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CHAPTER 1

arrison didn't know why he ever thought sixth grade would be any different from fifth. 
Or fourth. Or third… 

He stood out in front of  his school, on the sidewalk, waiting for the light to change so he 
could get home as fast as he possibly could, preferably without having to see anyone he knew. He 
shoved his hands down into his coat pockets and waited.  

It was the first day of  school, his first day of  middle school. For some reason, it was on a 
Thursday rather than a Monday–something about teacher meetings–but it was just as well as far 
as Harrison was concerned. The sooner the weekend came, the better. It wasn't really cold 
enough yet to be wearing a coat, but Harrison usually brought one to school anyway, just in case. 
And today, the very first day of  sixth grade, had been a "just in case" day. 

He berated himself  silently for ever having expected it to be any better. After all, weren't these the 
same kids who had been in elementary school with him? Most of  them, anyway. Why would they 
suddenly change just because they were all in middle school now? 
 
The light changed from a stern red hand to a friendly white walking figure, and Harrison stepped 
into the street–after looking both ways twice. There were dried brown leaves blowing around in 
front of  him, but it didn't yet feel like fall. He guessed that was a good thing, because if  it did, 
he'd probably be shivering underneath his coat, in the shirt that was still wet from this afternoon. 

He went over it all again in his mind as he walked home. He had been sitting at his lunch table. 
Not "alone", but with some other kids he didn't know that well. Everyone was just eating their 
own lunch, minding their own business, when out of  nowhere, Jason, Hillary and Samantha 
walked up to him. 

He knew immediately that it wasn't good that they were there. Back in elementary school–which 
all of  a sudden didn't seem that far away–Jason had made every effort to make Harrison's life at 
school unbearable. As soon as he found out that Harrison was afraid of  bugs and worms, Jason 
pounced and began sneaking handfuls of  pill bugs into Harrison's lunchbox, or his pockets. 
Once, Harrison found a worm in his sandwich! 

His teachers weren't much help. They just told him to ignore Jason's "antics", that he was only 
doing it for the reaction and if  Harrison didn't give him a reaction, he would stop.  
 
They may as well have been speaking a foreign language. How was Harrison supposed to ignore 
opening his lunchbox to find a pile of  squirmy, filthy, most probably poisonous, bugs staring him 

H



in the face? 
 
As he got older, and learned more about the world, the list of  things Harrison was afraid of  
expanded to include things like sharks, tornadoes, quicksand, and germs. The first three things 
weren't much of  a worry at school, but Harrison had learned that germs were everywhere–
literally everywhere! And so he began at a very young age to make a habit of  always washing his 
hands.  
 
Always. And everybody knew it, and everybody made fun of  him for it. 

So when Jason and his friends came up to him at lunchtime today, Harrison had a pretty good 
idea what they were up to.  

And yet there was nothing he could do about it. At least that was how he felt. He hadn't yet 
finished his lunch. So he wasn't just going to stand up and walk away. And there wasn't anything 
he could do to stop Jason from doing whatever it was he was going to do. So he just sat there. 

"How ya doin', Harrison?" Jason called out to him. Hillary and Samantha snickered. 
 
Harrison turned and looked up at Jason. 

"I'm alright," he said. "How are you?" 
 
"Well," said Jason, trying and failing to conceal a grin, "that's the thing. See, I just had lunch, and 
now I'm not feeling so well." 
 
"Oh," said Harrison, wishing he would go away. "That's too bad." 

"Yeah," said Jason. "In fact…" he gave a sickly moan and lurched forward. The two girls stifled 
giggles. 
 
"…in fact," he said with a pained expression, "I feel like I might have to… have to…" 

He lurched forward once more, and letting out a roar, threw up all over Harrison's lunch! 
 
Afterwards, Harrison realized that he hadn't thrown up at all, but had had a bag of  foul looking 
liquids–probably parts of  his lunch mixed with a carton of  milk and shaken up–hidden under his 
jacket, and that he had pulled it out when he lurched forward, to dump it on Harrison's food. 
 
Not that it mattered. Harrison's lunch was still ruined, and the front of  his shirt was splattered 
with whatever blend of  food and liquid Jason had tossed on his lunch. Harrison jumped up and 
yelled. 
 
"You moron!" He shouted at Jason. "What do you think you're doing?!?!" 



The two other kids at the table just stared for a moment, then got up quickly and left. 
 
Jason smiled and patted Harrison on the back. 
 
"There!" He said cheerily. "Feeling better already!" 
 
Harrison just stood there. 

"Watch out though," he said as he turned to leave. "There might be some germs in there!" 

The two girls burst out laughing and they all walked away, leaving Harrison to contemplate how 
he was going to bus his lunch tray now that it was covered in fake vomit. Finally, the bell for the 
end of  lunch blasted, and he left the whole thing there, rather than risk being late for class and 
having to touch the nauseating pile of  goo that lay before him. 
 
He hurried to his locker and pulled out his "just in case" coat, putting it over his spattered shirt. 
He got some odd looks in class that afternoon, and a few giggles from the back of  the room, but 
he just ignored them until the final bell rang at the end of  the day. 
 
As he trudged home, the thought occurred to him that he hated school and wanted never to 
return. 



CHAPTER 2

he next morning, Harrison woke up feeling lousy. His throat was scratchy, and his 
head felt all puffed up, and when he tried to stand up and walk, he felt like he did the 
time he was on his cousin's fishing boat and was trying to walk from one side to the 

other. Eventually, he had had to sit down on a crate and not move at all. And that was 
before the seasickness had set in. 

"Oh Harrison!" His mom looked at him with a frown as she pulled the thermometer out of  his 
mouth. "Well, at least you don't have a fever." 
 
"I feel awful!" He said, and his voice sounded strange to him, as if  he were underwater. 

"I know you do." She tousled his hair. "I'll take you over to Grampa and Gramma's house. Here, 
put on your robe so you stay warm. We've got to go now though, or I'll be late for work." 
 
Harrison took the fuzzy blue bathrobe from her and wrapped it around himself. He then slowly 
made his way downstairs.  

Harrison always went over to his grandparents' house whenever he was sick. Both of  his parents 
had jobs, so unless it was something really serious, they just sent him up the street to spend the 
day there. He never minded it, because his grandmother was an incredible cook. Today, he 
thought there was a good chance she would make him a big batch of  her famous chicken soup, 
and, if  he was especially lucky, her chocolate-chip cookies. 

Harrison lived with his mom and dad and little sister in a small town in Michigan. His 
grandparents lived just up the street from his own house, at the top of  a hill in an old, old house 
that the kids at his school liked to say was haunted. Harrison got along OK with most of  the kids 
at school–not Jason and his friends of  course–but he didn't really have anyone he considered a 
good friend. 

And he certainly didn't believe what they said about his grandparents' house. He thought they 
just said those things because they knew he was easy to scare and they liked to tease him. And 
he'd been in that house enough times to know it wasn’t haunted. At least, he thought it wasn’t. He 
had to admit it was a pretty odd house, and there were parts of  it his grandparents didn't want 
him going into. Still, he'd never seen anything weird there, and he was pretty sure his Gramma or 
Grampa would have told him if  there was anything weird about it. 

As she always was when he got to the house, Gramma Rose was waiting there for him with a hug 
and a big mug of  something to eat or drink. This time, as he'd guessed, it was some of  her 
famous chicken soup. 
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"I pulled some out of  the freezer and warmed it up for you as soon as I heard your grampa on 
the phone!" she said, pulling him to her. "Don't you worry Sarah, we'll take good care of  him!" 
 
Harrison' mom said thank you, kissed him goodbye, and went back to the car. He noticed that 
she looked tired. 

Once inside, his grandmother quickly took him upstairs. 

"Now, I'm sure it's nothing but a little first-week-of-school jitters," said his Gramma cheerily, as 
she bundled him into the giant four-poster bed with his mug of  soup and a stack of  books and a 
heavy brass bell he could ring if  he needed anything. 
 
"Your grampa thought you might like to look at some of  these while you're lying in bed," she 
pointed to the stack of  books. "So you don't get bored." 
 
He looked at the pile of  books, which she had placed on the nightstand next to him. They were 
all very old and didn't have paper covers or any pictures on their fronts. They were also coated in 
dust and looked as if  they hadn't been touched since before he'd been born. One of  the titles was 
"An Alternate View of  the Peloponnesian Wars, by A.G. Salter." 
 
"Gosh," Harrison mustered. "Thanks Gramma!" 

After she'd left the room, with a reminder to ring the bell hard if  he needed anything because her 
hearing wasn't what it once was, Harrison lay back in the big bed. And in a moment, it was as if  
everything else had come to a stop, or existed in some other universe somewhere. His school and 
the nasty kids there, his parents rushing around the house in the morning to get ready for work, 
his six-year-old sister Jennie chattering about the kind of  kitten she wanted most of  all. 

This was one of  the things he loved most about being at his grandparents' house: the quiet. He 
could just lie there in bed and the rest of  the world could continue on its way, but he didn't have 
to pay attention to it. He could lie here and listen to the silence. To the clock ticking somewhere 
down the hall. To the birds chirping and the insects humming outside the window next to his 
bed. He breathed deeply and closed his eyes. 

 
 

*	 *	 * 

Downstairs, Harrison's grandfather had come up from the basement where he had been working 
on a "project." Harrison was always interested to see his grandfather's "projects", even though he 
didn't always understand what they were about. 
 
One time, Grampa had made a detailed model of  the Trojan War, complete with a little wooden 



horse and soldiers pouring out of  it. Another time, he had built a not-quite-working model of  
one of  Leonardo da Vinci's flying machines.  

Harrison's Grampa Lewis was a cheerful man, but he often grumbled about how his 
grandchildren lived. Always being rushed about, everything so fast, their parents so busy all the 
time. No time for a game of  chess, or backgammon, and some chocolate-chip cookies. 
 
Chess? Young Harrison played a different kind of  game now. "Mine Wars" or some such. It was 
on a computer screen and the way the boy told it, he didn't even see the other people he was 
playing against. It didn't seem like much of  a game to his grandfather.  

And they didn't seem to be teaching him much of  anything in that school of  his.  

"Tell me boy," he had asked him not long ago. "What do you know about the sack of  
Constantinople?" 
 
Harrison had looked at him blankly. 

Grampa had taken Harrison and marched straight over to the boy's house. He had stormed into 
the kitchen where his son and daughter-in-law were both staring into their cell phones. 

"They're teaching him nothing in that school!" He bellowed. "Nothing!" 

His son–Harrison's father–sighed, still looking at his phone. 
 
"Of  course they are, dad," he said. "They're teaching him all the stuff  I learned and all the stuff  
you learned too." 
 
"Oh yeah?" Grampa had bellowed. "Ask him about the sack of  Constantinople! Go on, ask him!" 

"Well Dad," Harrison's dad was looking up from his phone now. "To be fair, I don't think I 
learned about that at his age. I bet you didn't either."  

"Well you'd be wrong!" Shouted Grampa. "Alright, something basic then. Ask him about the 
Revolutionary War. What was that all about, eh?" 
 
All eyes had turned to Harrison, who was already uncomfortable enough because of  all the 
shouting. He knew his Grampa was trying to help, and that he was only shouting because he got 
passionate about these things, but still, it made him uncomfortable. 

"Well," began Harrison, "the Revolutionary War… the Revolutionary War was fought against …
the British, and the people who started it owned slaves and after they won, they didn't let women 
vote." 

Grampa lost it. "What an utter load of  unadulterated balderdash!" He bellowed. 



When he thinks back on it, he admits it was not one of  his finer moments. He saw his grandson 
turn red in the face and he immediately regretted his outburst. 

"Dad," Harrison's father had offered meekly, "what he said is all true…" 

"Oh of  course it's true!" Grampa had bellowed. "But it's hardly the most pertinent information to 
draw from that episode in history, now is it?" 
 
He could see Harrison's mother growing more uncomfortable throughout the discussion. Now, 
she whispered harshly to him, her face tense: 
 
"Grampa Lewis, please keep your voice down!" 

"What on earth?" He was genuinely puzzled. "Are you afraid the neighbors might hear us having 
a lively discussion?" 
 
"No!" Her voice was now squeaky, which he knew meant that a line had been crossed. "I'm afraid 
the neighbors will think my husband's father is a… a white supremacist!" 
 
She had run crying from the room. 
 
"Oh for the love of  God!" 

Now it was Harrison's father's turn to look uncomfortable. 
 
"Dad… no offense… I just think you should go…" 

*	 *	 * 

When he woke up, Harrison had no idea what time it was or how long he had slept. His head still 
felt a little puffy, but his sore throat had subsided, and he felt rested. He could hear noises from 
downstairs: Thumping about, and voices talking but he couldn't make out the words. He 
remembered that his grandparents were planning to take a trip and that they were leaving 
tomorrow or the next day. He figured they must be getting packed now. 

He pulled off  the thick down comforter and quilt that his grandmother had covered him with, 
and swung his feet down onto the floor. He waited a moment and then stood up. He no longer 
felt like he was making his way across the deck of  a fishing boat. And he felt a little restless. He 
looked over at the pile of  dusty books on the bedside table and felt even more restless. He decided 
to go wandering. 



His grandparents' house was a fun one for wandering around in. Legend had it that it had once 
belonged to a wizard, and that bits of  his magic could still be found there. Harrison didn't really 
know what that meant though. He'd read "The Lord of  the Rings", and "The Once and Future 
King", so he knew a few things about wizards, but the one thing he knew for sure was that they 
weren't real. He had to admit though that it did make the house seem more interesting. 

He knew that there were some parts of  the house that he was not supposed to wander in, but he 
didn't remember why. He also didn't remember, today, as he began his wandering, exactly which 
parts those were. He decided not to worry about it too much though. After all, it was Grampa 
and Gramma. They wouldn't get very angry with him if  he ended up going into the wrong room 
by mistake.  

As he stepped out into the hallway, he could hear their voices downstairs. It sounded like they 
were bickering about what to pack for the trip, where to stop for lunch and what time to plan to 
arrive at the bed and breakfast. It was a comforting sound. He continued down the hallway. 

Most of  the rooms on this floor were bedrooms. There was also a bathroom of  course, as well as 
a small study. He had been here enough times that he knew this part of  the house very well. It 
was the next floor that interested him. So he made his way down to the end of  the hall, to a 
narrow door. Behind that door was a stairway leading up. 

If  the kids at school could see him now, Harrison mused, they would be surprised. Here he was, 
"Fraidy-Cat Harrison", wandering around the house everyone else was afraid to go near because 
they thought it was haunted. But to him, it wasn't a "haunted house"–it was his Gramma and 
Grampa's house. And anyway, he knew it wasn't haunted. 

He closed the door behind him and went up the stairs. 

Up on the next level were several unused rooms, some of  which were used for storage. Harrison 
poked his head into a couple of  them, but they looked thoroughly uninteresting. One, a disused 
guest room with dust covers on the furniture, the other piled high with boxes. Then he came to 
the room at the end of  the hallway. At first it seemed that the door was locked. He turned the 
handle several times but it wouldn't budge. Harrison was starting to turn away, but just as he did, 
the door came open on its own.  

"That's weird," he thought. He pulled the door all the way open and looked inside.  

It was a large room, filled with piles of  boxes and furniture and all manner of  trinkets and 
objects, stacks of  paper and what looked like a big piano in one corner. This looked like a room 
where everything in the house that didn't have a place got put. Sunlight streamed in from the 
window at the far end of  the room and Harrison could see dust floating in the air there. Stepping 
over a stack of  books and then a pile of  papers that had fallen over long ago, he made his way 
over to where the sunlight was shining in. 

Over in this corner, he could see part of  an ancient Persian rug. It looked like it covered most of  
the floor, but he could only see isolated fragments of  it here and there, the rest being covered by 



all the… he didn't want to call it "junk", but all the piles of  things the room contained. He sat 
down on the rug and looked around.  

All around him were stacks of  boxes. An empty birdcage sat atop one stack, and a pile of  
something that looked like viking armor sat atop another. Just next to him was an old trunk, the 
kind that he had seen in movies that took place back when people traveled by ship instead of  by 
airplane, and they carried big trunks around with all of  their clothes and toothbrushes and 
everything in them. Or, now that he thought about it, there were other people carrying the trunks 
around for them.  
 
This trunk looked old and battered but solid. It was black, with gold-colored metal fittings, and a 
lock in the front. Harrison jiggled the lock, just to see what would happen, and to his surprise, it 
was loose. He lifted up the lid easily, and looked inside. 

Inside the trunk was a neatly folded jacket and set of  pants, and a silk top hat. They all looked 
old fashioned, but very clean, and were a rich, dark purple. There was no dust on them at all and 
they did not look as if  they had been sitting in a trunk for years and years. Next to the clothes, 
there was a little pile of  papers, and on top of  the papers sat some small glass bottles with 
stoppers, of  varying sizes and in different colors.  

There was nothing else in the trunk, and Harrison was starting to close the lid, when he saw 
something pasted to the inside of  the lid. It was a poster. The kind that was used to advertise 
things a long time ago. This one had the words: "The Fantastic Dr. Faustis & his Miracle Elixir 
No. Six!" in very fancy lettering, and below that, more words and a picture of  a cart drawn by a 
dappled grey horse. On the side of  the cart were the same words: "The Fantastic Dr. Faustis & his 
Miracle Elixir No. Six!" Next to the cart stood a man wearing what appeared to be the same 
coat, with long tails, pants, and hat that lay before Harrison in the trunk. 

Harrison read the rest of  the poster: 
 
"Join Dr. Faustis for a ONE-TIME-ONLY appearance, where he will give a special 
demonstration of  the protective powers of  his Miracle Elixir Number Six!" 
 
And below that: 
 
"Guaranteed to protect whoever takes it from any and all ailments!" 
 
And then, in very big letters: 
 
"Come and see for yourself !" 
 
And then the date and time of  this very special, one-time-only appearance: 
 
"Saturday, September 12th, at One O'Clock PM." 
 
Why… that was tomorrow, Harrison thought. Today was Friday the 11th, and the next day was 



Saturday the 12th. What an odd coincidence. The poster did not have a year on it, but from the 
picture, it looked like it was over a hundred years old. How odd that it just happened to be from a 
year in which September the 12th also fell on a Saturday. And how odd that he had happened to 
find this poster today of  all days. The day before the event on the poster was to take place. 
 
And then Harrison looked at the rest of  the wording on the poster. And he gave a shiver. The 
next thing it said was where this Very Special Appearance was to take place–and it was right here 
in town!  

"114 N. Spring St., New Zebedee" 
 
Now Harrison did not know what to think. This was too much of  a coincidence. He knew exactly 
where 114 N. Spring Street was. It was in the old downtown area, around where the old movie 
theater was. It wasn't a movie theater any more, it had been turned into office space years ago. 
But everyone still called it the old movie theater. 
 
"How odd," thought Harrison. He sat there staring at the poster for a few more minutes, and 
then suddenly had the feeling that he shouldn't be there. That he was intruding on something, or 
that maybe he was not alone in the room. Another shiver went up his spine and he closed the lid 
of  the trunk quickly. All of  a sudden the room felt very big and cold and a little menacing.  

Harrison quickly got up and made his way back to the door. He did not want to see what else 
might be in the room, and he kept his eyes low as he climbed over the papers and the books and 
made his way back to the door.  
 
As he approached the door, he had an awful feeling that it would be locked and he would not be 
able to get out. He knew that his grandparents were downstairs, two floors below, and that they 
would never hear him no matter how loud he yelled or how hard he pounded on the door. He 
started to wonder how long he could go without food or water and was just starting to imagine a 
way he might lower himself  to the ground through the window using objects contained in the 
room… when he arrived at the door and opened it with ease. 

Once on the other side, he shut the door quickly. But the feeling had followed him, and the 
hallway no longer had the friendly feeling it had when he had first come upstairs. He hurried 
over to the door to the stairway, and–despite a moment of  dreading what might lay behind it–
opened the door and clattered down the stairs.  

*	 *	 * 

"Feeling better now?" Grampa Lewis smiled up at Harrison. He was sitting at the kitchen table, 
fiddling with a little portable radio, when Harrison came rattling down the stairs. 
 
"A little better," he said. "Yes." 



 
"I said all he needed was some rest and a little chicken soup!" Gramma Rose stuck her head out 
from behind the refrigerator door, where she was gathering materials to make sandwiches for 
lunch. "Isn't that right, Harrison?" 
 
Harrison still felt a little jittery after his experience in the room upstairs. But he smiled, and said 
"I think so Gramma Rose." 
 
"Tell you what Harrison," said Grampa cheerily. "It's just past noon. What do you say we have 
our lunch over a nice game of  chess?" 
 
Grampa Lewis had tried teaching Harrison how to play chess on several occasions. Each time, 
Harrison immediately forgot the rules for how each piece moved as soon as the game was over, 
but he did enjoy playing at the time. He always felt that he had let his Grampa down a little 
though by not remembering.  

"Sure Grampa," he said now. "We could do that." 

As they got started with their game, Grampa said, casually: 
 
"You know, Harrison, we've heard tell that all the kids think our house is haunted. That so?" 
 
Harrison felt uncomfortable. He'd never said anything to Grampa or Gramma about the things 
the other kids said, or how they often dared each other to run up to the porch, or try soaping the 
windows on Halloween.  
 
"It's alright," Grampa said smiling, "they're just kids."  

Harrison wondered if  that did make it alright. But Grampa continued: 
 
"I guess you've also heard that our house once belonged to a wizard, eh?" 
 
"Well…" Harrison began to respond, but Grampa laughed gently and continued.  
 
"It's true!" He exclaimed. "My uncle Jonathan was a wizard, of  sorts. He could do actual, 
genuine, magic… although he wasn't as powerful as our friend Mrs. Zimmerman, but that's 
another story."  
 
Harrison wasn't sure what to say.  

"They even taught me and your Gramma Rose a thing or two, too! Has she ever told you about 
her magical umbrella? One day, I'll tell you about some of  the things I've seen, Harrison. It'll 
knock the socks off  of  you!" 



CHAPTER 3  
 

e didn't plan to. He didn't intend to. But the next day, Saturday, September 12th, right 
after lunch, Harrison found himself  walking toward the downtown area of  town.  

His parents had been happy with his speedy recovery the day before. 
 
"I told you he just needed some of  my mom's chicken soup!" Harrison's dad proclaimed when he 
brought him home in the afternoon.  
 
His mom just gave a snort and continued wiping down the kitchen counters with antibacterial 
spray. 
 
"I haven't been using this enough," she replied. "That's the problem!" 

The next day, when Harrison said he thought he'd get outside for some fresh air, they both looked 
at him as if  he had told them he thought he'd convert to Hinduism. But his dad said it would be 
good for him, and off  he went. 

It was a bright autumn day, with clear skies, a slight breeze, and just a hint of  crispness in the air. 
There were families out for walks, and other kids riding their bikes. Any feeling of  dread from the 
mysterious room in his grandparents' house yesterday seemed far far away. 

He didn't often go to the old downtown area. Mostly when he went out it was to go to school or 
maybe the park nearby. His parents didn't go to church much, and when they wanted to go 
shopping for clothes or anything else that wasn't food, they would drive to the big mall in the 
newer part of  town. 

There was something nice about the older part of  town though. It was quieter, and slower, and 
Harrison knew he was less likely to run into any of  the kids from school here. He walked leisurely, 
taking in the fall leaves and the Halloween decorations that were starting to go up. Before he 
knew it, he was on Spring Street. 

Spring Street was one of  the main commercial streets in the old area. There was an old Rexall 
Drug store, a couple of  used bookstores, and several doctors offices, real-estate offices, hardware 
shops and office buildings. Since it was a Saturday, most of  the offices were closed and the street 
was pretty quiet. He could see the old movie theater a few blocks up ahead. 

He would just walk past it, he told himself. Just to see. He wanted to see the address that had 
been on the poster, see what was there now, and then he'd turn around and go back home. 

H



Anyway, he wasn't worried. New Zebedee was a very safe town. There was hardly any crime at 
all, and in fact it had been rated one of  the 20 most livable small towns in all of  America by some 
big magazine a few years ago. He got to the end of  one block, stopped and looked both ways, 
and crossed the street. 

The old movie theater was only a couple of  blocks away now. It was getting a little colder, but 
Harrison didn't mind. He had worn his "just in case" coat–just in case. And he liked the feeling 
that autumn was finally here. The place really was deserted now, and as he looked around he 
realized that he was all alone on the street. He couldn't see anyone up ahead of  him, and when 
he turned and looked behind him, he couldn't see anyone back that way either.  
 
"It's OK," he said to himself. "It's a weekend. Most of  these places are closed. I'll just take a look 
at the spot from the poster, then I'll turn around and go home." 
 
88. That was the address on the shop at the end of  this block. The one at the beginning of  the 
next block was #90. And he was looking for #114. Good, he thought. Almost there. 

It really was chilly now, and he pulled his coat closed as he approached the old movie theater. Of  
course it wasn't a theater anymore, and where movie posters had once sat behind glass plates on 
the walls, now there were advertisements for products and signs for some of  the businesses that 
had offices inside the building. Harrison stopped for a moment and looked at it all. An old ticket 
booth still stood out in the front entryway. He wondered what it was used for now. 

Just past the old theater was a Lens Crafters. It was closed today and there were blinds pulled 
down over the big windows in the storefront. The address painted on the front of  the building, 
just above the recessed doorway, was #112.  
 
And beyond that? Harrison couldn't quite see what was next to the Lens Crafters. It didn't look 
like anything was. Maybe it was a shop that was set back a little. He turned away from the old 
theater and continued walking past the long Lens Crafters building. He walked slowly. The street 
was quiet now, there was not a sound anywhere and not another person in sight. He got to the 
end of  the Lens Crafters building and turned to look at what was next to it.  

It was just an empty lot. There was a chain-link fence on each side, there were piles of  dirt with 
some tufts of  grass growing out of  them, a big pile of  bricks stacked up against the Lens Crafters 
building, and a pile of  something that looked like lumber against the opposite building. At the 
very back of  the lot was another chain-link fence, blocking the lot off  from the alley behind, and 
an old sign hanging from it. 

And there was also… Harrison blinked. He had not seen it before, but there it was: Right in front 
of  that chain-link fence stood a brightly colored old-fashioned carnival wagon, with a sturdy, 
dappled-grey horse in front of  it. 

Harrison' heart took a leap. For a moment he stood there unable to decide what he should do. He 
could feel the hairs on the back of  his neck prickling, and he began to turn and walk slowly away, 
walk back home, when… 



The door at the back of  the wagon swung open, and a gentleman wearing a dark purple vest and 
jacket, with a matching silk hat on his head, sprung out and bounced down the little steps. His 
clothes looked exactly like the clothes Harrison had seen in the trunk in the room in his 
grandparents' house. 

"Why hello young man!" The man called out in a friendly voice. Harrison paused. The man 
seemed nice enough.  

"Is it just you?" He did not seem at all disappointed. "Let's not wait for the others, shall we? It will 
be their loss. For what I have to show you is most extraordinary indeed!" 

"Allow me to introduce myself," he said with a flourish. "Dr. Faustis, at your service!" And he 
bowed, taking off  his hat and sweeping it out in front of  him just like Harrison had seen people 
do in musical theater productions on stage. 

"And you are…?" 
 
"Uh… Harrison…" Harrison stammered. "Harrison Barnavelt." 
 
"Well, Mr. Harrison Barnavelt," Dr. Faustis smiled broadly, "may I presume that you have come 
today because you have heard about my Miracle Elixir and you desire to learn more?" 

Harrison wasn't sure what to say.  

"Uh…" he stammered again. "I… I guess so…" 
 
"Behold!" Before Harrison had even finished getting his words out, the doctor (if  in fact he was a 
doctor) had whipped out a small purple bottle with a glass stopper. It looked very much like the 
bottles Harrison had seen in the trunk.  
 
Dr. Faustis held the bottle in front of  Harrison, so that he could see it clearly. There was a label 
that read "Dr. Faustis' Miracle Elixir No. 6." 

"Now," he said ominously. "What I am about to show you is not for the faint of  heart. I am about 
to give you a demonstration of  the unique powers this unassuming liquid possesses." 

He opened up the bottle and tipped it gently, letting a couple of  drops fall onto the top of  his 
hand. Then, with his other hand, he reached for a hammer that was conveniently perched on a 
little ledge that ran along the side of  the wagon. He handed the hammer to Harrison. 
 
"Here, Harrison," the doctor said. "I want you to take this hammer and bring it down with all 
your might onto my hand." 
 
Harrison was horrified. 
 



"Gosh, doctor…" he began, "I'm not sure I want to do that…" 
 
"Have no fear!" Dr. Faustis called out. "I would not ask you to do anything that would harm me! 
I have complete faith in my elixir!" 
 
His words did nothing to quell the uneasy feeling that was beginning to fill Harrison's stomach. 
 
The doctor seemed to sense Harrison's discomfort, and spoke more gently. 
 
"Here," he said. "You don't need to use all your might. Just give my hand a good tap. That's all." 
 
Harrison took the hammer. 
 
"That's a boy," the doctor smiled. And Harrison noticed there was something very odd about his 
teeth. 
 
The doctor placed his hand down on the wooden rim that covered the wagon's front wheel, and 
spread his fingers out. "Go ahead," he said. 
 
Still not feeling entirely right about this, Harrison lifted the hammer in the air, and then brought 
it down–very gently in fact–on the doctor's hand.  
 
"Oh, you can do better than that!" The doctor said with a laugh. 
 
Harrison lifted the hammer once more, and brought it down once more, this time with just a little 
more force. Enough that it might cause a bruise, he worried. But something odd happened. As 
the hammer made contact with the man's hand, Harrison felt a kind of  resistance. As if  there 
were a layer of  metal in between the hammer and the hand. He lifted the hammer again and 
examined its head. It seemed perfectly normal. The doctor smiled. 

"You see?" He said. "The elixir prevents anything it touches from coming to harm!" 
 
Harrison wasn't sure that was what he saw, but he said nothing.  

"I can see you are not convinced," the doctor said. "Here, let me make you a proposition: I will 
give you a small bottle of  my Miracle Elixir Number Six, to take home at no charge. Drink a 
teaspoonful each day for a week. By the end of  the week, I promise that you will have proof  that 
it does what I claim it does: Protects against all ailments and injury." 
 
Harrison was intrigued, despite himself. He wondered what it would be like to be protected 
against any illness, from the cold, or whatever it was that wiped him out yesterday morning, to 
tuberculosis to malaria… and worse! Why… he wouldn't even have to worry about germs 
anymore.  
 
…and the doctor had said it protected against "injury" too. Did that mean that the next time 



Jason Crudson tried to throw fake vomit all over his lunch it wouldn't land there? Maybe it would 
fly back and land on Jason instead!  

Harrison could feel the doctor watching him, almost as if  he could read his thoughts.  

"One week!" Dr. Faustis proclaimed. "One week, and you will see!" 
 
Harrison looked at the bottle in Dr. Faustis' hand. He knew there was something the doctor 
wasn't telling him. What was it? 
 
"You're wondering why I would give this precious bottle to you for free, is that it?" He asked. 
"Clever boy! Of  course I hope to gain something from this! You see, I am certain that after one 
week of  taking the elixir every day, you will be convinced of  its efficacy. So convinced, that you 
will want to come back and purchase a larger bottle–a year's supply in fact–for the low, low price 
of  only twenty dollars!" 
 
So that was it, thought Harrison. That was the catch. Still… twenty dollars didn't seem like very 
much money for something that was going to protect him from pretty much everything he could 
imagine, for an entire year. He was intrigued indeed. 

"Look," said Dr. Faustis, "I'll take some myself  right here, so that you can see it's not some kind of  
poison!"  

He opened the bottle and, taking a little silver spoon from his breast pocket, poured himself  a 
spoonful, and then drank it. "There," he said after taking the elixir, "you see! Now, you have 
enough left in here to last you until this time next week. What do you say?" 

Harrison could not think of  a reason to say no. And besides, he was genuinely interested in this 
potion that this doctor promised would protect him from all ailments and injury. Of  course, his 
more reasonable side told him, it couldn't possibly be true. It was the sort of  thing one read about 
in fairy tales or fantasy books. But… what if  it was true? 

And it would cost him nothing to find out. 
 
"OK," said Harrison finally.  
 
"Good lad!" Dr. Faustis exclaimed, and patted Harrison on the back. "Now remember: If  you are 
satisfied with the results after one week of  taking the elixir each day, then return here to this spot 
a week from today at precisely this time, and be sure to bring twenty dollars!" 
 
"Yes… yes, I will," Harrison nodded.  
 
Dr. Faustis added: "And of  course, if  you are not satisfied, there is no need for you to do 
anything. You may keep the bottle I am giving you now, and there will be no need for you to 
return here ever again. …Of  course, I am confident that you will return!" 



And with that, he handed Harrison the little purple bottle of  elixir. He closed both hands around 
Harrison's hand as he did so, as if  he were saying goodbye to the bottle. 
 
"Until next week then!" And the doctor gave another flourish with his hat. 

"Thank you!" Harrison said nervously. He stood there for a moment, and then turned and ran 
off.  

When he got home, his mom quizzed him about where he had been and why he'd been out so 
long, but he could tell she wasn't angry at him, just worried because he didn't usually go out on 
his own for so long. 

He ran upstairs and immediately started looking for a spot where he could hide the bottle. Dr. 
Faustis hadn't said whether or not it had to be refrigerated, and since he hadn't said anything 
about it, Harrison assumed that it did not need to be… and then he stopped in his tracks. 

The poster he had found in his grandparents' house had been very very old. He didn't remember 
seeing a year on it, but it was clearly from a different time, a different era. So how was it that Dr. 
Faustis, the doctor from the poster, from probably a hundred years ago… how was it that he was 
there, downtown, next to the Lens Crafters store? How was it that Harrison had met him, spoken 
with him, and taken this bottle from him? 
 
Harrison sat down on his bed and stared at the bottle in his hand. How was any of  this possible? 
Was someone playing a trick on him? But who? The only people who could have put that poster 
in that trunk in that room were his Gramma and Grampa. And he didn't think they would ever 
play a trick like that on him. 
 
Harrison was genuinely puzzled. And deep down inside, he didn't really think it was a trick.  
 
So what was it then? 

He stared some more at the bottle in his hand. Well, he thought, I'm not going to figure it out by 
just sitting here. He decided to leave for the moment the mystery that lay behind the little purple 
bottle, and play some Minecraft instead.  

But first… first he needed to take his first spoonful. He ran downstairs again to get a teaspoon, 
then ran back up to his room, getting some puzzled looks from his parents on the way. Back in his 
room, he closed the door and pulled the bottle out from under the pillow, where he had left it.  
 
It was a beautiful color of  purple, he couldn't help noticing. Rich, and glistening. And there was a 
heaviness to it, as if  it contained more than just the liquid elixir. He gently pulled the stopper out, 
and then carefully poured himself  a teaspoon of  the syrupy liquid. He sat there looking at it for a 
moment before sticking it in his mouth and swallowing. 

It had an odd taste to it, but it wasn't "bad." It didn't make him gag, like some medicines had in 
the past. It tasted almost like licorice, he thought. Only without the sweetness. He sat there for 



another moment, waiting to see if  it made him feel any different. But it didn't. He shrugged, and 
stood up to go place the bottle in the hiding place he had found for it: Under his desk, in the back 
corner where the top of  the leg met the bottom of  the desk top. He stuck it there, right up against 
the leg, and then took a piece of  duct tape and wrapped it around the bottle and the leg, to hold 
the bottle in place. 

Then, he turned on his computer and logged on to his favorite Minecraft server. He smiled when 
he saw that his friend CubeSquared was on. They played, and chatted for a while. But Harrison 
didn't say anything about his odd encounter that afternoon. He thought about it, but it just didn't 
feel right. In fact, he didn't feel like telling anyone about it. 

*	 *	 * 

The next day, Sunday, was uneventful. Harrison played some more Minecraft, and in the 
afternoon his family went out for a walk to the park nearby. It used to be something they all did 
so that he and his sister could play on the jungle gym and the swings and in the sand. But he was 
eleven now, and that stuff  didn't really interest him as much anymore. Sometimes he would swing 
on the swings, but today he just wanted to sit and ponder. So he sat at a picnic table while his 
parents sat nearby and his sister Jennie ran around with some kids she often saw there, and 
climbed up and down on the equipment. 

So how am I supposed to know if  it's working? Harrison wondered silently to himself. Should he 
stick his hand in an ants' nest and see if  he got bitten? The idea sent shivers up his spine. He 
detested touching insects.  
 
What about just falling down on the ground? Or hitting himself  with something hard, like he'd 
done with Dr. Faustis? In the end, Harrison decided that he wouldn't try doing anything just yet. 
The doctor had told him that he would know by the end of  the week if  the elixir was working, 
and so he decided to trust him on that.  
 
Besides, if  it got to the end of  the week and he still wasn't sure, he could always go find an ants' 
nest to stick his hand into. 

Monday was no more eventful. He went to school, his teachers smiled and asked him how he was 
feeling, and he said he was all better now, thank you. 
 
Jason wasn't in school on Monday, he was relieved to notice. In fact, it seemed that a lot of  kids 
were home that day. Maybe they had all come down with whatever he had had last week, 
Harrison thought.  
 



Each night, he dutifully took his teaspoon of  elixir. But he was starting to wonder if  it wasn't just 
an elaborate trick. 

On Tuesday, he woke up to the sound of  his parents rushing about the house. He stumbled out 
of  his room, bleary-eyed, a good hour before he needed to be up. His mom was just coming out 
of  the bathroom, and she had a towel wrapped around her. His dad was rummaging through the 
dresser in their bedroom, looking for a pair of  matching socks. 

"Well I can't stay home with her!" He could hear his dad calling out from their bedroom. "And 
my folks are out of  town so we can't send her over there. I'm not sure it's a good idea to send her 
to them anyway when she's like this–what if  they catch whatever she's got?" 

"Oh come on–they never worry about germs, you know that. Your mom was practically licking 
the snot off  her face the last time she had a cold!" 
 
"Ewwwwwww!!! MOM!!!" His little sister's voice squealed from her room. 

"It's probably just the sniffles," his dad called out. "She should go to school!" 
 
"Well we don't have much of  a choice now, do we?" His mom sounded harried. "Janet and Dave 
are both home sick, and I can't be late today!" 
 
"I know!" His dad called out. "It's just too bad my folks aren't here." 
 
"I'm not worried," he could hear his mom pulling open drawers in the bedroom. She called out 
to his sister in her own bedroom: "Jennie, how are you feeling sweetie?" 
 
"I'm tired!" His sister's voice sounded congested. 

His mom came out of  her bedroom, fully dressed now and moving quickly. She gave a start when 
she saw Harrison. 
 
"Oh Harrison!" She said. "I didn't know you were up! Sweetie, could you help Jennie get ready? 
We've got to take her to school early because your dad and I both have to get to work early." 
 
"Oh," said Harrison, still a little bleary-eyed. "Sure. Did something happen?" 
 
"No," his mom was already in the bathroom now, putting on her makeup. "It's just my boss and 
one of  my coworkers are both out sick today and we have a really important presentation that I'll 
now have to do by myself…" 
 
She came out of  the bathroom and hurried Harrison into Jennie's room, where he started to help 
her pick out her school clothes. There was snot running out of  her nose. 
 
"…and a couple people at your dad's office are also sick, so they called him this morning to see if  
he could come in early too. There must be something going around…" 



 
Harrison grabbed a Kleenex and helped Jennie wipe her nose, and then helped her get dressed. 
His dad came rushing out of  the bedroom, his tie on crooked. He looked a little frantic. 
 
"Are we good to go?" He asked. 
 
Harrison took a look at little Jennie. She was wearing a pink skirt and a purple sweater with a 
cat's face embroidered on the front, and matching purple tights. Her face though, did not match 
the cheeriness of  her outfit. Her eyes were puffy and tired looking, and her mouth turned down. 
Her cute little nose was shiny and red and she kept having to blow it with the Kleenex Harrison 
had given her. 

"I guess so," said Harrison. 
 
"OK sweetie!" Harrison's mom reached out for Jennie's hand. "Harry, you can get yourself  to 
school on time, yes?" 
 
"Of  course, mom," he reassured her. 
 
That day at school, even more kids were home sick, and he had two substitute teachers. But 
because so many kids weren't there, nobody even tried to make their day miserable. His history 
class had only seven students, and Jason was not in school for the second day.  

The next day was even worse. Now his mom was sick too. 

"But I can't just stay home!" Harrison could hear her arguing with his father in the morning as he 
woke up. "The big client meeting is today! And I'm the only senior person in the office now!" 
 
"Sarah, you can't even stand up!" His dad was exasperated. "How are you even going to walk 
into the office, let alone conduct a meeting? They'll just have to reschedule!" 
 
Harrison heard his mother groan loudly. She sounded awful. 

Jennie still sounded stuffed up too, but he could hear her getting ready for school again.  

When Harrison got to school, there were even fewer kids there than the previous day. And there 
were two more teachers out sick. And no sign of  Jason.  

Wow, Harrison thought to himself. They must all have what I had last week. I'm sure glad I'm 
already over it!  
 
And then it occurred to him: Whatever this bug was, it seemed to be lasting longer with everyone 
else. He had only been sick for a day, but a lot of  other people have been sick for three days now. 
Maybe… was it possible…? 
 
Could it be that the elixir was working? Harrison tried to stifle the burst of  delight he felt at the 



thought. But no, he corrected himself. That couldn't be it. He had been sick on Friday, and better 
by Saturday morning. He didn't take his first dose of  the elixir until Saturday night–so that 
couldn't be it. 

That night on the news, there was a special report on the strange outbreak that had swept 
through New Zebedee and the surrounding area. Harrison and his parents gathered around the 
television to watch an earnest looking male reporter standing out in front of  the St. Agnes 
Hospital. 

"Hospital administrators say that a total of  seventeen people have been admitted since Monday, 
all complaining of  the same mysterious symptoms: A day or so of  congestion, aches and fatigue, 
followed by hallucinations, and a worsening of  the initial symptoms. Administrators say that 
three of  the seventeen who have been admitted are in serious condition." 
 
The screen switched back to the newsroom, where Jessica Tindley, Channel Seven's star 
newscaster, sat behind a desk, also looking very earnest, and with nicely styled shoulder-length 
blonde hair.  
 
"Matthew," Jessica asked with a concerned frown, "what are they saying is causing this mysterious 
illness?" 

"Jessica, we just don't know," Matthew frowned into the camera. "Blood samples have been sent 
to Johns Hopkins for study, and we expect to know more soon." 

"Alright Matthew," Jessica gave a smile, "thank you for that important update! And to all of  you 
at home… stay safe!" 

Jessica went on to talk about the next story, about the City Council's plans to refurbish the High-
School football field and track, and Harrison turned to his parents. His mom lay on the couch, 
covered in blankets and a pile of  used Kleenex. Her eyes were drooping and her nose and cheeks 
red. His dad, seated next to her, looked concerned. He gave his wife a squeeze. 

The room suddenly felt very silent. Harrison could hear the newscaster prattling away about the 
different types of  track materials the City Council had to choose from, but his eyes were on his 
parents. He knew they were worried. And now he was worried too. What if  his mom ended up in 
the hospital like those other people?  

His thoughts returned to the elixir. What if  it was working? What if  whatever it was that his mom 
had, and his little sister had, and so many people in New Zebedee had… what if  it was 
something different from what he had had last Friday? After all, he had been sick for less than a 
day. Everyone else's illness was dragging on for days. And hallucinations? He never had anything 
like that… 

…or had he? 
 
His heart skipped a beat. What if… could it be that the entire episode had been nothing but a 



hallucination? That he too was afflicted with whatever illness had taken over his town, and that 
his entire exchange with Dr. Faustis, and the elixir, had all been in his imagination? 

The elixir. But that was real. Wasn't it? Harrison suddenly had to be sure. He excused himself  and 
dashed up to his room. 

He shut the door behind him and rushed over to his desk. Getting down on his knees, he reached 
back to the far corner and pulled at the tape he had put there. And with a sigh of  relief, sat back 
as he pulled out the little purple bottle. 
 
No, he told himself. This was no hallucination. Whatever other strange things were happening 
around him, this little bottle and its contents were real.  
 
Harrison logged on and played some Minecraft for a while. His friend CubeSquared was playing, 
and they chatted a little. Harrison mentioned the outbreak, and how it seemed to be a really big 
deal. 

H: Are people getting sick where you are? 
 
CS: No, I don't think so. No more than normal anyway. 

H: That's weird. It's all over the news here.  

CS: I dunno. Not here. 

After playing for a while, Harrison took his elixir and went to bed. 

Harrison awoke with a jolt in the middle of  the night. Something had woken him. A dream? Or 
a thought? He lay there in the dark, trying to bring back what had woken him. He could hear his 
mother coughing loudly in the other room. But it hadn't been that. 
 
Oh yes… that was it. The elixir. It was as if  the elixir had been calling to him. Prodding at him, 
as if  to say "maybe I can help your mother too!" 
 
It was an enticing thought. If  the elixir was in fact protecting him from this mysterious illness, 
then couldn't it also protect the rest of  his family? And couldn't it heal his mother and his sister, 
who already had it? It was certainly worth a try! 
 
But how could he convince them to take it? If  he told his parents that he had gone downtown to 
meet with a strange man from a hundred years ago, and that this man had given him a bottle of  
some potion and that he had been taking it every night… well, he could see how that conversation 
would go.  

But if  he could prove it to them… 



He sat in bed a little longer, thinking up ways that he could demonstrate the power of  the elixir. 
He thought about what Dr. Faustis had asked him to do, bringing the hammer down on his hand. 
Yes, maybe something like that.  

He lay there and he thought. Then he hit upon it. Fire. He would test the elixir with fire! First, he 
would just try it on himself. He would coat his hand with the elixir, and then he would turn on 
the stove, and put his hand over the flame! 
 
His heart was beating hard as he quietly pulled the bottle from its hiding place and tiptoed 
downstairs.  

He made his way into the kitchen and over to the stove. He didn't want to turn on the light 
because he thought it might draw attention to him. Maybe his parents would notice the light 
outside the window from upstairs. So he proceeded in the dark. He clicked the dial on the stove 
several times until the flame came on. It was comforting somehow, this little ring of  flame in the 
cold dark kitchen.  

He picked up the bottle and shook it gently. He then pulled out the stopper, and rubbed the 
bottom of  it all over the bottom of  his left hand. There was just enough liquid on the bottom of  
the stopper to cover his hand. He replaced the stopper, put the bottle down, and took a deep 
breath.  

Slowly, very slowly, he reached his hand out over the flame. He kept it high at first, in case the 
elixir did not protect him. But as he felt nothing, he started to lower it. Slowly, again. He still felt 
no heat from the flame. He turned his hand to look at it, and saw no signs that it was being 
burned. He lowered it some more. It was now only a few inches from the top of  the flame. Still 
he felt nothing.  

There was only one more thing to do, and that was to put his hand into the flame itself. Again 
taking a deep breath, Harrison slowly lowered his hand until it was actually touching the flame… 
and then even lower, so the flame was dancing around the side of  his hand. Even on the side, 
where he had put no elixir, he felt nothing. Harrison gasped in amazement. 
 
Then suddenly, the flame burst up before him! In an instant, it rose up nearly to the ceiling! 
Harrison cried out and jumped back, trembling in fear at the towering blue flame before him. He 
thought he must be seeing things, because inside the flames it looked like there was a face. He 
stood there unable to take his eyes from it. 

"You dare test me, boy?" A voice boomed out. Was it Doctor Faustis? Harrison couldn't be sure. 
But who else could it be?  

"Do not trifle with my powers, young man!" The voice continued. "Or you will live to regret it!"  
 
And with that, the flame went out. It took Harrison a moment to regain his senses, and to reach 
over and turn off  the gas. His hand was shaking as he did it. And as frightened as he was by what 
he had just seen, he was just as frightened by the prospect of  what must surely be coming next: 



His parents rushing down the stairs to see what on earth was going on. And what could he 
possibly say to them? 
 
But no-one came. He stood there for a good minute and listened, but heard no footsteps, no noise 
at all other than insects chirping outside and an occasional cough from his mother upstairs. But 
how was this possible? How could they not have heard the voice that had rattled Harrison's 
eardrums?  
 
Had this been a hallucination? Harrison was growing weary of  having to ask this question of  
himself. In the end, he picked up the bottle, his hand still trembling, and made his way back 
upstairs and to bed. 



CHAPTER 4

he illness continued to spread over the next few days, and when Saturday arrived–the 
day Harrison was to meet Dr. Faustis for the second time, to get his year's supply of  the 
elixir–Harrison's mom was still in bed coughing and looking miserable. Jennie was 

feeling better, but ended up staying home from school Thursday and Friday.  

All day long, the local news channel WXRB had up-to-the-minute reports on the mystery illness: 
How many cases, how many had recovered, how many in the hospital, and the progress scientists 
were making to understand it. They had determined that it was an influenza virus–the kind of  
virus that causes the flu–and there was a fancy scientific name for it but the townspeople and the 
newscasters had taken to calling it the Budgie Flu–for reasons Harrison wasn't aware of. 

People started acting weird, Harrison noticed. Nobody wanted to get near anyone else, for fear of  
contracting the Budgie Flu. There were fewer people out on the street, and in the parks. And 
school was weird too, as only a few of  the students who had been out sick had returned–and 
several more were now at home.  

After his experience in the kitchen with the flame, Harrison no longer had any doubts about the 
power of  the elixir. Even if  the flame jumping up and speaking to him had been a hallucination 
(and he didn't really believe that it had been), he was certain that he had gone into the kitchen, 
certain he had turned on the stove, that he had painted his hand with the elixir, and that he had 
stuck his hand into the flame. He was also certain that his hand had not been harmed.  
 
Harrison did not have a lot of  money. He got an allowance, and he saved a little of  it, but mostly 
he spent it on video games and buying ranks in Minecraft realms. Earlier in the week, he had 
gone to the tin box where he kept his cash, and counted it out. He had exactly $51 and seventeen 
cents.  

He breathed a sigh of  relief. He had known, when he met Dr. Faustis for the first time, that he 
had the $20 for the year's supply bottle of  elixir. But now he wanted more. He wanted to have 
enough for his whole family. At least two bottles anyway. And he would ask the doctor what to do 
when those ran out. 

He gathered the money together, $50 of  it anyway, leaving the dollar and seventeen cents behind. 
Then he told his parents he was going to go out and get some fresh air. Harrison's dad was in the 
kitchen fixing some soup for his mom, and as he said goodbye, he noticed that his dad was 
starting to look a little under the weather too. He was going to need more bottles. 

*	 *	 * 

T



When Harrison arrived for his next meeting with Dr. Faustis, he could tell that something was 
wrong. 

As soon as he saw him, the doctor became agitated. He kept asking Harrison questions about 
how everyone in his family was doing, and if  there wasn't anything Harrison was worried about, 
anything he wasn't telling him. 
 
"No," said Harrison, there wasn't. 

This just seemed to make the doctor even more upset.  
 
Harrison was sure that it was because of  what he had done that night in the kitchen, that that 
had indeed been Dr. Faustis who had appeared in the flames that night. Although how he would 
have done it was beyond Harrison's imagination, and here in the light of  day he had to admit the 
very idea seemed outlandish. And yet he had no other explanation for what had happened.  
 
Still, he did not bring it up, and neither did Dr. Faustis. 

"It's not working as it should," said the doctor. "I cannot take your money for the larger bottle 
until I am certain that the elixir is working for you. Here," he handed Harrison another small 
bottle. "Take this now, free of  charge. It is another two weeks' supply. In two weeks, we will meet 
again and at that time you may pay me the twenty dollars and I will give you a year's supply." 

Harrison was confused. 

"But… I took the elixir! I don't understand! Either it works or it doesn't, right?" 

"Come back in two week's time!" The doctor was yelling now. "Only not here! I will give you an 
address to come to. But this time, I require of  you that you bring an offering. Something very 
valuable, and not only in dollar terms, but personally important to someone. Not something of  
your own. And I will have some special garments for you to wear. Ceremonial garments." 
 
This only made Harrison more confused. 

"I don't understand," he said. "Does this mean the elixir isn't working? And why do I need to 
bring a special offering and wear special garments to get it to work? What does what I'm wearing 
have to do with it?" 

Dr. Faustis exploded.  
 
"You foolish child!" He shouted. "Do you not see the people around you? Do you not see how 
afraid they are? It is a mark of  your foolishness that you are not afraid too!" 



 
Harrison was very nervous now. 
 
"But… you gave me the elixir… and… and I took it… and you told me it would work…" 
 
The doctor became silent. A chill came into the air, and Harrison felt himself  starting to shiver.  

Dr. Faustis rose, and from where Harrison stood, he appeared to have doubled in height. He 
towered over Harrison, his face twisted with a rage the boy had never before seen. His eyes were 
like hard, dark beads, boring into Harrison's head. The doctor no longer seemed human. And for 
the first time, Harrison was genuinely afraid. He found himself  unable to move. He was afraid 
even to breathe with this figure standing over him. 

His face pale, Harrison stammered out the words: 
 
"Y-yes… I will come in t-two weeks' time… I will wear the garments…" 

"And…!" 
 
"…and I will bring the object of  great value…" 

All of  a sudden, it felt warmer. And perhaps Harrison had been mistaken. Dr. Faustis didn't 
actually seem any taller than he had been when he first arrived. His eyes must have been playing 
tricks on him. He knew that could happen in moments of  great stress–he had read that 
somewhere. 

Dr. Faustis gave him the location for their next meeting. Harrison said goodbye quickly and 
stumbled as he stood up. Then ran off  towards home. 
 
On his way home, he couldn't stop himself  from thinking that this didn't make sense anymore. 
None of  this made any sense.  
 
He kept running until he got to his front door. 
 

*	 *	 * 

When he got home, his parents were on the phone with his grandparents.  

"Here he is, do you want to say hi?" 
 
Harrison picked up the phone. 
 
"Hi Gramma!"  



"Harrison, I hear your mom is sick, is that so?" 
 
He told her about the "mystery illness" that had taken over the town, and that both his mom and 
Jennie were sick with it. 
 
"But they're both OK," he reassured her. "It's just like the time I had that flu and had to stay 
home from school for a week." 
 
"So what's the 'mystery' in this 'mystery illness'?"  
 
Harrison wasn't quite sure how to answer that.  
 
"Well," he said, "I guess it's just that a whole lot of  people caught it all at once." 

"Hmmm…" said Gramma Rose. "Is that it? Is that why the whole town is in a tizzy? Because a 
lot of  people have the flu all at once?" 
 
"And…" Harrison remembered about the hallucinations, "some people are having hallucinations 
too." 
 
"Hmmm…" she said again. "I don't know Harrison. It all sounds very strange to me. Let me and 
your Grampa do a little digging…" 

His Gramma and Grampa would be gone for at least another month, as they were helping an old 
friend clear out her house because she was moving into an apartment. Grampa Lewis had told 
him that one of  the reasons they were so eager to help was that it gave them a chance to go 
through their friend's library. This friend's parents had been wizards, and their library contained 
hundreds–maybe even thousands–of  books on magic and wizardry. Their friend, Hester, had told 
them they could take home as many of  those books as they wanted to. 



CHAPTER 5

s Harrison started taking his second week's bottle of  elixir, he couldn't help feeling that 
he was not doing it for himself  so much as for Dr. Faustis.  

Don't be ridiculous! He laughed at himself  and took the spoonful of  elixir. 

Over the next few days, Harrison thought long and hard about what the "valued object" might 
be that he could bring to Dr. Faustis. He noticed that the doctor had not said "valuable" object, 
but "valued." So it need not necessarily be something of  great monetary value, but something that 
someone values highly. Maybe something of  great sentimental value. 

The doctor had also said that the object could not be something of  his own. It had to belong to 
someone else. So that made it harder. If  it could have been something of  his own, then a number 
of  items came to mind: The cape he had gained for his Minecraft character by attending 
Minecon two years ago; the badge for nature knowledge that he had earned in summer camp last 
year; the tiny plastic miniature mouse that he had on his desk in a little plastic box. 

Not that he wanted to part with any of  these things, by any means. But at least they came to 
mind as possibilities. To think of  something that was valuable to someone else though… that was 
more of  a challenge.  

Then he remembered something Grampa Lewis had said to him before he and Gramma Rose 
left on their trip. Something about a special umbrella that once belonged to a dear friend? Yes. It 
was Gramma Rose's umbrella, but she never used it in the rain because… because it had great 
sentimental value or something. That was it! 
 
Harrison immediately felt terrible about the prospect of–stealing, for that's what it would be–his 
grandmother's beloved umbrella. But he could think of  no other valued object to bring to the 
doctor. And besides, when she learned why he had done it, and what was at stake, surely she 
would approve. It was decided then. 

Now he had only to figure out how to get it.  

Gramma and Grampa often left their front and back doors unlocked. But he couldn't imagine 
that they would have left on a trip for several weeks without locking the doors. He would have to 
think of  something else.  

One day after school, he did not go straight home but walked up the hill to his grandparents' 
house. The gate out in front was closed, but not locked. Harrison pushed through it easily and 
pulled it closed behind him. Then he walked up to the house itself. 
 
He figured he'd give the doors a try, just in case. But he had been right: Both front and back 
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doors were tightly locked, probably with deadbolts from the feel of  it. He stepped back from the 
back door, to get a good look at the whole house. There were lots and lots of  windows, but the 
question was: Which were the most likely to be open? 
 
The other question, of  course, was: Which would he be able to get into safely? 
 
He decided that it made the most sense to try the ground floor windows first, and if  he was not 
able to open any of  those, then he would look for a way to get up to the second floor. He hoped 
he would not have to plan to go any higher than that. 

Carefully, he made his way around the house, going to each window and trying every way he 
could to get it to open. He started at the back, then one side, then the front–no luck. He then 
started down the other side of  the house, when he heard a noise. He froze in his tracks. There it 
was again: The sound of  steps. Very near to him.  
 
Without really thinking, Harrison dove behind the bush nearest to him. He peeked out from 
behind it and at first could see nothing. But then, as the steps grew louder, he realized where they 
were coming from. It was the neighbor's house next door. Someone was walking up the walkway 
to the front door. Harrison's heart, which had been pounding like a freight train, started to settle 
down. 
 
He continued to sit behind the bush though, as it would not be good for him to be seen. In a 
moment, he was able to see who it was: Some man in a dark suit, carrying a briefcase. The man 
went up the steps to the porch and rang the front doorbell.  

After a few moments, he heard someone come to the door. The man in the suit started to speak: 
 
"Good afternoon, ma'am, I hope you're well. I wondered if  I might…" 
 
But before he could finish, the woman inside began to scream at him! 
 
"What in God's name do you think you're doing???" She yelled, loud enough for neighbors down 
the street to hear. "Going door to door at a time like this? Don't you know there's an outbreak??? 
Don't you listen to the news???" 

And with that, she slammed the door shut.  

Harrison waited behind the bush, as the man in the suit just stood there on the porch for a few 
more minutes. Harrison felt sorry for him. Being a door-to-door salesman must be hard enough–
but this! He didn't think he had ever heard an adult yell at anyone that way before, not just for 
something like coming to their door anyway. He watched as the man finally turned and walked 
slowly back down the path. 

When he had gone (Harrison breathed a sigh of  relief  that he had not tried to come to his 
grandparents' house. Like most of  the kids around here, he was probably spooked by it, he 



thought), Harrison came out from behind the bush and continued his search for a window that 
could be opened.  

The big window right in front of  him would not budge, no matter how he pushed or pulled at it. 
He turned to the next one, a much smaller window that he thought he just might be able to 
squeeze through if  he could get it open… and he could! After only a few back and forth jiggles, 
the little window slid right open!  

Harrison looked around to make sure that nobody could see him, but he was all alone. So he 
reached his arms all the way into the window, and then scrambled up, pulling himself  up as he 
did. It was a tight squeeze, but he made it through and landed with a thump on the floor inside. 

He was in a downstairs guest bedroom. There was a double bed and a nightstand and a big 
wooden wardrobe. He stood up and closed the window, and then walked out of  the room. He 
knew exactly where he was, and was able to quickly make his way to the front entrance area. 
There it was: The great coat stand, with the round mirror at the top.  

Pushing aside the coats, Harrison found where the umbrellas–and assorted oddities–were kept. 
And there it was: Gramma Rose Rita's special umbrella, with the crystal on top, and some kind 
of  claw. He picked it up very carefully and walked to the front door. It occurred to him that he 
did not have a key to lock up after himself. He did not want to have to squeeze through that tiny 
window again, so he decided to look for another window, a larger one, that he could open from 
the inside. He found one, at the back of  the house, climbed out, and closed the window behind 
him. 
 
Getting home was a challenge too. If  his parents saw him with Gramma Rose's umbrella, there 
would be questions. So he decided to leave it outside until he could be sure that the coast was 
clear for him to take it up to his room. He wrapped his coat around it and stuck it behind a bush 
that was right up against the house. 
 
His dad was in the kitchen. 
 
"Hey, where've you been? Did you have to stay late at school?" 
 
"Uh… no, I was just hanging out with some friends." 
 
His dad frowned, but nodded and went back to whatever he had on the stove. Harrison dashed 
upstairs. On his way up, he saw Jennie in the living room, playing with some toys on the rug 
while his mom lay on the couch looking miserable.  

Bringing the umbrella in would have to wait. 

Harrison went up to his room and played some Minecraft.  

Finally, after dinner, when his parents were both in the living room and Jennie had gone up to her 
room, Harrison was able to sneak outside and get the umbrella. It was right where he had left it, 



still wrapped up in his coat. He gathered it up and carried it inside through the back door. He 
watched carefully in case his mom or dad turned and saw him go up the stairs, but they were 
engrossed in the evening news. He carried the umbrella upstairs and tucked it away far in the 
back of  his closet. 

Later that night, after his mom and Jennie had gone to bed, and Harrison was finishing up his 
homework for tomorrow, his dad knocked on his door. 
 
"Come in," said Harrison. 
 
His dad opened the door and stepped in. He had a grim look on his face. Harrison was 
immediately worried. 

"Harry, listen…" his dad began, and Harrison knew it was going to be bad. Was it his mom? Was 
she getting worse? 
 
"…there have been some deaths…" he didn't immediately comprehend what his dad was saying 
to him. Deaths? Where? Just now? Here?  

"On the news tonight," his dad continued, "they reported that three people have now died from 
the Budgie Flu." He sighed and put a hand on Harrison's shoulder. "I just thought you should 
know." 
 
Harrison felt his whole body tense up. "But… Mom," he said, "Mom's OK, right?" 
 
His dad nodded. "Your mom is hanging in there. She even seems to be getting a little better. But 
we can't get complacent. They're talking about closing the schools now." 
 
Harrison felt a kind of  thud in his stomach. He had known that the Budgie Flu was serious and 
that an awful lot of  people had it. But now people had died from it!  

And… closing the schools? This must be much more scary than even he had imagined. He 
looked up at his dad. 

"Are… are we going to be OK?" He asked, feeling shaky.  

"Of  course we are." His dad patted his shoulder reassuringly. But his face looked tense and tired. 
Harrison was not reassured. 

"Well," his dad said, "we'd both better get to bed. We're the only two in the house who aren't sick. 
Let's try and keep it that way!" 
 
Harrison nodded, and his dad turned and left his room. 

Harrison had trouble focusing on his homework after that. While a part of  him was happy about 
the possibility of  school closing, he was old enough to understand that it could only mean there 



was something much worse than the likes of  Jason Crudson to fear. He pushed himself  to finish 
his homework and then turned off  the light and went to bed. 



CHAPTER 6  

chool went on for one more day, but that evening it was announced on the news that all 
schools would be closed. Ordinarily the news would have thrilled Harrison, but now it 
just filled him with a sense of  dread.  

He was still taking the elixir every night, the new bottle that Doctor Faustis had given him. And 
he was confident that it was protecting him, and that it would protect him from this mystery 
illness, just as it had protected his hand from the flame in the kitchen that night.  
 
But what about the rest of  his family? Would it protect them too? Or would they also have to go 
and perform some ceremony for the doctor? And even if  it would protect them… how on earth 
would he ever convince them to take it? 
 
He tried to imagine the conversation: 
 
"So, um, mom, dad… I met this guy wearing an olden-days costume in a vacant lot and he gave 
me a bottle of  magical potion that protects me from all ailments and I want you to take it too!" 
 
No. He would have to find a way to introduce them to the idea gently. But how? 
 

*	 *	 * 

As Harrison's next meeting with Dr. Faustis approached, he grew more and more nervous. His 
experience in the kitchen, with the giant green flame and the voice–an experience he was certain 
was no hallucination–had unnerved him. And while he'd been able to push it into the back of  his 
mind in the days following the incident, he found himself  thinking about it more and more now.  
 
And each time he thought about it, he wondered what it had told him about the doctor. For 
surely it had been the doctor's voice that had spoken to him that night. Who else could it have 
been? But then that meant that the doctor was… some kind of  magician, or… a wizard… or… 
worse! 
 
As he got closer to his meeting, Harrison realized that he was afraid. 

Still, he couldn't just not go. He needed to get that elixir for his family. He did everything he 
could to steel his nerves in the days leading up to Saturday, October 3rd. But the plain fact of  the 
matter was that he was afraid, and there was nothing he could do to change that. 

S



The day came, Harrison packed the umbrella in his gym bag, and told his parents that he was 
going out for a while. He had not anticipated their reaction. 
 
"Are you sure, Harry?" His mom's voice was strained, and she had to make an effort to lift her 
head up from the pillow on the couch where she lay. "With the outbreak? I'd rather you stayed 
home!" 
 
"Your mom's right," said his dad. "It's not safe out there. These are unusual times, Harrison. Why 
don't you just stay in today?" 
 
Harrison had to think fast. 
 
"But… I already promised Jackson I'd meet him at the park!" 
 
Harrison didn't like lying to his parents. But he didn't know what else to do. He had to get to the 
meeting with the doctor! And if  his parents knew why he was going, they would have to 
understand. Why, they would even be grateful to him! 

Finally, they agreed to let him go, but on the condition that he wore plastic gloves and a surgical 
mask, that he kept his distance from Jackson and under no circumstances touched him or any 
other human being while he was out. 
 
"Jackson" wasn't a real person, of  course. But his parents didn't know that. 

The entire downtown area had changed dramatically since he was last there only two weeks ago. 
As quiet as it had been the other times, it was desolate now. No shops or restaurants were open at 
all, and several were boarded up. He saw a number of  "Going Out of  Business" signs in 
windows, and there was litter scattered around on the sidewalk.  

He made his way to the Majestic hotel. It was at the other end of  the downtown area from the 
empty lot where he had met the doctor the other two times. And, as the doctor had told him it 
would be, it was closed and the front doors and windows were boarded up. Following the doctor's 
instructions, he walked around the side of  the building to the back entrance.  

In the back was a loading dock–empty of  course–and a line of  the huge garbage bins like the 
ones they had at school. Next to the loading dock was a cement staircase leading to a door. That 
must be it, Harrison thought, and he started to climb the stairs. 

The door was unlocked, as Dr. Faustis had said it would be. Harrison turned the handle and 
walked in.  

Inside it was dark and smelled musty. The ballroom on the second floor, that's where the doctor 
had said he should go. He could see an "exit" sign up ahead–maybe that was a stairway. He 
pushed forward.  



It was a stairway. He pushed, and the door opened. The stairs were wide, cement ones, and he 
guessed this was an emergency fire-escape stairway. There must have been a window somewhere 
above, because light poured into the stairwell. He started to climb up. There was a big "2" 
painted on the wall next to the door on the next floor, so he pushed through that door. 

The door opened into a hallway, and it was dark again. Harrison stood there for a few moments 
while his eyes adjusted to the darkness. Finally, he could see a little ways down the hallway, and he 
started moving slowly forward. He hadn't thought to bring a flashlight.  
 
He was in a hallway full of  guest rooms. Each door had a number on it. But where was the 
ballroom? Harrison kept walking, and as he did it occurred to him that he was getting farther and 
farther from where he had come in. Would he be able to find his way back out again? He made 
two right turns (he made himself  remember this) before he came to where the elevators were. 
There was a metal plaque there, saying which room numbers were to the left and which were to 
the right, and below that it said: "Ballroom" with an arrow pointing to the right. 

From far away, he could hear an occasional clanging noise, or sometimes a creaking sound. He 
told himself  that these were just normal noises old buildings made, and that probably the heater 
had been left on or something. But despite what he told himself, he could feel himself  trembling 
as he walked forward. 

Finally, he came to it: A big set of  double doors with a metal plaque next to it that read 
"Ballroom." Harrison stopped. 

He did not want to go inside. 

He knew that this was what he had come for, that if  he wanted that elixir he would have to open 
those doors and walk into the ballroom, but right now it was the last thing in the world he wanted 
to do. 

He stood there for a few moments. A minute went by. And then another. Finally, Harrison took a 
deep breath, and pulled open one of  the doors. 

He could not have expected what he saw inside: The room–and it was a very big room–was filled 
with candles. All along each wall was a row of  candles, all of  them burning. And in the middle of  
the room, a big circle had been drawn–or, poured, really, as Harrison realized it was some kind 
of  powder making the circle–and inside of  that, some kind of  symbol, like a star.  
 
It reminded Harrison of  scenes he had seen in movies about witchcraft. And he suddenly felt 
very cold. 

"Ah! You're here at last!" He jumped at the sound of  the doctor's voice. It was a friendly voice, 
but it did nothing to calm Harrison's nerves. Still, he walked forward. 
 
"You've brought the object?" The voice inquired. 



Harrison nodded. "Yes, it's here in my bag," he said. 

"Good, good…" The doctor stepped toward Harrison, his arms outstretched. Harrison handed 
him the gym bag. 

"We must move quickly," said Dr. Faustis. He seemed friendlier than last time. Not angry or upset 
at all. Harrison wondered what might be different, or if  something had happened to change his 
mood. He was not about to bring up the incident in the kitchen with the green flame. 

The doctor pulled Gramma Rose's umbrella from the bag, and seemed to give a start. Harrison 
was puzzled. What could be surprising about an old umbrella? Yes, it was unusual, but the doctor 
seemed truly surprised by it, as if  there were something extraordinary about it. The doctor very 
gently lay the umbrella down on the ground, inside the center symbol.  

"Now," he said, taking Harrison gently by the shoulders. "You must stand here…" he guided 
Harrison to stand just behind where he had laid the umbrella. He then dashed back over to 
where the gym bag lay, and Harrison saw that there was another bag there too. It looked like an 
old-fashioned medical bag, leather, and very worn. Dr. Faustis reached into that bag and pulled 
something out. 

"…and you must wear this," he said, and presented Harrison with a big lump of  dark fabric. 
Harrison wasn't sure what to do with it. He unfolded it, and could see that it was a heavy robe of  
some sort, with a hood. But it was very very old, and smelled. It was a horrible smell. Musty, 
moldy… and something that made Harrison think of  death. He very much did not want to put it 
on. 

But he needed that elixir. 

So, very carefully, so as to actually touch the cloth as little as possible, he pulled the robe on over 
his clothes. It had long, heavy sleeves, and a hood. There was a rope fitted around the waist, and 
he pulled that closed. 

"And now this," said the doctor. "For the ceremony." And he handed him a mask. 

It was like a Halloween mask. Plastic, maybe, or papier mache. It was dark on the inside, and the 
outside was a child's face. Smiling, with pale skin and thin slits where his eyes would go. There 
was something very disturbing about that face, Harrison thought, although he could not put his 
finger on precisely what it was.  
 
Harrison slowly pulled the mask up to his face, and the doctor tied its strings behind his head. 
 
"Now the hood," said Dr. Faustis. Harrison gave a shudder and pulled the hood up over his head. 
 
Harrison felt suddenly claustrophobic, inside this heavy, dank and foul-smelling robe, and with 
the mask covering his face. There were tiny holes in the nose so that he could breathe, but his 



breathing was restricted. He had to work harder to get a full breath in, and when it came it was 
warm and smelled of  the robe. He wasn't sure how long he could do this. 

"Very good!" He could hear the doctor, and he saw movement, but the eye slits did not let him 
see everything around him. "Shall we begin?" 
 
Harrison nodded. Then he remembered: 
 
"Dr. Faustis?" He called out. 
 
"Yes, Harrison?" 
 
"I just wanted to be sure… the elixir… it will also work on my parents? And on my sister? And… 
my Gramma and Grampa?" 
 
"Yes," said the doctor warmly. "It will." 
 
"And…" Harrison continued, "…and you'll give me enough for all of  them, right?" 
 
He thought he heard the doctor chuckle a little before he said "of  course! Of  course I will. But all 
in good time… all in good time." 
 
And with that, Dr. Faustis began the ceremony. 

Because of  the mask, Harrison could not see exactly what the doctor was doing, but he could tell 
that he was moving about the center of  the room, first on his left, then on his right, then behind 
him… and each time he stopped in a spot, he would chant what sounded like words. But it was 
not in any language that Harrison recognized.  
 
After the first chant, with the doctor standing to Harrison's left, he started to feel odd. Numb, 
almost. He thought maybe it was because he had been standing in the same position for so long. 
But then, when the doctor moved behind him, and Harrison instinctively started to move his 
head to follow him, he found that his head would not move! 

Harrison began to panic. He couldn't move! He was frozen in this spot. He tried to cry out, but 
found that he could not speak or make a sound either. He suddenly found it more difficult to 
breathe, and he could feel his heart racing. Tears started to come into his eyes. 

The doctor was to his right now, and was chanting again in that language. Harrison could not 
understand a word of  what he was saying, and inside his head he begged for this to be over so he 
could just go home. Not even the elixir was worth this, he thought. Not in this moment. 

Then, the doctor was in front of  him, and he was chanting again. Only this time, it was as if  
Harrison could feel the words hitting him, as if  they were physical objects. Tears were starting to 
roll down his cheeks now. 



The chanting grew louder, and to his horror, Harrison could hear other voices joining in the 
chanting. Who else was here? But even if  he could have seen through the little slits in the mask, 
he could not look around to see.  

Louder, and louder it grew, until it felt as if  the entire room was shaking. Harrison could feel his 
own body trembling, but there was nothing he could do. He could neither move nor cry for help–
as if  there was anyone who might hear him–all he could do was stand there and hope that this 
ceremony did not kill him.  

And then, as the chanting reached a crescendo, and his ears were ringing, a wall of  flame seemed 
to erupt all around him, It was as if  the flames from each of  the candles had burst up several feet 
into the air. The entire room was on fire! He tried desperately to scream, but nothing came out. 

And then, suddenly… silence. And darkness. The flames disappeared, the chanting ended, the 
candles returned to just being candles.  

There was a moment of  absolute stillness, and then Harrison heard Dr. Faustis start to walk over 
to him. When he spoke, his voice sounded shaken. 

"Well done, my boy!" He said, making an effort to sound normal. "Well done!"  
 
He reached over to Harrison's head and pulled the hood down. He then untied the mask and 
pulled it from his face. Harrison could feel himself  able to move once again, and without even 
thinking, he pulled at the robe, ripped it from his arms and flung it to the ground. He made a 
deep sound of  disgust as he did so. 

"Yes," the doctor said, regaining his calm, "that thing is a bit musty, I'm afraid!" 
 
Harrison looked at him in horror. 

"What…???" Harrison could not find the words to say what he needed to say to the man who 
was standing there pretending nothing unusual had just transpired. 

"I know," Dr. Faustis said kindly. "I know, it's a little unnerving. But you did splendidly! I must 
congratulate you!" 
 
Harrison just stood there. He wanted to run from this place… but now that it was over (or was it 
over?) he also wanted to be sure that he got that elixir. 
 
"Now," said the doctor, completely back to normal, "it will take a little time for us to be sure that 
it has worked. There is one more piece, to complete the… process. But first we must be sure that 
this piece has done what it is supposed to do. Our next–and final–meeting shall be here, on 
Halloween night! The final ceremony must take place just before midnight. So we shall meet at 
eleven thirty." 
 
Harrison was dumbfounded. 



 
"And… what about the elixir?" 
 
"Ah! You will get the elixir then!" 
 
"But… but you said…" 
 
"My boy!" The doctor raised his voice just a little. "If  I gave it to you now, how could I be sure 
that you would come back on Halloween? No, we will meet then and perform the final ritual and 
then and only then, you shall have your promised elixir!" 
 
Harrison was furious. But he was also afraid. And more than anything, he just wanted to get out 
of  this horrible, foul-smelling place. He wanted to get back home, to his own home and his bed 
and his living room and his parents… so he said nothing. 

"Good," said the doctor. "I knew you would understand. Until Halloween night then! Do not be 
late! Go now," he made a shooing motion with his hand. "I will clean up here." 

Harrison turned to leave, but Dr. Faustis added: "Oh and I'd stay out of  the kitchen at nighttime 
if  I were you, hmmm?" 
 
Harrison stood there for an instant, and then stumbled to the doors, pushed them open and 
made his way back the way he had come. When he finally burst out the door to the outside, he 
found he was gasping for air. He stood there, breathing it in, and looking up gratefully at the sight 
of  the sky. 



CHAPTER 7

arrison didn't feel any different after doing the ceremony with Dr. Faustis. He began to 
wonder why he had made him do it.  
 
But the world around him seemed to be going crazy. There was another death from the 

Budgie Flu. And then another! By the middle of  October, five people had died! Their names and 
pictures were all over the news, a tribute was organized by the City of  New Zebedee, and a 
fundraiser was launched for their families.  

Everyone was terrified. Nobody knew who the illness would hit next, or when. People were afraid 
to go outside, even to work. All the schools were closed, and a lot of  people started working from 
home. Lots of  businesses closed up shop, and restaurants started doing delivery only. 
 
And then the yelling started. If  someone accidentally bumped into someone else on the sidewalk, 
they might get yelled at for being too close. Even if  they didn't bump into anyone they might get 
yelled at. If  a parent dared to take their children to a park to play, people driving by in their cars 
would yell at them. Church-goers and pastors started getting yelled at for holding church services. 
So even churches closed up. 

People walked around carrying spray bottles, disinfecting every surface they might have to touch, 
or wearing plastic gloves; Those who went to grocery stores to shop got yelled at; Those who had 
grocery stores deliver to their homes got yelled at; Even those who had enough groceries at home 
because they'd been storing them for just such an occasion got yelled at in the news, for 
"hoarding."  

Harrison's parents were affected too. His mom was already sick, and now his dad was worried 
that he would get it too. Or that his mom might somehow infect someone outside the house and 
then the whole neighborhood would hate them.  

The fear spread through New Zebedee more rapidly than the illness. Everyone seemed affected. 
Even small children ran screaming from other children, having been told by their parents about 
the scary germs they were carrying that would surely kill their whole families. 

One day, Harrison was out in his front yard and he saw two women approaching from opposite 
directions. One of  them had some sort of  homemade isolation cube around her: A cube frame 
made from hangers, with cellophane stretched between them, and her head and shoulders in the 
middle of  it all. Harrison wondered how she managed to breathe. 

Approaching her from the other direction was a woman bundled up in a coat and scarf. The 
woman in the box did all she could to move away from the woman as she passed. And then it 
happened: The woman in the coat gave a little sneeze! 

H



Although the other woman was thoroughly encased in plastic, her screams were loud enough to 
be heard clearly a block away. Harrison certainly heard them.  
 
"How dare you!!!" She screamed. The woman in the coat stepped back in shock. 

"You're putting everyone at risk!" She continued. "You should be arrested! Your whole family 
should be dragged from your home and kept in isolation–until we know you're safe!" Wide eyed, 
the woman in the coat stepped gingerly around the shrieking figure in the plastic box and ran 
away as quickly as she could. 
 
The woman continued to scream after her: "Don't think I don't know where you live!" She 
shouted, and then pulled a bottle of  hand sanitizer from her purse and proceeded to douse her 
hands–and the outside of  her box–with it. 

*	 *	 * 

For days, Harrison puzzled over the question of  how to get his parents and sister to take the elixir. 
Also Gramma and Grampa… wait! That was it! 

He had hit upon it: Gramma and Grampa! 
 
After what Grampa had told him about his Uncle Jonathan, and how he had seen him do real 
magic, and had even taught him some, Harrison knew that Grampa Lewis would understand.  

Even if  the things he and Gramma Rose had had experiences with hadn't been "real" magic–and 
Harrison wasn't even sure what that meant–surely they would be open to hearing what Harrison 
had to tell them about Dr. Faustis and the elixir. Surely he could at least talk with them about it. 
And they might even have something useful to tell him. Maybe they would be able to talk to his 
parents and get them to understand why they should take the elixir. Surely they would listen to 
them? 
 
In any case, it was worth a try. Worst case, he was sure they wouldn't laugh at him or make an 
appointment with the school psychologist, as he was certain his parents would. 

His grandparents didn't have cell phones. "Don't trust 'em!" Gramma Rose had said. So he would 
have to find the phone number of  their friend's house, where they were staying. That wasn't too 
hard though. He knew the passwords to his parents' phones–they had given them to him in case 
he ever needed to use one in an emergency. They may not realize it now, but this was an 
emergency. 



His mom and dad were both downstairs watching something on TV. But his dad's phone was up 
in their bedroom on the dresser. He knew because he had heard some texts come in. So he went 
quietly into their bedroom, picked up the phone, and brought it into his room. 

He put in the password, and looked at recent calls. He looked back to last month and searched 
for a phone number with an Ohio area code. There it was: 740. He took a deep breath and 
dialed the number. 

Gramma Rose answered. 

"Why hello Harrison! How are you? I hope everything is OK?" 
 
"Yes," said Harrison, "yes, everything's fine…" he realized as he said it that that wasn't entirely 
true. "That is… we're all fine… I mean, mom's sick, but not too bad. The thing is… well, I need 
to talk with you and Grampa about something…" 

Gramma Rose had Grampa Lewis get on the phone in another room so they could all talk 
together, and Harrison told them all about what had happened. He told them about finding the 
poster in their house, about going to the address on the poster, finding Dr. Faustis, about the 
elixir, his experience in the kitchen, and the ceremony in the old hotel, and how he was supposed 
to have his final meeting with the doctor on Halloween night… he told them nearly everything. 
He left out the part about sneaking into their house to get Gramma Rose's umbrella–he figured 
he could tell them that later, and he was already giving them a lot to take in. 

When he was done, there was a long silence on the other end of  the line. Finally, Grampa Lewis 
spoke. 

"Well Harrison," he said gravely, "I had my suspicions before, when your folks told me about that 
'mystery illness' and how the whole town was reacting. We had scary outbreaks in my time too, 
Harrison. But nobody ever acted like this. After what you've told me, now I'm certain. This is 
black magic and make no mistake about it!" 

Grampa was only saying what Harrison was already feeling in his heart but hadn't yet put into 
words. Still, he wasn't ready to give up on the promise of  the elixir. 

"But Grampa," he protested, "the elixir really works! And I can get some for you and Gramma 
too!" 
 
"Listen Harrison," Grampa said very gently, "I'm sure it does work. But at what cost?" 
 
Harrison was about to say $20 for a bottle–but he stopped himself. He realized that wasn't what 
Grampa Lewis meant. 
 
"All magic comes at a cost," Grampa continued. "And all too often you don't find out what that 
cost is until it's too late." 



 
Harrison didn't know what to say. 

"Well," Gramma Rose broke the silence, "I guess we need to figure out what to do with this Dr. 
Whatsis character!" 
 
"That we do," Grampa Lewis agreed.  

"Lewis," said Gramma Rose, "what Harrison has told us sheds some light on what we discovered 
about the Budgie Flu, don't you think?" 
 
"Hmmm…" said Grampa Lewis, "it just might. It just might. Why don't you catch Harrison up 
while I grab a cup of  coffee?" 

Grampa Lewis put the phone down and went to get his coffee, and Gramma Rose told Harrison 
about the digging they had done into the mystery illness that had taken over his town. 

"Well I'll tell you Harrison, it's odd," she began. "Your Grampa and I started looking into this 
mystery illness of  yours, and I have to say… there's not all that much that's mysterious about it!" 

Harrison was puzzled. 

"To start with, the symptoms aren't really any different from most other common colds or flus," 
she said. 

"But… the hallucinations?" 

"Well I don't know for sure," Gramma Rose said, "but I do know that if  a person has a high 
enough fever, they can start to hallucinate." 

Grampa Lewis had returned to the phone. 

"Yep," he chimed in, "Rose Rita, remember that time when you came down with that awful crud 
and you swore there were little goblins having a tea party at the foot of  your bed?" 
 
"They were elves," said Gramma Rose, indignant, "and I knew very well at the time that I was 
hallucinating!" 

"Of  course you did," said Grampa Lewis, "but my point is you were hallucinating." 
 
"OK," said Harrison, "but even if  the symptoms aren't that unusual, everyone in town seems to 
have gotten it! And it just happened all of  a sudden–like magic!" 
 
"Oh I have no doubt that magic is involved," Gramma Rose said gravely. "But the illness itself, it 
just doesn't seem to be all that serious." 
 



Harrison was baffled. How could that be? All the grownups were terrified of  it. People were 
staying away from each other, schools were closed, businesses had shut down. How could it not 
be serious? 
 
"Listen," she continued, "it turns out that New Zebedee has very sophisticated systems for 
monitoring health information. With a little help from Hester, we were able to access that online. 
We looked at the numbers, and here's what we found out:  

"So," she began. "New Zebedee has a population of  104,360. Since September 13th, when the 
illness was first discovered, there have been 750 cases recorded of  Budgie Flu, there have been 
220 hospitalizations and fifteen deaths." 
 
"That's awful!" Said Harrison. 

"Well," said Grampa Lewis, "it is awful, for the families of  those who died, to be sure. But you 
have to remember that people die every year from colds and flu and pneumonia. That fact has 
never caused this kind of  panic before." 
 
"Let me put it this way," said Gramma Rose, "of  the 750 people who we know contracted the 
Budgie Flu, 15 died. What percentage does that represent?" 
 
Harrison wasn't bad at math. But he really didn't like figuring out percentages. It made his brain 
feel all wobbly.  
 
"Um…" he said." 
 
"I'll save you the trouble," said Grampa Lewis, "it's zero point two percent. Zero point two 
percent of  the people who we know were infected with this bug ended up dying." 
 
Harrison didn't know if  that was good or bad. 
 
"For comparison," said Gramma Rose, "about  zero point one percent of  people who get the flu–
or what we assume is the flu–every year die from it. So, this one's a little higher, it kills about 
twice as many of  the people who get it than the plain old flu does… but it's still a pretty small 
number." 
 
"And on top of  that," she continued, "we looked at the number of  people who died during these 
same weeks over the past few years. Now it varies from year to year, but this year the number is 
no higher than last year, and it's actually a little lower than it was two years ago. It's a little higher 
than the year before that. But the point is, it's no higher than average over the past few years. 
Now, those numbers may change as time goes on, but as of  right now, it just doesn't seem all that 
deadly." 

"And another thing," she said, "and this may sound a little grim, but in the months leading up to 
this thing, there weren't as many people who died from the flu or the other 'normal' things people 
die from every year. So, what that probably means is that there were a whole bunch of  people 



who were very susceptible to any kind of  flu, but who… well, who hadn't died yet… so when this 
Budgie-thing hit, it got all of  them." 
 
"They call that the 'dry tinder effect', Harrison," Grampa Lewis chimed in. "Because it's like 
having a whole bunch of  dry tinder sitting around and then when there's a light… POOF!" 
 
"Yes, thank you for that colorful illustration," sighed Gramma Rose. 

"So that means…" Harrison began, and then stopped. He wasn't entirely sure what it did mean. 

"It means," continued Gramma Rose, "that there's nothing all that unusual about this illness." 
 
"There is one thing," Grampa Lewis jumped in. "This Budgie-thingamiebobby hit all of  a 
sudden. A whole bunch of  people came down with it right away, in that first week, and that's a 
little unusual. But the illness itself ? Not so much." 
 
"Don't get us wrong, Harrison," Gramma Rose said, "I'm sure it's no walk in the park, especially 
for folks our age. I certainly don't want to get it, your Grampa doesn't want to get it. But is it 
worth losing our minds over? Stopping our lives for? Living in fear of  every little thing?" 
 
"What we're more worried about," said Grampa Lewis, "is what's causing all of  the panic? What's 
causing people to behave this way, when they've never done this in the past? That's where we 
think this Dr. Fuss-budget's powers come in." 

"We suspect," said Gramma Rose, "that your doctor has put the whole town under some sort of  
spell, and that that's why they're all acting this way. And we suspect that–unknowingly of  course–
you were a part of  that spell." 
 
"So… so what do we do?" Asked Harrison, a little shakily. 

"We need to find out more about him," she said. "We need to understand what it is we're dealing 
with. And we're going to need your help." 

"And Harrison," said Grampa Lewis grimly, "you must not under any circumstances go to that 
meeting with that doctor on Halloween night!" 
 
"Wh… why not?"  
 
"We don't know what he has planned for you, but it can't be anything good! You must promise us 
that you will not go!" 
 
"OK," said Harrison, "I promise!" 
 
"Good," said Grampa Lewis. "Now, let's get to work finding out who this fellow is, and what he's 
up to… and what we need to do to break this spell he's cast over the whole town!" 
 



Harrison agreed. They decided that Grampa Lewis and Gramma Rose would do what research 
they could from where they were, looking online with the help of  their friend Hester, and also 
looking at some of  the books they were going through, from the library of  her father, Old 
Wilfred. There could be useful information in there about spells and how to break them. 
 
"But Harrison," said Grampa Lewis, "I don't want you to think that we're anywhere near as 
powerful as they were, because we're not. We learned a few tricks from them, that's it." 

Harrison, for his part, would head over to the public library, and to the City Clerk's office, to look 
up any historical records and old newspapers from the time when Dr. Faustis had first appeared 
on the scene. Gramma and Grampa guessed it might have been in the late nineteenth century, 
but they'd all have to do some digging to find that out. 
 



CHAPTER 8

he whole front section of  the New Zebedee Public Library was now filled with DVDs 
and "multimedia stations" where people could sit and listen to audiobooks or watch 
videos. Harrison remembered that his Grampa had been upset about this, and 
something about chairs being kicked over and that's why he wasn't allowed in the library 

anymore… but he couldn't remember all the details of  what had happened. 

He went up to the front desk. A big sheet of  plexiglass had been put up as a barrier between the 
person behind the desk and anyone who might approach. And a big bottle of  hand sanitizer sat 
on the front of  the desk. It had globs of  gooey ooze running down the side of  it.  
 
Harrison rang the little bell, and a librarian came scurrying to the desk. She wore a blue paper 
mask, and a plastic shield over her eyes. She frowned deeply when she saw Harrison. 
 
"Where is your mask, young man!" She hissed, more of  a command than a question. 
 
Harrison hadn't realized that he needed to wear a mask in order to go to the library.  

"I… uh… I don't have one…" he stammered. 
 
The librarian reached below the desk, grabbed one, and thrust it around the plexiglass shield. 
Harrison took it from her. 

"See that you bring one next time," she hissed again. "We only have a few left!" 

As he pretended to start putting the mask on his face, Harrison asked where he might find the old 
local newspapers, and was directed to the very back of  the library. There was a separate desk 
there. This one had no sheet of  plexiglass–perhaps because no-one ever came back here? He 
went up to the desk and rang the bell. 

He had only put the strings of  the mask around his ears, and the mask itself  hung below his chin. 
When the second librarian came up to this desk, she frowned also and shook her finger at him. 
 
"Your mask, young man!" She hissed, as the one at the front desk had. "Pull it up!" 
 
As soon as Harrison pulled the mask up over his mouth and nose, he was immediately reminded 
of  his last meeting with Dr. Faustis, the ceremony, the heavy, smelly robe, and being unable to 
move. His heart started to race and he quickly pulled down the mask and took a big gulp of  air. 

"Young man!" The librarian hissed again. "I cannot help you if  you do not wear your mask! In 
fact I will have to ask you to leave!" 

T



 
Harrison did not know what to do. Putting the mask on made him feel sick, made him feel like he 
was back in that hotel ballroom with the doctor chanting and the flames burning all around him. 
And the smell of  old musty books wasn't helping. But he needed to get at those newspapers. He 
needed to find out who Dr. Faustis really was. 

He put a hand up in the air, and reached for a nearby chair. 
 
"I'm sorry!" He said. "I just felt a little faint… let me sit down for a moment…" 
 
The librarian frowned, but did not say anything. Harrison sat down in the chair until he had 
caught his breath–and his nerves. Then, he pulled the mask up over his face and went up to the 
desk. 

The librarian took him back to one of  the farthest shelves of  books. These were very tall, bound 
books, collections of  local newspapers going back to 1831, soon after the town had been founded. 
Harrison thanked her and, as soon as she had walked far enough away, took off  the mask. 

Harrison had tried looking up Dr. Faustis online, but had come up empty. So he did not know 
what years to look at. But Gramma and Grampa had guessed late nineteenth century, so he 
started to look down one row of  bound newspapers, until he came to 1891. 
 
That's as good a place to start as any, he thought to himself, and he reached up and carefully 
pulled the tall volume off  of  the shelf. 

Two hours, and several more volumes of  newspapers later, Harrison knew considerably more 
than when he had first walked in to the library. The newspapers from 1891 had not held any 
information about the doctor. But a paper from 1890 made reference to a "great plague" seven 
years earlier. So he pulled out the volumes for 1883. And that's where he learned about Dr. 
Faustis.  

He couldn't wait to tell Gramma and Grampa.  

That night, he used the old land-line phone in the hallway to call his grandparents. He pulled it 
all the way into his room, and dialed the same number he had called before, which he had 
written down in his school notebook. 

As it happened, Gramma and Grampa had dug up some information too. 

Harrison started by telling them what he had found out: That a "Dr. Faustis" had been a 
traveling medicine salesman back in the 1870s and 1880s. He sold his own brand of  "patent 
medicines", concoctions he had come up with and had patented with the US Patent Office.  

"Yes, there was a lot of  that going on back then," said Gramma Rose. "Patent medicines were a 
dime a dozen at one time." 
 



Harrison continued. One of  Dr. Faustis' most successful concoctions was his "Elixir Number 
Five." He claimed that it could soothe all aches and pains, and could make whoever took it look 
years younger than their real age.  

"Nobody ever did find out just what was in his Special Elixir #5," said Harrison. "But what is 
known is that two women in a nearby town, Dustin, died after taking it for just over a week." 

"Well, who knows what might have been in old Fuss-Bus's elixir," Gramma Rose mused. 
"Remember Harrison, this was a time when 'respectable' medical treatment meant arsenic, 
leeches, mercury… so it would not have come as a surprise that his concoctions contained 
ingredients that might not have been … wholesome, shall we say?" 

"He tried to brush it off  as a coincidence," continued Harrison, "he claimed the women had been 
ill to begin with, and if  anything, his elixir extended their lives!" 
 
Gramma Rose snorted. 

"But… and here's where it gets interesting… the families took him to court. And you know what 
happened?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"It was really weird. The very day that the trial was to begin, a mysterious illness swept across the 
state. Nobody had ever seen anything like it before! Some thought it was a new form of  the 
plague. In fact, that's what they called it: 'the Great Plague of  1883'–even though it wasn't the 
plague at all." 

"But the funny thing was, nobody–that I can tell anyway–actually died from this illness. 
Hundreds, thousands of  people were taken to their beds for weeks, exhausted, feverish, vomiting, 
some delirious, some reporting hallucinations. For that entire summer, people lived in fear of  
contracting it. Everyone avoided each other, and there were reports of  people attacking their 
neighbors, even killing their livestock, and one barn was burned down! All because they thought 
they might have this 'plague.' And by autumn, three quarters of  the town of  Dustin had come 
down with the mysterious illness." 

"And the trial of  Dr. Faustis?" Grampa Lewis inquired. 

"That's the thing!" Harrison exclaimed. "They had to postpone it because of  the illness. Too 
many people were sick, and those who weren't were too scared to go to work or hold a trial… 
everything got postponed." 
 
"And then," he continued, "it just disappeared. It seems that in just a few days, people stopped 
getting sick, and everyone who was sick started getting better, and it just doesn't even appear in 
the papers after that. Not until much later, when some stories refer to it having happened in the 
past." 
 



"And our Dr. Faustis?"  
 
"He disappeared too. It's not clear when or how, but he never appears in the papers again." 
 
"Hmmmpffff !" Gramma Rose exclaimed. 

"The papers reported that in the end the charges were dropped, and the women's deaths were 
attributed to the mystery illness." 

There was a silence on the other end of  the line, and then Gramma Rose said: 
 
"Those poor people." 
 
"Gramma Rose?" 
 
"I wonder if  they ever got back to trusting each other again," she mused.  

"Is that everything you found, Harrison?" Grampa Lewis asked. 

"That's it Grampa!" 
 
"It's quite a lot I think!" Said Gramma Rose. "He's quite a young research whiz, our boy is!" 
 
Harrison felt himself  blush a little and was glad the conversation was on the phone and not in 
person. 

"Yes he is," agreed Grampa. "Now let me tell you what we've learned!" 
 
Grampa then told Harrison about what they had found in some of  the old books in Old Wilfred's 
library. That, not long after the Civil War, an ambitious young wizard had appeared in wizarding 
circles on the east coast. His name was Faustis. No "doctor", just Faustis. Not much had been 
written about him, but they did find entries in some old ledgers belonging to a wizarding lodge in 
Massachusetts.  

"Apparently this Faustis character had a falling out with this particular lodge," said Grampa 
Lewis. "There's a whole entry about how he tried to steal spells from some of  the other wizards, 
spells that could have been used to deceive people, and presumably to cheat them out of  their 
money or property. And he tried to pin the blame on someone else. The ledger says that he was 
cast out of  the lodge, and that other wizarding lodges and associations were warned to beware of  
him." 
 
"Wow!" said Harrison. "That's got to be him!" 
 
"I think so," said Grampa. "And there's something else." 
 
Harrison listened eagerly. 



 
"In that same ledger, there are notes from the meeting in which it was determined that he should 
be cast out of  the lodge, and there was an interesting comment. There was a whole discussion 
about what this Faustis character had done, how he'd tried to fool them all, and a lot of  people 
were angry because they thought he was trying to cheat them, trying to use their spells in order to 
enrich himself." 
 
"But one guy, one wizard–and he was very adamant about this–he said that they must not 
mistake Faustis for one who was motivated only by greed. This wizard, it seems, from what he 
said here, had worked closely with Faustis, and felt that he knew him well." 

"He said about him: 'This man gives the impression that what he seeks is wealth and riches. But 
do not be fooled. What he desires is something much darker, and more dangerous." 
 
Harrison felt the hairs on the back of  his neck stand up. 

"People thought he was just after money," said Grampa, "but they were wrong." 

"What, then?" Asked Harrison. 

"The ledger doesn't say," said Grampa Lewis. "So we can only imagine." 

There was a long pause. 

"So what do we do?" Harrison asked. 
 
"Well," said Grampa, "we need to come up with a plan." 

"OK," said Harrison, uneasily. 
 
"Let me and Gramma Rose think on it a little, and we'll talk again in a few days. In the 
meantime, you be careful! Watch your back, watch out for anything unusual!" 
 
"I will Grampa!" 
 
They agreed to talk again a few days later at the same time. 

*	 *	 * 

Normally at this time of  year, Harrison felt excitement in the crisp autumn air. Like an electrical 
charge. Watching the Halloween decorations go up, thinking about his costume, about 
Halloween parties and trick-or-treating. He was eleven now, and knew that he'd be getting too old 
for trick-or-treating in another year or so. But he was glad it wasn't this year.  



Then again, he wasn't even sure there would be any trick-or-treating this year. Everyone was so 
afraid. And when he asked his parents about it, they just looked at each other and got serious 
expressions on their faces. He decided not to ask again.  

This year, that sense of  excitement was gone. There was a crispness in the air, but it came with a 
heaviness. Almost like something tangible oozing through the air. Something he couldn't get away 
from. Unseen, but slimy, dark, heavy, creeping around… like the musty old robe he had put on 
for the doctor's ceremony. It was almost as if  that horrid old sack of  rotting cloth had enveloped 
the whole world and was dragging down everything it touched. 

The crows cawed despairingly into what was now a quiet emptiness. There would be no 
Halloween parties this year. He hated to think about it, but… the way things were going now, it 
looked like there wouldn't be Trick-or-Treating. Probably not even any decorations.  

And that was the least of  his problems. 

*	 *	 * 

A few nights later, he spoke again with Gramma Rose and Grampa Lewis. They had come up 
with a sort-of  plan. They emphasized the "sort-of." 
 
"Remember Harrison, it's not as if  we're real wizards you know. All we can do is try to replicate 
some of  the spells that we've looked up. We don't have any special powers." 
 
"I understand Grampa." 
 
"So," began Gramma Rose, "it seems that the best way to destroy a wizard's spell is to destroy the 
wizard himself." 
 
Harrison gulped. 
 
"…of  course, we aren't going to do that," she continued, "because that would be murder and 
murder is illegal." 
 
"Of… of  course," said Harrison.  

"So what's the next best way?" She asked. "How do you fight a spell? Why, with another one of  
course!" 
 
"We suspect," Grampa Lewis chimed in, "that since this wizard doctor of  yours is only here by 
unnatural means… that is, he doesn't really belong in this time, and was only brought back 



because you unwittingly participated in a spell he had created over a century ago… we suspect 
that once his spell here is broken, he will go back to where he came from." 
 
"And… where is that?" Harrison asked. 
 
"Never you mind that, Harrison. The point is, he won't be here anymore and that's all we need 
be concerned with." 
 
"Harrison," Gramma Rose said, "we've found a spell that we think will work. But we're going to 
need your help." 
 
Harrison did not find those words the least bit comforting. 

"In order to complete the spell, we are going to need an object that is of  personal importance to 
Dr. Faustis, and we will need to destroy it," she said. Harrison thought back to the "valued object" 
the doctor had asked him to procure, about stealing the umbrella, and immediately felt guilty.  

He would tell his grandparents about that, but not just now. Gramma Rose continued: "We'll 
have the elixir of  course, and then there's the poster, we'll see if  we can use that. But to be really 
sure, we'll want something else of  his. Something that might help to give him power." 
 
Harrison thought for a moment. 
 
"Gramma, I can't really think of  anything." 
 
"That's OK Harrison," she said. "That will be your assignment for the next week–until we come 
back to New Zebedee. Try to think of  something that you may have seen him wearing or 
holding, something that is always with him maybe." 
 
"But…" Harrison was worried. "If  it's something that's always with him, how am I going to get 
it?" 
 
"We'll cross that bridge when we get to it," said Gramma Rose. 

"And we still have more reading to do," said Grampa Lewis. "We need to be absolutely sure of  
what we're doing. But we do know this much: We will need something of  Dr. Whatsis' in order to 
complete the spell." 
 
"OK," said Harrison. 

"One thing we have learned," Grampa continued, "is that his power seems to depend a great deal 
on fear. In that second meeting you had with him, he was very upset that you weren't afraid 
enough, isn't that right?" 
 
"Yes," said Harrison. 



"Well," she said, "we don't understand quite why, but it seems that it is very important to him that 
people are afraid. Not of  him, but of  this illness. Or maybe of  anything at all. Maybe it is just the 
fear that he needs. We don't really know." 

"We also think," said Grampa Lewis, "that it is very significant that he wants his final ceremony 
to take place on Halloween. Traditionally, that is the night when the veil between the worlds is 
the thinnest. It is when Dr. Foosits' power will be at its strongest." 
 
"But," Gramma Rose jumped in, "for the same reason, it is also when he will be at his most 
vulnerable. His most exposed!"  
 
"Yes," said Grampa Lewis. "It is a powerful night for ancient spirits, both good and evil. So, as we 
believe he is an evil spirit, his power will be enhanced–but so will that of  any good spirits who 
may choose to cross over for the night and help us." 
 



CHAPTER 9

he very next afternoon, there was a surprise phone call from his grandparents. They 
called on the landline, and Harrison heard his dad pick up in the hallway. At first it 
sounded like they were just calling to check in with his parents, but then he heard his 
dad say: 

 
"Harrison? Sure, he's right here, let me get him…" Harrison's heart started to pound. Something 
must be up. 

"Hey Harrison!" His dad called out, "Your Grampa wants to say hi…" 
 
"Me too! Me too!" Jennie's voice screeched from her bedroom. She was still getting over her bout 
of  Budgie Flu but was well enough to yell at the top of  her lungs when she felt like it. 

"Harrison first, honey, then you can talk to them." 
 
"No, that's OK," Harrison called out, "let her talk first!" He had a feeling he'd want to have more 
time to talk with his Gramma and Grampa and he didn't want his little sister pestering him for 
the phone the whole time. 

After Jennie had gotten on and said hi and told them about her new My Little Pony castle 
playset, and how she was almost over her cold but she still had a lot of  sniffles, and she was going 
to have a big pink cake for her birthday which wasn't until June, then Harrison finally came to 
the phone. 

Grampa's voice sounded distressed.  

"Harrison, it's much worse than we imagined!" 
 
Harrison's felt a jolt of  fear. 

"Your Gramma and I were up all night looking through Old Wilfred's books, trying to find more 
information about the ceremony Dr. Fusty did with you. Well, we found it alright… and none of  
it's good!" 

Harrison had pulled the phone into his room. He sat down on the floor now, his heart pounding. 
 
"Go on," he managed to say. 

"What you described," Grampa Lewis continued, "is no ordinary ceremony. And this Dr. Faustis 
is no ordinary wizard. What he had you do, with the robe, and the mask, and the flames and the 
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chanting… it's only one part of  a series of  rituals, culminating in one final ritual… we think that's 
the one planned for Halloween!" 
 
"The giveaway was the mask you described. The books are full of  rituals and ceremonies 
involving circles and symbols painted on the ground, fire, cloaks and robes… even masks. But 
that specific mask, and the fact that you said you weren't able to move while you wore it and he 
was chanting… well, those are specific details that belong to only one kind of  ceremony, for one 
particular spell. And it's not a pleasant one!" 
 
Harrison felt himself  shiver. 

"The purpose of  this spell, Harrison, the purpose of  all of  these ceremonies this 'doctor' is 
performing–some of  which don't even involve you, by the way–the whole purpose is to give the 
wizard who performs them complete power over all of  humanity!" 
 
Harrison didn't mean to, but he laughed out loud. It sounded like Grampa was reading from an 
old comic book, talking about a supervillain who was about to get defeated by Superman or 
Aquaman or the Green Hornet or something. 

"I know," said Grampa, "it sounds preposterous doesn't it? But that's what the books tell us. 
There's no mistake. The purpose of  this spell is to give whoever casts it total power over every 
single person on earth. To have them under their control." 
 
And when Harrison thought about it, it suddenly didn't seem so preposterous after all. Didn't the 
people around him already seem as if  they were being controlled by some force outside of  
themselves? But no–the idea was absurd. How could anyone control all of  humanity? For that 
matter, how could he be sitting here with his Grampa on the phone, talking about wizards and 
spells as if  they were real? 
 
And yet, when he had that mask on, and Dr. Faustis was chanting, he could not move a muscle. 
That had been real. He listened as Grampa Lewis continued. 

"The way it works," he said, "is that each ritual or ceremony builds up fear. When you started 
taking the elixir, that started it. That was the first 'ritual', the first act that got the fear going. Then 
at some point, after you had taken a few doses I'd guess, Dr. Futzis launched a separate spell that 
got the mystery illness going." 
 
"But when you met him for the second time, you were supposed to be deathly afraid–that was 
part of  the magic–and you weren't. That's why he was so upset. If  you weren't afraid at that 
point, it meant that his magic wasn't working as it was supposed to. That's why he got so upset 
with you. He was trying to make you be afraid!" 
 
"And he did!" Said Harrison. "It was really scary Grampa!" 
 
"Maybe so, Harrison, but as scared as you were in that moment, you didn't stop thinking. You 
didn't fall under his control in the same way so many of  the other people in New Zebedee 



seemed to, did you?" 
 
"I guess not," said Harrison, remembering some of  the things he had seen people around him 
doing. "But why?" 
 
"That I don't know, Harrison," said his Grampa. "But I'm just glad you didn't. We'd be dealing 
with a much different problem if  you had." 
 
"So," Grampa continued, "each stage of  this spell, each piece, it's supposed to build the fear up, 
until it consumes a whole bunch of  people. And then, when the final ceremony is completed, 
then the spell is complete. The fear spreads out from this first group, and latches hold of  everyone 
on earth! Once that happens, there is no stopping it. There's no turning it around! Every single 
person on earth will be consumed with fear, and will do whatever the wizard who cast the spell 
asks of  them!" 
 
Harrison remembered back to the ceremony, with the mask and the robe. He remembered how 
helpless he felt and how afraid. But he also remembered just wanting to get out of  there. Wanting 
to run and get as far away from Dr. Faustis as he could. 

"But Grampa," He said, "when he did that ceremony on me… I mean, I was afraid, but I 
couldn't wait to get away from the guy!" 
 
"Yes," said Grampa, "as I said, you reacted a little differently to the spell from how everyone else 
did. It's true. But ask yourself  this: Were you prepared to cut off  your dealings with Dr. Fusty at 
that point? Or were you still going to come back for more of  the elixir?" 
 
Harrison had to admit that up until he first spoke with his grandparents about this, he had had 
every intention of  going back to see the doctor on Halloween night, to get the rest of  the elixir. 
So he would have enough for his parents and his sister and his grandparents. 

"I guess I was going to go back," Harrison admitted. 

"You wanted to help your family," said Grampa gently. "I understand that. But imagine how 
much worse it would have been, how much stronger his hold on you might have been, if  you had 
been as frightened as all the others were." 

Harrison tried to imagine that. 

"When the spell is complete," Grampa continued, "all of  those under it–everyone on earth, is 
what the books say–will be under the sway of  the wizard who cast it. They will do whatever he 
asks of  them, even things they would never before have done, things that go against their own 
sense of  right and wrong. And why?" 
 
Harrison did not know. 
 
"Because of  the elixir. Because he has the magical potion that can protect them from all that they 



fear. That's why." 
 
Harrison felt a little ashamed. That was why he had wanted the elixir too. 

"And for that, they will give up everything else," said Grampa. "They will do absolutely anything, 
all because they are afraid." 
 
"Of  course," he continued, "what they really ought to be afraid of  is Dr. Fuss-bus himself !" 

Harrison sat silently. Well at least he had gotten that part right, he thought to himself. He was 
now terrified of  that man. 

"Oh and there's one more thing," said Grampa Lewis. "The final ceremony?" 
 
"Yes?" 
 
"It requires a blood sacrifice." 

Harrison swallowed hard. 

"I don't want to say too much over the phone Harrison, but I'm concerned. I'm very concerned. 
You stay put! We're coming back!" 
 
"But Grampa, what if  the spell takes you and Gramma Rose over too?" 
 
"Don't you worry about that!" 
 
"You hang tight! We're coming back! Your Gramma is packing our things now." 

"What will I tell my mom and dad?" 
 
"We'll just say we decided to come back a little early. That's all." 

That night after dinner, Harrison was playing Minecraft. CubeSquared was online and they 
started chatting. 

CS: "You seem kind of  distracted. Everything OK?" 
 
H: "Yeah, all OK." 
 
CS: 👍  
 
H: "I mean…" 



CS: ??? 
 
H: "Well, my mom has been sick, and also my sister. And I might have done something kind of  
stupid and now it looks like…" 
 
CS: ??? 
 
H: "Maybe we should go into a private chat." 
 
Harrison told CubeSquared that he knew this was going to sound crazy, and then he told the 
story of  the poster and the meeting with Dr. Faustis and the elixir… and once he had said 
everything, he did feel a little foolish. Both because he knew that it did all sound a little crazy, and 
maybe now CubeSquared wouldn't want to be friends with him anymore, but also because he felt 
that he had been foolish to have trusted Dr. Faustis, and that his foolishness was the cause of  this 
whole problem for everyone else. 

He bit his lip and waited for CubeSquared to reply. After waiting a few moments, he typed: 
 
H: "I know, it sounds crazy." 

CS: "Yeah, it kinda does. But I'm glad you told me." 
 
And then… 
 
CS: "I've had some crazy things happen in my life too you know. I don't think you're making it 
up." 
 
That made Harrison feel better. And then: 
 
CS: "Is there anything I can do to help?" 
 
Harrison thought about it for a moment, and then wrote back: 
 
H: "No, I don't think so. But thanks for asking!" 

*	 *	 * 

Grampa Lewis and Gramma Rose were about a day's drive away from New Zebedee. They 
didn't want to drive at nighttime, because they were worried about falling asleep at the wheel. So 
they got a good night's sleep and started out first thing in the morning. They had told Harrison 
they should be there by dinner time. 



In fact, because they were both so concerned about what Dr. Faustis might be getting up to, 
neither of  them wanted to stop even for lunch. They did make a few bathroom stops, and filled 
up the car with gas. But they just ate sandwiches in the car, and ended up getting into New 
Zebedee just after four O'clock in the afternoon. 

As soon as they were at home, they gave Harrison a call. 

"So… the spell's not affecting you guys?" Harrison asked cautiously. 

"Not at all, Harrison," Gramma Rose said. "You see, we found a few protection spells in some of  
the books we were looking through–we brought a lot of  them back, by the way–and we've also 
got an odd trinket or two here at the house that just might protect us!" 

"Um… Gramma Rose?" Harrison figured now was as good a time as any to tell them about the 
umbrella. "There's… there's something I should tell you…" 
 
Harrison told them about sneaking into their house to steal the umbrella, that Dr. Faustis had 
demanded that he bring an "object of  great value" to the last ceremony, and that he must still 
have it. 

Gramma Rose and Grampa Lewis were very understanding, but they were also concerned. 

"If  he has your magic umbrella," said Grampa Lewis to Gramma Rose, "that could help to give 
him power over you!" 
 
"Fiddlesticks!" Said Gramma Rose. "I've got other charms to protect me, and we've already laid 
those new spells. I'll be fine!" 
 
From the way she was talking, Harrison got the idea that she and Grampa Lewis were more 
familiar with casting spells and doing magic than either of  them had let on. But he didn't say 
anything. 

"Even so," said Grampa Lewis, "we really should get it back. If  it was important for him to have 
for the ceremony, that tells us that it's likely an important piece of  his power now. And it would 
sure be good to have its powers to help us… on Halloween!" 
 
Harrison realized that he didn't really have a clear idea of  what was going to happen now on 
Halloween, now that he wasn't going to meet the doctor for the ceremony, or of  how his 
grandparents planned to defeat him. 

"So," he asked over the phone, "what is the plan for Halloween?" 
 
"Let's go over that tomorrow," said Grampa Lewis. "Your Gramma and I have a lot of  unpacking 
to do, and we're pretty tired from driving all day. Why don't you plan to come over in the 
morning for breakfast and we'll fix you up some blueberry buckwheat pancakes and we can go 
over everything then?" 



 
That sounded good to Harrison. With school still closed, he didn't have to be anywhere in the 
morning, all he had to do was send his homework in to his teacher by the end of  the day. So he 
said yes, and hung up the phone. 

*	 *	 * 

 
The next morning, Harrison sat before a huge pile of  blueberry-buckwheat pancakes smothered 
in butter and maple syrup. Privately, he asked himself  why he didn't come over to his 
grandparents' for breakfast more often. 

"You see, Harrison," Grampa Lewis was saying, "we don't think Dr. Fuzz-toss was just angry at 
you when he saw that you weren't adequately fearful–we think he was afraid." 

Harrison frowned. 

"Harrison," said Gramma Rose, "Whatever it is he seeks to accomplish with this spell of  his, it 
seems to depend on everyone being very afraid–and that includes you. In fact, maybe especially 
you!"  

Harrison frowned some more. 

"It's possible that he needs you to be afraid more than he needs anyone else to," continued 
Gramma Rose, "because you were the one who–unwittingly, of  course–brought him back. I 
suspect that it is more important to him that you be under his spell than that anyone else is. You 
are his connection to all the rest! You're the one who started all of  this! If  he has no control over 
you, then he can never be really confident in his control of  everyone else." 
 
Harrison took a big bite of  blueberry-buckweat pancakes and thought about that. 

"So it's a very good thing, Harrison," said Grampa Lewis, "that for whatever reason, you weren't 
affected the same way as everyone else was by the spell." 
 
"So why wasn't I?" 
 
"Who knows?" Gramma Rose shrugged. "Maybe it's just something about your particular 
makeup. We may never know. But let's just be glad you weren't!" 
 
They then explained to Harrison the plan that they had come up with. 

"His power comes from fear," said Grampa Lewis, "so we fight him with the opposite of  fear." 

"With courage?" Harrison wondered aloud. 



"Well, yes," said Grampa, "it will require courage. But our thinking was that the opposite of  
fear… is love." 
 
Harrison wondered if  he was right about that.  

"And no, before you ask, I wasn't about to suggest that we all run up and shower old Fusty-Pants 
with hugs and kisses," Grampa added.  

"What then?" 
 
"Only that, in addition to the counter spell we will be casting, that we remember who we are, and 
that we remember who the people around us are. That as frightened and irrational as they may 
be now, they are still our neighbors and our friends… and that we love them. That's all." 

"Lewis, you surprise me!" Harrison thought that Gramma Rose did look genuinely surprised. 

"Now part of  our spell," Grampa Lewis continued, "will be a bonfire, into which, at the 
appropriate time of  course, we throw a few meaningful objects: The poster, from the room 
upstairs, that started all of  this; the bottle of  elixir, of  course; and one other object, something 
with a personal connection to Dr. Futzit. That's where you come in." He looked at Harrison. 

"I don't know what that would be, Grampa!"  

"Well, we don't need to know right now," said Grampa Lewis. "We've still got another twelve days 
before Halloween. But we should all be thinking very carefully about this. And of  course…" he 
hesitated, "…there's the matter of  Gramma Rose Rita's umbrella." 
 
"I need to get it back, don't I?" 
 
"Well, someone does," said Grampa. "We're really going to need its protection, and on top of  
that, we just don't know what old Fuss-Budget might do with it. We can't take the chance that it 
might actually give him more power." 

Harrison suddenly felt awful.  
 
"This is all my fault," he said glumly. 

"No Harrison, this was not your fault!" Grampa Lewis exploded. "This was the fault of  a dark, 
evil force that took advantage of  your fears and your weakness. None of  this was your fault! Only 
a diabolical and deranged person would have put you in a position where you had to choose 
between protecting your family and stealing from your grandparents! And look around you–all 
these people–look at how easily they've been overcome by his spell!  They've behaved even more 
shamefully than you have! This was not your fault." 



Harrison knew inside that he should not have taken the umbrella. Still, he appreciated his 
Grampa's words. 

The three sat silently for a moment, and then Gramma Rose pushed her chair back from the 
table, stood up, and announced: 
 
"Lewis, you and Harrison go over the rest of  the plan–I'm going to go down in the basement and 
dig out all of  our Halloween decorations so we can get them up before the end of  the day!" 
 
"That's my Rose Rita!" Exclaimed Grampa. 

Then, he and Harrison sat down at the table and he started to explain the plan to him. 

"First, we need to go and retrieve that poster you found. And anything else in that trunk. In fact, 
we might as well just bring the whole trunk on down here." 

Harrison nodded. 

"Destroying that poster is going to be one of  the most important pieces," said Grampa Lewis. 
"That's what started the whole thing, after all. It had a spell on it alright. Remember how you 
said that you were surprised to see the next day's date on the poster?" 
 
"Yes," said Harrison. 

"Well that was no accident," said Grampa. "That was part of  the spell. Whoever would have 
picked up that poster, and whenever they picked it up, they would have seen the next day's date 
printed as the date of  the doctor's appearance." 
 
Harrison nodded again. 
 
"When we destroy it," said Grampa, "I expect that some measure of  the wizard Fat-cheeks' 
power will go with it!" 
 
"I sure hope so," said Harrison. But he wasn't so sure. 

"Remember Harrison, Halloween night is when the veil between the worlds is at its thinnest. So 
while that will undoubtedly give him more power, it is also our opportunity to strike at him! And 
that's exactly what we're going to do. You know, you can't spend your whole life playing defense. 
Sometimes you have to go on the offense!" 
 
At that moment, Gramma Rose came up the basement steps, her arms loaded with big plastic 
jack-o-lanterns.  
 
"Look at you," she laughed, "talking like you know anything at all about sports!" 
 
The following days were filled with preparations for the casting of  the spell. The big questions 



that remained were: What object belonging to Dr. Faustis could they procure… and how was 
Harrison going to get that umbrella back? 



CHAPTER 10
 
s the day approached, Harrison found himself  growing more nervous. A few days before 
Halloween, Harrison and Grampa Lewis went up to the big room upstairs where 
Harrison had found the trunk and the poster, and they brought the trunk downstairs. 

Harrison's heart had been pounding the whole time. He half  expected there to be a spell on the 
room that wouldn't let them in, or an apparition to scare them away. But when they opened the 
door–quite easily this time–the sun was streaming in, and it just looked like an ordinary, albeit 
very large and cluttered, room. 

They lugged the trunk downstairs and set it atop the kitchen table. Harrison again expected 
something frightening to happen when they opened it, or for the poster to disappear in a puff  of  
smoke. But when Grampa Lewis pulled open the trunk's lid, everything was there just as 
Harrison had seen it before. 
 
"This is good," said Grampa, nodding his head. "These are all things that are closely connected 
to the Wizard Fusty-bus. When we build the bonfire, these will go in along with the poster and 
the elixir… and of  course whatever else you are able to find." 
 
Harrison nodded. He was transfixed by the sight of  the poster again. There it was: the crinkly old 
piece of  paper that had started all this trouble. It just looked so harmless and normal. 

He noticed that Grampa seemed transfixed too. He just sat there staring at the contents of  the 
trunk. 

"Grampa," Harrison asked, "do you think… do you think that Dr. Faustis intends to… to kill 
me… in the ceremony on Halloween?" The words sounded very tiny when they came out. 

Grampa Lewis turned to look at Harrison. He looked at him as if  he had never seen him before, 
and for a moment Harrison thought he was about to cry. But then a look of  rage such as he had 
never before seen came across his grandfather's face, and he said, very quietly now, not bellowing 
as he so often did: 
 
"Harrison, I want you to understand me when I say that whatever that dark wizard has planned 
for you–and I don't doubt that it is something very dark indeed–your Gramma and I are not 
going to allow it to happen. We will use everything in our power to defeat him, and we will defeat 
him!" 
 
Something occurred to Harrison. "But…" he said, "Gramma Rose doesn't have her umbrella." 

"No," said Grampa, "no, she doesn't. And she's not going to get it. I don't know what we were 
thinking before, but your safety is far more important than getting that magical brolly back. 
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You're not to go anywhere near that slithering old snake-oil salesman ever again, you hear me? 
You'll stay right here with us! We'll just have to do the spell without the benefit of  Gramma Rose's 
umbrella!" 
 
Harrison didn't think he had ever seen his Grampa so upset before. Oh he'd seen him rail and 
roar against incompetent store clerks, or voice his opinion loudly on many an occasion. But this 
was different. Grampa seemed deeply upset, and afraid for Harrison's life.  

Harrison knew that his Grampa was trying to reassure him. But he found that he was now more 
frightened than he had been before. 

A little while later, Harrison's dad called to tell him that he would have to be home before dark, 
because the city had implemented a curfew for the next few nights.  
 
"They're calling it a 'social togetherness' curfew," his dad said. Harrison repeated it back to him, 
while catching his Grampa's eye. As expected, Grampa Lewis exploded into a fit of  expletives, 
and Harrison stifled a laugh as he imagined his dad's reaction on the other end of  the line.  

Once Harrison had hung up though, Grampa turned serious again. 
 
"We'll have to figure out a way to get you over here on Halloween night then," he said. If  there's 
a curfew, that's going to make it more difficult. 

Harrison agreed. 

"I know!" he said suddenly, "let's tell them we're having a Halloween party! Just for us!" 
 
Grampa Lewis nodded. "That's not a bad idea," he said. "And it's even kind of  true." 

*	 *	 * 

Later that night, in the town of  Milford, a few miles north of  New Zebedee, someone was trying 
to destroy CubeSquared's bed.  

Most of  the usual players weren't on the server tonight, so CubeSquared had gone on a different 
server to play a game of  Bed Wars. It wasn't the best game in the world, but it was alright and 
Cube was pretty good at it. 

There was a new player on tonight. Someone CubeSquared had seen around a few times in the 
past few weeks: ImAGamer. Cube was on a team with ImAGamer tonight, and they had just 
delivered a devastating blow to the team they were playing against, demolishing one of  their beds 
in a surprise attack. Now the other team was coming at them full force, and Cube was racing 
back from the site of  the bed blow-up to go defend against this attack. 



All of  a sudden, the landscape of  the game changed. What had been green hills, stretches of  
ocean, trees, a blue sky and clouds… in a flash became something else. Now it was a bare, 
desolate landscape. Dead trees stood against a pale grey sky, and there was not a blade of  grass 
on the mottled grey ground. A pale yellow light barely peeked over the horizon. 

CubeSquared frowned. "What the…" 
 
Something appeared in the chat window. Cube looked. It was a message from ImAGamer: 
 
"Hello CubeSquared," the message read. "How do you like the new world?" 
 
CubeSquared was confused. ImAGamer typed some more: 
 
"I have a message I'd like you to relay to your friend Harrison…" 
 
Everyone on the platform knew that Harrison and CubeSquared were friends, so there was 
nothing unusual about this. 

"…tell him that his Gramma and Grampa have a very special surprise waiting for them!" 
 
A chill went up CubeSquared's spine. Harrison had spoken about his Gramma and Grampa to 
CubeSquared privately, but nobody else on this server or the other one could have known that. 

In an instant, the screen changed back to the normal one–just in time for CubeSquared to see the 
team's bed get blown to smithereens. But CubeSquared just sat there for a long time staring at 
the screen. 



CHAPTER 11

nd then, finally, it was Halloween. Ordinarily, Harrison would have been getting his 
costume ready for tonight, or maybe making Rice Crispy treats to take over to a 
Halloween party someone from school was having. This year it just seemed like any 
other day.  

But Harrison knew that it wasn't. 

His parents were not happy about the Halloween party his grandparents were holding. But since 
he was over there all the time anyway, and it was Halloween, and there wasn't anything else for 
him to do, they didn't tell him he couldn't go. 

"It just doesn't seem the right thing to do," his mom said from the couch. 
 
"It's like they're thumbing their noses at the families of  those who've died," his dad said. 

Harrison decided this was not a good time to tell them about the "dry tinder" effect. 

He ran out the door and up the hill to his grandparents' house. There was nobody out on the 
street, which just felt completely wrong to him. This was Halloween! So what if  there were no 
Halloween decorations up save for those at his grandparents' house? It was still Halloween night 
and every kid over the age of  two knew it! They knew it in their bones! 
 
And he knew Gramma Rose and Grampa Lewis would know it too. He ran all the way up to the 
top of  the hill. He heard one man call out angrily as he ran by: "Where's your mask?" But he just 
kept running.  

Harrison got to the front door, and he knocked. Gramma Rose came to the door and opened it. 
 
"Oh Harrison!" She cried out, reaching to hug him. He froze in his tracks. She was wearing a 
mask. 

"Uh… Gramma?" He said. "Wh-why do you have a mask on?" 
 
"Is that our Harrison?" He heard Grampa Lewis call out from the kitchen. 

"Yes, he's here!" She called out, reaching again for Harrison. "Come on inside, and we can all 
talk about it…" 
 
Harrison felt a little uneasy. Something about Gramma Rose's manner seemed off. She was being 
very lighthearted, yet also seemed eager to get him to come inside. And why was she wearing that 

A



mask? Still, it was Gramma Rose. Surely there was some reason for her odd behavior. He stepped 
inside, and she led him by the arm into the kitchen. 

Grampa Lewis was seated at the table. He also had a mask on. 

"Hello Harrison!" He said cheerily. This was not the same man who he had seen chew out 
multiple shop employees for demanding that he put a mask on his face. Something was wrong. 

"Grampa," said Harrison, "what's going on? Why are you guys wearing masks now?" 
 
"Well my boy," said Grampa, "we've just been thinking about it, your Gramma and I, and we 
realized we're no spring chickens! This illness, it's killed a lot of  people, and… well, you just can't 
be too careful!" 
 
Harrison just stood there. This was definitely not the same man he had spoken to yesterday. 

Gramma Rose chimed in: 
 
"And this doctor friend of  yours," she said, "you know, we don't really know that much about 
him. It sounds like he could be trying to help you!" 
 
"Gramma," Harrison blurted out, "is this a joke? Because it's not very funny!" 
 
She looked at him quizzically. He looked over to his Grampa, who had much the same puzzled 
expression.  
 
"Harrison," he said, "we just want what's best for you! Maybe you should go meet with this guy 
after all. You did say he's a doctor, right? Why not listen to him?" 
 
Harrison could feel himself  starting to sweat. This was no joke. Neither of  his grandparents were 
capable of  going on for this long without bursting into laughter. Something was terribly, terribly 
wrong.  
 
They had fallen under the spell. 

"Yes," said Harrison angrily, "he is a doctor… with a horse and wagon from the nineteenth century!!!" 

They were unmoved by his outburst.  
 
"Still," said Gramma Rose, "who can we trust if  we can't trust the experts?" 
 
"I think you should try and calm down Harrison," said Grampa Lewis. "How about some nice 
hot cocoa?" 
 
"Look," said Gramma Rose, moving over to the stove top where sheets of  freshly iced cookies lay, 
"I made cookies! These ones are jack-o-lanterns, and these ones are ghosts, and…" 



 
Harrison turned and ran for the door. He flung it open and tore outside and ran as fast as he 
could back to his own house. 
 
"Harry, you're back!" His dad was surprised. "What happened?" 
 
"Nothing Dad," he panted. "I just forgot something… for the party." 
 
Harrison raced upstairs. He had hit upon an idea, but he would have to act on it quickly. 

He logged on as fast as he could. Yes! There was CubeSquared. He started typing: 
 
"Hey," he wrote, "remember when you asked me if  there was anything you could do to help?" 

A few minutes later, his gym bag over his shoulder, Harrison ran back downstairs and out the 
back door. He could hear his parents and sister behind him: 

"Better hurry Harry, curfew starts in fifteen minutes!" 

"Mommy! I want to go trick-or-treating!" 
 
"Not this year honey, we explained this before." 
 
"But I'm all better now!" 

"Hey Sarah, have you seen my cell phone anywhere?" 
 
"No, honey! Jennie, come here, let's watch the Great Pumpkin together…" 
 
And Harrison was out the door. 

He ran down the street. It was still dark and desolate. He looked up at his grandparents' house, 
and couldn't see any activity there. But he was not going there now. He had urgent business to 
attend to and he had to figure out a way to get there without getting stopped by the police.  
 
He decided that if  he did get stopped, he would just say that he was on his way home, and 
continue going in whatever direction he'd been going in. The curfew started at 9:00 and he'd be 
at his destination soon past then, so it was completely believable that he'd be running a few 
minutes late to get home. Getting back would be the harder part.  

Harrison knew that he didn't want to get too close to Dr. Faustis' wagon. He felt that somehow, if  
he were close enough, the doctor would sense his presence. In fact, he didn't even know for sure 
that the doctor didn't have some way of  observing him when he was far away–of  finding him, as 
he had that night in the kitchen. He had to admit that it was possible the doctor knew all about 
his plans with Gramma and Grampa, and that he had no intention of  showing up at the hotel 
tonight. 



 
Still, this was the only thing he could think of  to do now. His only two allies, his Gramma and 
Grampa, had been incapacitated by the spell and he had to do whatever he could to get them 
back! 
 
He found a place to wait. He had made it all the way down to the old downtown area without 
anyone stopping him, and after first making a stop to drop something off, he was now on Spring 
Street. He stopped a block before the Lens Crafters and old movie theater block, and ducked 
inside the doorway of  what looked like a bakery. It also looked like it had been closed for a long 
time. 

Harrison stood there, his face pressed against the edge of  the doorway, just poking out enough for 
him to see down to the next block. And he waited.  

He waited that way for a long time. Sometimes his legs got uncomfortable, so he would sit for a 
while, and then he would stand again. Ordinarily, waiting in a place like this for so long would 
have bored him out of  his mind. But tonight, he was too scared to be bored. He kept hearing 
noises that he thought might be the doctor sneaking up behind him, and one time he felt 
something touch his shoulder and he almost jumped out of  his skin. But it was just part of  a 
board that had been put up over the front windows, and was sticking out into the doorway. 

Finally, when it must have been nearly ten thirty, he saw movement up ahead. He tried very hard 
to stay still.  

There he was. Up ahead, just past the Lens Crafters building, a dark figure stepped out onto the 
sidewalk. The figure was wearing a cape, and a tall hat, and carried some sort of  bag or suitcase. 
Harrison's heart raced. 

He watched as the figure walked up the sidewalk, away from where Harrison stood watching, but 
in the direction he would need to go to get to the hotel. And then, before Harrison's eyes, the 
figure disappeared into thin air! 
 
For a moment, Harrison just stood there dumbfounded. What had he just seen? It was dark, but 
there was enough light for him to see the figure, which could not have been anything other than 
Dr. Faustis. And he could still see things up ahead of  where he had disappeared, so it could not 
be that he simply disappeared into the darkness. Harrison did not know what to think. But he did 
know what he must do. So, after waiting a few more minutes to be absolutely sure that the doctor 
was gone, he stepped out from his hiding spot and walked toward the empty lot next to the Lens 
Crafters building. 

He stepped onto the lot. At the back of  the lot, up against the chain-link fence, stood the doctor's 
horse and wagon, just as it had on his previous visits here. The horse nickered softly as he 
approached, but had a feedbag attached to its halter and soon went back to chewing. 
 
Harrison walked slowly up to the back of  the wagon. There was a little wooden set of  stairs 



coming down from the back, leading up to the door. Harrison took a deep breath. He looked all 
around him. No sign of  the doctor, or of  anyone else. He stepped on to the bottom step. 

The step gave a creak, the wagon moved slightly, and Harrison's heart leapt. Then he stepped up 
onto the next step. Another creak, and more movement. Then the third step. He stood facing the 
door.  

He took another deep breath. What if  the doctor had put a spell on the door? What if  it set off  
some kind of  magical alarm that let him know if  someone was trying to break in? What if  he 
reappeared here just as quickly as he had disappeared? 
 
Well I can't just stand here all night wondering about every possible thing that might go wrong, 
he told himself. And he reached down and took hold of  the doorknob in front of  him. He tried to 
turn it, but it was locked. He was prepared for this. He knelt down, set his gym bag down on the 
step and reached into it. He pulled out a flat-head screwdriver, and tried jamming it into the 
space between the door and the door frame. He could feel something metal–the bolt of  the little 
lock. He pushed against it, dug into the wood around it, pushed and pulled, and after huffing and 
puffing for several minutes, something went "snap!" 

Harrison jumped back. He tried the doorknob again and this time it turned. He pulled the door 
open. He was inside the doctor's wagon! 
 
He reached back into his gym bag once more and replaced the screwdriver. He pulled out a 
flashlight–having learned his lesson from his trip to the hotel. He turned the flashlight on and 
shone it into the wagon.  
 
It was an odd assortment of  things that the doctor had inside here. The back part of  the wagon 
seemed to be a kind of  sitting room, with two old-fashioned chairs and a very small round table, 
and shelves built into the sides of  the wagon. There were books on the shelves, and also objects: 
Bottles, and tools of  some kind, and a stuffed fox! 
 
Further into the wagon, Harrison could see a little cabinet, and beyond that what looked like a 
bed built into the front of  the wagon, but with curtains in front of  it. There were odd objects 
laying about throughout the space, and Harrison took his time shining his light on every inch of  
it, so as not to miss anything. 

Outside, the horse gave a whinny. Harrison froze. Had the doctor returned? He looked for a 
place to hide. The cabinet! Quietly, he made his way over to the cabinet, and quietly he pulled 
open the door. He stopped and listened. He heard nothing from outside. The horse had gone 
back to chewing its food. Harrison stood there frozen for another moment, and then breathed a 
sigh of  relief.  

He started to close the cabinet door, when he looked down and saw… Gramma Rose's umbrella! 
It was there, tucked into the bottom of  the cabinet, underneath where the doctor's suits and coats 
hung. He reached down and grabbed it. It was just as he had given it to the doctor, unharmed. 
He carefully put it into his gym bag and closed the cabinet door. 



He shone the light around the wagon once again. What could he find here that belonged to the 
doctor that might be of  value to him? Something that had a strong connection to him, and could 
be useful in casting the spell?  

The light shone into the far corner of  the sitting room. There was a picture hanging there, a 
photograph taken over a hundred years ago from the look of  it, of  a woman. He moved the light 
to the right of  the picture. Bookshelves. And a little chest of  drawers beneath them.  
 
Harrison moved over to the chest of  drawers. He heard a noise. Rustling. But not outside the 
wagon, inside. His heart started to pound. He stepped back and waved the flashlight across the 
room. Something glittered, and he waved the flashlight back to it. Eyes! He froze. There, on one 
of  the chairs next to the little round table, sat a small black cat, and it was looking right at him. 

He hadn't seen the cat before. In fact, as he had looked very carefully over every inch of  this part 
of  the wagon, he was pretty sure there hadn't been any cat. He eyed the cat warily, and it eyed 
him back. What now? Did he dare to go over to the chest of  drawers and see what might be 
inside? 
 
He thought of  his grandparents. About what his Grampa had said to him that day at his kitchen 
table. "We will use everything in our power to defeat him…" He remembered the look on his 
face. And he remembered his Grampa tonight, wearing that mask, and trying to talk Harrison 
into going to see the doctor… as if  every trace of  the original Grampa had been erased. 
Harrison knew that he had to do everything in his own power to get it back. 
 
“I'll go see the doctor alright!” He said to himself, as he moved over to the chest of  drawers. 

*	 *	 * 

It was cold outside. Frosty. Harrison shivered as he raced back to his grandparents' house. It must 
already be 11:00, he thought. And while the little trick he had thought up would probably delay 
the doctor for a while, it was only a matter of  time before he realized that Harrison wasn't 
actually there. And who knew what he would do then.  

Harrison moved as quickly as he could. But he also had to do his best to stay out of  sight, in case 
anyone was out enforcing the curfew. So he tried to stay in the shadows, moving alongside 
buildings as much as he could. And when he got back to his own neighborhood, he slowed down, 
walked very quietly, and if  he saw a car coming, hid behind a nearby tree or a car. 

Finally, he was there. At the foot of  the hill leading up to his grandparents' house. He started to 
climb. He could see that the little gate was closed. That was odd, as it had been open when he 



left, and it was normally left open. It must be the spell, he thought, getting his grandparents to 
fear even an unlikely visitor to the house. 

The house was dark, except for the light that was still on in the kitchen, and there were no lights 
outside. The jack-o-lanterns and other decorations had been taken down, he noticed with 
disappointment. He told himself  it was to be expected, given the power the doctor's spell had 
over his grandparents. He made his way over to the gate, so he could unlatch it. 

And there he was.  

Standing just to the side of  the gate–had he been standing there, or had he just appeared out of  
thin air?–was Dr. Faustis. And he was holding Harrison's father's cell phone up in the air! 

"That was a clever trick, my boy! Hiding this… device… in the hotel, having your friend 
speaking through it, pretending to be you!" 
 
In fact, Harrison did think it had been a rather clever plan. But just now he was too terrified to 
remember that. 

"Fool!" The doctor spat. "Did you think I would not find it? Did you take me for a fool?" 

Just then, and before Harrison could respond to the doctor, from the other side of  the fence, 
came his Grampa's voice.  
 
"Listen to him, Harrison!" Grampa called out. 
 
Harrison could see both Grampa Lewis and Gramma Rose come trotting out from the house, 
still wearing their masks, and imploring him to listen to the doctor. 

"Don't worry," called out Gramma Rose. "Everything is going to be just fine! You just need to 
come inside with us and we can all sit down and have a talk with this nice doctor!" 
 
Harrison could not believe what was happening. 

"…only don't touch anything!" She added. "And be sure to wash your hands!" 

"And you'll want to put this on too…" Dr. Faustis was holding something out to Harrison in his 
other hand. Harrison looked–it was the same horrible mask, the mask with the face of  a child, 
that he had worn in the ceremony in the hotel! 

From the other side of  the fence, his grandparents continued to beg him to come inside with 
them. 

"You can't run, boy!" The doctor sounded like he was laughing, as he stepped closer to Harrison. 
"Nowhere to run to! You should listen to your grandmother. She cares about you, wants what is 



best for you!" 

Grampa Lewis chimed in: "Just do what he says, Harrison, and everything will be fine!" 
 
The doctor stepped closer. Harrison took a step back, but he knew the doctor was right: There 
was no place for him to run to. No place where the doctor couldn't follow him. 

His grandparents were approaching the gate now, telling him to put on the mask, to come and 
have a talk with the doctor. They were only a few feet away now. Harrison knew what he must 
do, and he had only an instant in which to do it. 

Dr. Faustis stepped forward again. "What do you say?" He smiled broadly. 

"I say BITE ME!!!” Harrison shouted as he quickly reached behind his back, grabbed the handle 
of  the umbrella, and in one swift movement, swung it up into the air and over the fence. 

"Catch, Gramma!" He yelled with all his might. 

And she did. 

There was a flash of  purple electricity as she caught it, and she stumbled backwards. She took a 
moment, as if  re-focusing her eyes, and then she bellowed: 
 
"Harrison! You get away from that man!" And then to Dr. Faustis: "Don't you dare come near 
him!" She ripped off  her mask. 

Grampa Lewis stared at her, baffled. "Rose Rita, why what's gotten into you…" 
 
She tossed him the umbrella. 

"Here!" she called out to him. Grampa Lewis caught the umbrella, and there was another flash 
of  purple light. He gasped. "Oh my goodness! Harrison!" He threw his mask to the ground and 
turned his ire to Dr. Faustis. 
 
"Alright, you've had your fun!" He yelled. "Now skeedadle! There's nothing more for you here! 
You can't make the boy afraid of  you, and he's just beaten your spell against us into the dust!" 

Dr. Faustis laughed. "Oh, is that how you see it?" 
 
"Yes, that is how I see it! Now go!" 
 
"You heard him!" Shouted Harrison, full of  new-found courage now that his grandparents–the 
grandparents he knew–had been returned to him. "Skee-Daddle! You can't defeat us!" 
 
"Oh I won't need to!"  



The doctor–or rather, the wizard, for that is what he was–stepped forward, and with a grand 
flourish, like a magician performing an elaborate trick on stage, swept his cape out before him, 
revealing the hillside below them. 

At the foot of  the hill was a cluster of  lights. Harrison looked closer. It was a large group of  
people. It was their neighbors and townspeople, dozens of  them, some carrying lighted torches, a 
few with baseball bats or pitchforks, all wearing masks and plastic gloves, and a few in clumsily 
put together hazmat suits. 

"…they will!" He proclaimed with a flourish, and Harrison stood helplessly and watched as the 
mob–for it was a mob–moved quickly towards them. 

"Quick, Harrison!" Grampa Lewis called out. "Get into the house!" He rushed to unlock the gate 
and let Harrison through before the mob arrived. 

But it was too late. Already, the mob was beside Dr. Faustis, and as Grampa Lewis started to pull 
the gate closed, two of  them grabbed hold of  it and pulled it open. More followed and helped 
them pull the gate open, while others marched through and up to Harrison and his 
grandparents–who he noticed for the first time look just a little frail. 

The crowd reminded him of  something. What was it? Then it hit him. That movie he saw when 
he was too young for it and he was scared of  his own shadow for weeks afterwards. What was it 
called? It was in black and white, and it was about zombies who roamed the countryside in 
search of  people to kill so they could eat their brains… that's what these people reminded him of  
now. A shiver ran down his spine.  

Then he remembered. 
 
"Quick, Gramma Rose!" He shouted as the mob lumbered around him and Grampa Lewis. 
"The bonfire!" 
 
Gramma Rose gave a big thumbs-up and ran to where they had prepared the bonfire, right in the 
front yard. She pulled a box of  matches from her apron pocket and picked up some of  the 
crumpled newspaper they had stuck in between the kindling at the bottom, and lit it. Harrison 
thought he heard her utter some words as she did so. 
 
All of  a sudden, there was a burst of  purple and yellow light, and the bonfire was roaring! 

Harrison knew that the objects that needed to go into the bonfire were still in the kitchen–unless 
his spellbound grandparents had done away with those along with the Halloween decorations. 
The mob was momentarily distracted by the burst of  fire, and Harrison took the opportunity to 
make a dash for the kitchen door.  

Behind him, he could hear the people screaming at his grandparents: 
 
"You're putting everyone at risk!" 



 
"How dare you!" 
 
"…selfish!!!" 

"Entitled…" 

"You don't care about anyone but yourselves!" 
 
Gramma took a look at the person who had just screamed this at her. A young, twenty-something 
man wearing a mask and plastic gloves and some kind of  plastic thing around his head that made 
him look like an astronaut. 

"You stay indoors if  you're so afraid of  it!" She shouted at him. "And for the love of  God take that 
ridiculous contraption off  your head. You'll frighten the children!" 
 
The trunk was still in the kitchen, on the floor. Harrison grabbed it in both arms and ran out the 
door again. He had his own bottle of  elixir in his gym bag, to add to the fire. And the object he 
had found in the doctor's wagon. 

Gramma Rose turned from the bonfire to go into the house and get the objects to throw in it, and 
she saw Harrison racing towards her with the trunk. 
 
"Good boy, Harrison!" She called out. 

Grampa Lewis now appeared by her side, ready to begin the spell. 

Harrison set the trunk down in front of  his Gramma and Grampa. When he stood up, he saw 
him standing there in front of  him: 
 
Jason. 

He stood there surrounded by a small gang of  friends, all wearing masks and blue plastic gloves. 
One of  the girls carried a lighted torch, and one of  the boys had a baseball bat in his hands. 

"Well!" Exclaimed Jason. "Look what we've got here!"  

The gang of  friends moved in closer to Harrison. 

For a moment, Harrison and Jason just stood there, face to face, neither saying a word.  

Then, Jason began to taunt Harrison, as he had done nearly every day in school: 
 
"Hey Harrison, whatcha doin? Hangin' out with your grandma and grandpa? Think they're 
gonna protect you or somethin'?" 



 
The gang around him snickered and moved in closer. 

"Hey Harrison," Jason called out again, "remember the time I put bugs in your lunchbox and 
you ran screaming out of  the room?" 
 
The gang snickered again. 
 
Something was different. Harrison was accustomed to Jason's taunts, and to the mindless 
laughter of  the kids who followed him around school. Ordinarily, it made him want to sink into 
the floor, or run and hide somewhere. Anything, just to get away from it. 
 
But not this time. 

This time the words did not have the same impact. And as he looked at the group of  kids 
standing behind Jason, hiding in their group, covered in masks and all manner of  Personal 
Protective Equipment, he saw–perhaps for the first time–just how ridiculous they were. 

Jason seemed confused that Harrison was not responding. He kept on going: 
 
"Skeerdy cat, skeerdy cat, skeerdy skeerdy skeerdy cat!" 
 
Harrison just looked at him. 
 
"You sure about that, Jason?" He asked, with a puzzled expression. "I mean, you're the one 
wearing the mask and plastic gloves." 
 
For a moment there is only silence, and the crackling of  the bonfire. Jason seemed to grow a little 
bit smaller. And Harrison felt himself  grow stronger. 

All of  a sudden, the bonfire shot up into the sky. Gramma and Grampa both jumped back from 
it. 
 
"That's it!" Cried Harrison. "He feeds off  of  everyone's fear! It makes him stronger! It doesn't 
even matter what we're afraid of. But when we're not afraid, it weakens him! And it strengthens 
us!" 

"You're right!" Called out Grampa Lewis. 
 
"That's great honey," said Gramma Rose, as she used her magical umbrella to fend off  the 
chanting neighbors who had now descended upon the bonfire. "But we've got this great angry 
mob in front of  us and they're full of  nothing but fear!" 

In the distance, Harrison could see Dr. Faustis still standing by the gates. He was watching the 
events unfold before him, and he had a big smile on his face. 



Grampa had already started tossing some of  the objects into the flames, and he was reading out 
loud from a big leather-bound book as he did so. Harrison could not understand what he was 
saying, it was in some language he had never heard before. 

None of  this seemed to affect the doctors' powers though. He still stood at the gate, smiling 
broadly, as the gang of  neighbors and townspeople continued their assault. The yard was 
completely overrun with them now. They did seem to fear the bonfire though, and would not get 
too close to it–although Grampa and Gramma still had to poke at some of  them with the 
umbrella to keep them at bay.  

However some of  them had now turned their attention to the house. A group of  them were 
taking whacks at the posts on the front porch, and a chilling cry had erupted:  
 
"Burn it down! Burn it down! Burn it down!" 
 
Now Harrison felt afraid. He looked, and saw the doctor's smile grow even broader. The bonfire 
started to dim just a little. 

"Harrison!" His Gramma called out. "Don't you worry about a thing! You just help us cast this 
spell now!" 
 
Grampa Lewis handed the great leather-bound book to Gramma Rose, and she began chanting, 
and every so often reaching into the trunk for another object to throw into the fire. The trunk was 
almost empty now. But the doctor's power over this raging mob did not seem in the least 
impacted. 

And no matter how hard he tried not to be, Harrison was genuinely afraid for his Gramma and 
Grampa. And for their house! What if  this unruly mob succeeded in burning it down? And Dr. 
Faustis didn't seem at all concerned about the counter spell he could see they were in the process 
of  casting. 

The bonfire dipped even lower. 

Grampa Lewis looked over at Harrison. He could see how afraid he was. 

"Harrison," he said gently. "Listen to me. I know that Dr. Whatsis seems awfully powerful right 
now. But I want you to remember something. There is one fundamental difference between him 
and us. Do you know what that is?" 
 
"Um…" Harrison was trembling, in spite of  himself. "Is it that… he's a wizard, from another 
era? That he doesn't belong here?" 
 
"Not quite, Harrison, although that is true too."  
 
His Gramma continued chanting, but the trunk was now empty.  



"What I'm thinking of," his Grampa continued, "is something that he doesn't have. Something 
that's missing. From what we know of  this Faustis character, he is motivated by a quest for power 
and nothing else." 
 
Yes, thought Harrison, and he seems to be succeeding pretty well in that quest! 
 
"He seeks control over everyone else, and his main weapon is fear," said Grampa. "But human 
beings aren't held together by control, or by fear. Oh sure, fear can bind people together for a 
short time, while they face a common enemy. But it's not the glue that holds us together for very 
long. Do you know what is Harrison?" 
 
The gang at the far end of  his grandparents' house were disappointed to find that the house itself  
was made of  stone. But they had managed to set fire to some of  the furniture on the patio, and 
were starting to hurl burning chunks of  wood toward the windows. Harrison's heart was 
pounding now. Was this really the time for a philosophical meditation on the deeper motives of  
the man behind all this? 
 
But his Grampa continued. 
 
"It's love, Harrison. It's the stuff  that makes moms take care of  their babies, and it's the reason 
your Gramma is over there shouting gibberish at a bonfire instead of  trying to save her own 
house. Human beings aren't held together by power or by control Harrison, or even by fear. 
They're held together by love." 
 
"I could use that elixir now Harrison!" Gramma Rose was yelling from the other side of  the 
bonfire. Of  course! Harrison had forgotten that he still had his objects with him! He pulled his 
gym bag off  his shoulder and dug into it and pulled out his two bottles of  elixir. He tossed them 
both to Gramma Rose, who caught them expertly and tossed them into the flames as she said 
more words from the spell book over them. 

The bonfire took a small leap. 

"Oh, and this," said Harrison, remembering the object he had found in the chest of  drawers in 
the doctor's wagon. He pulled that out too and tossed it over to Gramma Rose. 

It was awkward, and flipped over and over several times as it flew over the bonfire and into 
Gramma Rose's outstretched hands, sending out flashes of  light each time it turned. The object 
was a small hand-held mirror, and as it flew into the air something about the doctor's demeanor 
changed. He stumbled back. And his smile disappeared. 

Gramma Rose flung the mirror into the flames, and Harrison watched, astonished, as the doctor 
crumpled forward as if  he had been stabbed. 
 
"We got him Gramma! We got him!" Harrison cried out. 



"Not yet we haven't!" Grampa Lewis pointed to the gang that had been trying to set fire to their 
house, and which had now turned its attention to the three people by the bonfire. As if  they could 
sense that those three had just harmed their master. 

"'Night of  the Living Dead'!" Harrison cried out suddenly. "That was it!" 

Gramma and Grampa turned to Harrison, frowning. 
 
He turned a little red. 
 
"The… the movie…" he stammered. "…that those people reminded me of. I was trying to think 
of  the name…" 
 
"Watch out!" Grampa Lewis reached across Harrison's face just in time to knock a flaming 
rocking-chair rocker off  it's trajectory and save his grandson's face. 
 
"We may have put a dent in his powers," said Grampa, "but he's not gone yet! Come on Rose 
Rita, let's keep going with that spell!" 
 
It was Grampa's turn to read from the book now, so Gramma Rose handed it to him and he 
began to chant. But as he did so, the mob descended upon them. The only thing holding them 
back was the bonfire itself, which they still seemed to fear. 

Grampa Lewis finished reading his passage and he looked up. 

"Give it here!" Said Gramma Rose, holding out her hand impatiently. 

"That's it," said Grampa. "That's the end of  the spell. We've done it all." 
 
The three just stood there staring at each other for a moment. The crowd now had them 
completely surrounded, and Dr. Faustis was standing again. He was no longer smiling, but nor 
was he defeated. 

"Wh-when does it work?" Asked Harrison feebly. 

Gramma and Grampa both shook their heads. "We don't know, Harrison," said Gramma quietly. 
"We just have to wait and see." 

All around them, the crowd was rumbling, and chanting: "…entitled!" and "Selfish!" Some would 
throw objects: Rocks, sticks, pieces of  half-burnt furniture. And they made it clear that they 
weren't going anywhere.  

And then Harrison saw them.  

In the middle of  the mass of  people that surrounded them, just in front of  him and a little to the 
right: His parents. They both had masks on, and his dad was carrying the heavy rake from the 



back yard. They were yelling something. His mom still looked pretty sick. Did they even know 
what they were doing? He wondered. Did they even recognize him or his grandparents? 
 
Harrison looked over at Gramma Rose's face. She looked as pale as a ghost. She had seen them 
too. 

Dr. Faustis started to walk slowly towards them. His smile had returned a little, along with his 
confidence. 

"That's right!" He called out. "You cannot defeat me, nor the army I have created! Even your 
own family is with me now! What then is left for you boy, but to join forces with me and end your 
despair, your angst. Think of  it–my elixir will protect you from any illness, any harm at all… and 
all you need in order to have it is to put on this mask…" 
 
Again, he held out the foul-looking child-faced mask. 

Harrison looked up helplessly at Gramma Rose and Grampa Lewis. The bonfire sank lower than 
it had been all night. 

Suddenly Gramma Rose shouted out: 

"Fear!"  

Harrison and his Grampa looked at each other.  

"That's his weapon, right?” Gramma continued. “So if  we give in to it, we're making him 
stronger. But we can fight him back with its opposite!" 
 
"But how…" Harrison began. 

"Exactly!" Shouted Grampa. "Don't fear him back! That's how he wins! Number one: Don't give 
in–don't fear him, or this army of  sorry vandals he's created. Number two: What's the opposite 
of  fear?" 
 
"Love?" Said Harrison tentatively. He had no intention of  wrapping his arms around any one of  
the enraged people standing in front of  him, no matter what his Grampa had to say on the 
matter. 

"That's right!" Grampa cried out, triumphant. "Don't fear them! Welcome them in! Comfort 
them! Ease their fears. Do whatever you can to reassure them… remind them of  who they are…" 
 
Harrison nodded uncertainly.  

"Look…" He said to the people closest to him, breathing heavily behind their masks, "we're not 
sick. None of  us are. So how can we make you sick? And if  you're really afraid, well go on home 
and stay there. Nobody's coming after you. I promise." 



"Here," said Gramma Rose, "have some cookies! I've made cookies for everyone!" 

And then Grampa Lewis stepped up to one of  the men in the mob. 
 
"Joe," he said, "remember me? We helped you find your dog the time he went missing. And your 
wife brought us a tuna casserole the time Rose Rita fell and sprained her ankle…" 
 
The bonfire was starting to grow again. And Harrison swore that he smelled a strong spicy 
smell… a pipe… just before it shot up once more.  

But Dr. Faustis was still standing. Weaker than before, but still there, still smiling at what lay 
before him. 

"You will never defeat me," he grinned. "You will never…" 
 
And then, out of  nowhere, a girl about Harrison's age came running up the hill. She wore jeans 
and a sweatshirt and had a backpack on her back. Her face was red and she was out of  breath 
and she looked like she had been running for a very long time.  

The girl burst through the gate and ran toward the bonfire. Angry cries of  "where's your mask?" 
went up from the crowd, and she pushed her way through. The people yelled at her, but quickly 
jumped out of  her way as if  she were carrying the Bubonic Plague. She went straight up to 
Harrison.  

"Are you Harrison?" The girl asked, between gasps for air. Harrison nodded, dumbfounded. 

"CubeSquared," she said, thrusting her hand at him. "Pleased to make your acquaintance!"  

He took her hand, and in that moment, the bonfire leapt up once more, the pipe smell became 
overwhelming, and a purple haze filled the entire front yard. The bonfire grew even bigger, and 
cast its light over everything before it. It might as well have been daylight now–a very purple-
tinted daylight.  

Then Harrison watched as the mirror he had brought from the doctor's wagon, the mirror that 
Gramma Rose had thrown into the fire and that Harrison had watched burn up… now floated 
up out of  the fire. The mirror rose high up, above them all, and then turned itself  so that it was 
pointed directly at Dr. Faustis. 

Down on the ground, the doctor was frozen in place. He was looking up at the mirror, transfixed, 
and he was no longer smiling. He looked frightened.  

And then, a light shone out of  the mirror. Harrison thought that it looked like someone had 
pointed the mirror up at the moon and it was now reflecting the light down onto Dr. Faustis. The 
light was too bright for Harrison to look at, so he turned his eyes away. But not before he saw it 



hit the doctor. And in an instant, where the doctor had just been standing, there was nothing but 
a patch of  blackened, charred earth. 



CHAPTER 12

fter the doctor was gone, it took a little while before everyone came back to their senses. 
The great mob of  people that surrounded Harrison and his grandparents–and 
CubeSquared–just stood around looking confused at first. And then some people started 

looking embarrassed and making excuses to leave. The crowd started to thin out. 
 
Harrison heard his parents calling him. They couldn't remember why they were there, so 
Harrison told them that they had all come up for a big Halloween party at Gramma and 
Grampa's house. He told them he wanted to stay a little longer, and they said that was fine, but 
that they'd head home now. 

After everyone else had left, and whatever remained of  the fires had been extinguished, Harrison 
and Gramma and Grampa and CubeSquared all went into the house. They sat around the 
kitchen table drinking pumpkin-spice hot cocoa, and eating Gramma Rose's Halloween cookies. 

"When he found the phone, it was terrifying," said CubeSquared, whose real name was Marie. 
"It genuinely felt like he could have just oozed through the phone lines and been there in the 
room with me. I was scared!" 
 
"But then I figured you'd be the one who'd be in danger–and you didn't even know he'd found 
out! So I ran down to the greyhound station, and I caught the first bus I could get to New 
Zebedee, and, well… here I am!" 
 
"And it's a good thing you did!" Exclaimed Gramma Rose. "Your bravery, and your concern and 
your friendship for Harrison, may well have been just the last push that our spell needed in order 
to succeed!" 

"Grampa," asked Harrison, who was still very shaken up from the whole experience. "If  we 
hadn't succeeded, if  the doctor had won… would he really have had control over the whole 
world? Over everyone?" 
 
"Well," said Gramma Rose, "that's what the spell books say would have happened, if  he had 
completed his spell." 

"But you, my boy," said Grampa Lewis, "you threw a wrench in those plans!" 
 
"How?" 
 
"For whatever reason, you didn't go along with the fear. Somehow, you were 'immune' to it." 

A



Harrison frowned.  
 
"Why was it that I wasn't affected like everyone else?" He asked. 

"I don't know," said Grampa. "But I've been thinking about it, and I think it might have 
something to do with the fact that you've already spent so much of  your life being afraid of  all 
kinds of  things: Bugs, germs… sharks, tornadoes…" 
 
Harrison could feel his cheeks turning red. 

"…and also because you've been confronted with your fears so many times. Unlike a lot of  
people, you can function quite well while you're afraid, because you're used to it." 

"I suspect," said Gramma Rose, "that quite a few of  those other kids at your school have fears 
too. But they've hardly ever had to confront them. So when something comes along that scares 
them, they don't know what to do. It's not a muscle they've ever exercised." 

"Another thing, Harrison," his Grampa continued, "is that you've got a lot of  self  doubt." 
 
"I know," said Harrison, embarrassed. "I need to be more confident. Everyone's always telling me 
that." 
 
"Well, not necessarily," said his Grampa. "Not if  it means being confident without thinking. You 
tend to second-guess yourself  a lot. But that means you also second-guess others too–including 
our Dr. Fustibus. Most other kids would have missed the inconsistencies, the problems with what 
the doctor was telling you. But not you!" 

Harrison tried very hard not to smile when he heard that. 

"Now," said Gramma Rose, "the fact that you didn't respond the way Dr. Futzit expected you to 
tells me that his spell might not have worked anyway. After all, I have to imagine that there would 
be others, like you, who he couldn't control." 

“So, Marie," she now turned to the person Harrison had always thought of  as CubeSquared, and 
who he had not known, until tonight, was a girl. "Where is it you live?" 
 
"Oh I'm up in Milford," she said. "It's not far." 
 
"No it's not," said Gramma Rose. "Maybe we can all come up and visit you sometime!" 
 
"That would be nice," she nodded.  
 
"My goodness!" Gramma exclaimed. "Your poor parents! What must they be thinking?" 
 
"Well, I told them I was going over to a friend's house…" said Marie.  
 



Gramma Rose insisted that she call them right away and let them know where she was, and that 
as it was well after midnight, she might as well spend the night, but to not go into certain rooms, 
which they would tell her about. 
 
"Yeah," said Harrison, "believe me, you don't want that kind of  trouble!" 
 
Gramma Rose and Marie called Marie's parents, who were a little upset at first, but in the end 
said it was just fine that she spent the night, now that they knew who her friend was.  
 
They all sat up talking for a while longer. Grampa uncovered the fact that Marie was actually 
quite good at chess, and so extracted from her a promise that she would also come back to New 
Zebedee on occasion so that they could have a game.  

"Now," said Gramma Rose, as she began to clear the plates away from the table, "you remember 
how we said that all magic comes at a cost?" 
 
Harrison nodded, and Marie looked confused. 

"Well," she continued, "that cost, for me tonight, was a whole lot of  energy. So if  nobody minds, 
I'm going to head off  to bed." 
 
Harrison suddenly felt a little sad.  

"I'm going to miss you guys!" He blurted out. 
 
"Why Harrison, why do you have to?" Asked Gramma Rose. "We're right here. Right up the 
street. You can come over any time." 

"That's right," said Grampa Lewis. "We don't have to be engaged in a battle with eternal evil in 
order to spend time together! Come on over for a game of  chess, or chocolate-chip cookies, or 
just to shoot the breeze!" 

"How often do you have chocolate chip cookies, Grampa Lewis?" 
 
"They're always here, Harrison. Always have been." 

 


