eerily quiet. 

Captain Hegel was waiting for us in the pilothouse, and we all stopped dead as we saw 

the two men on either side of him, wearing polished black jackboots, black uniforms with a 

double lightning bolt on the collar and peaked hats with the silver deaths head insignias. “SS” 

whispered Jeremy -  the most evil and ruthless unit in the entire Nazi war machine. 

There was a click as the gondola door closed behind us, and the taller of the SS guys said 

“And now we will have a little talk, I think,” and ushered us through a promenade deck, where 

several dozen well-dressed passengers were milling about, looking out of the windows in a 

puzzled way, to a door with “Writing Room” written on it in English and German. 

The Writing Room had shiny 1930’s chrome furniture and a large photograph of Adolf 

Hitler gazing down at us from the wall. “I am Major Drossel,” said the SS guy, “and I think you 

owe us an explanation.” 

Well, we had nothing to hide and these were the last guys you’d want to try and hide it 

from. We told them all about the Singularity and the stuff that had been happening. We told them 

about Hadron II and how that had probably brought them through from their time to ours, though 

we had no explanation of why they had been taken from the Atlantic coast of America to the San 

Fernando Valley. We told them how we hoped that if the procedure was reversed and they were 
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close enough to the collider at Caltech when that happened, they would probably be sent back 

where they had come from. 

Surprisingly, the SS guys did not seem too thrown about the weird science we were 

telling them about: it was almost as if they had some knowledge of atomic physics, which you 

would not have expected. Captain Hegel, on the other hand, was more interested in what we 

knew about the events at Lakenhurst in May 1937. 

Because it turned out the voyage we’d interrupted had not the first of the 1937 flying 

season, but the last one of 1936. And naturally once we’d told him our story Captain Hegel was 

bursting to get back to warn Captain Pruss what NOT to do when he set out for America the 

following year. 

We looked at each other as he said this. If he managed to stop the Hindenberg disaster 

from happening, wouldn’t that change the course of history? For example, might people go on 

building airships instead of abandoning the idea, so our skies would be full of giant ships like 

this instead of 747’s? 

And what would it mean for the Nazis when World War Two started? It kind of bent the 

mind to think about it, but not half as much as the other possibility for changing history that was 

on board that day. A possibility we might never have even realised was there if it had not been 

for the fact that I needed to use the restroom. 

In other circumstances they might not have allowed it, but they were wrestling with the 

amazing things my sister and Jeremy were telling them, and their minds were not on some kid 

who needed to go to the bathroom. They waved me out of there with mumbled directions, and 

when I came out I couldn’t resist the temptation to do a little exploring. There was an aluminum 
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ladder at the far end of the corridor, and with everybody busy securing the ship and talking to 

Jeremy and Hannah there was no-one guarding it. 

I climbed the ladder, and realised I was now leaving the gondola and going into the 

cylinder itself. It was like being inside a gigantic tube-shaped tent filled with twelve-storey high 

balloons. I’d imagined the cylinder itself was full of hydrogen gas, but it turned out it just held 

the balloons in place, and the gas was inside the balloons. There were sixteen of them. 

There were catwalks and corridors to allow people to climb around the gas bags, made of 

latticed metal like you sometimes see in old Erector sets.  

Sunlight came in through the outer skin of the cylinder like it does through the roof of a 

canvas tent.  Everything was quiet and strangely peaceful. Amidst all the craziness of this thing 

being here in the San Fernando Valley at all, it was a wonderful moment. Here I was, back in a 

piece of history. A few months from now, in the past, it would all turn to blackened, twisted 

metal: but for me, in this moment, it was still, and peaceful, and beautiful. 

And then I heard the knocking. Well, a kind of banging, really, a muffled, thumping 

sound, coming from – where? I looked around at the huge gas bags, the catwalks, the ladders – 

and suddenly I had it. There was a triangular tube going through the middle of each bag, I guess 

to allow inspection, and the knocking was coming from the tube that ran through bag number six. 

I climbed another set of stairs, turned left down the cat-walk, and went into the tube. 

Where a small guy with glasses was lying on the metal struts, his mouth sealed with 

tape, his hands and feet tied with rope. 

The noise had come from his desperate kicking with his bound feet on the floor of the 

tube. 
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For a second or two I didn’t do anything, I just stood there looking at him, shocked, and 

then his eyes met mine and I saw the desperation in them. This guy was terrified. 

I broke out of my paralysis and started undoing the ropes. Halfway through that I 

remembered the tape over his mouth and ripped it off. He yelled in pain. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Never mind,” he said in a German accent even thicker than the Captain’s. “Get me out 

of here before they come back.” 

“Before who comes back?” but I wasn’t wasting time: I was undoing the knots as I spoke. 

“The SS,” he said. “They mustn’t take me back to Germany.” 

I must have looked puzzled, because as I undid his hands he said “My name is Dr. 

Friedrich Landau, I work at the Otto Hahn Institute for Atomic Research in Berlin and I have 

scientific information which could enable Hitler to rule the world.” 

I helped him to his feet: he couldn’t move at first because he had no circulation in his 

arms and legs. “I was trying to escape to America,” he said, “but the SS found me aboard here 

before we reached New York. Unless someone stops them they will take me back, and they will 

force me to tell them what I know.”  

“What do you know?” I said. 

He looked at me through the thick lenses of his spectacles, thick as Coke bottles. “I know 

how to make an atomic bomb,” he said. “If I go back to Germany the Third Reich will have the 

secret of nuclear weapons, and Hitler will be the most powerful man on the face of the earth.” 

I was never much interested in history, but even I knew what would have gone down if 

Hitler had had the atomic bomb. Britain would never have stood up against him. America would 
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never have come into the war. And with Werner von Braun building him rockets to deliver his 

bombs any place he chose, there was nowhere in the world that could have defied him. 

The Nazis would truly have created a Thousand Year Reich, and America would 

probably have been part of it. 

So, to cut to the chase, I needed to help this guy. “Let’s do it,” I said. At which point 

there was a clattering noise from the ladder which led up from the gondola to the cylinder - the 

sort of noise jack boots make on metal struts - and I head Major Drossel’s voice calling “Hunter, 

are you there? Your sister is asking for you.” 

Okay, what to do? If I said nothing, would he think I wasn’t up here and go away? Or 

would he come looking? I glanced at Dr. Landau. What did he think? But Dr. Landau was 

already climbing the ladder that led to the next level.  

Second fork in the road: follow him, or go down to head off Major Drossel? 

Decision taken: I was going to follow him. If my job now was to make sure he did not go 

back to Nazi Germany, I had to stick with him. 

“Hunter! Come back down!” shouted Drossel from below. Did he know I was up here or 

was he just bluffing?  No time to find out. I went up the ladder as fast as I could after Dr. 

Landau, tip-toeing so there were no echoes from the metal. 

We came out on a second catwalk, this one running along the top of the gas bags, just 

below the outer skin of the airship. I made the mistake of looking down, between the bags – into 

a chasm about three hundred feet deep. Not a good time to fall. 

 “We should go to the front of the ship, climb back down to the gondola from there - and 

make a dash for it,” said Dr. Landau, and without waiting to discuss it set off immediately in that 

direction. 
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Ten feet into his journey he stopped dead, because he knew it was useless. Major Drossel 

was dead ahead of us, having figured out exactly what Dr. Landau would try to do – and he had a 

gun in his hand. One of those Luger pistols you see in war movies. Cool on the big screen: not so 

cool when it’s pointed at you. 

“Put your hands in the air and come towards me very slowly,” he said. 

“Don’t do it, Dr. Landau,” I said. “He won’t shoot.” 

“How do you know?” Dr. Landau whispered back. 

“Because we’re standing on top of seven million cubic feet of hydrogen gas,” I said, “and 

I don’t think he wants to go up in smoke any more than we do.” 

 “You are an intelligent boy,” said Dr. Landau out of the corner of his mouth, and coming 

from a nuclear scientist, I thought this was pretty flattering and we turned our backs on Major 

Drossel and started along the catwalk in the opposite direction. 

“Stop or I fire,” said Drossel, but we took no notice. If we reached the ladder leading 

downwards at the far end of the airship and slid down it instead of using the steps we had a 

chance. 

Or would have done if the other SS man hadn’t come out of it before we were halfway 

there.  

“Ah, gentlemen,” Drossel said, though it sounded like “Chentlemen”. And he smiled. Not 

a nice smile, and then he began to walk towards us. 

Now we were trapped between them, and all they had to do was close in on us and 

overpower us instead of using their guns. 

“Are you afraid of heights?” asked Dr. Landau, and before I could ask him what he was 

talking about he was reaching up above his head – to a trapdoor in the outer skin. 
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And pulling himself right out onto the top of the airship. And as the two SS guys began 

racing towards us, he reached down and pulled me up after him. 

I have never been so scared in my life. The airship was long enough to hold half a dozen 

jumbo jets – but the flat part along the top was only a few yards wide, with just a rope to hold 

onto. The walls of the ship sloped steeply away on either side. One false step and you’d be 

falling twelve stories to the ground. 

Actually, more than that: because as we came out there was a horrible lurch – and the 

Hindenberg began to rise.  

It was taking off again with us on the outside! 

Believe me, you do not want to be in a situation like that: on top of an airship as it’s 

going up into the air with two SS guys sticking their heads out of the trap doors on either side of 

you and one of them pointing his Lugar and saying “I think it is safe to shoot now, Dr. Landau.  

And I will shoot, if you do not come back down through the hatch at once.” 

For a moment nobody said anything – until I realised something. 

“Don’t they want you back in Germany?” I whispered. “To tell them about how to build 

the bomb?” 

“They do,” said Dr. Landau. 

“So they won’t shoot you up here either,” I said.  

“You’re right,” said Dr. Landau.  

A bullet whistled past our heads. 

“Just wounding will be enough,” said Major Drossel. 

Not quite so smart. We dropped flat to the surface of the airship as Drossel and his pal 

pulled themselves out of their trap doors and began to walk towards us, one from each direction. 
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I pulled out my cellphone.  

“Hannah,” I said. 

“Where the hell are you?” yelled Hannah. 

“On top of the ship,” I said, “with the SS. Can you stop it going up?” 

There was a brief pause. “Hold on,” said Hannah, “and I mean that literally.” 

That “literally” was kind of a code word between us: it meant that Hannah was up to 

something, and I took a wild guess as to what that was. 

“Hold on,” I said to Dr. Landau, and we grabbed the guide ropes – as the Hindenberg 

suddenly lurched downwards. My cellphone was still on and I heard the yells from the control 

room, and the sound of somebody smashing something. 

Hannah hadn’t waited to ask anybody – she’d acted. 

As the ship tilted Drossel fell, and his finger must have squeezed the trigger, because 

there was a second shot, and this time it didn’t go over our heads, but ricocheted off the metal 

ring that held the guide ropes we were holding onto. 

As the ship rose into the air Drossel and the other SS guy slid down the side, but I wasn’t 

taking much notice of that because Dr. Landau and I were now sliding down the other side, 

both clinging to the severed rope like two weights on the end of a pendulum. 

And passing the control room in the gondola as we swung – through the window of 

which we could see Hannah and Jeremy struggling with the crew. 

At which point I looked down at the ground – and realised something. We weren’t 

actually above the ground – we were still above the reservoir. 

“Dr. Landau,” I yelled, “can you swim?” and then I banged on the glass of the control 

room so I knew Hannah could see me, jerked my thumb downwards - and let go of the rope. 
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I’m not quite sure how far I fell, because at this point the nose of the ship was still 

pointing down, and it probably wasn’t that far, but it felt like a million miles. 

And then I hit the water, and I was plunging down through the darkness of the Eagle 

Rock Reservoir and it felt as if I was going so deep I would never get to the surface again.  

Bad moment. Everything black. Lungs bursting. Surface a long, long way away, too far 

to reach. But somehow I did reach it and as I came up again, gasping for air, there was Dr. 

Landau splashing around beside me, and up above the door of the gondola was opening and 

Hannah and Jeremy leaping out into the water after us. 

As they bobbed to the surface they found us staring up at the Hindenberg as it rose into 

the sky, with the two SS guys still clinging to the ropes that held them to the top of the ship. Far 

too high now for them to jump after us. 

“Well done,” I said to Hannah and Jeremy, “we just stopped Hitler getting the atomic 

bomb.”  They stared at me. “I would appreciate your help,” said Dr. Landau, “as I cannot swim,” 

and the next few minutes were spent with all four of us splashing about not very elegantly 

getting him to the shore, where I completed the introductions. 

As I spoke above us in the sky the Hindenberg regained its balance and returned to the 

course it had been following: south south east towards Pasadena. By the time it passed over 

Caltech Jeremy was on the phone to the lab, giving them detailed instructions. 

We heard, from his phone’s tiny speaker, the sound of the countdown, and the “Zero” as 

they reversed Hadron II. For a moment it looked as if nothing was going to happen – the great 

silvery fish shaped thing continued to slide serenely over Pasadena.  

And then, without warning, it vanished. 
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We stared at the sky for a moment, as if it might come back, but after a while it was clear 

it had gone forever. We looked at each other, hardly able to believe what we’d gone through 

since we sat down for our picnic in Griffith Park. Then Hannah started Googling urgently on her 

I-Phone. “What?” I said. 

 “I’m just finding out whether we changed history,” she said. 

“You mean because the message got back and they knew how to avoid the explosion in 

1937?” 

“Exactly.” We all peered at the little screen – and then blinked as exactly the same set of 

facts appeared and exactly the same pictures as we’d seen before the Hindenberg appeared over 

the Valley. 

“I don’t get it,” I said. “If they knew – ” 

“People don’t always act on what they know,” said Hannah. “Sometimes they get 

warnings – and take no notice.” 

“Wow,” I said, “how dumb is that?” 

“Yeah,” said Hannah. “That’s the human race for you.” She looked at Dr. Landau and 

smiled. “But at least we know now why the Nazis never figured out how to build the atomic 

bomb.” 

“And Hunter should pat himself on the back,” said Jeremy, “after all, how many high 

school kids can say they stopped Hitler winning World War Two?” 
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36 

GHOBLINS 
 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 
NOVEMBER 15TH 

 

“Ghoblins,” said Logan, making a weird “H” noise in the back of his throat. 

“What?” 

“They call themselves Ghoblins, like in Jose or La Jolla,” said Logan. 

“Perhaps if you call them Goblins they’ll go away,” I said. He gave me a wounded look. 

“Have you ever tried annoying a Ghoblin?” he said. “The first time I got their name wrong they 

rewrote my essay on Huckleberry Finn in Chinese.” 

“So they have a sense of humor,” I said. 

“This isn’t funny,” said Logan. “They’re making our lives a misery.” 

I tried to look more sympathetic. “We have to cook for them” said Logan, “and it’s 

always pies with weird things in them that stink up the house. And really bad sweet wine, you 

have to give them lots of that. They’ve taken over the remote control for the TV and the only 

show they watch is the Real Housewives of Orange County, over and over again, even if they’ve 

seen it a million times. And Nascar racing.  They’ve moved into the attic and they hold parties up 

there till two o’clock in the morning. There’s other things too, do you want a list?” 

I shook my head. It did not sound like fun, and I knew Logan was not the only person 

with a ghoblin infestation. Lots of kids had been coming to school looking wiped out after not 

getting very much sleep the night before from their ghoblins keeping them awake, or being made 

to run errands for them. And sometimes you knew they had annoyed their ghoblins because these 
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kids’ ears would suddenly grow really long, like rabbit ears, or their hair would suddenly turn 

into an Afro. The effects never lasted long, because apparently the magic ghoblins could do was 

short term, but it sure was annoying. 

The Department of Homeland Singularity website recommended that people with ghoblin 

infestations sprinkle  flax seed, salt, and St John's Wort (whatever that was) around the house, 

but nobody ever reported this ever worked, and it was probably just a typical DHS way of 

looking helpful and really ducking the issue. 

But to be perfectly honest because my sister and I didn’t have any ghoblins in our 

apartment, it wasn’t something I took very seriously. Somebody else’s problem, they could deal 

with it. And also slightly funny. 

Then they fetched up in the apartment block where Luke Hayden lived. Luke Hayden 

was a kid who dyed his hair. Well, he had only done it once, back in Junior High, but everybody 

remembered it, and Ted and Tony Barham started calling him a sissy and from then on he was an 

outcast. Well, not exactly an outcast, but different. If you didn’t want Ted and Tony and their 

pals stealing your lunch money, you stayed away from Luke, and anyway he mainly palled 

around with a kid called Kenneth, until Kenneth moved away not long after we started High 

School. Then he was pretty much on his own. 

Luke always looked kind of pale and nervous, as if someone was after him, and they 

usually were, and it’s funny how you come to just take that for granted, almost as if people who 

have a hard time deserve to have a hard time, as if there’s some kind of justice in it. But he was 

always busy with some kind of project, his violin lessons or his scrap-books or his collection of 

stamps, so you didn’t see him as lonely, just doing his own thing.  
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But after the ghoblins moved in with him and his mom, you couldn’t help but notice 

things were going downhill for him. He had big black rings under his eyes, and his shoulders 

were slumped when he walked, and he didn’t look out properly, so he walked right into the 

Barham twins outside the science lab and got thrown around between them for about five 

minutes before the bell went. I saw that happening, actually, and though I knew better than to 

take on the Barhams I couldn’t stop myself trying to get Luke out of there, and got Chinese 

burned for my pains till the bell went. When they’d gone I said to Luke “What were you 

thinking, tangling with those jerks?” angrily, like it was his fault, which I knew it wasn’t, but you 

know how you do that, when you’re mad. Luke’s eyes filled with tears, which was embarrassing 

and he said “We’ve got goblins,” not even bothering to say it right, “and Mom and me aren’t 

getting much sleep.” 

“Tough,” I said. 

“They took my stamp collection,” said Luke, and then really started crying. I hate crying, 

especially by boys, so I punched him in the shoulder in a sort of sympathizing way and said 

“Tough” again and went into science class to try again with the Periodic Table, which I’m telling 

you was not much more fun than the Chinese burn.  

For the rest of the day I managed to forget about him, but when school was over, as we 

were walking home, I saw he was about to walk right into Jaden Carr, a weasel who hung around 

with the Barhams, so I grabbed his arm and swung him around, not very gently I have to admit, 

and took him the other way round the block. His apartment building was just down the road from 

mine so I had no option but to keep going with him, which again was kind of annoying because I 

didn’t want kids saying stupid things about me, but there wasn’t much option. 
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He was pale as a sheet, but he didn’t cry, so I stuck with him. I should have stopped when 

we were outside my building because that was before his, and there was no good reason to keep 

going, but somehow I couldn’t let him go on by himself.   

“Thanks, Hunter,” he said when we reached his front door, and for no good reason 

whatsoever I said So what do your goblins look like? And he said Just ugly and mean, like all the 

others and I said Well anyway, let’s take a look and we went up to his apartment. 

Wow, was that place a mess. Luke stood stock still when he opened the door and it was 

like he’d been hit. You could tell it wasn’t usually like that: everything was clean, and there were 

lots of nice things, but they were scattered everywhere,  pictures tilted on the walls, books pulled 

out of shelves, cushions torn open and the stuffing pulled out, pizza boxes scattered around, wine 

spilt on the floor. 

“I’d better clean this up before Mom gets home,” said Luke, after a minute, “Wednesdays 

are tough for her.” I knew his Mom did the accounts in a construction company, and she worked 

long hours. So Luke put down his school bags and got to work, straightening things out. I didn’t 

help him. I just stood there, watching the whole thing and feeling sadder than – well, sadder than 

I’ve felt for a long time. 

And then mad. 

“So where are these stupid goblins?” I said. I wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction 

of that stupid gh sound. 

“Don’t make them angry,” said Luke. Then, more quietly, “In the closet.” 

I walked down the tiny hallway to the closet door at the end and ripped it open. It looked 

like a rat’s nest in there. Torn up newspapers. Old food packaging. Stuff they’d stolen including, 

I noted, Luke’s stamp album. And lying among it all, snoring gently, half a dozen goblins. 
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They reminded me of devils, only smaller, about eight or nine inches high. Their skin was 

smooth, like rubber, and bright green. Their heads were perfectly round, like billiard balls, and 

their mouths stretched almost from ear to ear, and were full of very sharp teeth. 

I reached in and pulled the stamp album out from where the largest of the goblins was 

sleeping on it, and he fell to the floor with a bump and woke up. His yellow eyes opened wide, 

and flashed angrily. They reminded me of a cat’s. 

He snarled something, and I felt my ears prickling and then flopping. They were long and 

curly, like – well, you get the idea. But somehow I didn’t care. 

“You are a bunch of jerks,” I said. “What have you got against Luke?” 

 The big goblin spat and I felt my nose grow into a big bulbous thing, like a potato. 

“That’s no answer,” I said, and my voice was all funny, as if I had adenoids, because of 

the nose they’d given me. 

“Go away,” said the goblin. 

“Not till you tell me why you picked on Luke.” 

“We don’t have to answer to you,” said the goblin. 

“Or anybody else,” said the others, woken up by the noise. The nails of my right had 

grew longer and longer, like claws, and the goblins nudged each other in the ribs, laughing at 

how dumb they’d made me look. I felt dumb too, but I also still felt mad. 

“You any idea what that kid has to put up with at school?” I squatted down so my face 

was right next to the goblins. The stupid, big nosed, floppy eared face they’d given me. “All day, 

every day, year after year he has kids calling him a fairy and a sissy and stealing his lunch and 

his books and bumping him in the corridor and just making his life hell for no reason at all and 



172 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

all he has to look forward to is coming home and being on his own and you bastards take even 

that from him. How can you do that?”  

Funny thing was, I had never thought about what Luke’s life was really like until I started 

describing it to them and suddenly I felt it, as if I was him, and those long stupid nails they’d 

given me were digging into my own hand as if it was my life I was talking about. 

I looked them in the eyes then, one after another, into those little yellow cats’ eyes 

without an ounce of sympathy in them, and I hated them. I would have squashed their little round 

heads together if I could have, swung them round by the heels and bashed their little brains out 

against the wall. 

But the eyes blinked, as if they were thinking.  

“Why?” said the big goblin, “Why do they do this?”  

So I explained. It took a bit of explaining, actually, because they didn’t quite get the 

subtleties, or why dyeing your hair was such a big a mistake for a boy in Junior High, but they 

listened intently, as if they were trying to understand. When I had finished there was silence, and 

I noticed that my nails didn’t feel like claws any more. 

“Hmmm,” said the big goblin after a while, and then he reached out and took the stamp 

album from me and came out of the closet and walked through to the living room, where Luke 

was trying to get the stuffing back in the cushions.  “Here,” said the goblin, and handed the 

album back. 

Mechanically, Luke turned the pages. Not all the stamps were there, and the goblin 

noticed it. “We’ll find those,” he said. “Don’t worry.” Then he noticed what Luke was trying to 

do, and gave a long, weird whistle. The other goblins came out of the hallway and clustered 

round. 
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“Get to it,” said the big goblin, and suddenly they were swarming over the room, 

straightening pictures, cleaning wine stains out of the carpets, and, producing little needles from 

nowhere, sewing up the torn cushion covers so the stuffing stayed back in. 

Within about ten minutes the room looked the way it must have before the goblins moved 

in. Luke swallowed, and said Thanks. “Split,” said the big goblin, and for a moment I thought he 

was telling us to go away. Then he held out his hand and I realised he was telling us his name. 

The others followed suit: all their names were truly weird, like Bindle, Washit, Troomb 

and Nygard, but they were perfectly polite when they said them. 

“So,” said Split to Luke, “you have enemies.” 

“Not really – ” Luke began, but I cut him off. 

“Just describe the Barhams,” I said, and after a beat, Luke did, and I could see the goblins 

taking it all in. When they had finished they looked at each other, nodded their heads, flexed 

their little wiry fingers, chattered a bit, and nodded again. Split turned back to Luke. 

“Let’s have a look at your school bag,” he said, and Luke went to fetch it. 

Who’d have thought goblins were so good with needles and thread? Their whole schtick 

seemed to be messing things up, but it turned out that when they got the opportunity to sew 

things, they sewed. Before Luke’s Mom got home, that school bag was so full of hidden pockets, 

flaps, pouches, zips and compartments you could have hidden a dinner service in there. 

When she came in the door Luke’s Mom saw all the goblins and kind of sighed and said 

“I got what you wanted” and took out this bag of meat and trudged into the kitchen. 

But Split got there before her. “Our treat tonight,” he said, and guided her back into the 

living room. “Why don’t you put your feet up?” 
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I had to go home myself then, because Hannah would be getting back from Sherman 

Oaks, but I didn’t feel bad about going. And my ears and nose were back to normal, which was 

also good.  I thought about what had happened as I walked, and tried to figure it out. Everybody 

knew goblins were mean, selfish and totally inconsiderate, and that was what Luke’s goblins had 

been till I talked to them. 

I was quite prepared to give myself top marks for my eloquence, but I knew perfectly 

well that hadn’t done it, especially since I was talking through my nose half the time. So what 

had changed them? 

Hard to say, except for the fact that though they were prepared to torment Luke, they 

didn’t seem to like other people tormenting him. And then once they had started to think bad 

thoughts about the other people, they were more kindly disposed towards Luke. As if he was part 

of their team, and not the enemy. Not completely logical, but it made sense, in a weird kind of 

way. 

I started to realise How much sense next day, when Luke arrived at school looking like 

the Hunchback of Notre Dame. Well, not ugly like that but hunched over, under the weight of 

that enormous schoolbag. Enormous enough to attract the attention of the Barham twins and their 

gang. 

“Hey, Lukey,” said Tony Barham, “you got a friend in there?” and the others laughed as 

if this was the best joke they’d ever heard. Luke tried to scuttle past, as usual, but Teddy Barham 

stuck a foot out and tripped him and he fell to the floor. 

But as he fell, one of the flaps on the schoolbag opened and a small round head stuck out 

and a small mouth filled with sharp teeth crunched down on Teddy’s foot. and he screamed in 

pain as the flap closed and the small head disappeared. 
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“You’re going to pay for that,” said Tony Barham, and swung his foot back to kick Luke 

as he struggled to get up off the floor. But right in the middle of doing that he gasped. Everyone 

gasped. Instead of his sturdy boots he had a red high-heeled shoe, and above it not his normal 

hairy knee but a shapely leg in a fishnet stocking. 

“Shoo-it!” he yelled, or words to that effect, and looked down at his other leg, which was 

now just the same. The others stared at him, horrified, as Luke got back to his feet and headed 

away towards his locker.  

Before he reached it the Barham gang had raced after him and surrounded him. Ted 

Barham lifted him by the collar and held him high in the air. “You’re gonna die,” he said, as, 

with a crackle of Velcro, a pocket opened in Luke’s backpack and Bindle leant out and said 

“And you’re going to dance,” and without warning there was Ted, in a pink tutu, dancing around 

on tip-toe while The Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairies echoed from the school address system. 

The music had hardly reached the second bar before I was sending the photos from my 

phone direct to everybody I knew in George W. Bush High, and I kept on shooting because the 

photos got better. One by one the goblins popped out of the compartments in Luke’s schoolbag, 

and each directed their attention at a different member of the Barham gang. Some got prom 

dresses, others got pole dancing outfits, but they all got to dance, and kept on dancing as the 

corridor filled with every available kid in the school, and half the staff too, cheering and 

applauding. 

Then the music came to an end, and everyone was hollering and cheering and laughing, 

and I saw Split exchange a glance with Luke and as soon as the noise had died down enough 

Luke said “Okay, that’s enough for now,” and the Barhams and their friends were back to 

normal, glaring hot-eyed at the whole crowd watching them. 
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Before any of them had time to speak, or start telling Luke what they were going to do 

with him later, all the goblins stuck their heads out of the bag and Split said “Shall we all be 

friends now?” 

There was a growl from the Barham gang, like a pack of wolves getting ready to pounce, 

but before the growl could turn into words Split said “Just let Luke know whenever you’d like to 

play with us some more, and we’ll be right there, okay?” and then they all disappeared inside 

their flaps and pockets and Luke put his backpack in his locker and the bell went for first class 

and everything went back to normal. 

Well, not quite normal, because from that moment on Luke’s life changed. Other kids 

who were like him started hanging out with him too, because they realised that getting together 

was much better than skulking around on their own feeling different, and if anybody started 

giving them funny looks, they gave them funny looks back, all of them, and with Luke’s 

backpack in mind, whether there were any goblins in it or not that day, nobody bothered them. 

And instead of shunning him, kids of all kinds came to ask his advice on how to deal with 

their goblins. Or even their ghoblins. And he had stuff to tell them, because after that day, things 

between him and the little guys changed. Not only did they protect him at school, but they made 

his life at home different too. 

It was a two-way thing, really. Luke built them a little bunk-room in the closet, and 

furnished it. When he showed me, it reminded me of a doll house, which of course Luke would 

never have allowed himself to build, but he had put all the love into it that girls put into doll 

houses, and furnished it so beautifully and so comfortably the goblins could hardly believe their 

eyes when they saw it. They ran all over it, climbing the little stairs and sticking their heads out 

the little windows and whooping and hollering like crazy. 
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They still liked eating weird stuff, and Luke and his mom still felt it was a good idea to 

get it for them from the supermarket, but they cooked it themselves now, and also cooked things 

for Luke and his Mom in return, and though if you put your head in the door when Luke was at 

school and his Mom was at work the apartment always looked like a combination of a rumpus 

room and a VERY rowdy bar, by the time they got home each night things were always neat and 

tidy again. 

And whenever the goblins needed an outlet for their aggression they would pile into 

Luke’s schoolbag and get him to take them to school, or a strip mall where there was likely to be 

trouble, or the 99 cent store, because they enjoyed making mischief there, whether people gave 

them grief or not. 

Actually, the people at the 99 cent store quite liked them coming, because fun things 

happened when they were around, and the mischief magic never lasted for long. 

Logan invited me over to his house about three weeks after the Dance of the Sugar Plum 

Bullies, as it came to be called in school legend, and I noticed that not only was the house really 

clean and tidy, but there were no ghoblins in it. “Come see,” he said, and led me out into the 

garden. 

There, in the jacaranda, was a little wooden tree-house, all balconies and turrets and 

outside stairs. It had originally been a bird house, or several bird houses, and Logan and his 

grand-dad had bolted them all together so there was room for all the ghoblins, who turned out to 

much prefer living in trees to living in attics. Logan’s Dad had even brought a cable out from the 

house and put a little TV up in the branches, with a canopy over it to protect it from the rain, so 

the ghoblins could watch their own TV programs, and in return they’d given Logan’s Dad back 
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the remote control. Actually, the ghoblins’ tastes had expanded since the early days, and now as 

well as Nascar races they watch documentaries on Public Television. 

But it was more than that, for Logan and everybody else where goblins and ghoblins had 

taken up residence. Once you’d faced up to them, and taken a bit of their magic and bounced 

back from it and made your case, they tended to see reason, and figure out ways of living 

together instead of being an infestation. True, they wouldn’t actually go away, but before long 

people didn’t want them to. They were kind of a benign presence in the house, like having a 

wood fire.  

Hannah and I never got visited by goblins, for some reason, but that was okay.  

We knew plenty of people who had them, and whenever we wanted to talk to goblins, we 

just had to visit. 
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37 

THE BLUE BIRD OF HAPPINESS 

THE SAN FERNANDO VALLEY WEBLOG OF 
HUNTER S. GRACE 
NOVEMBER 29TH 

 

You’re probably thinking that life in the San Fernando Valley ten months after the 

Singularity is pretty weird. Funny thing is, no, not really. Sure, there are enchanted woods you 

enter at your peril, and strip malls where you can look down into Hell and Pit Demons going 

around encouraging people to be what they wanted and neighborhoods where angels make sure 

everyone is good, and outbreaks of really smart children, and a lot more witches and goblins and 

sightings of the Holy Grail than anybody ever imagined, but the thing that’s really strange is how 

NORMAL everything is, considering all the weird stuff going on. 

People still buy gas from gas stations and get in their cars and go to work, and kids still 

go to school, hang out in malls, skateboard, play soccer and basketball and go to movies. 

Sometimes people are happy and sometimes they’re sad, just like before. It was just – things are 

a bit more unpredictable. 

And the latest thing is that the Blue Bird of Happiness has appeared in a Gentleman’s 

Club in Canoga Park. 

The word’s got out pretty quickly, even to kids who do not go to gentlemen’s clubs, 

probably via older brothers and sketchy uncles. The place where the Blue Bird first appeared is 

called the Pink Hippo Club. 
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She isn’t an actual bird, of course. She’s a dancer who calls herself that name, which is a 

good name because she actually is blue. Not paint. Not make-up. Blue skin. Deep, rich blue. And 

a pretty amazing dancer. 

Hypnotic, is the general description. If you ask people to describe how she dances, their 

eyes kind of glaze over. It’s like you’re dancing with her yourself, they say, dancing so fast the 

whole universe seemed to slow down, her arms and legs moving so quickly there seemed to be 

lots of them. 

She dances so fast, in fact, that she’s started appearing at several clubs a night, up and 

down the Valley, moving between them in ways nobody can quite figure out.  

It’s only now people have started disappearing that the Department of Homeland 

Singularity has been called in. 

Specifically Hannah. I guess because she’s a lady, and Caspar Bell felt she would be best 

to deal with another lady. Or because the Blue Bird of Happiness scared him. I had the feeling 

actually he’d been along to one of these gentlemen’s clubs to check things out for himself, with 

work as the excuse, and had then decided he didn’t really want to confront the lady himself. 

Hannah has been along to talk to her and when she came home tonight she told me 

everything that had happened, so I could picture it. 

They’d met in the Blue Bird’s dressing room at the Pink Hippo, and the first thing that 

struck Hannah was how small and delicate the dancer was. She smiled at Hannah and explained 

her real name was Kelly and offered her some kind of herbal tea. And after a few minutes 

Hannah stopped noticing the blue-ness and just began listening to Kelly talk. She didn’t pretend 

to be ordinary: she was quite frank about the fact that she’d come through to our world because 

of the Singularity, and had taken up dancing because it seemed to be the easiest way of making a 
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living. She said she was keen to build a fan base, which was why she was appearing at so many 

different clubs, but said she knew nothing at all about the disappearances.  

She offered to demonstrate her dance for Hannah, but Hannah had said No, that was 

okay. While Kelly had her back turned making the tea, though, Hannah had seen something that 

puzzled her. Kelly had a trident leaning against the wall behind her costume – one of those three-

pronged things like Neptune has, or gladiators used to use. It seemed an odd prop for a dancer, 

but when she asked her about it she said it wasn’t hers, it belonged to a performer who did a 

mermaid number and had just left it there. 

But Hannah didn’t believe her so we went on the Net together and Googled Trident.  

Trident gum.  Trident nuclear submarines. Poseidon’s Trident.  Trident of Kali.   

I hadn’t heard of Kali so I Googled the name, and there was this picture:  

 

 

 

Hannah and I looked at each other. Kali was blue, and she was carrying a sword as well 

as the trident, and she was dancing. But the scary thing was the necklace she was wearing made 
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of human skulls and the skirt made of human arms. Hannah swallowed, and I said “Are you sure 

she called herself Kelly?” and Hannah said  “That was what it sounded like,” and right away we 

knew what the dancer had really said was “Kali” and we looked up some more, and this is what 

we found:  

“Kali, the Hindu goddess of time and change, is symbol of universal annihilation.” 

Our eyes met. Great. We read on. 

“In Kali's most famous myth she is called on to fight the demon Raktabija, who defeats 

his enemies by duplicating himself whenever blood flows from one of his wounds. Kali 

destroyed Raktabija by spearing him with her trident, decapitating him with her sword and 

sucking the blood from his body.” 

“Wow, remind me not to tangle with her,” I said. 

Hannah read on: “Pleased with her victory, Kali then danced on the field of battle, 

spinning faster and faster over the corpses of the slain. Gradually her victory dance became so 

intense it began to shake the very fabric of the universe.” 

She stopped, and I read on: “This led to her nickname “Shaker of Worlds,” an 

acknowledgement of her role as bringer of universal chaos.” 

“Great,” said Hannah. “And she’s now appearing in leading entertainment venues up and 

down the Valley.” 

I pointed to the necklace of skulls around Kali’s neck in the picture. “You think those 

guys who have disappeared are part of her costume now?”  

Hannah pulled a face. “Could be,” she said. 

We were silent for a moment. “Maybe you’d better call in the cops,” I said. “I mean, this 

is not like talking trees or goblins.” 
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“You think the LAPD is going to be able to cope with the Shaker of Worlds?” said 

Hannah. “And besides, this is what the Department of Homeland Singularity was set up for.” 

“Yeah, but we both know it can’t really. I mean, you do a great job, but you got no back-

up, they’ve got no special powers, it’s just – making it up as you go along.” 

“That doesn’t mean we should give up,” said Hannah. 

“No, sure. But …” I searched around for the words. “I don’t want anything bad 

happening to you.” 

Hannah reached out and took my hand. “It’s okay, kid,” she said. “I’m not going to do 

anything stupid.” And she smiled at me. I found myself holding her hand tighter than I’d meant 

to.  

“Yeah, I know,” I said. 

“I’ll think real hard before I make my next move,” she said. “Promise.” 

And that was that. She wrote up her case notes and I did my homework and then I went to 

bed. When I woke up this morning she’d already gone to work and when I came home this 

afternoon she was still at work and when I called to see how things were going she was out of 

cell phone range and that was okay, she often was. 

But tonight she still hasn’t come back, and I’m worried.  

* 

I called Caspar Bell. He called back with reassuring words that weren’t reassuring at all 

because all they added up to was this: no sign of Hannah. 

I kept calling and texting her most of last night. When there was no reply this morning I 

went straight to the Department Office in the Sherman Oaks Galleria. They were already all 
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there, looking uncomfortable and really not wanting to see me, but I wasn’t going to let them 

make me go away, even when they started talking about National Security and other B.S. 

And that was how I found out that Hannah had arranged to meet with Kelly, or Kali or 

the Blue Bird or whatever she called herself, the previous afternoon at what had seemed to be a 

neutral location: a Macdonald’s on Brand Boulevard near the junction of the 405 Freeway and 

the 5. 

She had been due to report from there, and she never had. The cops were at the scene, 

and I was told to go home and wait for someone from the LAPD to be in touch with me. 

I immediately got on a bus and headed for Brand Avenue. I was on automatic pilot: my 

stomach was like a ball of lead. My forehead felt kind of cold, but inside I was burning up. I felt 

worse than I had ever felt in my life, except that one time. 

There were crime scene tapes around the Macdonald’s but I just ducked under them and 

went inside. Most of the cops had gone but there were still two there and they were not pleased 

to see me, especially when I told them who I was. 

They didn’t want to tell me anything about what had happened, but after a while, like the 

people at the Sherman Oaks office, they realised their only hope of getting rid of me was to talk 

to me, so they revealed that my sister had been seen there at the time she was due to meet the 

dancer, and that several people had seen a woman with an “unusual complexion” walking from 

the door towards Hannah. 

Then there’d been a blur of motion, and everyone had seen different things - arms, legs, a 

whirling sword, the skull bracelet, the trident  - and when things returned to normal both Hannah 

and the blue woman had gone. 
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That was it. End of story. No further clues. The cops tried to reassure me, tell me that 

they had officers visiting all the clubs where the Bluebird of Happiness had danced, and that they 

were sure my sister would turn up safe and sound, but they didn’t believe it and neither did I. 

They offered to drive me home, but I could no more have gone back to the apartment and be on 

my own than fly to the moon, so I made some excuses and left. 

I walked across the road without looking back and I kept on walking, not thinking, not 

feeling, just staring ahead and not seeing anything. How come nobody knocked me over I have 

no idea, because I’m pretty sure I walked straight across at least one major highway without 

looking right or left. 

And then I found myself in a sort of public garden, and I kept walking until I came to a 

long line of cloisters, like a monastery, but not old gray stone like those monasteries in Europe, 

this one was made of adobe, with sand-colored walls and red tiles on the roof and old oak beams 

holding it up. The cloisters ran around a lawn and in the middle of the lawn was a fountain. I sat 

down on a bench in the shadow of the arches and looked up this place on my laptop. 

It’s called Mission San Fernando Rey de España , and it was founded in 1797 by Father 

Francisco de Lasuén, who named it after some king of Spain.  The Tsongvas Indians called it 

Pashecgna. The priests wanted to civilize them and make them useful so they trained them to 

make tools and farm and look after cattle – some people say they turned them into slave labor.  

When the Spanish Empire fell the monks left and later the Mission was used as a stagecoach 

station for the Butterfield Line from San Francisco.  

Real Wild West stuff.  Bandits and gold prospectors and all that kind of thing. 

But now it’s silent and still except for the splashing of the water, and as I’ve been 

watching the water, Kali has appeared out on the lawn.  
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At first I thought it was a trick of the sunlight, because it’s shady in the cloisters and 

bright out by the fountain, but she’s been there a few seconds now and I know it’s her.  

She’s seen me looking at her now and she’s walking towards me. 

And I’m scared. 
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38 

NOTE FROM ANNA HOFFMAN 

 

This was the last post Hunter put on the web before he disappeared. The police went to 

the place where he was when he saw Kali, and there was nothing there except a burned patch in 

the grass. Because of his posts on the ’Net lots of kids came to the Mission to look for him, and 

those of us who actually knew him told them about things he had done and what he was really 

like, and set up a little shrine for him, like those ones they have beside the road where there’s 

been an accident. 

I had never been his girlfriend, not really, but I had been his friend and I wanted people to 

know what sort of person he had been, which was a really good person, even if we didn’t think 

that when he was alive. I mean, he came across all hip and cynical because he was always 

making jokes about everything, but when we started talking about him everybody realized he’d 

been kind one way or another, to all of them. 

I also know he was quite sad, inside. I think that was the reason he made so many jokes, 

to cover it up. But I guess now we will never know. 

As everybody in the world knows by now, really bad things have started to happen in the 

Valley since Hunter left, and nobody knows how they are going to end. Kali is here all the time 

now, and getting stronger every day, and the winds are so strong houses are being torn up and 

people are frightened to go out into the streets. 

They are talking about doing something terrible to stop her, and also about collateral 

damage, and we all know who the collateral damage is going to be. Nobody can get into the 

Valley and nobody can get out. 
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I miss Hunter so much, and I know if he was here things would be different. But he’s not 

and I guess we all just have to live with that. 

I’m glad I knew him. We were lucky to have him.  

And now our luck has run out. 

                                                                             Anna Hoffman 
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DIRECTIVE  
FROM THE DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND SINGULARITY 

 

All residents of the San Fernando Valley are hereby notified that under the Public Order 

Law of 2010 all entrance to and egress from the San Fernando Valley is forbidden. National 

Guard Units are stationed on all Freeways and surface streets on the passes with authorization to 

use lethal force on anyone disobeying official instructions. 

Be reassured, however, that the government is doing everything it can to deal with the 

recent manifestations and bring safety and order back to the Valley. 
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 

The following posts began appearing on the Internet one month after Hunter’s disappearance.  

They have not been edited in any way. 
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40 

KALI 

She came to sit down beside me on the bench on the edge of the lawn, and she was 

dressed like a normal person, jeans and a white shirt, and in the shadow it was easy to forget her 

skin was blue, but it wasn’t like sitting next to a normal person. 

It was like sitting next to a god. 

For the longest time neither of us said anything, because no words were necessary, but in 

the end I said “I want her back.” 

Kali shook her head. “Not possible,” she said. “Gone.” 

“Gone where?” 

She smiled. “Just gone.” 

I wanted to kill her then, I wanted to grab her by the throat and throttle her until she told 

me where Hannah had gone, but I held myself very still instead. I had a picture in my mind of 

Kali dancing, and I knew that if she started to dance I was done for, but that if I kept still, really 

still, I had a chance. In the end she was the one who spoke again. 

“You know there are many worlds,” she said. 

“I know that,” I said. 

“She could be in any one of them.” 

“I want to follow her,” I said.  

Kali smiled then and her head kind of rocked from side to side. 

“I don’t think you do,” she said. “I can move between the worlds because I am who I am. 

You, it would destroy.” 

“I’ll take that chance.” 
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“I’m not offering it to you.” 

“You offered it to my sister.” 

“Your sister challenged me.” 

“Then I challenge you, too.” 

She looked away, and spoke to herself. “A child,” she said. 

I stood up, very slowly, and as I did this I realised that the water in the fountain had 

stopped, frozen in mid-air, as if time itself had stopped. I stood in front of Kali and looked down 

at her. “I challenge you,” I said and as she raised her eyes I found myself looking straight into 

them. They were red, with very black irises, and it was as if I was staring into a bottomless pit. 

That would have been the moment for being afraid, if I had been able to be afraid. But all 

I wanted was to find Hannah, so I was not afraid. 

Then she rose to her feet too, and began to dance around me, like a desert wind at first, 

and then getting faster and faster like a tornado, until the necklace of skulls was swinging out at 

me, coming at me one after another like cars on a freeway, and Kali seemed to have dozens of 

arms and legs, whirling, whirling, sword blades slashing and trident blades stabbing as she 

revolved, but I stayed very still and did not flinch and they did not touch me. 

One by one the mission buildings disappeared, until there was just her going round in the 

darkness and then everything was gone, Kali too, and I was alone in the depths of space. 
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41 

DARK STAR 

Depths of space is the right word, too, because I wasn’t on a planet or anything, not even 

an asteroid, I was just suspended in the darkness. Not complete darkness, because there were 

stars in the distance, pinpricks of light above me and below me, all around: but nothing near. 

Nothing to stand on. Nothing to say I was part of anything. Just me alone, in the middle of the 

universe.  

Probably not our universe, but a universe, somewhere in the cosmos. 

And I was suddenly convinced it was a universe without Hannah, because whatever Kali 

claimed, I knew she had destroyed my sister, which meant it was the emptiest place you could 

imagine, and the sadness rose all around me like a wave and all I felt was loneliness and misery. 

Hannah was gone, like Mom and Dad, and I would never see her again. Never, never, 

never. 

And suspended out there in the darkness, I thought I would go mad from the sheer pain of 

it. There was nowhere to turn to make it go away.  No me to hold it at bay. Normally you know 

who you are by where you are, in a school or your house or in a car or at the mall. You’re part of 

a team, or a class or a family, or a country even. 

Out there I was on my own. All my pain, all my memories meant nothing at all to anyone 

else because there was no-one else. It was all just me – and what did I add up to? 

Nothing. 

I felt myself shrinking, as if all the air was being sucked out of me – not just the air, but 

the space between the atoms too, so that any minute now I would be nothing more than a tiny 

particle, just one of countless numbers of tiny particles in the universe, as if I had never been. 
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And then, just as I was about to go out, like a tiny lamp being extinguished, I 

remembered Hannah taking me to the park, not long after Mom and Dad were taken away from 

us, and unpacking a picnic she had made for us, and I remembered that I loved her and she loved 

me and it was because of that I had faced Kali, so I could come to bring her back.  

That was the thought that I came down to, right at the core, that she was still out there, 

somewhere, in some form, and it was my job to go get her. And for the longest time I just floated 

there, looking up at the stars a billion light years away, and staying in being because I knew I had 

a purpose. 

It could have been years I was there, I don’t know, but gradually, as that purpose flooded 

back into me, I felt myself being re-embodied,  as if I was really part of everything and 

everything was part of me, and that I could make things happen. 

And as soon as this thought appeared in my head, a tiny asteroid thing came floating 

along and I found myself sitting on it and leaning back against a crater, and as I lay there the 

asteroid began to move faster and faster across the emptiness of space towards the distant stars. 

I think I must have slept then, because I don’t remember seeing a sun getting closer, but 

we must have entered a solar system – not ours, because the sun was green – and when I opened 

my eyes I was between two giant planets, and they were joined by a bridge. 

A bridge between planets? Totally weird.  

On the other hand, why not? 

Not even a bridge, really, more like a walkway. No supports, no handholds, just this 

plank kind of thing curving through space. 

And the asteroid dropped me on the bridge before sailing away towards the green sun, 

and I lay there, clinging to it for dear life, between the planets. 
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The void below me seemed to go on forever and I wanted to stay flat on the bridge, 

clinging like a baby, but I knew I had to get to my feet and walk, towards one planet or the other.  

One was dark and roiling, like a storm.  

            The other was glassy, like the sea when it’s covered in heat haze. 

And I knew that if I chose the wrong planet and walked in the wrong direction, I would 

never see Hannah again. How do you make a decision like that, when you have no information? I 

will tell you, because I had to make a decision and I had no information and I knew that 

everything depended on it. 

I followed my heart. 

I have sometimes pulled a face when I have read that phrase or heard it in a movie, 

because it seems so cheesy. And everybody knows all your heart does is pump blood and your 

brain does all the thinking. But the truth was, as I stood there on that bridge, with the abyss 

below me, it was my heart that I felt reaching out, picking up tendrils of information from all that 

emptiness, gathering them in, and filling up with certainty. I closed my eyes then, not to shut out 

the drop, but so I could concentrate. 

And then I slowly turned my head, away from the calm, glassy planet that I wanted to go 

to, and towards the dark roiling one that I feared. I felt bile rising in my throat as I looked at it, 

but I swallowed it down and stood up. 

Standing up on that bridge was one of the hardest things I had ever done in my life, 

because there were no rails and it was only about three feet wide and if I fell – well, that would 

be it. 
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I’m not tall, so the difference in height between me lying on the bridge holding onto it 

and me standing up was only about five and a half feet. But it felt like the difference between 

lying on your front lawn and leaning out over the edge of the Grand Canyon. 

No, much worse. But I kind of held myself together and very gingerly began to put one 

foot in front of the other and started walking along the plank towards the dark planet. 

As I got nearer the planet, I was more and more certain that Hannah was there. I needed 

her to be, because the further I went, the harder it got. The gravity increased, for a start, as the 

bridge curved more and more steeply down towards the planet’s surface, and it was all too easy 

to imagine myself speeding up, faster and faster, until I was running down it and missing my 

footing and – bingo. Gone. 

There were little moons orbiting the planet, some of which passed so close over my head 

I had to duck. And when the bridge passed into the atmosphere the winds began, and it felt as if 

they were alive too, trying to tear me off the bridge and whirl me into the hurricanes. 

But I kept on walking, deeper and deeper into the clouds. One foot in front of the other. 

Next foot in front of the other. Don’t look down. Don’t look down. 

But now the bridge was so steep I couldn’t NOT look down, but for the longest time all I 

could see was those dark red, boiling clouds. Then the clouds cleared, and I wished they hadn’t.  

Reason To Be Nervous Number One: I could see the surface now, and a huge, sinister 

city in a world of deserts and lavas flows. 

Reason To Be Nervous Number Two I was still about a hundred miles above the surface 

and the bridge ended about ten feet beyond where I was standing.   

From where I was, there was no way down. 
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I don’t know how long I stood there, looking over the abrupt end of the bridge and down 

at that sinister planet a hundred miles below me, but it seemed like forever.  

And then I remembered why I was there and everything was simple once more. I started 

walking again and I got to the end of the bridge and just kept on walking and suddenly I wasn’t 

walking I was sliding, feet first, on my back, as if I was on a huge invisible slide. 

Faster and faster all the time, as the city came nearer and nearer, full of gigantic buildings 

connected by immense freeways, ten times wider than any freeways on earth, along which great 

machines crawled, each one as big as a city block.  

And then I was down there, on the ground, and it was like being in Stalingrad. 
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42 

STALINGRAD 

Not literally Stalingrad, the endless, millions-dead blood-fest between the Germans and 

the Russians in 1942 that I’d seen on TV, but a super-scale horror-show of its own. The first 

thing I felt  under my feet was rubble, the remains of one of those grandiose buildings after they 

had been shelled and pounded and bombed to smithereens.  

All around me were pools of stagnant water filled with pieces of weapons that had been 

smashed in the fight, and pieces of living things too, with wisps of uniform still clinging to them. 

But I didn’t waste any time trying to identify them, because the super-tank was coming.  

It wasn’t like any tank on earth, of course, it was more like some huge swollen turtle 

encrusted with barnacles the size of Volkswagens and bristling with weapons pouring out an 

endless stream of shells, bullets, missiles and liquid fire. 

Anything in its path was either shot to pieces, incinerated or crushed to rubble, and I was 

in its path. 

I got to my feet then, and for a second I thought it was all up with me, because my legs 

were suddenly made of rubber and I couldn’t take a step in any direction, let alone run, and then 

one of the guns on the super-tank swiveled towards me and I suddenly found I could run again 

and I ran. 

As I ran I thought This is random and crazy, Why am I in a war? What does all this 

fighting have to do with me? It makes no sense. 

But of course it did. It wasn’t random at all. It just seemed that way. 
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Now I was falling over smashed walls, scrambling down slopes of broken glass, jumping 

across pits full of stuff I didn’t want to even think about, scrambling up mountains of pulverized 

buildings, all the time with bullets whistling over my head and all around me. 

And whenever I came to a high point, I could see the armies, streaming in the same 

direction I was. Robots, most of them, weird mechanical shapes firing and reloading constantly 

as they tramped forward in perfect formation across that hellish terrain. But there were also 

human-like things, their heads hidden by storm trooper helmets, powering along almost as 

unstoppably as the robots. And behind them all, driving them on, the super-tanks, wiping out any 

living thing ahead of the troops. 

They weren’t after me. I realised that almost straight away: they were heading onwards – 

to the north of the city, and all their attention was focused on something there. As I peered into 

the distance, through the smoke and flames and flashes of bombs going off, I saw that there was 

a fortress there, massive, squat and powerful, from which fire was occasionally returned, and as 

soon as I saw the fortress I knew that Hannah was inside. 

Don’t ask me how I knew that; I have no idea. It made no particular sense that Hannah 

would be in the fortress and that giant armies would be attacking her, but as soon as I saw that, I 

knew that’s where she was.  And I had to get inside and help her. 

Easier said than done, because A. it meant getting ahead of the attacking armies, which 

were moving fast, and  B. it meant getting between their fire and the fire from the fortress, until I 

could convince Hannah not to shoot at me. 

On the other hand, ever since I had seen Kali appear in the cloisters of the Mission San 

Fernando Rey d’Espana, life had been pared down to one simple idea. Hannah was out there. 

Hannah needed me.  I had to get to her. 
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So I started sprinting, real running track stuff through the ruins, with bombs and bullets 

coming at me from both directions and bursts of firing from above me as great insect-like 

choppers cruised over the battle, heading for the fortress. 

There was a constant barrage of splinters and pieces of stone smashed by the bullets, so I 

was getting more and more banged up the further I went. And then I wrenched my left knee, so I 

was slowing down and beginning to worry I wouldn’t be able to reach the Fortress before it was 

smashed to pieces when I found the Harley.  

Well, it wasn’t a Harley, of course: it wasn’t even a motor bike, but I knew the minute I 

saw it lying on its side, its wheels spinning, that it was the nearest thing that planet had to a 

motor bike, so I pulled it upright, jumped aboard, and did the kick start thing I’d seen Jeremy do 

on his bike back in the Valley. And it fired up. 

The minute I came over the first rise it seemed as if everybody on the entire battlefield 

was firing at me, but I zigged and zagged and jinked and jumped the bike over crazy-high 

obstacles like I’d seen Steve McQueen do in the Great Escape and headed straight for the 

fortress.  

I pulled the bike up in what had clearly once been a huge parade ground in front of the 

fortress walls - there were even flagpoles still standing, with tattered banners and battered 

loudspeakers - and I cut the engine and there was this strange silence. 

“Hannah!” I yelled at the walls of the fortress. “Hannah, it’s me, Hunter.” 

There was a pause then, and I’d often read the phrase “pregnant pause” in books without 

being able to figure out what it meant, but now I knew what it meant, because it was the pause 

when everything hangs in the balance. 
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And then all those guns that were pointed out towards the oncoming armies swiveled 

downwards – so they seemed to be pointing right at me.  

At first I didn’t believe it. I couldn’t have been wrong about it being Hannah in this 

fortress, I knew it was her  - and then I heard the guys behind me reach the top of the slope 

leading down to the parade ground, and I knew I was trapped. 

As a voice came from one of the loudspeakers and said “Look what’s behind you, freak,” 

and I looked up behind and the enemy was close enough now for me to see their faces. 

And they were all me. 

Every one of them, robots, storm troopers, tank drivers, chopper pilots – they were all 

Hunter Grace.  

All streaming towards the fortress to destroy my sister. 

It was a total What The – moment, and then the adrenalin of the chase went away and the 

calm came back and I turned my back on the oncoming armies of me and I said “Hannah, they’re 

not me, you know that. You know this is me, and I’m coming in. Okay?” 

There was no reply, but I gunned the engine and headed straight at the great spike-

studded doors of the fortress and if I was wrong I was going to smash into them so fast there 

would be nothing left of me except a smear, and I could see those spikes getting bigger and 

bigger and sharper and sharper and then a tiny door in the bottom of the gate opened and I aimed 

the bike for it and went right through it and it slammed behind me just as a shell burst about five 

yards from my back wheel.  

On the other side of the gates there was a round tunnel and I went right into it and kept on 

going and lights came on all along the tunnel and then the bike began to slow, I think some of the 

bullets must have hit it and damaged the engine or the gas tank or whatever made it go because 
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the power drained away from it with every yard I went and suddenly there I was, motionless, 

right at the end of the tunnel. 

Stiffly, I climbed off the bike and walked the rest of the way down the tunnel. It ended in 

a circular door. I opened the door. 

Behind the door was a small, round cave, filled with screens showing the battlefield 

outside and controls for the guns and maps and charts and electrical apparatus – and there was 

my sister, sitting at the controls, watching me as I walked in. 

Watching me for a long, long moment as I came closer – and then our arms were around 

each other and we were together again, just the two of us against the world, Hannah and me. 

“Hunter,” she said, and I said, Yeah, it’s me. 

And then she let go of me and went back to the console and directed some more artillery 

at the oncoming armies. It wasn’t stopping their fire from getting through, though: I could feel 

the fortress shake as we began to take serious hits. 

I watched her as her hands flew over the controls and thought about all the attackers 

having my face. “What is that all about?” I said. 

More firing; more hits. Then she turned to me and said It didn’t mean anything. 

What didn’t mean anything? 

It’s how she works, Hannah said, she gets to your weakness and lets it tear you apart. 

What weakness? What has it got to do with me? 

She said nothing then, so I had to think, and as I thought,  word came up to the surface of 

my mind that must have been there for a long, long time. 

“Trapped,” I said. 

“No,” said Hannah. 
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“You felt trapped by me,” I said. “Ever since Mom and Dad went you’ve had to be Mom 

and Dad and look after me and care for me and you haven’t had your own life at all.” 

“Not true,” said Hannah, “I love you, Hunter, you’re my little brother, how could I not 

want to look after you?” 

“But part of it makes you mad,” I said, feeling out the thought as I said it, as if saying the 

words was a way of understanding what was going on.  

When you’re young you don’t have to think about what happens inside other people that 

much. I guess growing up is realising you have to.  I said “Part of you thinks it’s not fair that we 

have to live in that crummy apartment and you can’t go off and have fun and do all the things 

you want to do because you have this kid brother at home and you’re the only one who’s 

responsible for him.” 

“No,” she said, shaking her head, but it wasn’t really No, it was really Yes, and I’m 

ashamed of it.  

I took her hand. “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s not fair that you have to look after me. I could 

say you don’t have to look after me and I’ll be fine on my own but we both know that’s not true, 

so why shouldn’t you be mad?” 

“Because I love you, Hunter,” said Hannah, and her eyes filled with tears. 

“Yeah, but you should be sharing that with Mom and Dad and they’re not here and you 

have to do it all by yourself and that’s the part that’s not fair. Right?” 

Hannah’s voice was very small when she replied.  

“Yeah,” she said. “A little bit.” 

We were both silent for a while, as the incoming missiles began taking the fortress apart 

and Hannah lost the heart to keep firing back. I didn’t have the heart either because I felt I don’t 
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know, empty. Everything I had said to Hannah about it totally making sense she should feel 

trapped by having to look after me was true.  

But it still hurt. 

“I guess this is my punishment,” said Hannah. I looked up at the screens: the armies were 

much nearer now, and the super tanks were so close they looked like mountains, like volcanoes 

really, belching flame. We could feel the building shaking as they took it to pieces: soon they 

would be here and that would be the end. I played with the controls until there was a close-up of 

the faces: they were still me. “You don’t have to worry about me all the time,” I said. “I mean, I 

can be more responsible, I’ll do my homework without you having to ask. I’ll do more 

vacuuming.” Hannah smiled – a sad smile, but still a smile. 

“You’re a good kid, Hunter, you do your share, it’s not that. But I want to make sure you 

have a good life, help you when things go wrong, put you through college. That’s a 

responsibility.” 

“But if it’s making you mad at me inside  – ” 

“Only sometimes, and then – ” 

And it was now that the wall blew off and the roof was ripped open by a great metal claw 

and we were looking straight up at rank after rank of stormtroopers and robots as they pointed 

their weapons down at us and I knew it was over. 

Kali had decided to destroy us both through what was inside us, and she had won. 

Just a minute. Us? By what was inside us?  

Not just Hannah – me too. Were Hannah’s feelings the only reason the stormtroopers and 

the robots had my face – or did I have something to do with it? 
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Was there part of me that didn’t like being told what to do by my sister, as if she was my 

Mom and Dad? Was there part of me that knew she was sacrificing her life to make sure I grew 

up okay, and didn’t want to feel I had to be grateful to her? 

Had all that been boiling away inside me without me knowing it? 

As I looked up at the hundreds of me looking down at us with their machine guns and 

flame throwers, I knew it was true. We were trapped here, facing death on a barren planet in 

some distant universe because, secretly, she had resented having to look after me and I had 

resented having to be looked after by her. 

Got it. 

So instead of cowering down I stood up straight, and looked at the robots and the 

stormtroopers, and raised my arms upwards like I had once seen in a picture of a priest or a druid 

or something and I said “Stop.” 

And though nobody moved, I felt, in my bones, that they had heard, and I said Lower 

your weapons, and there was a beat.  

And then they lowered their weapons.  

I felt the power flowing into me then. “My sister has been secretly mad with me, “I said, 

“because bringing me up has stopped her living her own life.” 

“No, Hunter, it’s not like that – ” but I made a little gesture with my hand for her to not 

speak. 

“And I’ve been secretly mad with her because she’s not Mom and Dad, even though I 

want her to be. And I don’t want to be grateful to her, like I ought to be.” 

The soldiers were listening now. Even the robots, I could tell. After all, they had my face.  

“But you know something,” I said, “now I’ve said it, that feeling has gone. Because it’s crazy. 
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Hannah has been the best sister in the world to me, and I’ll never forget it. She’s taught me how 

to be a good person, like her, and I’m okay with it, and she doesn’t need to worry about me any 

more.”  

And then Hannah looked up at them and the tears in her eyes were spilling out down her 

cheeks and she kind of nodded. 

A beat.  

Then one by one the enemy soldiers shrugged their weapons off their shoulders and threw 

them to the ground.  

The lights went out in the super tanks and the turrets stopped turning.  

As their power systems went down the robots slumped in place like so many puppets 

with their strings cut, and the choppers swung slowly away and clattered off into the darkness. 

With the noise of battle faded away, you could hear the wind moaning as it raced around 

the planet. I still had hold of Hannah’s hand. “Time to go home?” I said and Hannah said “Yes,” 

and held me to her. 

We rose into the air then above the city, higher and higher until we were looking down on 

the whole planet and beyond it to the green sun.   

“I did a better job than I realised,” she said. 

“You did a great job,” I said, and then there were fields of stars all around us as far as the 

eye could see. 

And then we were speeding through not just that universe, but every universe there had 

ever been. Until finally, in the far distance, there was our sun, and suddenly our earth was right 

below us and we could feel the wind against our faces. 
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43 

SAN FERNANDO 

And finally we were above the Valley, coming down right over the 405 Freeway – and 

realising that while we had been away, everything had changed. 

Everything. People had been talking about the end of the world for the longest time. 

Now it had happened. The Valley looked as if an earthquake had hit it. Or, more 

accurately, several earthquakes. Freeways were torn up and twisted into spirals as if they were 

made of taffy. Tall buildings lay on their sides as if they’ve been pushed over by the hand of a 

giant child. The LA River was a rushing stream of a thick, bright blue bubbling mixture with 

steam pouring out like a kettle. There were cracks in the ground everywhere, not like earthquake 

cracks, but deep cuts that looked as if they’d been slashed by a giant knife. 

Or sword, because as we fell we could see, at the head of the valley, by the Newhall Pass, 

with the San Gabriel Mountains as her backdrop, the immense form of Kali, a hundred feet tall 

now, dancing above the destruction, her sword and trident in her hands, the necklace of skulls 

rattling as she spun, her blue skin shining and her eyes red with rage. 

Then we were plunging into Lake Balboa, where once we had thought Rex the scariest 

thing we could imagine, and its waters closed over us. Down, down down, the pressure growing 

with every yard. 

And then the force of our fall had spent itself, and we were rising again, lungs bursting 

for air. 

Minutes later, soaked and winded, we were clambering out among the wreckage of the 

playground, almost unable to hear ourselves speak above the howling of the wind. Black clouds 

whirled around and around over the Valley now, cutting off the sun. 
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I’m pretty sure I must have called out “What do we do now?” over the screaming of the 

wind, but I knew perfectly well Hannah didn’t hear me. We just pushed our way forward – the 

gusts so strong you could lean into them – until suddenly a bike came flying towards us through 

the air. I caught it before it hit us and forced it to the ground against the blast. “Hold onto me,” I 

said to Hannah, and leaning down on the bike I turned it so the wind was behind us and we 

began to run. Within a few minutes we’d found a second bike which had been blown into a park 

bench, and I pointed south, to where the bulk of the Sherman Oaks Galleria still stood up among 

the surrounding devastation, and Hannah nodded, and we began to ride. 

Not ride, exactly, but more fly, like leaves, allowing the wind to hurl us along through the 

debris. At one point it was easier to let it blow us up an on-ramp than fight it and suddenly we 

found ourselves racing along on the freeway between the abandoned cars, in a place where no 

cyclist would ever have dared go before, with the devastated city spread out on either side of us.  

And then we were looking down on the Galleria, and we found an exit ramp that took us 

down onto Ventura Boulevard and came speeding off the ramp, weaving between the tipped-over 

trucks and uprooted street lamps and right in through the main doors. 

Boy was it quiet in there. Not quiet as we’d once used the word, of course, because you 

could still hear the wind howling outside, but quiet like a library compared to what it had been 

when you were out in it. We leant the bikes against a cell-phone vendor’s cart and climbed the 

unmoving escalators up towards the offices of the San Fernando Valley Division of the 

Department of Homeland Singularity. 

It looked a bit like a refugee camp. Caspar Bell and half a dozen Singularities Officers 

were here, along with their families, and they had raided all the nearby stores to make the place 

habitable, or semi habitable. They’d even been to Adventure 16 and taken a bunch of tents, 
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which they’d rigged up over the desks to make little homes for themselves, and there were lots of 

boxes of canned goods and crackers that they’d been picnicking on. The door banged back 

against the wall as Hannah and I came in – the wind did that – and they were so nervous they 

jumped like frightened rabbits, popping up from their little camp-sites with wide, scared eyes. 

There was a sigh of relief when they saw it was us – well, a combination of relief and 

superstitious awe. 

“We’d given you up for lost,” said Caspar Bell. He had several days’ growth of beard and 

there were food stains on his Armani suit. “We thought she’d taken you.” 

“She did,” said Hannah briefly. “Hunter brought us back.” 

They stared at me. “We did it together,” I said, and looked around.   

As well as the grown ups there were a bunch of little kids in there, and I think it was 

because of them that I said a line I had only believed I would ever hear in movies, never in real 

life, and certainly never said by me. The line was this: 

“Looks like you guys could use a little help.” 

It was crazy, really, a kid like me saying something like that, a few months before I 

would have expected people to laugh, but the fact was that I had just come back from walking 

across a bridge between the planets in another universe, made it alive through a battlefield like 

Stalingrad and figured out some stuff that had been inside me for a long, long time. 

And then they all began talking at once, as if telling us would make things right. “They’re 

leaving us to our own devices,” babbled Caspar Bell, “they won’t do a damn thing to help.” 

“They sent in the Air Force when she started,” said another guy, “and she just grabbed 

the planes and threw them out of the sky.” 

“She gets stronger every day,” said a Mom. 
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“There were big guns in the mountains,” said a little kid, “firing at her, and she smashed 

them all. She just whirls and whirls, all the time, and nobody can come near her.” 

“Does she ever rest?” said Hannah, and they looked at each other and said they thought 

so, they weren’t sure, she moved around the Valley like a tornado and sometimes they couldn’t 

see her and sometimes the winds seemed less fierce than at other times. That was when people 

ventured out of their homes to try to get supplies. Most people, it seemed had gone indoors and 

stayed indoors since it started, so that though the cities of the Valley were badly damaged, the 

death toll hadn’t been too high – yet. 

“But there’s no power except for emergency generators,” said a Singularity guy called 

Noah Joost, “and half the water plants have been wrecked, and a lot of the gas lines, and it’s 

going to get real bad unless something’s done.” 

“We need to make her leave,” said Caspar Bell, “but they won’t allow it.” 

Hannah looked at him, puzzled. 

“The government: they want her kept in the Valley. They’re afraid if she breaks out we 

could have this kind of mess all over the country, maybe even the world.” 

I thought about that. I could see their point. 

“How are they going to stop her leaving if she decides to?” said Hannah, and Caspar 

Bell’s eyes slid sideways. He came close so the others couldn’t hear.  

“They’ve ringed the Valley with missiles,” he said. 

Jeez. 

“What kind of missiles?” said Hannah. 

Caspar Bell looked shiftier still. “There’s some theories about her being a manifestation 

of the strong nuclear force and they say if they bombard her with neutron bombs – ” 
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“And wipe out everybody in the Valley?” I said and when Caspar Bell said No, they’ve 

done calculations, I knew that was exactly what was going to happen. 

“It’s only a contingency plan, of course,” said Caspar Bell. Oh, fine, we can all relax 

then, I thought, like people did in New Orleans during Hurricane Katrina, or the people in the 

Gulf after Deepwater Horizon. The Government would look after us. 

“Why don’t they evacuate the Valley right away?” I said, and Bell said “She gets angry 

when people try to leave. She’s already blocked some of the passes.” 

“Who’s in charge of the military side of things?” asked Hannah. Caspar looked even 

more unhappy. 

“General Hastings,” he said. 

Great. Gung Ho Hastings. We were all dead. 

“Have you talked to Dr. Kaplan?” said Hannah, and Caspar pulled a face. 

“The guy is a nutcase,” he said. 

“No, he’s not,” said Hannah. “He’s – ” 

“His machines never work,” said Caspar, but Hannah said 

“What communications do we have?” 

And it turned out some cell phones were still working and she went into a side office to 

talk to Jeremy. But when she came out, though, fifteen minutes later, she did not look much 

happier. 

“He thinks the military may be right about the neutron bombs,” she said, “he thinks 

interfering with her atomic structure is the only chance we have.” 

“You mean he wants to see them firing missiles at Kali?” 

“Of course he doesn’t. After all, he’s trapped in the Valley like the rest of us.” 
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“Which means  - ” 

“Which means he working on a device he thinks could have the same effect without the 

missiles.” 

“Okaaaay …” I said. 

This was not an enthusiastic Okay. Jeremy was a great guy, and very bright, and he 

always had the best intentions – but Caspar Bell had a point when he said his devices did not 

always do what they were supposed to do. 

“He’s more confident this time,” said Hannah. “Scientists all over the world are sending 

advice. Everybody at JPL’s involved.” 

I thought to myself, though I did not say it “So what could possibly go wrong?” It was 

guys at JPL who’d built a space ship with guys in Europe and all their measurements were in 

inches while the Europe people were working in centimeters. Result: disaster in space.  

True story. 

But it wasn’t just Jeremy’s track record: there was also something nagging at the back of 

my mind, a feeling that this was the wrong approach, that we ought to be thinking about how to 

defeat Kali with a different part of our minds entirely. But which part of my mind I couldn’t 

work out at that point.  

“You up for a trip to Caltech?” said Hannah. 

Not on a pedal bike, I wasn’t. But it turned out that before things got too bad Caspar Bell 

had finagled the National Guard into lending him a couple of armored personnel carriers. Truth 

was, he’d never used them because he’d been too scared to leave the office since Kali had got so 

gigantic,  but he was happy for Hannah and me to take our chances. 
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Before we went I suggested the refugees move their camp out of the Department office 

and nearer the middle of the building, further away from the windows, and they all seemed 

relieved at having something to do, especially the little kids, and before we left we helped them 

set up the new camp. 

It was the little kids, of course, who had really bought into my stupid hero act when I’d 

arrived, and they wanted me to tell them stories about my adventures with angels and devils and 

Rex and doppelgangers and flying with Anna Hoffman and messing with the Inquisitors, and just 

to keep them happy while we worked I told them some stories and by the time we had the new 

base set up in the middle of the Galleria it didn’t look like a refugee camp at all, more like 

something out of Swiss Family Robinson. 

Then Hannah and I went down to the underground garage to figure out how to start the 

armored personal carrier and a few minutes later we were out in the wind again, barreling 

through the deserted streets, heading for Caltech. 

We stayed off the freeway because it was smashed, but we got to Pasadena okay on the 

surface streets, dodging a lot of obstacles on the way: overturned cars, fallen bill boards, street 

lights twisted and bent like corkscrews. 

If the Singularity Offices at the Sherman Oaks Galleria had looked like a refugee camp, 

the Physics Laboratories at Caltech looked like a combination of the Renaissance Fayre, 

Frankenstein’s laboratory and the first permanent base on the moon. Jeremy and about a dozen 

other guys with the same sense of style and elegance as him (i.e. none) were clambering all over 

a machine the size of a small house, festooned with massive wires in every color of the rainbow, 

which were in turn studded with anodes, actuators, bandpass filters, couplings, capacitors, 

modulators, servosystems, serial interfaces and phase detectors. 
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“Quite a beauty, huh?” said Jeremy, whose idea of beauty was on a par with his sense of 

style, despite the fact that he had a crush on my sister. “We’re calling it The Disintegrator.” 

I’d already begun to suspect that experts on particle physics were brought up on super-hero 

comics, but this confirmed it.” 

“The Disintegrator?” I said, but Hannah didn’t care about that. 

“Will it work?” she said. 

“Absolutely,” said Jeremy. “If our theory about her atomic composition is right.” 

Beat.  

Hate those Ifs. 

“Great,” said Hannah, making the best of it. 

“We’ll need to get it in the right position, of course, in relation to Kali.” 

“What position is that?” 

“Five hundred yards should do it,” said Jeremy.  

Hannah and I looked at each other. 

“How were you thinking of doing that?” asked Hannah. “If she sees that thing coming 

towards her she’ll stamp it to pieces before you can even turn it on. Like she did the airplanes 

and the artillery.” 

Jeremy looked slightly hurt. “We haven’t gone into all the operational details yet,” he 

said defensively. 

“And how are you going to move it? It’s as big as a house,” said Hannah, but Jeremy was 

smiling again. 
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“We built it on top of a tank chassis,” he said proudly, pointing to the tracked wheels 

under the machine. “We’ll put the whole thing onto a flatbed truck for fast movement, and then 

when we get near we’ll use the tracks to get it into the firing position. 

 “And if you disguise it as a house,” I said, “she might not notice it at all.” They turned to 

look at me, puzzled. “Build a house around it, just lightweight stuff, walls and windows and a 

roof, so it looks like a building. Then if she doesn’t see it moving you could get it pretty close.” 

Jeremy cocked his head. “Hmm, not bad,” he said, and Hannah nodded at me, pleased. 

“We’ll start getting the materials,” she said. “When will you be ready to roll?” 

Jeremy glanced over at the scientists swarming over the machine. It looked as if it would 

take them at least a month to finish. 

“First thing tomorrow,” he said. He leant towards us and spoke in a whisper. “Satellite 

tracking says she getting bigger,” he said, “and the circles she’s making around the Valley are 

getting faster. Which could mean she’s getting ready to leave.” 

Hannah looked grave. “And they’re not going to allow that, are they?” 

Jeremy shook his head. “If we can’t get this to work tomorrow,” he said, “they’ll start the 

bombardment.”  

So we went out then, as fast as we could, and headed for the nearest Home Depot to start 

gathering the roof tiles and the windows and the timber to turn The Disintegrator into something 

that would look, to the eyes of the Shaker of Worlds, like a small, innocent tract home. 

This was all very well, but that idea that had been nagging at me ever since we arrived 

came back into my mind as we loaded sheet rock into the personnel carrier.  

“She’s a Goddess,” I said. 

“No disagreement there,” said Hannah. 
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“Supernatural,” I said. 

“Doesn’t mean science can’t have an impact,” said Hannah. 

“I know,” I said, “but we’ve dealt with a lot of supernatural stuff since the Singularity. I 

mean, we’ve got angels and devils and goblins and witches and doppelgangers and enchanted 

woods and the Holy Grail.” 

“So?” said Hannah. 

“I mean, they have supernatural powers, don’t they?” 

The funny thing was, even as I spoke, I knew I wasn’t quite saying what I meant. The 

words were something like the thought that was happening inside me, but not quite. Never mind, 

they were the best I could come up with right now. 

“So?” said Hannah. 

“I don’t know,” I said, “but I think we should be talking to some of them.” 

A beat. The last of the window frames went into the truck and I slammed the door. 

“Perhaps we should start with the angels,” said Hannah. 

So we dropped the building stuff back at Caltech and set off to find some angels. 

Although I had my issues with angels, they were wise and powerful, and they must want to save 

the Valley as much as we did. After all, it was their home now too. 

Zacharias was, in fact, doing what an angel would be expected to do in this situation: he 

was looking after his people. Interestingly, he had made an alliance with the trees, because as we 

arrived he talking to an oak about ways for the trees to intertwine their branches with the 

branches of other trees so they formed a continuous canopy over the neighborhood, which 

protected the houses underneath and also helped each tree to avoid being uprooted when Kali 

passed over, because they gave each other strength.  
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“She’s not from my universe,” was the first thing he said, and it made sense because the 

angel and the blue goddess did not seem to belong together any way I could figure. 

“But can you fight her?” I asked, and he shook his head. 

“I can withstand her,” he said. “I can help other people withstand her. But I can’t counter 

her.” 

“Can we?” said Hannah. 

“It’s a matter of belief,” said Zacharias.  

“What, you mean if we don’t believe in her she’ll go away?” I said. 

“Not exactly,” replied Zacharias cautiously. “It’s more – she only exists because she’s 

inside your mind.” 

“So how do we get rid of her?”  

“She is only half,” said Zacharias. 

What? 

“I was just saying what the tree thought,” said Zacharias. 

That was when I noticed he was leaning back against the oak.  

I put my hand on the tree’s rough bark and tried to open my mind to take in whatever 

thoughts it was sending me. 

“Only half,” I felt him think, but I knew he couldn’t say any more because the thought 

was only partly formed in his mind too. Then we heard the pitch of the wind rising and we knew 

Kali was spiraling in towards the area again. 

“I’d better get the people inside,” said Zacharias, and then to the tree, “and you’d better 

get ready to hold on,” and patted his trunk. 
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“Let’s go,” said Hannah, and we got back in the personnel carrier and gunned the engine, 

with the wind rising to a howl behind us. 

“Good luck,” Zacharias shouted after us as we drove away. 

Asmodeus and the devils had taken the people in their neighborhoods into an 

underground car park, which now looked very like medieval pictures of hell, except the people 

seemed pleased to be there. Lava bubbled up from cracks in the concrete and snaked along 

winding channels in the floor, keeping the place warm and well – cosy.  The devils had helped 

people hollow out caves along the sides of the walls, and families sat in the mouths of the caves, 

playing Scrabble and cooking meals. One of the devils was busy doing conjuring tricks for a 

group of kids. 

We asked Asmodeus if he had any ideas for dealing with Kali. “We were thinking about 

an all-out assault,” he said. “Everybody getting together and attacking at once.” 

“Sounds like suicide,” said Hannah. 

“Not if we combine our strength,” he said. “It’s a matter of willpower.” 

“You sure?” asked Hannah.  

“No,” said Asmodeus. “I know about fighting angels, not blue goddesses.” 

“There’s something the tree said about her,” I said. “That she’s only half.”  

Asmodeus’ forked tail came up and scratched his forehead. 

“Perhaps he means if we mess with her she’ll grow twice as strong.” 

“She’s already growing stronger.” 

“Well, there you are,” said the devil. “She could be twice as dangerous soon. That’s why 

I think we should attack now.” 
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To my surprise that was what Anna Hoffman thought too. As we left Asmodeus’ cave she 

came swooping down with half a dozen other girls, all riding their school bags, and flew 

alongside the personnel carrier until we pulled over. 

“What the heck do you think you’re doing?” demanded Hannah. “Are you crazy or 

what?” 

“No, it’s fine,” said Anna. “We wait till she’s passed and then ride the air currents. 

They’re amazing, like surfing in the air.”  

“You’ll get yourselves killed,” said Hannah. 

“It’s better than being cooped up in your house all day like mice,” said Eileen Struther. 

“The devils say we should all get together and fight her,” I said. 

“We’re up for it,” said Anna, “just say the word.” 

“Don’t even think about it,” said Hannah.  

“We’ll let you know,” I said, “keep your cell phone on.” 

“Are you nuts?” said Hannah, as we drove away. 

“I’m thinking,” I said, “Let’s go to the park.” 

“What park?” 

“The park where the wood is.” 

And she knew where I meant. I had told her about the enchanted wood, the one where I 

had met the unicorn and climbed the tree, and I think she had been there herself, without telling 

me. 

It was sad now. The trees had clearly not had time to twine themselves together before 

Kali passed over, and it looked like one of those scenes from World War One, all smashed trunks 



220 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

and torn branches. Hannah raised an eyebrow; she didn’t think there would be any magic left 

there now. 

“Let’s give it a try anyway,” I said, and we got out of the personnel carrier and walked 

into the shadow of what was left of the wood. 

Despite the damage it closed over us like it had the first time I went in there, except it 

was autumn in here now and most of the branches were bare and the ground was covered in 

fallen leaves. Leaves floated in the stream too, yellow and red and golden. 

It was not a happy place any more. 

“What are we here for?” said Hannah and I said “We’re here for help,” and I knelt down 

and put my hands together, like you do in church.  

I wasn’t praying, though, I was doing what I had seen pictures of knights doing, in the 

vigil where they knelt in a chapel all night before they really were knights. Hannah watched me 

for a moment, and I could feel she didn’t really get it, but we were a team now, and she didn’t 

need to understand everything I did, and she knelt down beside me. 

How long did we kneel there? I have no idea. Time stopped meaning anything. We were 

just there, in vigil. Our minds went to a clear, calm place and hung there, like wisps of smoke in 

still morning air. 

Then we heard the jingle of harness in the distance. Hannah glanced at me, not getting it, 

and then frowned as she heard the hoofbeats. I felt tears prick behind my eyes, and stood up, and 

helped her stand up too, because she was stiff, and we were on our feet when they arrived, 

pennants flying, armor gleaming in the dim light of the wood. 

“Tá sé an buachaill thoghairm orm,” said Lachlan to the man riding beside him. “I told 

you, it was the boy who summoned us.” 



221 
 

The Singularity of Hunter Grace/Scott 

I knew at once who the man riding beside him was: the Once and Future King. Behind 

Arthur and Lancelot rode twelve knights, their visors raised, looking at us in wonder. 

I bowed to the King and so did Hannah. We could hear the panting of the horses, the 

creaking of leather as the knights shifted in their saddles. The horses were huge, war horses with 

great hooves that could crush a man without the rider even being aware of it. 

“Why have you called us?” said Arthur. 

I looked from his face to that of Lancelot and the stern faces of the knights behind, and 

realised no words could make them understand. 

“Follow me,” I said, and led them to the edge of the wood, and then out through the 

broken tree-trunks into the park. 

They halted their horses around the personnel carrier and looked in the direction I was 

pointing. Tough as they were, I heard a gasp of shock as they saw her. She was at least five miles 

away then, whirling over the Granada Hills, but she was still a terrible sight, her skin black blue 

against the surging clouds, the thin sunlight that came through the clouds glinting off the 

weapons in her many hands. I glanced back at the knights: several of them were crossing 

themselves.  

“Dia cosain sinn,” said Arthur. “God defend us.” He looked down on me. “What is she?” 

and I told him, as best I could. Sometimes Lachlan joined in, adding what he had learned about 

our world in his previous visit here in search of the Grail. 

“That is no Christian thing, sire,” said a knight I later learned was Sir Bedevere. “It is a 

creature of the devil.” 

“No,” I said, “the devils want to destroy Kali as much as we do. And the angels agree.” 

Arthur looked at me sharply. 
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“You have angels here?” he said. 

“We do,” I said, “but they don’t know how to fight her,” but even as I spoke I wasn’t 

really thinking about what I was saying. I was thinking about what Bedevere had said. “This is 

no Christian thing.” He was right. Kali wasn’t in Christian mythology: she was Hindu. But 

before I could take this thought any further Arthur spoke again. 

“So, lad, you wish to ride with us as we attack?” 

“No!” said Hannah, but I put my hand on hers to show it was okay. 

“We don’t want you to attack her yet,” I said. “The campaign begins when the sun rises 

tomorrow.” They glanced at the sky: the sun was just getting ready to set. 

“Good,” said Arthur, “Where can we stable our horses?” And that was how King Arthur 

and his knights came to the Sherman Oaks Galleria, by the ruins of the 405 and the 101. 

Caspar Bell was distinctly taken aback when the knights arrived, of course, and protested 

vigorously, but the kids were totally wide-eyed, and most of the grown-ups realised this was 

something so cool that the inconvenience of having to deal with  a dozen war horses and heavily 

armed warriors was well worth putting up with. Hannah took me aside as they were settling in 

and said “Hunter, I don’t get it. If Jeremy’s device doesn’t work, I can’t see how a bunch of guys 

with swords and lances can help.” 

“Everything relies on Kali not seeing The Disintegrator,” I said. “disguising it as a house 

will help, but it’ll be moving. She’s not dumb: chances are she’ll see it.”  

Understanding dawned in Hannah’s eyes. “Distraction,” she said. “You want to draw her 

attention away from the machine.” 

“That’s why I didn’t turn Anna away,” I said. “That’s why I think we should ask the 

angels to help – they can fly too, so there’s threats above and threats below.” 
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“And the devils?” 

“They want to lead the people into battle,” I said. “I don’t think we should stop them.” 

She looked grave. “People are going to get hurt,” she said, “possibly killed.” 

“How many are going to die if they send in the missiles?” I said. “I think it’s better to go 

down fighting than hiding, don’t you?” She didn’t contradict me. “Besides,” I said, “if it’s you 

and me together, I don’t mind what happens.” 

She put her arms around me, and I felt that, whatever went down, I was blessed to have 

such a sister, and we were blessed to have each other. But there was still that half-formed 

thought in my mind, the one that had begun when the tree talked about Kali being only half what 

she could be and Bedevere saying she was no Christian thing. 

A little kid came up then and asked Hannah for help untying a knotted shoelace, and I 

went away on my own to think. I went outside, actually, to let the cool night air help me think, 

and for once the wind was still – perhaps Kali was resting. The bikes we had ridden from the 

lake were still leaning against the entrance where we had left them, and without quite knowing 

why I got on one of them and began to pedal away down a deserted Ventura Boulevard, thinking 

of all the weird stuff that had happened since the Singularity and how it had made life so much 

more interesting than it was before, when we didn’t believe in anything.  

And then, in the distance, down a side street, I heard, very faintly, the chanting. 

I stopped the bike and listened. Chanting, and drumming too, though not in a rhythm I 

was familiar with. And some bells, somebody was ringing some bells, not big booming ones, but 

little tinkly ones. For some reason a picture of George Harrison came into my mind, and I got on 

my bike again and rode towards where the sound was coming from. 
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It was a perfectly ordinary street, with the usual debris from the winds and a couple of 

low-rise apartment blocks and a bunch of slightly run down tract homes, but on the corner, at 

south end, was a building with white pointed domes and a statue of an elephant outside. 

As I got closer I saw that the building had not escaped the devastation: at some point 

Kali’s passing had blown a Lexus right into the front wall and it lay there half-embedded, like a 

gigantic beetle.  

The door swung open, creaking on broken hinges as I pushed, and there was a smell of 

incense in the air. Inside were about twenty people, chanting, women in brightly colored saris, 

men in white suits with turbans on their heads. 

It was a Hindu temple. 

Several faces turned to look at me as I came in, and then went back to their chanting. But 

not all of them. A young man in his twenties got up and came over to me. “My name is 

Purnendu,” he said. “Can I help you?”  

“I’ve come about Kali,” I said. His eyes grew wary. “This is not our fault,” said 

Purnendu. 

“I never thought it was. But there’s stuff I need to know.” He thought for a moment, and 

then pointed to a side room. 

“Wait in there,” he said. 

The room must have been used like a Sunday School in a Christian church: the walls 

were covered in brightly colored pictures of Indian gods and goddesses, and one of them was 

indeed Kali. I was staring at another picture of a god with the face of a monkey when the door 

opened and a tall, white-bearded figure came into the room. He had a big, beaky nose, white 
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eyebrows and a fierce white moustache. He too wore a turban.  “This is Swami Hamsha Harsal”, 

said Purnendu.  “It means, in Hindi, the Happy Swan.” 

Swami Harsal gestured me to sit down, and then sat down himself. Purnendu remained 

standing, looking anxious. The old man was very calm. 

“Tell me what you wish to know,” he said. 

“How to destroy Kali,” I said. 

“Kali cannot be destroyed,” replied the Swami. “She is time and she is change. You 

cannot destroy either of them. She is also the mother of the universe.” 

 “She seems to be more like the destroyer of universes.” 

The Swami inclined his head. “It is the same thing,” he said, and then realised how weird 

this sounded. “She is chaos,” he added. “Even your science will tell you that when the universe 

began, before the stars began, chaos ruled. Is it not so?” 

I’d kind of glided over the Big Bang in science, because it seemed a very long time ago, 

but I did have some vague memory that after it happened, and before the stars came out, things 

were pretty messy. 

“Okay, sure but what I need to know is what she’s doing here.” 

“Her dance of victory,” said the Swami, “to celebrate her destruction of the demon 

Raktabitja.” I remembered that demon Raktabitja thing from when Hannah and I had originally 

checked out the dancer who called herself The Bluebird of Happiness and had found out Kali 

was also known as The Shaker of Worlds. Well, she was sure shaking ours. 

“Is that all you wished to know?” said the Swami, starting to get up, and without knowing 

what I was going to say my lips formed the words “Only half.” 

He paused, halfway to his feet. “Please to repeat.”  
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“Is it true that she’s only half what she could become?”  

A pause. “She is only half of what she is,” said the Swami. 

What?  “How do you mean, sir? I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” 

“When Kali danced her victory dance and the worlds began to shake, a second figure 

joined her in the dance,” he said. “A dancer just as wild as she, if not wilder. Together, they both 

danced, and it seemed as if the universe must truly end. And then their dance fell into a rhythm, 

into a pattern so perfect and so harmonious every atom in the heavens began to move as it was 

supposed to move, and chaos was transformed into order.” 

Who was the dancer?  

“His name was Shiva,” said Hamsha Harsal. 

“Lord Shiva,” said Purnendu reverently. 

“Lord Shiva,” I repeated, and looked at the Swami. “Then that’s who we need.”  

The old man’ face saddened. “Your science unleashed Kali, Shaker of Worlds,” he said. 

“But it cannot summon Lord Shiva. He is the very opposite of Kali. He is pure, absolute 

consciousness.” 

“He has the third eye,” said Purnendu, “in the middle of his forehead, with which he 

burned Desire to ashes. He is eternal reality, beyond time and space.” 

“He wears the moon on his forehead,” said the Swami, “and his hair is molten gold.” 

“He rides the Great Bull, Nandi,” said Purnendu, “and carries the drum Damaru. His 

home on Mount Kailash is the center of the universe.” 

Then the Swami stood up, pretty fast for a guy of his age. “Here, behold,” he said, and 

pulled back a curtain covering a small niche.  

This is what was in the niche: 
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It was just a small bronze statue of a guy with four arms  and snakes for hair dancing, but 

there was a balance to it, a kind of perfection that made it look as if this was someone who could 

make a whole universe come right. 

“That’s who we need,” I said. “And maybe you’re right, Swami, science can’t bring him 

like it did Kali, but perhaps you guys can.” 

The old man laughed. “We worship Lord Shiva,” he said, “we do not summon him.” 

“You can ask him, can’t you? You can ask him to come?” 

“Why should he listen?” said the Swami. “In our arrogance we have unleashed 

destruction on the world we have been given, why should he save us from our folly?” 

“Maybe he’s a nice guy,” I said, and then remembered I was talking about one of their 

gods, so I put it another way. “Maybe as well as absolute consciousness,” I said, “he also has 

mercy.” 

The old man looked shrewdly at me from under his bushy white eyebrows. “You are a 

child,” he said. “But a child who has travelled far, I think.” 

“Could be,” I said. 
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“Yes,” said the old man.  He looked at me more closely. “Kali has wounded you, has she 

not?” 

I didn’t say anything to that – there was no need to. 

“And you have healed the wounds,” he said, looking at me closer.  

“Maybe,” I said. 

“Definitely,” he said. There was a pause. 

“So,” I said at last, “will you do it?” 

“You have seen us,” he said. “We are few, and far from our people.” 

I thought about that. “But there’s plenty of you back home, right?” and he smiled a little 

ruefully. 

 “You wish the people of India to call on Lord Shiva to come to the San Fernando 

Valley?” 

“Well, if all the people in India pray for that, maybe he might listen.” 

“How will they even know that is what we want?” said Purnendu. 

“The Internet’s still working,” I said, and as I spoke I thought Why only ask Indian 

people?  

“Is there a simple prayer?” I said. “Something even people who don’t speak your 

language could say?” 

“Something could be devised,” said the Swami guardedly. 

“Please devise it, sir” I said, “and put it up on the Internet. Let’s see if we can get it to go 

viral.” 

“This cannot be right!” said Purnendu, but Swami Hamsha Harsal held up his hand. 
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“The child has spoken,” he said, “and the man.” He looked at me. “The prayer will be 

devised,” he said, “though whether Lord Shiva will listen, no-one can say.” 

And with that I wrote down their e-mail addresses, got back on my bike and rode back to 

the Sherman Oaks Galleria. 

I explained what I’d done to Hannah and Caspar Bell, but they were both too pre-

occupied with practical stuff to take much notice, so I got hold of Logan Cahn and Kevin Dolan 

and Owen Johnson and we sat down at a bunch of computers and we started sending the first 

messages out on the ’net, but I had to leave them to it because suddenly everything got seriously 

crazy. Zacharias arrived with a bunch of angels and said they’d heard about the devils leading 

people against Kali and they felt it would give the wrong impression if they were the only ones, 

so they were volunteering too. 

Needless to say, Arthur and his knights were jazzed to see we had angels in our team, and 

Lachlan sat down with Zach to tell him about his various misdeeds and his hopes for salvation 

through finding the Holy Grail.  

Then Asmodeus arrived with a delegation of devils and I took them to another part of the 

Galleria in case they undid the good impression the angels had made. They’d already got busy 

and were in touch with hundreds of people all over the Valley all eager to come out and fight, 

and while they were talking to us a commandeered school bus pulled up, absolutely packed with 

goblins. Luke Hayden was driving it, looking as proud as punch. “Where’s the fight?” they said, 

and we took them into the Galleria to start making plans. 

By the time Anna Hoffman arrived with the other witches the Galleria looked like an 

army camp, and I put Anna and the witches in charge of helping her, though Hannah was still 

worried about the witches going up against Kali. 
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Anna had thought of this, though, and took me to one side. “Remember that basketball 

match,” she said, “with the doppelgangers?” 

“Yes,” I said cautiously. 

“Remember your friend’s machine, how it didn’t work right at first?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well, it might come in useful now,” she said.  

I was tired, and not quite getting it. “How do you mean?” 

“Say we were attacking Kali, wouldn’t it be a good thing if there were duplicates of us, 

so there was less chance of her knocking the real ones out of the sky?” 

I blinked. It was pretty ingenious. “I’m not sure where the machine is,” I said, but she had 

the bit between her teeth now. 

“Probably at Caltech, right?” she said. 

“Yeah, probably,” I said. 

“So why don’t we go find out?” said Anna. 

Which is how, as the moon rose that night, I found myself sitting on the back of Anna’s 

schoolbag again, heading east above the 101, swooping down on Caltech. There was a blue glow 

over Canoga Park, so we guessed that was where Kali was sleeping, but it seemed like that was 

all she was doing that night, and the air was calm. 

It has to be said it was pretty satisfying, landing in the Caltech grounds just as The 

Disintegrator, disguised like I had suggested as house, came rolling out on its tank tracks, with 

Jeremy and his scientists swarming all over it making the final adjustments. Anna said it was 

neat and gave it a quick glance of approval, but she was totally concentrating on her own plans, 

and all she wanted was to find the Doppelganger Machine. 
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 Jeremy had pretty much forgotten about it, and I had to practically tear him away from 

his anti-Kali device to get him to help us search. Finally we unearthed it, covered in other stuff 

now, in a sub-basement. Anna batted her eyelids at a couple of the huskier scientists, and using 

her flight-power to help, we got it up into the open. 

Then Jeremy was persuaded to leave The Disintegrator to other people long enough to 

reconnect a few capacitors and get the Anti Doppelganger device working again.  

Anna even remembered to get him to put it in its original, wrong-way mode, so instead of 

shutting down doppelgangers, it generated them. In fact, there were about twice as many of 

Jeremy’s friends standing around by the time we’d got the hang of working it again, and they had 

to be eliminated one by one before Jeremy would let us take it away. 

We loaded it in the sidecar on Jeremy’s bike, ready for the next day, and by that time we 

were so wiped I had no interest in doing anything except going to sleep, so Anna flew me back to 

the Galleria and I found an empty sleeping bag and bedded down for the night.  

Hannah didn’t sleep, though; she and Noah Joost were busy rigging up a communications 

system between all the different groups who’d come together to tackle Kali. “Co-ordination,” she 

said. “We need co-ordination,” and I didn’t disagree with her. I was just too sleepy to help. 

* 

We woke to the sound of World War Three: earth-shaking explosions, shrieks as if the 

atmosphere itself was being ripped apart, and livid lights filling the sky above the Simi Hills. 

Lachlan, Arthur, Asmodeus, Zacharias, Noah Joost and Caspar Bell were already on the 

roof of the Galleria with Hannah, looking north west through field glasses. 

“Rocketdyne,” said Caspar Bell. I glanced at my sister. 
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“That’s where the old Rocketdyne field lab was,” she said. “They tested all sorts of bad 

stuff up there during the cold war.” 

“It’s been closed down for years,” said Caspar Bell peevishly. 

“Well, it looks like Kali opened it up again,” said Hannah, as the earth shook once more. 

The Galleria rocked backward and forward and kept on rocking as the explosions went on 

and on, baleful and grim.  Then we saw Kali’s light – the bluish light – reflected on the 

undersides of the clouds, and Hannah gave me a pair of headphones and called Jeremy. “She’s 

heading east,” said Hannah, “through the Santa Susannah Pass. Is The Disintegrator on the move 

yet?” 

“We’re on the 210,” Jeremy’s voice crackled back, “heading north from Pasadena. Keep 

talking to me.” 

I looked at the map. The 210 would bring The Disintegrator into the Valley between the 

San Gabriel Mountains and the a range of hills called the Verdugos. If Kali continued her circuit 

along the foothills of the Santa Susannahs Jeremy and his device should intercept her somewhere 

around Pacoima.  

But of course it was no use him being on the freeway when he met her – a small house 

speeding along the 210 was obviously enemy action.  Once Jeremy knew she was in the vicinity 

he had to get the Disintegrator off the road and down among other houses. 

“Time we went, then” said Zacharias “Keep in touch.” And he sort of launched himself 

into the air. Ten or fifteen feet up his huge wings opened completely, and suddenly the air was 

full of angels, rising into the sky from all over the Galleria like some great migration of gigantic 

birds. 
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“Ceart go leor, fir, diallait suas” said Arthur, and I knew he was telling them it was time 

to saddle up. Minutes later the Knights of the Round Table were clattering out of the Galleria 

across Ventura Boulevard and up onto the 405, riding north along the broken freeway. 

Asmodeus led his devils down to a fleet of commandeered cars and followed them on the 

surface streets, keeping their plans for what they’d do when they encountered Kali strictly to 

themselves. 

I knew Hannah would want me to stay with her on the roof of the Galleria, and I also 

knew there was no way I could keep away from the action, whatever it turned out to be, so I 

slipped away and joined Anna on the motorcycle with the Doppelganger Machine in the side car, 

and as we headed east along Victory Boulevard I realised the rest of the witches were flying 

overhead. 

Through my headphones I could hear Hannah making sure Jeremy got all the information 

he needed about Kali’s whereabouts, and as I swung the bike onto the 170 I heard the report that 

the Blue Goddess was traveling north over the canyons above Granada Hills.   

Then Zacharias’s voice came on the line, sounding worried: she’d changed course for the 

Newhall Pass. The Newhall Pass was the main northern exit from the Valley, and we all knew 

the army would start shooting missiles if she tried to get through and all hell would break loose, 

chiefly on us. 

Hannah’s voice crackled in my headphones. “Can you do anything about that, Zach?” 

“Onto it,” said Zacharias, and right at that moment the 170 swung around a corner and in 

the distance I could see Kali heading out of the Valley with the great flight of angels trying to 

turn her back. 
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She seemed bigger than ever now, two hundred feet tall at least, and the weapons flashed 

as she slashed at the air and her feet were moving so fast they were a blur. 

I saw at least one angel cut in two and fall to the earth, streaming light like blood, but the 

others held their ground and kept on buzzing her and darting away and seconds later she’d 

forgotten all about the Newhall Pass and was swiping furiously at them as they dodged her, again 

and again, just out of reach. 

I heard Hannah’s voice on the headphones again: “Jeremy, where are you?” 

“North of Shadow Hills,” said Jeremy. “If she keeps following Zach we should intercept 

– oh, shoot.” 

Because she had changed course again, heading south towards the Whiteman Air Park, 

and it looked as though their paths weren’t going to cross at all, and we were going to have to 

rethink. 

That was when Asmodeus stepped in. “Diversion coming up,” he rasped over the 

intercom, and a line of fire sprang up along Foothills Boulevard. Later I found out that the devils 

had opened a fault line right down to the magma between Sylmar and Lake View Terrace. All I 

could see then was great gouts of lava spouting into the sky like fountains, and Kali spinning 

away from her southern course to avoid them and – right towards Jeremy. 

From then on for the next few minutes it was a matter of split-second timing. At 

Hannah’s command Jeremy brought The Disintegrator off the 210 at Foothills Boulevard and 

turned onto Osborne Street at the exact moment Kali was coming alongside the Ronald Reagan 

Memorial Freeway.  

Jeremy spun the flatbed off Osborne onto Bernadette, found an empty lot, trundled the 

Disintegrator off the truck and began the ignition sequence. 
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Kali passed over the Hubert Humphrey Recreation Center and casually wiped it into 

oblivion, but she was still heading straight for the Disintegrator and all systems were ready to go 

the second she was in range. 

Then the power failed. They had their own generator, of course, and I think it must have 

been some small, stupid thing like a bit of dirt in the fuel pipe that did it, but the generator 

stopped, the power stopped and the whole thing was shut down just as it was firing up.  

Kali passed right overhead, unscathed. 

 

“We’re screwed,” I heard Jeremy say over the headphones. Or words to that effect. And 

they would have been, if it had not been for Arthur and Lancelot and the Knights of the Round 

Table. 

Because as Kali came across the junction between Van  Nuys Boulevard and Glenoaks,  

there was a thunder of hooves and the Knights charged, lances set, broadswords whirling, right at 

Kali’s feet. 

That was all they could reach, of course, because of her being two hundred feet high now, 

but it didn’t faze them: they went at her just as if she was an army of invading Saxons, and as 

their weapons bit into her feet she yowled furiously and thrust her trident down into them at the 

same time as her sword swiped through them like a scythe through wheat. 

They scattered - this wasn’t their first battle, after all – but  almost straight away they 

regrouped for a second charge.  

And as she turned on them the witches were diving at her, buzzing into her eyes like flies, 

every one of them inches away from destruction. 
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“Turn it on!” yelled Anna, but I was already onto it, hitting the switches on the 

Doppelganger Machine, jamming the power leads into the motorbike battery and aiming it up at 

the witches. 

For a minute is looked as if nothing was going to happen, and Kali must have heard the 

sound because she turned towards me and I saw her huge red eye glaring down at me – and then 

suddenly the machine kicked in and instead of a dozen witches driving her nuts there were 

twenty four. 

And then forty eight, and then a hundred.  

I had a horrible vision for a moment of the Doppelganger Machine making duplicates of 

Kali herself, but powerful though the machine was it wasn’t powerful enough to doppelgang a 

being that big, and as the witches wheeled and dived, Arthur and his men returned to the charge, 

some of them even leaping from their warhorses to her feet, hacking and jabbing away with 

swords and axes until she kicked them free. 

“Jeremy!” yelled Hannah down the intercom, “what the hell are you doing?” 

“Firing up again,” said Jeremy, “and hoping she gets – Oh, shoot,” and I knew why he 

said that because, maddened by all the attack Kali had turned back and was right over 

Bernadette Street and The Disintegrator. 

“Fire!” yelled everybody into a dozen microphones all over the Valley. “Fire it now!” 

and Jeremy fired the Disintegrator  right up into the sole of her foot as it came down on the 

Machine. 

It was like watching an unstoppable force meeting an immovable object. It was like 

watching worlds collide. It was like watching Armageddon. 
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You could see the power surge right up through Kali, as if she’d swallowed a storm.  A 

galactic storm.  It shot up her legs and into her body and suddenly she was rising into the air. Not 

off her feet – just rising. Growing. Expanding.  Three hundred feet high. Three hundred and fifty. 

Four hundred and fifty.  Five hundred. And still going. 

“Oh, jeez,” said Jeremy over the headphones, and I was inclined to agree. “Power down,” 

said Jeremy, “power down right now,” but there was no need for that. Quick as lightning Kali 

reached down, lifted the house and the Disintegrator inside it and hurled it into the Hansen Dam 

on the hillside above her. 

The Disintegrator exploded.  

The dam burst.  

Water came cascading down towards Whiteman Airport and for some time after that 

there was nothing but rushing water and screaming people and mud and Kali whirling away 

south east, towards the Narrows. 

The Narrows is the name given to the gap between the Verdugo Hills and the Santa 

Monica Mountains which is the main route into the Valley to the City of Los Angeles.  

Yes.  

Just to make it crystal clear: once Kali had got through the Narrows all Los Angeles lay 

open to her. And I knew they would not let that happen. Couldn’t let that happen. Even if I’d 

been them I’d have known what I had to do. 

Every weapon in the arsenal of the United States had to be opened up on Kali as she 

came through the Narrows, no matter what the collateral damage would be. The entire Valley 

might be wiped out – but that would have been the price they’d have had to pay.  

They didn’t just have a city to save. They had a whole country. 
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Possibly even the world. 

South and east she swept, along the 5, through Burbank, across Alameda, getting closer 

and closer to the Narrows. Behind her, I could see the railroad tracks being torn up, and 

locomotives and rolling stock being thrown through the air as if they were toys. As Kali passed 

over Burbank Airport a Learjet went cart-wheeling into the air as if she’d kicked it aside like a 

tin can.  

I saw all this from the 170, following her in parallel on the bike, keeping as close as I 

could. I didn’t know why I was doing that, but I had to be there. Whatever was going to happen, 

I had to be there. 

Remember I told you about that day Jeremy and Hannah and me had a picnic in Griffith 

Park? When we saw the Hindenberg?  Griffith Park is right at the end of the Santa Monica 

Mountains, on the west side of the Narrows, overlooking that gap. There’s a playground there, 

and a little children’s train ride, and the Gene Autry Wild West Museum, like I told you.  

I felt, for some reason, that if it was all going to end, this would be a good place to be for 

it. 

And it was pretty clear to me as I crossed the 134 that it WAS all going to end. There 

were F22’s circling high in the sky, high enough to be out of her reach but not too high for their 

missiles to start blowing her out of existence. There were probably drones ready to be launched 

from Elysian Fields too, by Dodger Stadium, and any amount of nuclear-powered artillery, but I 

never saw it. 

All I could take in, as the Santa Monica Mountains loomed up in front of me and Kali 

raced towards the Narrows – was the light coming up over Griffith Park.  

White light.  
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Whiter than white.  White like the heart of a new-born sun. And I knew, without being 

told, that Swami Hamsha Hashal had done it. Hindus in India. Hindus all around the world. 

Human beings around the world who’d picked up on the messages being sent out on the Internet 

by Logan Cahn and Owen Johnson and Kevin Dolman and all the rest.  

They had brought us Shiva. 

He rose up from behind the mountain like the morning sun, as tall as Kali but utterly 

different, as if she was all the chaos of the world and he was all the order.  

As if she was the madness of life and he was the sanity.  

She saw him too, of course, and paused. How could she not? He was beautiful, he was 

magnificent, he was everything that ought to be, even when it is not.  

And then he began to dance. 

So stately. So slowly, his fingers snapping together as his arms raised themselves towards 

the sky, his feet curling up beneath him, his hips swaying, his whole body moving in a rhythm 

that seemed to be the rhythm of everything that is or ever was. She watched him for a moment, 

and then glanced back towards the city of Los Angeles, waiting there in the morning sun for her 

to destroy it, and then Shiva drew her eyes to him and she had no option.  

She joined him in his dance. 

Slowly at first, the pair of them circling one another warily, but gradually getting faster 

and faster, moving with more and more complicated steps, weaving in and out of each other’s 

path, along the edge of the mountains and back into the Valley.  

Through Studio City and Sherman Oaks they went, past Encino towards Tarzana, out 

towards Calabasas and then north along the edge of the Simi Hills. Every eye in the valley was 
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on them – every eye in the world, probably, if the TV cameras had anything to do with it – as 

Shiva and Kali circled, matching each other step for step. 

As they came near the Santa Susannah Pass she tried to outdance him, her movements 

getting faster and faster and more and more intricate so it seemed no-one, god or man could keep 

up. But Shiva matched her, wild movement for wild movement, leaping high into the air, landing 

lightly on the ground and leaping again, his feet moving so fast until you could hardly see them. 

And then they weren’t dancing against each other, they were dancing together, and it was 

like watching the universe being born. 

Order out of chaos. Yin and Yang. Darkness and light.  Perfection being created before 

your eyes. You felt your heart swell up inside as you watched it. 

And then they were following the path Kali had followed that morning and the weirdest 

thing was happening: as they passed, everything healed. The railroad lines untangling 

themselves and flowing back smooth and straight, the locomotive tumbling through the air and 

dropping neatly back onto the tracks, the twisted freeways returning to their proper shape, the 

smashed buildings rising up again, the water flowing backwards into the Hansen Dam and its 

broken walls sealing themselves up again as if they had never been touched. 

Time seemed to stop. I have no idea how it came about but suddenly we were all back at 

the Galleria, on the roof – Hannah and me, Jeremy, Anna Hoffman, Lachlan and King Arthur, 

Zacharias and Asmodeus and all the rest and it was as if there was a kind of balm flowing over 

our souls, as if all things would be well and all manner of things would be well for all time. 

Not the way it is, of course, but definitely the way it felt at that moment. The dance of 

Kali and Shiva ended over Panorama City, and we all knew it had come to an end moments 
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before it did. It was as if some great cycle had been completed, some huge pattern fallen into 

place.  

The two gods looked at each other and then came slowly, sinuously towards each other – 

and fused into one single being. 

There was a flash, all of us covered our eyes, and when we opened them they were gone, 

and the Valley was back to normal. 

Well, not quite normal, as we found out in the next few days. The Tsongvas village by 

Castle Peak - and the Tsongvas Indians who had disappeared after the Spaniards arrived - had 

mysteriously returned, and the Indians were getting on with their lives, fishing and harvesting 

acorns as if nothing had happened.  

The orange orchards were back along Sherman Way, and there were wheat fields, the 

way there’d been a hundred years ago, in Chatsworth. It was as if parts of the Valley that had 

been submerged by the years had taken the opportunity of all the upheaval to come quietly back, 

and now they were here, they were going to stay. 

Which was okay by me. 

They still haven’t fixed the Singularity, of course. We’ve still got angels, devils, goblins, 

witches, wise children and doppelgangers.  

But you know, the funny thing is, I’m not sure there’s a single person here, in the Valley 

anyway, who’d really like to have it any other way. 

As for Hannah and me, she’s kept pretty busy at the Department of Homeland 

Singularity, and I’m kept pretty busy at the George W. Bush High School and both of us feel – 

how can I put it? – pretty lucky. 

If  luck’s the right word. 
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Till next time, 

Your friend, 

Hunter Grace 


