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In Falcon Quinn and the Black Mirror,  Falcon,  Pearl, Megan, Destynee, and Jonny 

Frankenstein head out into the castle one night in order to try to retrieve Quimby, their 

head-in-a-jar, who has managed to escape his “crystal” and is now floating like a helium 

balloon toward the Tower of Souls.  They’re also in search of Lincoln Pugh, a young 
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were-bear, who has transformed into his terrible bear form and is now wandering around 

the castle.  In the published version of Falcon Quinn,  we only follow the adventure of 

Falcon and Megan, as they ascend the Tower of Souls and enter its mysterious 

clockworks.  Later, when they’re re-united with Pearl, Destynee and Jonny, their three 

friends refuse to discuss what happened to them in the Tower of Science, where they 

searched for Lincoln Pugh; they only state that something terrible happened to them in 

the tower, in a room called Chamber X.   

 Here, as a special feature of Falconquinn.com, we present the skin-crawling truth 

about the events in Chamber X.  Read on—if you dare. 

 

 

Pearl, Destynee, and Jonny climbed up the stairs toward the Tower of Science.  

This staircase, unlike the one in the Tower of Aberrations, was lit with flickering 

torches, mounted on the wall.  The circular stair brought them to a small landing 

with three doors, all three of them clawed by the wear-bears paws..  The door to 

the left was marked  BRAIN RESEARCH & STORAGE; the one in the middle  

THE B , ROOM, and the third REGENERATION LABORATORY.   

 “Another mystery presents itself,” said Pearl.  “Surely this bear cannot 

have gone through all three doors?” 

 “Let’s split up,” said Jonny. 

 “Are you—sure?” said Destynee.  “Isn’t there, like—safety in numbers?” 

 “We just need to figure out which way Lincoln went,” said Jonny. “Then 

we meet back here.  No more than three minutes? Okay everybody?” 
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 “Very well,” said Pearl.  “But Senorita Destynee is correct. We should not 

stray far from one another.” 

 “I’ll check out the Lab,” said Jonny. 

 “I’ll take—B flat Room, I guess,” said Destynee.   

 Pearl nodded. “And I shall investigate the chamber where brains are 

stored.” 

 They placed their hands together, briefly, and then each of them opened 

one of the doors before them.  Destynee stepped into the B  Room with some 

relief that she had not had to venture alone into the Regeneration Laboratory or 

the Brain Storage room, whatever these might be.  

 The B  Room was dark, and she fumbled by the door for a moment, 

looking for a light switch.  Then her fingers found some switches and she flicked 

them on.  She was in a bare chamber that contained several music stands, all of 

which had been knocked over  and  smashed flat on the floor.  The walls 

contained photographs of what looked like a singing group, the B s, although 

none of the photographs was more recent than the early 1920s, from the looks of 

it.  Destynee reached down and picked up a page of sheet music that lay on the 

floor; it was for a song entitled Come Josephine in My Flying Machine. 

 The B  Room seemed extremely warm, compared to the rest of the castle, 

and Destynee felt a little sweat trickle down the side of her temple.  There was a 

circular door in the far wall, and she walked over to it and pulled on the handle.  

The door was locked, although there was a clipboard next to the door that said,  

Miss Muffet last fed  7 AM March 10.   
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 It was a pretty fair bet, Destynee thought, that Lincoln had not gone 

through this way, since he’d surely have clawed up the far door if he had.  She 

headed back to the door through which she’d entered,  relatively certain that she 

could tell the others that Lincoln had taken another path.  She reached for the 

doorknob, but found that the door had locked behind her as she entered. 

 “Hello?” she said. “Guys?”  There was no sound from the hallway;  both 

Jonny and Pearl were apparently still off in the other chambers.  Destynee 

sighed, annoyed, and a little frightened, and remarked, again, on how extremely 

hot the B  Room was.  In fact, as she stood there now she realized that the floor 

seemed to be increasing in temperature below her feet.   There was a small red 

light next to the switches on the door, and below the light was a tiny sign that 

read: IRON HEATING. 

 Destynee stared at the light for a few seconds.  Then she said, quietly,  

“Iron heating?” 

 At this moment she realized that the floor had become so hot that it was 

not comfortable to stand in one place too long, even with her shoes on. Destynee 

started to do a kind of dance, hopping on one foot and then on the other.  She 

rushed toward the door and pulled on it again, rattling the doorknob back and 

forth, and beginning to yell.  “Jonny?  Pearl?  Are you there?  Help!  I’m in 

trouble!” 

 But there was no reply from the hall.  Destynee pounded on the door with 

her palm, then her fist.  Next to the door was the set of switches she had flicked 

earlier, and in her panic, she began to flick these up and down.  After a moment 
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there was a heavy groaning sound, of iron gears beginning to slowly mesh 

against each other. 

 And then the ceiling began to slowly descend toward the floor.   

 THE B  Room,  Destynee thought.  She’d assumed this was the place 

where some old singing group had its rehearsals.  

 But she’d been wrong about this, she now realized, as the iron ceiling 

continued to descend toward the floor, and the temperature increased.  She’d 

made a very common error, the kind almost anybody could make by failing to 

take things literally enough. 

 Turns out: the B  Room was a room where, if you stayed too long? You’d 

be flat.  

 • 

 Pearl buzzed into the Brain Research & Storage Room.  It was hard to see 

anything within the dark chamber, so she flew over to the wall next to the door 

and flicked the switches.  A moment later, the room filled with a soft blue light, 

and Pearl looked around at the room’s contents.  There was row upon row of tall 

metal shelving, from floor to ceiling, and upon the shelves were large glass jars 

filled with translucent liquid.  Floating, half-suspended in the murk, were 

hundreds, perhaps thousands of brains, pink and grey. 

   Pearl’s mouth dropped open as she beheld the vast inventory. The 

organs were briefly described on the outside of each jar:   RHINOSCEROS 

BRAIN.  LEMUR BRAIN.  SCARLET TANAGER BRAIN. HYENA BRAIN. 

MONGOOSE BRAIN.  GOLDEN RETRIEVER BRAIN.  

 In the middle row was an empty jar marked  CHUPAKABRA. 
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 Pearl heard the door close and lock behind her, and spun around to see 

that she was no longer alone in the room.  A large, somewhat clumsy looking 

robot was standing in front of the closed door, with a large bubble-type head and 

two long arms that resembled the exhaust tubes from a clothes dryer. At the end 

of these arms were hooks.   

 “CHUPAKABRA BRAIN REPLACEMENT EXPERIMENT,” the robot 

said.  “BEENK BEENK BEENK.  STEP ONE, CAPTURE CHUPAKABRA.” 

 “Surely you are joking, Mister Antique Robot!” shouted Pearl.  “The brain 

of la Chupakabra is not for replacing!  The brain of—“ 

 At this moment, however, a small panel opened from the side of the 

robot’s body, at the end of which was something that looked like a ping-pong 

paddle coated with a sticky, adhesive material, like flypaper. The paddle, 

mounted on a flexible, extendable rod,  swept rapidly through the air, and Pearl’s 

feet were instantly glued to the flat surface.  The robot retracted the paddle, as 

Pearl struggled against the sticky goo, and lights flashed across the machine’s 

bubble-top. 

 “STEP TWO,” said the robot.  “PREPARE KANGAROO BRAIN FOR 

IMPLANTATION INTO SUBJECT.”  It stepped forward and placed the paddle 

on the flat surface of a large piece of apparatus.  The robot flicked some switches 

on the machine’s control panel, and a set of small arms unfolded and held Pearl 

motionlessly upon an operating table.   

 “You shall not approach la Chupakabra!  You shall release me at once 

from this imprisoning device, or you shall feel the sting of poison!” 

 The robot said, “BEENK BEENK BEENK” and lumbered over to the wall 

of brains, removing one that said KANGAROO BRAIN:  ABNORMAL.  It 
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reached into the jar with its hooklike fingers, and lifted the kangaroo brain out of 

the liquid.  Then it spun around and walked back to the apparatus and placed 

the brain on a flat surface next to the place where Pearl was being held 

stationary.  “You shall release me now!” said Pearl.  “Or die a thousand deaths!” 

 The robot flicked some more switches, and then a mechanical arm with a 

claw at its tip, like something from an arcade booth at a country fair,  sprang to 

life, picked up the kangaroo brain, and raised it several feet off the table.  An 

indicator light lit up on the apparatus:  BRAIN READY FOR IMPLANTATION. 

 “STEP THREE,” said the robot.  “REMOVE CHUPAKABRA BRAIN!” 

 The robot threw a lever next to Pearl, and she could bend her abdomen 

just enough to imbed her stinger in the hoselike arms of the robot.  But her 

stinger just glanced off the robot’s metal arms, and had no effect on the cyborg 

whatsoever. 

 “So it is to be this doom, then ,” said Pearl.  “Imprisoned like a housefly,  

the stinger’s deadly poison a weapon of no use against this metallic foe!  If this—

is to be my fate, then--  I shall welcome death!  Without fear I face this black turn of 

events, and to you, Mr. Robot, I say, I shall take my revenge upon you yet!  I 

die—unconquered!  Unbeaten!  Unbowed!!” 

 The robot stood there looking at her for a moment, as if taking this in.  

Lights blinked on and off within its bubble-top.   

 Then it said, “BEENK BEENK BEENK,” and picked up a circular saw.  

There was a sharp, clashing, metallic sound as the saw’s jagged teeth began to 

whirl.   

 “REMOVE BRAIN,” said the robot.  “REMOVE BRAIN.  REMOVE 

BRAIN!” 
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 • 

  

 Jonny walked into the room marked Rengeration Laborotory.  This was a 

large stone chamber, lit by torches mounted into the wall.  There was an 

abundance of laboratory equipment strewn around—beakers and Bunsen 

burners,  large electric dynamos with thick cables running into and out of them.  

There was a set of heavy, old-fashioned electrical throw-switches on the side of 

the dynamos.  On an opposite wall were hundreds of small vials marked with 

the chemicals they contained, from ARGON to ZIRCONIUM.  Scattered on the 

table were a number of reference books, including SPIDER CARE AND 

FEEDING and YOU CAN BUILD A SCREECH OWL!   

 It was clear enough that Lincoln Pugh had indeed gone this way.  There 

were scratch marks on the floor and walls, and on one of the laboratory tables,  

beakers and test tubes lay smashed up into shards.   

 In the middle of the room was a flat table, covered with a sheet.  There 

was a lumpy, misshapen form beneath the sheet, and wires running from the 

dynamos led to this form and back again to the power source.  Lights on the 

control panel flickered red, then yellow.   

 Jonny pulled off the sheet.  There, lying on the table, was Lincoln Pugh, 

the were-bear, snoring softly.  

 From a nearby room, Jonny heard the sound of Pearl’s voice, raised in 

defiance and alarm.  Jonny dropped the sheet and followed the sound of Pearl’s 

voice into the room marked  BRAIN RESEARCH AND STORAGE.  He swung 

open the door to find a robot heading toward Pearl with a circular saw.  The 

Chupakabra’s feet were stuck in some kind of gooey flypaper material.  The 
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brain of some creature was suspended next to Pearl in the claw of a mechanical 

arm. 

 The robot turned toward Jonny and said “BEENK BEENK BEENK.  

INTRUDER DETECTED.  INTRUDER DETECTED.”  It began to stagger toward 

Jonny with the circular saw. 

 “Senor Jonny, your arrival at this moment is opportune!” shouted Pearl.   

 Jonny took several steps toward the robot, then paused, taking in the 

situation.  The robot took two more steps toward him.  It raised the circular saw 

in the air. 

 Then Jonny raised his hands up, palms facing the cyborg, and all at once a 

pair of twisting electrical bolts shot out of his palms and consumed the robot 

from foot to bubble-top.  There was a smoking and crackling sound, and then the 

robot listed to the left, dropping the saw.  The arms went limp, and all the lights 

on the robot went dark.  

 Jonny lowered his hands and the lightening he was generating ceased.  At 

this moment Pearl’s feet were freed from the flypaper, which was apparently 

powered by some sort of electrical device as well. She flew into the air 

triumphantly and shouted, “And so!  Jonny Frankenstein and la Chupakabra 

have defeated this clanky stink-robot with his hoses and fart-bubbles!  He has 

fallen in shame before the onslaught of Senor Frankenstein and his ally—la 

Chupakabra! The famous goatsucker of Peru!” 

 “You okay, Pearl?” said Jonny. 

 “This was a shave of closeness!” she said. “I had already resigned myself 

to the brain of a kangaroo!” 
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 Jonny looked at the vast inventory of brains resting in their jars of murk 

upon the shelves.   “Whoa,” he said.  “They sure got a lotta brains.” 

 “They have one brain fewer than they expected,” said Pearl.  “What was 

this lightening charge that I saw you create? Surely this is a power of some 

magnificence!” 

 Jonny shrugged. “It’s just this thing I can do,” he said.  “Generating a 

reverse charge.  I’m like a—what do you call it—a defibulator.” 

 “Surely your powers of defibulation are unequalled. As is your efficiency 

at destroying robots of evil purpose!” 

 “Whatever,” said Jonny.  But at this moment they heard another scream, 

and the grinding of gears coming from somewhere nearby. 

 Jonny and Pearl looked at each other.  “Destynee,” said Jonny. 

 “There is trouble in the THE B  Room,” said Pearl, and the two of them 

ran from the brain room toward the hallway.   

 For a moment the Brain Research and Storage Center stood in stillness and 

silence, except for the almost inaudible plipping of a few stray formaldehyde 

drops falling from the kangaroo brain, held in its mechanical claw, back onto the 

black lab table.  Then a few lights flickered on in the bubble-top of the robot, and 

it stood erect once more.  “BEENK BEENK BEENK” it said. “COMMENCING 

REPAIRS!” 

 • 

 Jonny and Pearl rushed toward the B  Room, and flung open the door.  

Destynee was doing what looked like a tap dance on the floor, jumping from one 

foot to the other.  Jonny and Pearl did not see the ceiling rising back to its former 
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position, did not hear the sound of the whirring electronic machinery as it 

ground to a halt. 

 “What are you goofing around for?” said Jonny.  “Come on, I found 

Lincoln.” 

 “Goofing around?” said Destynee, stunned.  “I’m not—“ 

 “Surely this is not the time for you to practice tap dancing,” said Pearl.  

“This is the time for—“ 

 “I wasn’t tap dancing, “ said Destynee.  “I was trying to keep from being 

flattened, and toasted into a panini!” 

 The floor was remarkably cool now.  Jonny looked around at the paintings 

of the nineteenth century singing groups on the wall.  “Where’s that door go?” 

he said, looking at the far wall. 

 “It’s—locked—“ said Destynee.  “But seriously.  The ceiling was—“ 

 “Let us get Lincoln Pugh, and trade the stories of our calamities when the 

were-bear is secure,” said Pearl.  “You are not the only one who has had a 

misadventure.” 

 “A misadventure?” said Destynee.  “That’s what you call almost being 

squashed like a pancake?” 

 “Pearl got captured by this robot,” said Jonny.  “Almost wound up with a 

kangaroo brain.” 

 Destynee rolled her eyes in annoyance, then did a doubletake.  

“Seriously?” 

 “Fortunately,” said Pearl, as the three of them moved down the hallway 

back toward the lab,  “our friend Senor Jonny turns out to have a secret weapon.” 

 “What kind of weapon?” said Destynee. 
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 “It’s just this thing I can do,” said Jonny. 

 “He has the power of lightening,” said Pearl.  “He summons forth 

electricity, like Thor, god of Thunder!” 

 “It’s no big deal,” said Jonny. 

 “Lightening?” said Destynee.  “You’ve got lightening powers, and you 

didn’t tell anybody?” 

 Jonny shrugged.  “Nobody asked.” 

 They opened the door back to the lab, where once more they beheld the 

electrical dynamos against the walls, the desks strewn with notebooks, the large 

shelf containing elements and compounds in glass jars.  At the center of the room 

was the table,  the sheet now strewn upon the floor. 

 Lincoln Pugh was missing. 

 The door on the far wall closed.  This was followed, a moment later, by 

the sounds of a were-bear growling. They heard heavy paws scrabbling up a 

staircase. 

 “Get your stinger ready, Pearl,” said Jonny.  “There he goes.” 

 Destynee was looking around at the laboratory.  “I’m so thirsty,” she said, 

picking up a can of orange soda lying on a lab table.  “You have no idea how hot 

it was, in that B  room.” 

 “Don’t drink that,” said Jonny, as Destynee raised the can to her lips. 

 “What?” she said, lowering the can. 

 “You don’t know what that is,” he said. “It could be anything.” 

 “It’s just a soda,” said Destynee.   
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 “I think we should trust Senor Jonny in this,” said Destynee.  “Speaking as 

one who has nearly exchanged brains with a kangaroo, I think that we might 

well be prudent in our actions!” 

 “Fine,” said Destynee, putting the can back down. 

 They walked toward the door where Lincoln Pugh had gone. 

 “Stinger ready?” said Jonny. 

 “The stinger is always ready!” said Pearl. 

 “That’s funny,” said Destynee. 

 “What?” said Jonny. 

 “Nothing,” said Destynee.  “I just—“ 

 At this moment her skin turned to a glowing, almost liquid consistency, 

and moved, like a rainbow of oil upon a puddle of rainwater.  A moment later, 

Destynee morphed into Abraham Lincoln.  “Four score and seven years ago—“ she 

said. 

 Jonny and Destynee, walking ahead of her, did not see this 

transformation.  They paused for a moment, then turned back. “What?” said 

Jonny.  But just before this, she became herself again.  She looked back at them, 

uncertain.  

 “What what?” 

 “You said something.” 

 “No I didn’t.” 

 “Please, comrades!” said Pearl.  “We must continue our pursuit of the 

were bear!” 

 “I’m not stopping us,” said Destynee.  The others turned to go up the 

stairs once more, and while their backs were turned, Destynee suddenly 
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morphed into Bob Dylan.  “You’ve got a lotta nerve—“ Bob sang.  “To say you are 

my friend!” 

 Pearl and Jonny paused on the stairs, and looked back at Destynee, who 

morphed at that exact moment, back into herself once more. “What?” said Jonny. 

 “I should not think that this is the time to be questioning our friendship!” 

said Pearl. 

 “What are you talking about?” 

 “What are you talking about?”  

 “Can we just go, please?” said Jonny.   

 “Fine,” said Pearl. 

 “Fine,” said Destynee.  

 But even as they took another step, Destynee morphed into Mary Poppins.  

“In every job to be done!” she said. “There is an element of fun.  You find the fun, 

and SNAP!  The job’s a---“  Before she could finish her sentence, however, she 

turned directly from Mary Poppins into Ringo Starr.  “I got blisters on me 

fingers!” he shouted.  

 “Shut up,” said Jonny, turning to Destynee, but Destynee wasn’t there.  

She had turned into Pearl, and looked at Jonny and said, “I am—the famous 

goatsucker of Peru!” 

 The real Pearl paused and looked back at this duplicate of herself.  “You 

are no such thing!” she said. “It is I who am the famous goatsucker of Peru!” 

 “You are a liar and a coward!” shouted the Destynee-duplicate. 

 “Oh no,” said Jonny.  “There’s two of them.” 

 “There are not two!” said Pearl and Destynee, in unison. “There is only 

one—la Chupakabra!” 
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 But at this moment, Destynee morphed again.  Within a few seconds she 

changed from Pearl to Martin Luther King to Richard Nixon to Amy Winehouse 

to Popeye the Sailor Man.   

 “I have a dream!  I am not a crook.  Trying to make me go to rehab, I say—

I’m Popeye the Sailor Man! Toot Toot!” 

 “Senor Jonny,” said Pearl. “I think our friend had more of that soda than 

she admitted at first.” 

 “Destynee,” said Jonny.  “Are you in there?  Hello?” 

 But now Destynee was changing so quickly they could hardly keep track 

of all the transformations.  Within a space of five seconds she was Keith 

Richards, from the Rolling Stones,  Eleanor Roosevelt,  a Labrador retriever,  a fat 

lady from the circus, Pee Wee Herman,  Thomas Jefferson,  Tony the Tiger, 

Gollum,  and a penguin.    She paused on the penguin for a moment, and looked 

at her friends plaintively.  “Waak,” she said.  “Waaak.” 

 “Oh for god’s sakes,” said Jonny, and he raised his hands forward.  His 

eyes turned into his skull.  A moment later, lightening bolts shot from Jonny’s 

palms, enveloping the penguin with electricity.  Briefly, Destynee turned into 

Ludvig van Beethoven.  Then she snapped back into her original form again.   

 “Whoa,” said Destynee. 

 “I told you Senor Jonny had the powers of electricity at his disposal!” said 

Pearl.   

 “Are you okay?” said Jonny. 

 Destynee nodded.  “I’m so sorry,” she said.  “I thought it was orange 

soda!  Just plain orange soda!” 

 “And yet it turned out to be a solution of transformation!” said Pearl. 
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 “Are you really you?” said Jonny. 

 “Well, yeah,” said Destynee, both embarrassed and annoyed.  “What, 

don’t I look like me?” 

 “I’m just saying,” said Jonny.  “You might only be an imitation of 

yourself.” 

 “What would be the difference?” said Destynee. 

 “There’s a big difference,” said Jonny. 

 “I do not see what the difference would be,” said Pearl. 

 “Forget it,” said Jonny.  He exhaled.  “Can we get back to chasing Lincoln 

Pugh now?” 

 “I’m not stopping anyone,” said Destynee. 

 They began to climb the stairs again.  For a brief second, Destynee turned 

into Buzz Lightyear.  “To infinity,” she said.  “And beyond!” 

 “You can say that again,” said Jonny. 

 They followed Lincoln’s trail up into the Tower of Science.   When they 

got to the top of the stairs, they found that this Tower was set up, in large 

measure, like their own accommodations in the Tower of Aberrations: there was 

a central parlor at the top of the stairs and two dormitory rooms on either side.  

The parlor, however, was not a delightful assortment of antique rugs and dark 

oil paintings like the one in their Tower. Instead this room was filled with more 

scientific equipment and lab desks and jars of chemicals.  It seemed very quiet 

now.  Jonny walked through the parlor and peeked into the bedroom to the right, 

and Destynee and Megan followed. 
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 There, lying in four fluffy beds, were four Frankensteins, including 

Sparkbolt, each one clutching a soft foam animal toy.  The Frankensteins looked 

very sweet, all tucked in like this. 

 “Aw,” said Destynee, softly.  “They look so cute when they’re asleep!” 

 “Sssh,” said Jonny, putting a finger to his lips.  

 Behind them they heard a noise.  Pearl and Jonny and Destynee turned 

around to see Lincoln Pugh standing in the doorway of the other dorm room.  

Pearl flew toward him, her stinger fully extended, but then the were-bear went 

back down the stairs again, as the others followed.  They had just enough time to 

glance into the other dorm room, before rushing down the stairs in pursuit. 

 The room was filled with robots, their large metallic heads resting against 

the fluffy pillows of their four-poster beds.   One of them was Snappy Crockbyte.  

There was electronic snoring. 

 “Come,” said Pearl.  “We almost have him!” 

 “The robots look cute too!” said Destynee. 

 “I guess,” said Jonny, as they headed back down the stairs again. 

 “Senor Jonny, why is it that you have been lodged in the Tower of 

Aberrations among ourselves,” said Pearl. “Instead of up here among your 

Frankenstein brethren?” 

 Jonny shrugged.  “You got me,” he said.  They reached the bottom of the 

stairs and looked around the hallway.  To their left was the door that led back to 

the Regeneration Laboratory.  To their right was a twisting stone passage filled 

with cobwebs.  A door at the far end of the passage opened, briefly, and they saw 

Lincoln Pugh’s silhouette framed in the light from the room. 
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 “Now we have him,” said Pearl, buzzing down the hall.  She had a little 

bit of difficulty, however, as the spiderwebs seemed fresh, and wet, and 

frequently became entangled with her wings.  At one point, Pearl seemed 

completely snared in one of the webs, and it was only with the help of Jonny and 

Destynee, who pulled the sticky threads off of her, that she was able to be freed. 

 From behind them there was a furtive, scrabbling sound.   

 “What’s that?” said Destynee.   

 “I have heard no sounds,” said Pearl. 

 Jonny was looking back in the direction from which they’d come.  

“Something’s there,” he said. 

 “Whatever it is,” said Destynee. “Can we leave it alone?” 

 Jonny thought it over.  “Yeah, okay,” he said.  “Maybe we’ve had enough 

trouble for one night.” 

 The scrabbling sound grew louder.  Whatever it was, was drawing nearer. 

 “Now I hear the sounds of which you speak,” said Pearl. 

 “Okay,” said Destynee.  “Now this is freaking me out.” 

 “Yeah,” said Jonny.  “Let’s just—“ 

 But at this moment a pair of eyes glimmered out of the darkness, followed 

by another, then another.  In all, eight pairs of eyes flickered menacingly at them, 

and as they drew nearer, the children could see that these all belonged to a 

single, hairy, ravenous-looking creature. 

 “It’s—a spider,” said Destynee. 

 “It is definitely a spider,” said Jonny.  “An extremely large spider.” 

 It crawled closer to them, and now they could see on the creatures 

enormous abodomen, a red hour-glass shape. 
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 “It’s a black widow,” said Destynee.   

 “My friends,” said Pearl. “My suggestion is evasive action!” 

 “Right,” said Jonny.  “Let’s get out of here!” 

 They ran toward the far door,  and as they ran they heard the eight legs of 

the giant spider coming closer and closer.  They rushed through the door and 

swung it closed behind them, but not before one of the creature’s legs was 

caught.  There was a screaming sound from the giant spider as the three children 

pushed the door against the leg.  Jonny grasped the leg with both hands, and his 

eyes rolled around in his head.  “Clear!” he shouted, and Pearl and Destynee 

stood back as bolts of electricity shot from Jonny’s hands onto the spider.  There 

was a howling scream of pain as the spider withdrew its leg, and Jonny slammed 

the door shut.   

 The dor made a clicking sound as it locked. 

 At this same moment, from the far side of the room,  Lincoln Pugh exited  

through another door and flicked off the lights as he left.  Destynee rushed after 

him and turned the doorknob, but this door was locked.  She flicked on the 

switches next to the door, and the room filled with light again. 

 A red light beneath one of the switches popped on. Beneath this light was 

a sign that read IRON HEATING. 

 Destynee looked at the sign, then gazed around at the chamber which was 

filled with old photographs of a nineteenth century singing group. There was a 

music stand overturned upon the floor.   

 “It’s hot in here,” said Pearl. 

 There was the sudden sound of grinding gears.  A moment later, the roof 

began to slowly descend toward them. 
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 “Guys,” said Destynee.  “We’re in the B  Room!” 

 • 

 Mr. Shale was not as his desk in the front hallway as Falcon and Megan 

crept through the entrance hallway of the castle.  Whether this was because the 

man had gone back to his gingerbread-house residence, or because he was 

lurking somewhere else in the castle, was not immediately clear.  They crept up 

the stairs, fingers trailing against the banister.  The stairs groaned underneath 

Falcon’s feet. 

 “Ssshhh,” said Megan. 

 “It’s not my fault,” said Falcon.  He couldn’t understand why the steps 

only groaned under his feet, and not Megan’s.  He was doing all he could to be 

careful. 

 “Whose fault is it then?” she said. 

 “You don’t have to be all snippy,” said Falcon.  “I’m doing the best I can.” 

 They continued to ascend the stairs.  “Yeah,” said Megan. “And we all 

know how good your best is.” 

 “Quit it,” said Falcon, as they arrived on the landing.  A large painting of 

a grumpy-looking man with pince-nez and a thick beard stared at them from the 

wall.  “I said I was sorry.” 

 Megan turned to face him.  “Yeah, well you’ll have to forgive me for being 

a little mad about almost being dropped to my death from the top of that tower.” 

 “I told you I heard someone call my name.” 

 “I know. You said.  Someone who was speaking to you from a mirror. 

Which you thought was a painting.” 
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 “Megan,” said Falcon.  “There was somebody up there, in that Tower.  

Somebody who knew all about me.” 

 “And the reason I should believe this is because---“ 

 “They had a photo of me from fifth grade,” said Falcon.   

 Megan opened her mouth, then shut it.  She thought this over.  “What did 

it say, this voice?” 

 “It said seek soul.” 

 “Seek soul?  That’s what it said?” 

 “It said seek soul, and said my name, and then I kind of got drawn toward 

that painting.” 

 “Mirror.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Falcon,” said Megan.  “What did you see?” 

 Falcon shuddered.  Already it was hard to remember what the figure had 

looked like. All he could remember was the blackness of the eyes, and the 

hovering wings above its head.  “I don’t know,” he said.  “Something I’d never 

seen before.” 

 “Was it something—bad?” said Megan. 

 “I don’t know,” said Falcon.  “It seemed very powerful, I guess.  And 

secret.  It scared me.” 

 “Maybe—“ said Megan.  “Maybe you are a monster.  Maybe you’re 

turning into that thing.  The thing you saw, in that mirror.” She looked down at 

the floor on the landing.  “I wish I’d seen it. But all I saw was you.  Your normal 

self.  And I wasn’t next to you.” 

 “You’re lucky you didn’t see the thing I saw,” said Falcon.  “It was scary.” 
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 “Maybe it was only scary because you don’t know what it is,” said Megan.  

“But you know.  Things can become familiar, in time, things you can’t imagine, 

or understand.” 

 “I don’t know,” said Falcon. 

 “I didn’t like being a wind elemental when I found out,” said Megan.  “I 

think I hated it even more than Destynee hated being—you know.  A giant slug.” 

 “Seriously?” said Falcon.  “I thought you thought it was great, being the 

wind.” 

 “Being the wind is great,” said Megan, and even as she said this, she 

flickered, like the flame of a small candle.  “But I don’t want to disappear.” 

 “Maybe you can learn how not to disappear, here at the school,” said 

Falcon.  “That’s what we’re here for, right?” 

 “Yeah, I guess,” said Megan.  “But that also means not—being this thing, 

that I am.  This amazing thing.” 

 Falcon smiled.  “You’ll always be an amazing thing,” he said. 

 Megan looked at Falcon with her wide, dark eyes.  She was just about to 

say something when they heard a shout.   “Is that Pearl?” she said.  “They’re in 

trouble!”   

 She turned away from him and began to run up the stairs toward the third 

floor and the Tower of Science.  Falcon sighed, then followed after her once 

more. 

 The door to the Tower of Science stood half open, and as Megan and 

Falcon ran up the circular stairs, the sounds of alarm grew louder.  Now they 

heard Destynee’s voice raised in panic as well.  They arrived at the top of the 

stairs and found themselves in a small chamber with three doors.  The screaming 
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was coming from the door to the left, the one marked B ,ROOM.  Megan turned 

the knob to find Jonny and Destynee hopping down from one foot to another. 

Pearl was buzzing in a circle.  It seemed warm in the room. 

 “What are you doing?” said Megan, confused.  “Dancing?” 

 A grinding, mechanical sound ceased.  Destynee came running out of the 

room, followed a moment later by Pearl.  Jonny was last. 

 “It is most fortunate that you have arrived at this moment,” said Pearl. “A 

second longer and the three of us would have been turned into items of extreme 

flatness!” 

 Destynee looked at Jonny with what seemed like fear, or anger.  “What are 

you,” she said to him, accusingly.   

 “Destynee?” said Jonny.  “It’s okay.  We’re safe.” 

 “Stay away,” said Destynee.  “You stay away from me!” 

 “Senorita Destynee is understandably upset,” confided Pearl.  “So far this 

evening she has been twice nearly crushed to pancake shape, pursued by an 

enormous spider, and briefly transformed into a series of surprising celebrity 

shapes!  As a result, her nerves may be somewhat worn.” 

 “I am so out of here,” said Destynee.  “I am going back to bed, now!”  She 

stormed out of the chamber and headed back down the stairs.   

 “Des—“ said Megan, following after her. 

 “Where’s Quimby?” said Jonny.  “Couldn’t you get up to the Tower?” 

 “Oh we got there all right,” said Falcon.  “But Quimby—kind of—slipped 

through our fingers.” 

 “This Quimby is most elusive!” said Pearl. 
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 “Where’s Lincoln?” said Falcon.   

 “You got me,” said Jonny.  “We almost had thim a couple times, but he 

kept getting away.   Destynee is right, we should just get back to our rooms.  This 

whole night has just been one long nightmare.” 

 They headed down the stairs.  “I for one have found it most entertaining!” 

said Pearl.  “We shall have much to share with Senor Max in the light of 

morning!  He shall be amused and tantalized by the tales that we shall tell!” 

 “You don’t know the half of it,” said Falcon, thinking of the thing he had 

seen in the mirror, or the painting, or whatever it was.  By now it was hard to 

recall what it had looked like.   He felt his dark eye throbbing as he tried to recall 

what he had seen, but the vision had faded.  Now his blue eye pulsed instead, 

and his thoughts returned to the moments he and Megan had been so close, 

looking at each other, drawing slowly near…. 

 They arrived back in the Tower of Aberrations to find the place even more 

destroyed and disheveled than when they’d left.  The furniture in the parlor had 

been ripped to shreds, springs and stuffing and upholstery strewn and torn in 

every direction.  Legs had been pulled off of chairs.  Feathers from pillows 

drifted in the air, as if they had only been ripped open seconds before.   

 From outside came the crowing of a rooster.  The skies were beginning to 

grow lighter. 

 “Guys—“ said Megan’s voice, coming from the boy’s room.  Jonny and 

Pearl and Falcon rushed toward her, where they found their friend standing next 

to Destynee.  The two of them were staring at the bunk bed on the right, the one 

across from Falcon and Jonnys bunk. 
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 And there, sleeping peacefully, was Lincoln Pugh, in his nerdly human 

form once more, wearing his pajamas with the little fire trucks on them and 

clasping a fluffy teddy.  As they stared at him the boy’s eyes fluttered open, and 

he yawned and stretched. 

 “Good morning everybody!” he said, and propped up his pillow so he 

could lean back against it comfortably.  The small boy yawned again, then 

reached over and put on his rectangular orange glasses.  “Gee.  You’re all up 

early!” 

 

 


