Kegan Shepard
Adventures of The Flying Pancake:



Smaller, Shorter and Unedited


Authors Note:

Before we get to the actual story, I’d like to explain a little bit about what you are going to be reading.  Anything not in Bold was written long ago in my school journal.  While typing this up, I have fixed only spelling, capitalization, and punctuation errors.  Style, word choice, and sentence structure have all remained in their original state so as to give the reader a glimpse as to my level of writing skills at the time.  A second version will be released soon in which I will edit, and complete the story.

Introduction


This is a not so true story about a lady named June Belle.  I am writing this while I am in 8th grade.  I usually don’t like writing, but I started writing this story in my journal at school…  I kind of got hooked with more ideas, so I have to let them out.  Well here goes.

Prologue


My story is about June Belle.  June Belle is a nice caring person, she works at an animal shelter, she has 3 dogs and 5 cats, and volunteers at a homeless shelter.  (Why can’t we all be more like her?)  Well anyway, she was walking down a path in Central Park looking for strays when, all of the sudden, a UFO appeared and brought her up inside.  (In other words, she was abducted)  But that wasn’t the strange part; the strange part was NO ONE SAW HER in the middle of Central Park!  She was floating through the air very slowly and everyone was too busy laughing at a juggler practicing in the park who was not very good.  He kept dropping the balls and, of course, everyone thought that was hilarious.  So, nobody saw poor June Belle floating through the air toward the UFO.

Chapter 1


June Belle found herself floating up through the air.  She could hear the laughter of the crowd and the footsteps of the poor juggler running away, sobbing.  She so wished that she could help him but, there’s not much you can do while you’re caught in a tractor beam flying towards the UFO.  It was taking forever!  When she finally got close to the ship, she found out it wasn’t a UFO, it was a UFP, an Unidentified Flying Pancake!  She made it aboard and saw an alien.  He looked like a 3-foot human with pointy ears and 4 fingers on each hand.  June Belle screamed at the sight of him.  Now she could see another alien.


They seemed to be in pain when she screamed.  The one on the left turned to the other and said, “See, I told you this was the wrong form.  We are way too short with only 8 fingers instead of 10.  What’s with the ears anyway?  Pointy?!  How many times must I tell you the creatures from these books don’t live on any of the planets were allowed to go on!”


“I’m so very sorry big brother.” replied the alien on the right, “You know how I get caught up in those big illustrated books.  My mind starts to only think about ‘The Quest of the Elves’, and I start to really mess up.”


“Never mind.  We’d better introduce ourselves.  I’m Rex.”


“And I’m Tim.”  Said the other one


“Oh, well, um, nice to meet you, I guess.”  Said June Belle nervously.  She glanced around nervously, trying to avoid their eyes.  She realized she was in a huge farm.  It seemed to go on forever.  She saw some farmers acting strangely.  One was driving a tractor forward and then in reverse.  Then the same thing again.  She called out to him, but he didn’t seem to hear.  She called out again, “Hello.  Can you hear me?!”  Still just going back and forth.


“Um excuse me,” Interjected the alien.


June jumped.  She had forgotten about the aliens.


“They Can’t hear you.  Dad won’t let us make them interact with others.” Said Tim.


“Oh!  They’re holograms!  Wait, how old are you two?” Inquired June.


“Um, 36?”  Said Rex.


“I don’t think so,” said June.  “I think you are kids who are going to be in big trouble if your parents find out what you’ve done.”


“Awww.  We’s was just havin’ fun.” Whined Rex “We’s wasn’t gonna hurt you or nothing.”


“Yeah, we didn’t mean no harm by it,” interrupted Tim “please don’t tell dad, pleeaasse.”


June would have answered, but at that moment the setting around them changed.  They were in a dark hall with many armed alien guards.


The one who looked like the leader laughed a very cynical laugh, “HA ha ha ha ha.  Now I’ve captured the sons of the chief of Fudge.”


“Where’s Fudge?  What’s he talking about?  And I thought you said your dad wouldn’t let you make them react to others.”  Said a very confused June Belle.  The children, who looked very frightened, were huddled on the floor, shaking.


Tim replied, “Fudge is our home and our dad is the chief and this isn’t a hologram.  Th-th-this is a space-ship of our dad’s enemy, Zorlath.”

“That’s right little boy, “Sneered Zorlath, “I’m going to hold you hostage until your ‘dad’ surrenders the planet.  Hoo ha ha ha.  Take them away.  I’ll see to them later.  Now, I have more important things to do.  Whoo ha ha ha ha.”  As Zorlath and most of his men left, a few stayed behind and took all three of them and threw them in a cell.  

June Belle could always keep calm in a situation so she sat and thought.  The children, however, just sat huddled and shaking and crying.  June Belle decided to go and comfort the kids.  After a little while, the kids calmed down.  They all got to talking and soon knew much about each other.  June Belle learned the two kids were both princes.  One, Tim, could change the form of any being.  The other, Rex, could make a big cloud that knocked out victims.  She learned that both Tim’s and Rex’s talents had drawbacks.  Tim could only change beings that wanted to be changed, but then he could change them to whatever he wanted.  Rex could only knock out beings that inhaled the gas.  She told them much about herself also.  June Belle was brought up in an orphanage.  Her mother and father were (of course) killed in a car accident.  She saw all the kids who came in.  Many of them were in very sad shape.  She would have told them more but they had been joined by a small weak alien.  He looked at them and said, “Oh, don’t mind me, I’ve been here for a very long time, and no one ever notices me.  I notice them though.  I usually hide in the walls, but when I heard her talking about seeing people come in and being in bad shape.  Well, I, uh. I thought she was me.”


“How could I be you?” asked June.


“I dunno, you see, I’m not very smart, that’s unless I’m excited, which can only happen once a day, when I see that I lived through the night.”


“Why wouldn’t you?” inquired June Belle.

“What?”


“Why wouldn’t you live through the night?”


“Oh, um.  Well, I uh…”


“C’mon, tell us” squeaked Tim.


“Oh fine!” he yelled.  Then, in a grumble, he said, “I have Apneatrix.”


The twins both gasped.


“What?” asked June Belle.


“A-a-a-apneatrix.” Whispered Rex.


“What’s that?”


“Apneatrix.” said Tim, “It’s a spell that only a very powerful person can cast.”


“The only one that I know of is a hermit on the planet Peelson.” Gasped Rex weakly.


“He gets his power from the rocks deep in eronson cave.” said the alien, “I used to haul out the rocks for him… but I dropped one and broke it.  He got mad and cast that spell on me.  Now I dream about being chased by Zorgs with lasers.  If I don’t wake up before I’m shot, I die!”  The alien began to cry.


“Oh, that’s a horrible thing to do!” exclaimed June, “That’s just the most terrible thing I’ve ever heard, but how did you end up here?”


“Oh.  That.  Well, after about 20 nights of that, I started running from every Zorg I saw.”


“They arrested you for that?!”


“Sure, they got suspicious.  They thought I had some mysterious magic that changed rocks into some sort of poison.”


“Oh,” said June Belle, “can you really do that?”


“NO!”


“Oh, sorry”


“But they think I can.  That’s why I’m here.”


“Oh, didn’t you tell them it wasn’t you?”


“Yes.  Do you think they’d believe me?”


“Oh, well.  I guess not.”


“Oh, I have an idea,” said Tim.


“Shut your yapper Tim!” yelled Rex.


“Rex.” Said June, “Let him talk.”


“Why, he always has stupid ideas,” said Rex.


“Hey,” said Tim, “What about when we picked up June?”


“Look where we are now!” yelled Rex.


“Yeah, so,” said Tim, “What’s your point?”


“You always have dumb ideas!”


“Not always.”


“YES, ALWAYS!!”


“Rex, be quiet,” interjected June, “let him talk.”


“Fine, but I warned you.” Said Rex.


“Thank you,” said Tim.  “Now, my idea is that we, we being Rex and I, change him to look like one of the guards.”


“Him?” Asked Rex.


“Well, if it’s not you then it’s someone else.  How many other ‘hims’ are there in here?”


“Well, technically I’m not a him.” Said the little alien.


“Oh, what are you? And for that matter, who are you?”


“Oh!  I’m sorry.  I forgot.  I’m Nampeelson, but you can call me Namp for short.  I’m a Cainmosni.  My father is Peelst’nseodnosym, and my mother is Peelst’nseodnosymsidnabsuhym.”


“What? Asked Tim.  “Peel-some-mashed-potatoes?”


“No, Peelst’nseodnosymsidnabsuhym.”


“Whatever.”


“How about you Tim?  Rex?


“Well, my Father is the chief of the planet Fudge.” Said Rex.


“Mine too.” Said Tim in awe.  “Wow”


“Shut up Tim,” said Rex, “we both have the same father.”


“Oh yeah,” said Tim, “I forgot.


“That’s alright.” Said June.  “We all make mistakes.”


“Not as many as he does.”


“Rex, please be nice!” said June.  “Now, as you were saying?”


“Yes.” Said Rex, “My father is the chief of the planet Fudge.”


“You said that already.”


“Oh, yes I did, didn’t I?”


“Yes.”


“Okay, let’s see… hmmm…  Oh yes.  My mother is the wife of the chief of Fudge, which is my father.  She is the most beautiful Fudgling on Fudge.  It is said that when she was born, Fudge became a planet with three suns rather than the two we had before.”


Tim, having heard all this before, starts looking around the jail cell.  He found that the door was solid nefron bars, unbreakable by anything short of powerful magic, that none of them had.  He also found that there were no toilet facilities!


“He interrupted Rex, who was just about to tell them about their grandfather’s brother’s nephew’s cousin’s dog’s name and birthday.  “Hey Rex, nobody cares about your brother’s sister’s grandmother’s dog.”


“That’s brother’s nephew’s cousin’s dog”


“Whatever!  Anyway, I’ve been exploring and I’ve found out two things.  One, there are no toilets.  And two, we have to get out of here!”


“Okay, okay.  How do you propose to do that?  Oh wait, maybe we could just ask the guards nicely, is that your plan?”


“Well…”


That won’t work,” Interjected Namp.  “I’ve tried that a few hundred times.”


“A few hundred!” exclaimed June.


“Well I’m not all that smart you know.”


“Oh yeah, well, anyway…  Tim!”


“Yes?”


“Didn’t you have an idea”


“What?  About changing Namp into a guard or something like that?”


“Oh, no.  I could never do that.” Said Namp, “I would be too scared of myself.”


“What?” asked Rex incredulously, “Why would you be afraid of yourself?”


“I am deathly afraid of Zorgs.”


“But you wouldn’t be a Zorg, you would just look like one.” Said June sympathetically.


“That’s enough to make me scared, as I said, I’m not very smart.  I might forget that I’m not a Zorg.”


“Oh, you’re hopeless.” Said Rex.


“Wait!  I have another idea,” yelled Tim, “What if we change the bars or wall to form a door?”


“That’s a great idea, Tim!” said June.


“No It’s not!” yelled Rex.


“Why not?”


“Because… um… because…”


“Because what?”


“I know”, said Tim.


“What?  Wasn’t it your idea in the first place?”


“Yeah, but now that I think about it, I realize it won’t work.”


“Why not?” asked Rex.


“Because, the thing we change have to want to be changed.”


“Well, we could convince it.”


“Rex, bars don’t think.  So they can’t want.” Said June.


Tim brightened, “Yes, but at the same time they can’t not want, can they?”


“No, I guess not.”


“They still have to want.” Said Rex.


“Are you sure?” asked Tim, “Maybe they just have to not not want to be changed.”


“Come one Tim,” Said Rex, “Don’t be dumb.”


“Hey, he may have a point.” Said June, “Have you ever tried to change something that couldn’t want?”


“Well, no… but I know it can’t happen.”


“Why?” asked June softly.


“Because I do!” snapped Rex


“Just try it.  What’s the worst that could happen?!”


“I could be wrong!”


“It’s alright to be wrong.” Said June.  She was getting a little tired of the attitudes of these two little aliens.  They were sweet, but Tim was a little insecure, and Rex was really overpowering.


“All right,” said Tim, “I have an idea that will make everyone happy.  Let’s assume that we couldn’t change things that couldn’t want before, but now we can.  That way Rex is still right, but we are free to go.”


“What a wonderful idea!”


“Yeah!” said Rex.


“It is?” asked Tim sheepishly.


“Of course it is!” said Rex, “You’re not so stupid after all.”


“Awww.  Thanks Rex.  Commere and give me a hug.”


“What?!  NO.  I mean, I don’t think we should go that far just yet.”

“Ok, I guess you’re right.”

Namp had listened to enough of this, he decided he should say something.  “I did?  Ok, whatever.  Um… maybe we should stop talking and go do cartwheels.”

“What?”  They all asked in unison.

“What do you mean?” Asked Tim.

“I think he means we should stop talking and get out of here.” Said June.

“Uh… yeah.  I guess that’s what I meant.”  Namp was very confused.

“Anyway, why don’t you try those bars Rex?”

“Ok.  Hmm.  Let’s see.  What should I turn them into?” asked Rex.  He thought long and hard, but couldn’t think of anything to turn them into.

“How about something useful? Suggested June.

“Or something fun?” Suggested Tim.

“Or something evil?”

“What?”

They looked around.  Zorlath was standing outside the cell smiling.  “You spent too much time arguing.  Your little plan would have worked.”

“How do you know?” Asked June.  “For that Matter, how do you even know what our plan is?”

“Well, I don’t.  I just assumed that you were planning something.”

“Now Zorlath, you know what they say about assuming.”

Zorlath looked down at his feet.  “It makes an A..”

“Fool”

“… Fool out of you and me.”

“Right”

“So, you weren’t planning anything?”

“As a matter of fact we were.”

Zorlath got very upset.  “Then why did we have to go through all that about the foolume?”

“Foolume?”

“Well, you wanted me to say fool rather than…”

“Zorlath!”

Anyway, you wanted me to say fool instead of that other word.  So, I replaced it.”

“You don’t have to… Oh never mind.  Now, let’s get a  few things straight.  First, what gives you the right to pick on little kids?”

“Well, they are my sworn enemies.”

“No they aren’t!  They’re father is.  What have the two precious princes done to deserve this?”

“We didn’t do nuthin’,” said Rex, gaining a little confidence, “we just wanted to have fun.”

“Fine!”  Yelled Zorlath as an evil grin crept onto his face.  “I’ll let you go.”

“And secondly…” June looked up startled.  “What?  Just like that?”

“Yes.” The evil grin changed to a full fledged evil smile, complete with the eye twinkle.

June didn’t trust this, but she had no choice.  “All right, give us back our ship and we’ll depart in peace.”

“Very well,” said Zorlath, “follow me and I will give you your ship.”

As they walked down the hall June could hear Zorlath laughing evilly under his breath.  She did not like this at all.

They entered the docking station where their ship had been taken.  There were 10 other ships that filled this huge room.  Looking around, June could tell that this room was bigger than the entire city of New York!  The entire ship must be huge!

“Now, get in and go HOME!” Yelled Zorlath.

Rex, Tim, Nampeelson, and June all started walking up the ramp to the ship.

“Let’s get out of here!” Yelled Tim.

Chapter 2

June looked around her dull apartment and sighed.  She often thought about the adventure she had shared with Tim, Rex, and Namp.  “Those were the best of times, those were the worst of times.”


Just then, her two adorable grandchildren ran up.  “Gramma, gramma! Tell us ‘bout the aleens again.”

“Again?  But you’ve heard it so many times, you’ve practically got it memorized!”

“We wanna hear ‘bout the aleens!  We wanna hear about the aleens!”  The two began to throw the biggest fit this universe had seen since that day when Rex wouldn’t let Tim drive the ship.  June finally gave in and told the story.

Chapter 3

Many years ago, I met a couple of young aliens: Tim and Rex.  We were all prisoners of Zorlath, the sworn enemy of Tim and Rex’s father.  I didn’t know why he let us go then, but he did and we flew away as fast as we could.

I wandered around the ship.  I hadn’t really looked at the ship before because I had been too scared.  Now that I know Tim and Rex, I felt more at ease, so I explored the space ship.

I came into a big room that was completely empty except for a million lights covering all the walls, the ceiling and the floor.

I saw a button on the wall that said “Ice Cream”, and I suddenly realized that I hadn’t eaten at all in the past day.  I pressed the button and found myself in a weird ice cream parlor.  It was just like Uncle Vinny’s Ice Cream parlor that I used to go to when I was a kid.  Except for the people, if you can call them that.  The guy behind the counter faintly reminded me of Uncle Vinny, except he was green and had 38 arms.  However weird he looked, it was nothing compared to the customers.  Vinny was serving ice cream to 19 people at a time, so I saw a lot of people going in and out of the store.  Their forms ranged from almost human looking bipeds to creatures that only existed in theory.  I later found out that these were called Sodriewmaercecievoli (pronounced “Hamburger”) I was particularly interested in the ones that seemed to be a concept or theory.  I tried to ask Vinny about them, but he ignored my question and said, “What Flavor?”  I remembered again that I was hungry so I told him, “Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough with sprinkles and a cherry.”  Even before I finished saying it, he had served it and was holding out a cone.  In fact, it was so fast that I thought it was for someone else.  He just kept serving other people with his arm outstretched holding the cone.

  I looked around and reluctantly took it.  His arm immediately swung back and began scooping and serving again.  I looked around for a place to sit, but all the seats were taken and the aisles were filling fast.  I realized that I would have to get out quick.  I looked around and spotted the door, there seemed to be a momentary lapse in the rush to get ice cream.  I ran for the door, and all of the sudden, I bumped into something.  It wasn’t a physical bump, but more of a psychological bump, as of a thought being run over by a car.  I quickly realized that I had hit one of the “theory” creatures that I had been asking about before.

I bent over to see if he was hurt, but, of course, I couldn’t see him.  I thought hard about what to do; I couldn’t just leave him.


Finally I got down on my knees to see if I could feel him, but as soon as I did, I felt an overwhelming sense of sadness wash over me.  I jumped up to my feet, tears streaming down my cheeks.  I had never felt so sad in my life.  It was as if everything on earth had just died a horrible agonizing death while I was watching.

I took a few minutes to recollect myself.  Just then a man came up to me and asked me what was wrong.  I told him about the bump and the horrible sadness I felt when I got down to see if it was hurt.

“Ah, that’s just an infinity spiral.” He said, as if it was nothing.  “It appears when a Sodriewmaercecievoli is killed.  What happened was you got too close to it and your happiness spiraled down towards infinity.  Don’t worry about it, I’ll take care of it.”

Then, he took out a small spoon, and scooped it through the air.

“There ya go.  Safe again.”

I would have bent down to confirm that it was gone, but I couldn’t bear the thought that the sadness might still be there.  My thoughts were soon interrupted by the man speaking again.

“I’m sorry, I forgot to introduce myself.  I’m Joe.”

“E-O-J.  Eoj?”

“What?”

“Never mind.  I’m… I mean, my name is June.  June Belle.”

“Excuse me?”

“June Belle.  It’s my first and last name.”

“What’s a last name?”

“Oh, it’s a… uh… well, it’s like a name.”

“I gathered that much.”

I started to blush.   Everyone I knew had a last name, but when asked what a last name was, I was at a loss

Then I started to remember.  It was something someone had told me as a child.

“I think a last name was used to describe someone’s job a long time ago.  Eventually people just passed it down to their children, regardless of their profession.  For example, a blacksmith might have the last name of ‘Smith’  and a fisherman might be called ‘fisher’.”

“So, your ancestors were bells?”

“Uh…  I don’t think so.”

“Oh, so they made bells?”

“Maybe…  You know what, forget what I said.  Last names are just a convenience to help identify families.”

“Families?”

There was a lot that Joe didn’t know about our culture, I realized.  Though he looked just like a human, he was much different.

Joe and I talked for a while.  Joe told me of his home planet and its culture.  I explained about families, neighbors, friends, and the part Joe had the hardest time with, middle names.

“Now wait.  I know about first names, and I’m beginning to understand the use of last names, but what good are middle names?”

“I’m no expert, but in my experience, middle names tend to be the parents second choice for a first name, or a name meant to honor a friend of ancestor.”

This is the end of the original version; it was cut short due to my English class ending.  I hope to continue and finish the story in the revised edition. 

In the new version, I will most likely change the names of June, Rex, Tim, and Joe, as these names were only meant as placeholders so I could come up with real ones as the characters became more defined.  Any suggestions, criticisms, or editing remarks are welcome.
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