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Me and The History of All This

The last time I updated my online profile, I was still able to think of myself as some sort of fan ... but,
since then, I’ve grown grayer and perhaps a little wiser. It is no longer enough for someone to paste a tail
and ears on something to picque my interest. It has to be good. In fact, tail and ears have become rather
the signature of something derivative of decades of cartoons, anime, games and other fanart. Don’t think
of me as jaded, though. I have merely opened up more to things that are not furry. In fact, as it is
currently understood, I was never furry at all.
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When I was born, animation belonged to the big screen, in theaters. It wasn’t shown on television until a
few years later, when theatrical cartoons were packaged by Warners and MGM, and broadcast for the first
time over the air... first in the early hours of the day, and again when school let out. Disney was too
jealous of its assets for that, and would only present its own products in its half-hour or hour-long
programs ... as stingily as possible. No one knew for sure what direction kiddie shows were going to go,
either, and animation competed for scheduled time slots with puppet shows of every variety, such as the
Sherry Lewis Show, and live-action programs such as Captain Kangaroo.

Around the end of the 1950s, the Hanna-Barbara studio bet its shirt that it could produce colour cartoons
for television at a rate low enough to be attractive to any station, however small. There had been hints that
this could be done. Jay Ward, of later Rocky & Bullwinkle fame, had successfully marketed the black-
and-white Crusader Rabbit as early as 1949. A virtual unknown, Robert D. Buchanan, created the
pioneering Colonel Bleep shorts that have the distinction of being the first known colour cartoons ever
made for TV, in 1957. While absurdly simplistic, they were also highly stylized and compel a certain
fascination even to this day. Two old hands in theatrical animation, William Hanna and Joe Barbara, soon
threw their hats in the ring, founding a studio and an empire on short installments of Ruff and Ready, and
then the very first full half-hour colour cartoon program for kids, Huckleberry Hound. Within a year or
two, Yogi Bear followed. The puppet shows were soon routed — with the curious exception of Gerry
Anderson’s Supermarionation — and the rest is history.

My own interest in anthropomorphics has to be seen against this background. The early history of
television animation is my childhood. I was already a grown man when Transformer Robots, Sonic the
Hedgehog, imported anime and Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles were broadcast for the first time, but I was
already on the lookout for something genuinely new.

I had also become deeply immersed in the science fiction fan culture, which required a much broader
range of interests and deeper understanding than, say, Scooby Doo.
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It’s not that I turned my back on the cartoon shows I had watched. I still have fond memories of them,

and continue to watch the very best of them to this day. What I wish to emphasise is that my interest has
always been drawn to subjects of fantasy and speculation — whether it was reading Alice in Wonderland or
James Bond novels. As I grew older, I naturally gravitated from Superman comics to Asterix to The Freak
Brothers. 1once enjoyed Johnny Quest and Bullwinkle the Moose, and 1 rode the crest of the wave during
Batman the Animated Series and Darkwing Duck ... but today I prefer Futurama and The Venture
Brothers. Tails and fur have nothing to do with it. They were once markers of the exotic, but now they
are just another popular genre.

As T approach retirement — in October — I look back and wonder whether I’ve made the best use of my
working life. There’s no way to tell, of course. I might have made more money ... I could hardly have
made less without living in the street! I might have gone to university. I might have owned a home and
car. I might have raised a family. But there’s no guarantee that planning to do any of these things would
have ended in success. It seems best to be content with what I have, instead. I have had many odd
experiences, for instance, and traveled to numerous places. I have collections of oddities, including old
coins, books, scale-model cars and fossils that I have wrested from the ground with my own two hands. I
have been a professionally published writer on a handful of occasions — at a time when that meant printing
presses, ink, paper and a check in the mail, not just two guys with a Website who call themselves
“publishers.” I’ve illustrated a real book. Ihad a career as a comic book artist for three entire issues! For
a number of years, I was a regular illustrator for a monthly magazine published in the American
Northwest. I rarely made much money, but I was up for the principal award in science fiction — the Hugo,
for Fan Artist — eleven times. Although a runner-up all eleven times, I have won a juried award. The
Rotsler, for fan art. I was a main guest at ConFurence 3, in 1992. And I was a Guest of Honour at the 67"
World Science Fiction Convention, held in Montreal in 2009, which is about the top honour there is in
science fiction fandom. It’s not too shabby a record.

These days, though, my ambitions are few. I might still have plenty of time to work on whatever I choose,
but I have no particular goals in mind. Awards and fame won’t make my life any better. I’ve probably
become too skeptical to accept popularity. Ihave too little in common with modern fandom to even seek
out much company. It will be enough to finish what I start, and leave the lusting after glory to younger
artists.

aaanoooooooaoooonononononnonuoonoonaoonoonaoonoonooonoonooouoo

Visitation Rights

An attempt to describe "visions’ earlier on the night of August>®

Something very rare and precious happened earlier this evening. I wasn't especially tired today, but I had
been up very early, so around dinnertime I decided to take a nap, or at least rest quietly and let my mind
wander, as I sometimes do. I fell into a light sleep, I think, with vivid REM activity, because I seem to
recall the whole time was full of absorbing imagery. I've forgotten most of it, but at least two bits stand
out ... for one thing, they involved Saara Mar. Surprisingly, although she has often been in my thoughts
over the years, I have rarely seen her in my dreams. Whenever I do, I treasure the experience.

In one part of the dream, we were standing in my kitchen, and I asked her for a dirty cup and saucer in her
hand, thinking to put it in the sink for washing. She said, "Why bother?" and dropped it ... but before it
could strike the ground and shatter, it just vanished. Which, of course, is a somewhat more dramatic



version of what she wou/d do. She would never clean things, as long as they can be unmade and made new
when needed.

The second part was less prosaic. Standing on my balcony over Parkdale, we were annoyed by an
immense, oversized satellite dish one of my neighbors had put on the side of the building, blocking some
of the view. We hopped over the balcony rail and began to walk on the side of the building, which had
become a level plain to us! After removing the huge dish (which simply vanished) and replacing it with a
much more efficient unit about the size of a cigarette box, we strolled around the side of the building, even
slid back and forth for the fun of it, as though the brick wall was an icy pond ... then sort of jumped into
the air and glided down to the street.

Appearances of Saara in my dreams are pretty rare, sometimes bittersweet, but always a sort of epiphany
... and why she should appear tonight, for no obvious reason, I don't know. Do you think maybe that
100-gram bar of 74% cocoa chocolate that I ate just before taking my break had something to do with it?

I'll have to have dark chocolate before sleep more often.

Schmoozing

Mailing Comments

All

Well, for the most part | don’t have much to say that wasn't said last mailing. That being so, |
won't say it again unless it serves a good purpose.

E.T. Bryan

| remember Jay Fosgitt (a.k.a. Four Panel Hero) from Deviant Art. Come to think of it, he
hasn't posted anything new in quite a while, though. 1 liked his stuff ... though his fondness
for bald women was a bit surprising. | don't think anyone will hold it against you if you show
a few gremlins instead of funny animals — it isn't as though gremlins are humans, after all.

Edd Vick

Novels are where the money is, relatively speaking ... actually, if you aren’t Steven King or J.K.
Rowling, screenplays for motion pictures are where the money is. At this point, I'm not
writing for money, as such. But money is what makes a sale. Unless someone thinks highly
enough of the work to pay for it, and will pay someone to print it, and copies are sold, the
work has not really been published. Let's face it ... any no-talent, self-deluded fool can
publish himself on the Internet, or get someone else to as long as it's free, and, by using the
right software, make it appear professional ... but without money changing hands, it's a
charade.




(Edd Vick Cont)

That's why I'd like to be paid for my writing one of these days. Nor do | expect to develop a
career. It could take as much life as I've got left just to get properly started. However, should |
ever write a novel, | have some useful connections. Robert Charles Wilson is one of my oldest
friends, and If Bob thought the novel had merit, he said he might be able to get his agent to
read the manuscript — which is like a free pass through the first and most heavily guarded gate
into the magic fortress. This is encouraging. At first | thought there was basically no chance at
all to get anyone to read a manuscript without either a prior reputation, or a few century-
notes stuck between the pages. V Perhaps it will surprise you to learn that there are
amphibious Fraggles. They are called Merggles, and if you dive to the bottom of the pool in
the Great Hall, there is a tunnel that you can follow to their ocean world. They live on the Tree
of Life, which is apparently the nearest thing they have to dry land in that world. Their top
part resembles an honest-to-goodness Fraggle, but their bottom part is quite fishy.

Robert Alley

It's nice that someone would remember Beatrix fondly enough to want to see it again, but it's
unrealistic to hope it would ever appear in a tiny venue like Rowrbrazzle, where it would only
be seen by a couple of dozen readers. Eaco of those stories took months of work. If | were to
spend that much time and effort on another one, it would make more sense to actually
publish the damn thing myself, and try to flog them on Amazon, find dealers to take copies to
conventions, and sell them by mail. | would want the members of Brazz/e to buy it, not just
read it! Mailing comments and the odd bit of commentary are about all the original material
that is likely to appear here. V “Older artists” is a relative term. The original artists were
mostly people who were already drawing their own comics, or at least pin-ups and cartoons
,without any input from fans. We didn't have Omaha the Cat Dancer, Erma Felna or Usagi
Yojimbo because a fan asked for them to be drawn. The fans were attracted to the artists first
because of their original work. However, you're correct that “the rot” set in quickly. It wasn't
long before those first artists were being asked to lend their creations to fetishes, or for the
artist to visualize the fan’s own creatures for him. That process of turning the artists into little
more than fetish facilitators was well under way by the time of Confurence 1. Where |
disagree is that there are discrete steps along the way as readers develop into fans, and then
into creative talents. Some few do become skilled — but | have seen precious little originality
in the last few years. Instead, it's mostly the same old stuff that people were doing 20 years
ago. I'm not sure the furry genre has anything more to say. Of course, neither does the
Disney "Princess” genre, though it continues to be watched my millions of people and earn the
studio millions of dollars. Repeatable formulas and dependable products are the key to Good
Business ... but not necessarily Good Art. Then again, maybe I'm just getting old and crabby.
Today | went to the motor vehicle office to turn in my driver's license. | never owned a car,
nobody is likely to loan me one, and in my current shape | don't even know if | can drive one
for more than a few minutes. So why pay the government $90 to renew my driver's license? |
opted to pay a mere $35 for an official photo ID instead. It feels odd not being able to legally




drive a car, though ... for the first time since | was in my twenties. Meanwhile, I'm looking for a
portable ramp that | can carry with my powered chair, Traveling Matt, and my mailbox is full of
junk addressed to “Dear Recently Retired.” Ugh. It's enough to discourage anyone...

Although in the previous issue I said pretty plainly — if not downright rudely — that I am unlikely
to read the fiction found here in Rowrbrazzle — due to a certain impatience I feel toward any
writing that may not live up to my expectations in the end — I also plainly said I was not going to
be consistent about it, and even share my own fiction with the members of Rowrbrazzle if 1 felt
like publishing it. So, here is an installment of a growing saga about Fraggle Rock. It was the
first written, but is not the first episode in the overall narrative.

Also, a few lines above, I said I was unlikely to write much original material for publication in
Rowrbrazzle. You needn’t worry about the seeming contradiction, because this story was
published in one of my fanzines, Broken Toys, a couple of years ago. The next story I run is set
before this one, though it was the second I wrote, and appeared in Broken Toys only last year.

In time, I hope to write several more stories in this series that will follow Darl from Outer Space
to his final acceptance of himself in The Rock. Then will come the long, hard re-examination to
see how I can remove all the elements that would get me sued by Disney’s elite corps of legal
commandos, and re-write it as an “original” fantasy novel for real publication ... on real paper,
for real money and everything!

All Fraggles, Then and Now

VV hen Kiki entered their Hole, Darl was on the floor, engrossed with an orange gourd he was carving
with a knife.

“That’s not how you cut a honeygourd up for dinner, Love,” she said. “Besides, that one is past its prime.
They’re best green.”

“I know it. It’s not for dinner, though. And I need one this colour rather than fresh.”

Kiki bent to examine his work. Darl had already removed the soft pulp from inside and left the slops in a
bowl he’d set aside. He had cut two triangular holes in the empty shell, and was working on what
appeared to be a mouth!

“Why, it looks like a face!”

“It is a face, Kiki dear! It’s called a ‘Jack-o-lantern,” and we used to make them for Halloween when 1
was a Silly Creature.”

“But what is it for?” Kiki asked.

“Well ...” he began slowly, but then spoke more enthusiastically as he as he warmed to the subject.



Kiki listened. Back when they first met, she would listen absently to the absurd stories Darl told about his
life in Outer Space, before he came to live in Fraggle Rock, but over time she became more and more
interested in them. She wasn’t sure just how true they were, but she had never really questioned his
stories, either. Outer Space — or just Outside, as Darl preferred to call it — was a particularly strange place,
even by her Fraggle standards.

This story of Darl’s, however, truly took the prize.
What he was saying was that Outside, this was the time of year, when the summer had passed, that the
children of Silly Creatures dressed themselves up to look spooky, then went door to door after dark,

asking for “treats” — gifts of candy or other sweets.

“For goodness sake, who would be scared of children at the door? And even if the did scare you, why
would you give treats to anyone who gave you a fright?”

“If you don’t, you’re fair game to have a ‘trick’ played on you.”
“What?”

“Oh, well, not really. Nobody is actually scared, and you’re not supposed to actually play tricks. It’s all
just pretend, and part of the fun.”

Darl held up the completed gourd. The eyes were not quite the same size, and certainly not level, and the
grin that stretched from one side to the other was a gap-toothed nightmare.

Darl stood up and handed Kiki the jack-o-lantern. “Once it’s dried out a little, I’ll stick a candle inside,
and leave it out where it can be seen once it gets dark. People also put out spooky things like make-
believe skulls, phony gravestones and rubber rats.”

“Rubber what?” she asked dubiously, looking at the face carved in the gourd.

Darl chose to ignore that question, and rushed on. “It’s all put on, of course. Nobody believes that the
kids at their door are scary, and they have plenty of candy and stuff to give them. Grown-ups also wear
costumes sometimes when they go to Halloween parties. Everybody has a good time.”

“Phht. I should think being a huge, galumphing Silly Creature would be scary enough without a
costume.” Kiki handed the jack-o-lantern back to her Holemate, went over to sit on the bed and began to

undo the buttons of her favourite black shirt.

“Maybe we can make a pie from the gourd innards,” said Darl. “Outside we always had pumpkin pie at
this time of year, and honeygourd is near enough to pumpkin that I think it’ll be good.”

Kiki regarded her feet, which were dirty. Standing up again, she went to one corner of the Hole where
there was a natural basin in the stone floor, with a rivulet of clear water running through it. Stepping in,
she swished her feet about as she said, “Any reason for a party is a good one. Are you thinking of having

a party? I’m sure there hasn’t been one for at least a week.”

“I hadn’t thought of that — why not?” Darl said eagerly. “We’ll ask the usual gang to come, and have a



Halloween theme!” He set the jack-o-lantern on a stool, and put a mat down for Kiki to step on with her
wet feet. “We’ll have to make, oh, muffins I guess, and bowls of different berries. Even Doozer sticks ...
as long as / don’t have to eat ‘em. Rock sugar candy that tastes peppery, gak!”

“You’re weird,” Kiki said, and giggled.
“We can ask our friends to wear masks and disguises!” he enthused. ‘“Maybe I’ll dress up like a Gorg.”

“A Fraggle-sized Gorg wouldn’t be very scary ... not even as a game.” Kiki wiped her feet, then used the
mat to rub them dry before she sat on the bed again. “When do you want to have the party? Tomorrow?
I’d better work on that honeygourd pie first thing in the morning, then, while you go around to find our
friends and tell them to come.” Kiki popped up again, shirttails flapping. “I better cover the pulp with a
bit of freeze-grass to keep it fresh until then.”

Darl was standing in the middle of the Hole, momentarily lost in thought. “Did you think I was scary
when we first met?”

“Actually ... yes.”
Hskok

It had been more than a year since the day Darl first saw Kiki wandering the streets in “Outer Space,”
plainly lost and distraught. What was most odd about it was that no one else seemed to notice a furry,
knee-high person-sort-of-thing with a long, ropey tail trying to keep out of their way ... yet apparently in
need of somebody’s help. Since Darl was the only one who seemed to see it, he had stepped in to rescue
the creature. The rest of that evening was spent at his shabby home, establishing a friendship with what
he learned was a Fraggle.

Kiki hadn’t planned to wander so far away from the Fraggle Hole she had newly found, and definitely
didn’t mean to lose her way back. It had just happened. Neither had she planned on losing her way again
the next day, after she had invited Darl to follow her, on his hands and knees, into the Hole after they had
rediscovered it. Once he was trapped in the Rock, one thing led to another, and ... well ... now Darl was
a Fraggle who lived in the Rock with Kiki, and that was a story he had played over in his head many times
... and it still left in him a state of delighted wonderment.

Morning came gradually in the Rock, as the light-making Ditzies woke and began to flex their wings. As
they took to the air, spreading dawn through every cavern and grotto, Fraggles and every other kind of
creature woke also, and the Rock quickened with activity. Darl lay asnooze for a while after Kiki got out
of bed, stretched on tip-toe, scratched and burrowed into her second-favourite shirt — the one with wide,
black and white stripes — and began to take plates and bowls down from the shelves to start breakfast. It
was the clatter of dishes that finally ended Darl’s sleep.

Radish muffins from the day before were not his favourite way to start the morning. They became a good
deal more appetizing when broken up and fried in a little gourd grease, but he still missed bacon. With a
Cove Hen egg on the side, it was not half bad ... he could even imagine the smell of fresh coffee. The
hot, bitter-berry juice in his mug just wasn’t the same, though at least it seemed to wake a body up.

“I’ll be baking this morning,” said Kiki over her plate. “You’d just get in the way, so you go around and
make the invitations. Maybe we can join in on Red’s tail-hanging gymnastics this afternoon.”



Darl was leery of the very idea of dangling from a tail he had never quite grown comfortable with.

Hekosk

It was never hard to find Boober. If he wasn’t in his Hole with mountains of other Fraggles’ dirty clothes
to launder, he was usually in his Hole with a pot of gumbo on the fire. But this time, Boober was nowhere
to be seen. Darl asked Large Marvin if he had seen the germ-obsessed Fraggle.

“Aw, no? Nod least I don’d think so,” answered Marvin, who then went back to counting his fingers ...
and getting a different answer, each time.

Darl encountered Willa next. She carried a yoke across her shoulders, suspending two large pots of fresh
clay for her pottery, and was, as usual, muddy from digging it up.

“Oh, gee... Boober will never come anywhere near me.” Willa was painfully shy, and looked aside
whenever she spoke with anyone. It was only with her clay and her wheel that confidence awoke in her.
“He’s afraid he’ll catch something unless I'm all washed up.”

Darl told her of the party, and they went their separate ways.

On the terrace above the Great Hall’s pool, Darl found Red and Gobo, setting up poles, trapezes and other
higgledy-piggledy contraptions for that day’s tail-hanging championships.

“Hiya!” said Gobo, “Can you lend us a hand?”

“Better still, a faaaiiil?”” crowed Red. She knew tails were a bit of a sore point with the newcomer.
“Lay off, eh?” said Gobo. “How would you feel if you didn’t have a tail?”

“Like there was nothing at the end, ha haaa!”

“Aw, Red, stop kidding around.”

“Seriously, guys,” said Darl, getting his word in edgewise, “Kiki and I are having a Halloween party
tonight. Naturally, you’re both invited, but do you know where Boober is?”

“Wasn’t he with his laundry?” was all Red could offer.
6(N0pe.”

“Well, that’s funny,” said Gobo. “I brought him a bundle just last night. He said he was going to do it
this morning.”

“Maybe he was scared by your smelly socks?”

“Re-ed! Who wears socks?”

“All right, all right, maybe Boober ran out of soap-wort and went to pick some more.”



“Good idea,” said Darl. “I’ll check. The party won’t be the same without Boober.”
“No,” crowed Red, “it might be more fun!”

Just then an adenoidal voice could be heard singing a little way off. With a clatter of loose stones,
Wembly stepped into view from behind a curtain of rock.

“Why is there never time enough,

In spite of all the hours in a day?
Morning comes, but before it’s gone
I’ve fooled it half away.

“All too soon I'm fixing lunch —
Even if breakfast plates aren’t dry.
Besides, it’s already late afternoon —
Funny how time does fly.

Tomorrow I’ll have dinner first,

Sing myself to sleep by half-past three.

But who will tuck my blanket in,

If ’'m in bed before me?

Why is there never time enough,

In spite of all the hours in the day?

I’d like to think the problem through,

But now it’s time to play!”
Seeing them, Wembly broke off his song. “Oh, hi, guys!”
“Seen Boober?” Darl asked.

“Uh-uhn. Thaven’t seen anybody yet. Just you guys.”

“I’m going to look for him, but if you see him first, Wembly, tell him that he has to come to our Hole
around dinner time. Kiki and I are having a Halloween Party, and you have to come in costume.”

“Oh, sure!” Wembly chirped happily.
But as Darl turned to go, Wembly spoke again.
“Um ... by the way, what is a Hallow Ween Party?”

“I was just meaning to ask that myself,” said Red and Gobo together.

Hekosk

Boober wasn’t anywhere that Fraggles went to pick soap-wort. Nor was he where he collected pumice
stones for scrubbing. Nor was he at the pissy-smelling pool whose water made even the toughest laundry

stains fade away. In fact, Boober didn’t seem to be anywhere at all, which presented Darl with a problem.



Boober often didn’t want to be found, and how did you find someone who didn’t want you to?

The answer was that you asked the Trash Heap. However, that meant a long trip to the Fraggle Hole that
led out into the Gorg’s Garden, however, a risky venture with inadequate cover in wide-open spaces full
of hostile Gorgs, and an answer from Madame Trash Heap that (as often as not) made no sense. So Darl
did the next-best thing: he asked the Storyteller.

“Not doing laundry?” Storyteller cleaned her glasses on the hem of her wrap. Since her wrap was
probably dirtier than her glasses that didn’t help much, but she seemed satisfied. Darl suspected that this
was just her method of playing for time while she thought. “Let’s see,” she mused. “Today is eleven days
after the petals of the Luminous Lilies began to fade, the day after the carrot juice festival, two days
before Red’s fourth birthday of the year, and ... goodness, yes! Today is the day Boober doesn’t do
laundry.”

“What?” Said Darl, more surprised than usual by a left-turn in Fraggle thinking. “The day Boober

doesn’t do laundry is on the calendar? But there are lots of days that Boober doesn’t do laundry for one
reason or another!”

“Yes, but today there’s a special reason why he doesn’t do laundry.”

“Why?”

“I' can’t tell you. You’d have to ask Boober.”

“Umm ... well, never mind. I only need to know where Boober is, not why he’s not somewhere else.”

“I'really can’t tell you that, either. I never asked him. Boober made it plain that it was one of those things
that he didn’t want to discuss. Ever. Take him your laundry tomorrow, why don’t you?”

“It’s not about laundry,” said Darl, and explained about the Halloween Party.

“Oh, dear!” said Storyteller, polishing her glasses again. “Are you sure tonight is a good time?”” she
asked.

keksk

On the way back to his Hole, Darl stopped and talked with Mokey, Gillis, Lou, Rumple, Deb, Tosh, the
World’s Oldest Fraggle and at least a dozen others, but naturally hurried past Marlin with a barely
repressed shudder. He asked each of them — except Marlin — two questions: Would they come to the
Halloween Party? And where was Boober?

The answers were always the same. ‘Sure. What’s a Hollow Een?” And, “I have no idea. Why isn’t he
doing my laundry?”

Darl brushed aside the bead curtain at the entrance to his Hole, and looked down the steep rock staircase
inside.

Like most Holes, it was neither very large nor very small, but just large enough for two Fraggles to cozily

10



live in, and barely large enough for several Fraggles to crowd into. At the bottom of the stairs was an
open space used as a kitchen, breakfast nook and sitting room. An open fire burned merrily in a cubby,
and running water spouted from the rock wall. Furnishings were sparse, but aside from a bench and a
couple of chairs, some wooden shelves, a chest for clothes and what-not, a table and a bed for the two of

them, what else did a loving pair of Fraggles need?

Kiki was humming to herself, leaning back in a chair with her feet up on the table. When she heard Darl
coming in she looked up, smiling, and said, “The pies and cookies are baking. How did it go? Find
everyone?”

“Yeah. Everyone,” Darl said, “except Boober. No one seems to know where he is, not even Storyteller or
Tosh, and Tosh is his best friend.”

“Oh, we know where he is,” said a tiny voice from the floor.

Darl looked down to find two Doozers unloading bundles of Doozer Sticks from a tiny cart. One of them
was Cotterpin, the Architect’s pupil and a friend of some of the Fraggles. Kiki must have asked her to
bring the spicy, sugary sticks for the Party. Unusually, they were in different colours this time— different
flavours, perhaps? Darl hoped they were better than the last flavoured sticks he had been coaxed into
trying. They had reminded him of strawberries and turnip and red-hot peppers, and the mere memory of
them still left an unpleasant taste in his mouth. Not for the first time, he wondered what the heck they
were made of, but the Doozers seemed unable (or maybe unwilling) to explain.

The other Doozer with Cotterpin was Slide Rule, who had a habit of shop-talking with Darl ever since
Darl showed him how to build a suspended cantilever. “If Boober is the drowsy-looking Fraggle who is
depressed all the time,” he said, “we know just where he goes at this time of the year.”

“Gosh, yeah,” added Cotterpin, “Every year on this day, it’s the same old thing. A big dopey Fraggle with
his hat pulled down over his eyes gets in our way while we’re tapping ‘shrooms for glue. If he’s going
that way at all, he could only be going one place.”

“Well, where is that, for goodness sake?” said Kiki.
The Doozers explained, and Darl’s face fell.
“You’re kidding me!”

Hekosk

Since they were expected, both Kiki and Darl would have to go to Red’s Tail Hanging Contest. But while
Kiki would compete with the others, Darl would excuse himself to go and find Boober. In any case, it
was a perfect way to avoid an event in which Darl had no desire to participate. The last time he had let
himself be persuaded to hang from his tail, he had fallen on his nose. He wasn’t certain whether it would
have been any less embarrassing to succeed.

He took a last look back just before entering the narrow tunnel the Doozers had told him to look for. Red

swung upside down from a crossbar, then with an effort flipped herself up into a sitting position ... then
slipped off backwards. Her tail didn’t grip and she was suddenly on her back on the ground. “Ow!”
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Darl knew he shouldn’t, but he snickered anyway. Then he was on his way.

The tunnel was wide enough to stretch out both arms, and sloped first up, then down, and finally began a
long, shallow curve to the left before opening up to a larger cave full of oddly shaped formations. It was

one of the main crossroads used for reaching any number of places. At one end, a path led to the Great
Barrens. The two dark openings halfway up the opposite wall took the traveler in a wide circle and back
to where he started. That tunnel over there led ultimately to the Winding Stair colony, and the other one
next to it led to the Iron Kettle colony. You reached the Crystal Cavern and The Cave of Dreams by
taking one of the hard-to-reach tunnels just above ground level. In fact, dozens of tunnels branched out
from this central cave, each with its own rivershed of exotic, beautiful, rugged, enchanting, frightening,
mysterious or even downright dangerous destinations.

Slide Rule had told Darl to take the path toward the large bottle-shaped column in the middle of the cave,
and then go around to the right. If he did, he should see a sort of natural bridge to cross over a crevice full
of Fondling Weeds (whatever you do, don’t fall in, they’re hard to resist), and a purple-crystal-lined
passage on the other side. That would lead to a lake-filled cave. So far, this was a well-traveled route.
But from one tunnel to the next, ducking under low entrances, squeezing between ranks of marching
stalagmites and pulling himself up on ledges to reach tunnels nearer the ceiling than the floor, Darl
gradually found he was traveling in no-one’s footsteps. No ... that was not quite true. Darl looked
closely at the trail and saw a faint line of footprints. A heel mark in the moss here, a few toes scuffing the
dirt there. He was following the trail of a lone Fraggle, who had gone on before him. Boober.

Fraggle Rock was almost infinite in its variety and strangeness. It went off in unexpected directions,
looped back on itself, and arrived at places no one thought to look for. Tunnels appeared where no one
expected, and led where no one imagined. Every cave was the doorway to another, each as distinctive as
rooms in a Victorian mansion that knows no bounds, but just goes on and on, through archways, around
corners, past unfamiliar stairways and around puzzling obstructions. Did that formation of purplish
flowstone resemble the Firechief Fraggle’s left profile? If you moved ten paces, though, it looked more
like an old four-poster bed with the sheets all disarrayed. And that stalagmite over there was the spitting
image of Cantus’s magic flute, except that no flute ever played had ever been twice as tall as its player!

And of course the Doozers left signs of their passage almost everywhere. A Fraggle knew when a Fraggle
was in terra incognita when it dawned on him that he hadn’t seen a single Doozer construction — not so
much as a broken Doozer stick or a tractor road no wider than a Fraggle’s hand — for a long time.

Darl seemed to recall that the last tiny Doozer footprint he saw in the dust was at least several hundred
paces back. He was getting a long way from “civilization” as Fraggles knew it. He thought he might even
be too far off the beaten track even for the Iron Bees. But still he followed the solitary trail of Fraggle
footprints through the maze of stone.

When he was new in the Rock, Darl found the vast warren of tunnels and caverns to be a confusing
labyrinth, and lost his way with frustrating regularity. Over time, though, he began to recognize the
better-traveled pathways, and also started to develop a Fraggle instinct for finding his way. Whether or
not he was conscious of a particular stretch of tumbled rock or forest of stony pillars, he felt comfortable
around them, and knew he was on familiar ground. More surprising, he always remembered the directions
he was told, however complex and unclear they seemed at the time.

But not so now. Still following Slide Rule’s directions, Darl felt less and less comfortable with his
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surroundings. The rock faces that rose up on either side had lost their friendly visage and become blank
slates, like ancient tombstones whose inscriptions had weathered away.

Worse, there was an ominous sound ahead.
skskesk

Darl had come out into what he thought was one of the largest caverns he had yet seen. Only the cave
with the Sea of Mists had been plainly larger, but of course that was shrouded in mists from the lake, so
no one was quite sure just zow large that might be. But while the Sea of Mists receded into a white void,
this cavern towered upward until its ceiling was lost in darkness. Down at the bottom of this dark well of
sheer stone walls burned a fire, apparently the sole source of light. As the fire leapt and cast its reddish
flow on the stone, so the silent shadow of a monstrous Fraggle danced over the walls. It was as big as a
Gorg’s appetite, and then some.

Almost lost at the feet of his own shadow, Boober glided here and there, dabbing at this spot on the wall,
and then another. The ominous sound Darl had heard earlier was the Fraggle singing in a sad monotone.

“On a day so long ago that hours were young and rock was new,
Fraggle kind first opened eye, and saw that they were newborn too.
Strange, they said, to wake this way beside a friend you never knew.

The unfurled its endless caves no two of them the same.
And everywhere the Fraggles went, a sense of wonder came...

“Ahem,” said Darl, conscious that he was probably interrupting something important.

“Who’s there?” screamed Boober, and whipped around as though stung. His hands were red and dripping,
and for a horrified moment Darl thought it was blood ... but then he noticed a paint bucket on the ground,
and a sponge in one of Boober’s hands. He had been painting on the rock wall, and now that he was
closer to the flickering light, Darl could see the crude drawings of Fraggles all over the rough stone. He
thought of Lascaux. Altamira. The same burden of unfathomable time seemed to weigh down the
Fraggle paintings before him.

“Is that you, Darl? What are you doing here?”” wailed Boober. “Nobody’s supposed to be here, but me!”

“I... um ...” It suddenly didn’t seem to even remotely urgent enough to come all this way to disturb a
friend at something private just to invite him to a party. So instead he asked, “What are you doing?”

“It’s private,” snapped Boober, dropping the sponge into the paint bucket and trying vainly to conceal the
rock paintings with his outstretched arms and small body. Try as he might, he just couldn’t spread out
enough to hide anything!

Darl sat on a moss-crowned boulder to massage his tired feet. “Yeah, I guess it is. Storyteller said you’d
be doing something you didn’t talk about, so I didn’t ask. I needed to know where you were, though, and

one of the Doozers told me they’d seen you go this way.”

Boober sighed resignedly and sat down next to Darl, wiping the paint off his hands with a badly stained
rag.
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“Yeah. Well, now you’ve found me. Is it okay if I do your laundry tomorrow?” His words dripped
sarcasm.

“It’s not about laundry, damn it! Yesterday I realized it would be Halloween today. Kiki and I decided to
have a party this evening, after Red’s tail-hanging whatever. Everyone else has already been invited, but

I’ve spent half the day looking for you!”

“... Looking for me? Oh,” Boober said hesitantly. “Well ... I'm not really big on parties, you know... it
wouldn’t be very much fun, would it?”

“Well... depends. There’ll be good food to eat, and games that some of us might think are fun. But you
also get to dress up in a scary costume. You should like that.”

“Scary? You mean like a germ? Or a poison cackler?”

“That’s pretty much what I mean. That wouldn’t be any fun at all, would it?”
“No, not in the least. I could do that, maybe... except I can’t,” he ended, firmly.
“You can’t? Why not?”

“I have work to do here.”

“Can’t it wait until tomorrow?”’

“Absolutely not! It has to be done today, before dark, or not at all!”

“It won’t be the same without you, Boober, but if this is what you have to do, then I guess I'd better let
you do it. I’ll save you some pie, though.”

Darl stood up to go ... and stepped right into the bucket of red paint. Yanking his foot out hastily, he
caught his toe on the handle and knocked the bucket over before anyone could say, “Red Fraggle.” Paint
splattered in all directions, while Darl hopped away holding one red foot in the air. Boober stared, aghast,
and then looked even more dismal than usual.

“Oh, that’s just fine!” he shouted. “I don’t have any more paint, and by the time I walk all the way home
and all the way back with another bucket, it’ll be way after dark!”

“I'm sorry! I'm sorry,” wailed Darl. “Is there enough of that rag to wipe this off?”

“Here!” snapped Boober, thrusting the paint-smeared bit of cloth at him. It wasn’t nearly enough. Darl
was going home with one foot red to above the ankle, and that was that.

“I don’t suppose there’s some other way to finish whatever you’re doing?” Darl asked hopefully. “Is there
any way I can help?”

“No,” groaned Boober, “and no. The paintings on the rock all have to be painted freshly over, and I was
less than half done. The other half...” He hesitated.
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“The other half, what?”

“I don’t know,” Boober admitted. “Even in the face of this unmitigated disaster, I can’t say. Maybe if we
stay in our Holes after dark and we’re very, very lucky, though, there might not be a catastrophe.”

“Um... in that case, you can stay in Kiki’s and my Hole, by coming to our party.”
“You sound like you don’t believe me?”

“I never know what to believe in Fraggle Rock,” said Darl, who genuinely didn’t. “And you have been
known to exaggerate disasters just a wee, tiny bit.”

Boober used the now-empty paint bucket to scoop sand over his fire, extinguishing the light. For a
moment nothing could be seen, and then the faint light from the tunnel leading home gradually grew
visible. Had anyone else been there, they would have seen one Fraggle with a red foot and a second with
a shabby cap and muffler shuffling away into the dimness.

Said one to the other, “What is a Hello When, anyway?”

keksk

Gobo was dressed, so he said, like The Rhyming Rock. However, the silvered paper ball around his
middle made him look more like a dented cooking pot with legs. He helped himself to another honey-
dipped Doozer stick, and spoke for everyone when he said, “Alright, we’re all here. Some of us are in
costumes, like you asked. Now you have to tell us what Halloween is, like you said you would.”

The other Fraggles gathered in a circle around their hosts. Looking about at their expectant faces, it
occurred to Darl that almost every day was Halloween for such a motley crew. Red was dressed as her
role model, Rock Hockey Hannah, complete with pads, helmet and long-handled paddle. Mokey had
dressed as a painting, with a canvas hung on her front and back, and a variety of colours smeared on her
face to match. The Archbanger claimed to the Firechief, and vice versa. Or had they just forgotten, and
come as themselves? Large Marvin was the Belching Rock, and belched with annoying frequency and
authenticity. Lou and Wembly came as a pair of banana trees, which was rather a good trick since there
were no bananas in Fraggle Rock. Convincing John wore a variety of odds and ends that suggested that
he had never quite made up his mind what to be. Despite such an unprecedented parade of colours and
accessories, the overall impression was that nothing was really out of the ordinary for Fraggles.

Darl cleared his throat, and began: “A long time ago, in what was my world, people celebrated the
changing seasons of the year with a number of special days. After the summer, when the harvest has
come in and the days are getting longer, we pay our respects to the approaching end of the year. It’s a
somber season, with cold weather approaching, the leaves dropping from trees, barren fields and longer
nights. People’s imaginations turn to the darker side of nature ... including the spirits of those who might
still unhappily wander the Earth after their span is over.

“One tradition we Silly Creatures observe for Halloween is make-believe. We dress up in ways that look
scary, but also a little silly, and that way we defy our fear of the dark and unknown. Devils and ghosts
didn’t seem so frightening when we know that under the costume is only someone who is pretending.
Young children, especially, go from house to house on Halloween, knocking on doors and demanding a
treat — an apple, a cookie, or candy — to make the spirits leave them in peace. If the grown-ups refuse to
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give a treat, a ‘trick’ may follow. Nobody really believes any of this, of course, but grown-ups pretending
to be afraid of the kids at their door is part of the game.

“When we grow too old to go door to door on Halloween, asking for treats, we can still have fun wearing
costumes ... at a party, like this one!”

It was the only time since he’d lived in the Rock that Darl had seen a number of Fraggles together who
weren’t making an uproarious racket. Everyone was staring at Darl in silence. It was so quiet that you

could have heard a Toe Tickler crawling ten feet away.

Then Kiki was at his side, whispering urgently in his ear, “Darling? Why didn’t you mention any of this
vesterday?”

“I thought I did?”

Kiki smiled uncertainly and turned to the other Fraggles, still standing silently about the room. “Anyone
for a muffin?” she said brightly, thrusting a tray of baked carrot and berry confections at the crowd.

“Oh... yeah, sure, Kiki,” said Wembly, taking one in slow motion. “Green icing. Nice.”

“You didn’t!” Kiki hissed in Darl’s ear. “All you talked about were costumes! And giving people a scare.
You didn’t say anything about spirits and ghosts!”

Darl thought it over for a moment, while everyone stared at him. “You know, I could have been a little
more clear about that,” he mumbled. Obviously there was some complication to celebrating Halloween in
the Rock that he hadn’t anticipated.

The awkward silence was broken by Gobo, who said, “I’ll say! Didn’t you know that this Halloween of
yours happens at the time of year in Fraggle Rock when all Fraggles, past and present, then and now, are
closest together?”

“That’s right,” added Mokey, “It’s at this time of year when we must be most careful not to violate the
borders that separate all the generations of Fraggles that have ever lived, going all the way back to the
Beginning. If we were to forget the years between us, time would fall into itself and all the Ages would
be One.”

“Oh,” Darl said blankly.
“The dead would walk,” moaned Boober, collapsed against a wall at the back of the crowd.

“Perhaps one day, when the right time comes, All will become One... Golly,” continued Mokey, “do you
suppose this could be the right time? It would be wonderful to talk with Mother again.”

Storyteller quickly put that idea to rest. “It is certainly not time. Until it is, Fraggles will keep the walls
between Yesterday and Today intact by minding our own business whenever we see or hear something
that’s not Here and Now.” She directed her next words directly to Darl. “It’s none of our concern, don’t
you see?”
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“And now you’ve come along and shaken the walls! Disaster!” wailed Boober from the back of the
crowd.

“Didn’t you feel how Other Times and Fraggles of long ago are in the air all around us?”” whispered
Mokey.

Darl was about to say no, he hadn’t, but stopped himself when he realized that he had sensed something
strange in the air over the last few days. He realized, now, that it had been that sense of strangeness which

had put him in mind of Halloween. “Yeah,” he said. “I guess I did. 1just didn’t know what it meant. I
wish someone had told me.”

“But we don’'t talk about such things, silly,” Kiki murmured and squeezed his arm.
“There’s no real harm done, though, is there?”” he asked, hopefully.

“Well, none that / can see,” said Gobo, looking about. He laughed, a little nervously. “Naw, it’s all right.
You just sort of caught us by surprise.”

“No! We’re all doomed!” cried Boober from the back.
“Booo-ber! It’ll be alright,” Gobo said, this time more confidently.

“Sure, it will,” Mokey added her assurance to Gobo’s. “All Darl did was mention spirits. And only for a
moment ... You won’t say anything more, will you?” she purred to Darl.

“Not a word!” he promised.

“You don’t understand!” insisted Boober. “It’s no longer just about him falking about spirits ... He
stopped me from ... from ... ” Boober shuddered. “I guess I'm going to have to explain. No one in my
family has ever had to explain before. But, then, no one in my family has ever failed in his mission on the
same day that some dummy called to the spirits before... "

“I have a bad feeling about this,” said Storyteller, with reason. “I’ve always known Boober’s family had a
special ritual that they alone performed every year at this time, but they never told any Storyteller before
me what it was.”

Boober grabbed a cup of lightly fermented glowberry juice from the table and swallowed it down. “It’s
like this,” he said. “Ever since anyone can remember, my family has gone to the Rock of the Ancestors
once a year at this time. We clean up and refresh all the painted effigies of the Fraggles that came before
us, and tell them everything that has happened in the last year, and that everything is all right. You see,
they get curious about ... us.*

“Wait!” shouted Red. “You know where the Rock of the Ancestors is? Nobody has known that for a
thousand years ... way before even the World’s Oldest Fraggle was born.”

“Of course, my family has known. Who do you think painted the first Fraggle on the wall there?”
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“I...don’t... know ... Boober. No one has seen it! Are there Fraggles painted on the walls of the Rock
of the Ancestors?”

“You know,” Darl put in, “Since a Doozer told me how to find it, I bet they have known about this Rock
of the Ancestors all along.” But nobody was listening to him.

It was true, though. As Boober told it, the first member of his family really had painted a portrait of his
best friend on the Rock of the Ancestors, when she passed away long ago In The Beginning. And he went
there to talk with her once a year, when he felt her spirit grow restless. Over the years, he added other
effigies of the Fraggles he knew, one by one as they departed, until he had covered almost the entire wall
within reach of the ground. Then, when it was his own turn to depart, his son added his father’s portrait
on the wall. Every year he came back to the Rock of the Ancestors, adding the likenesses of Fraggles as
they departed, refreshing the old ones and talking to them. Later, his son painted his father’s portrait on
the wall. In a few generations, the cave wall became full, and with aid of scaffolding the paintings rose
overhead almost to the ceiling, and around both sides to crowd around the narrow entrance to the cave.

“You can sometimes hear them speak, almost.” Boober whispered. “They ask questions, I think. ‘How is
Mokey’s painting coming along? Has Cantus been through the Great Hall this year? How was the last
Medley? It doesn’t matter, exactly. They just want to know that all goes well with us. I talk to them,
telling everything I can think of until the air seems to clear and they seem satisfied, you know. Then ...
well ...

“Yes, go on,” urged Red.

“Yeah, Boober, what then? What next?” the others clamored.

He sighed. “Then ... I sing them to sleep again.”

That was when they all heard it. A moan.

It wasn’t sad, precisely. You couldn’t call it cheerful, either. Or be altogether sure it was there at all.

What it was like, more than anything, was a weary curiosity that emanated from outside Darl and Kiki’s
Hole.

Hskock
“What was that?”” squeaked Willa.
“It came from the window!” Red cried.
“They’re here,” said Boober quietly. “I haven’t sung them to sleep.”
Everyone crowded to the window-hole to see what was making the uncanny sound outside. They jostled
each other for a view, jamming together nearly two and three deep. Some of more enterprising stood on
stools and chairs to peer over their friend’s heads.
The Hole shared by Darl and Kiki was high up along one side of the Great Hall, and its window-hole gave

a fine view overlooking the terraces and the central pool below. At this time of night, of course, all
sensible Fraggles were at home in their own Holes, preparing for bed or already asleep. It was very late,
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when the Ditzies had mostly dozed off, bringing darkness to the familiar scene. Stalactites, stalagmites,
boulders and ledges were all draped in black velvet, and a cloak of most unfamiliar stillness lay over the
empty cavern.

And there, shimmering faintly in the air, hovered misty shapes. They hung above the floor of the Great
Hall in the hundreds, bobbing slowly up and down like corks in the swell of an invisible sea. They were
at the level of the Fraggles looking out at them, and gave the unsettling impression that they were looking
back ... and expected something.

An awestruck Wembly spoke first. “Who ... who are they, Boober?”

“Yeaaahhh ...” drawled Gobo, short of words for once.

Boober sighed deeply. “Us. Those are The Fraggles. They are all the Fraggles who have ever lived until
now. So far as I know, this is the first time they’ve ever come away from the Rock of the Ancestors and
returned to the great Hall. Usually, they’re content to go to sleep again for another year when they’ve
been sung to. My father sang to the spirits, his father sang to them, and his father sang to them ... all the
way back to the Beginning. This is the first time they haven’t been sung to ... and it’s all Ais fault!”
Boober whirled around, pointing an accusing finger at Darl.

“I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry!”

“Well, being sorry won’t help much now,” said Gobo, beginning to assert his leadership. “Does anyone
have any idea what we should do now?”

“Maybe it’s all right,” Mokey quavered. “The spirits will see that everything is fine with their children
and grand-children, and return to the Rock of the Ancestors.”

As one, the Fraggles looked out at the assembled spirits through the window. They showed no sign of
going anywhere.

“I don’t think we ought to wait and see,” Gobo said. “They might not go back to their rest again.”
“Can’t they just stay with us?”” asked Mokey.

“I don’t know about you guys, but I think that would be a little creepy,” said Wembly. He shuddered and
added quickly, “No offense meant to the ... you know who.”

“Wembly is right,” the Storyteller spoke up. “The proper place for the spirits is not with the living. When
the time comes for us All to be together, it won’t be here, it will be at the Rock of the Ancestors.”

“Why don’t you finish singing them to sleep, then?”” suggested Kiki.
“It’s too late for that,” Boober protested glumly.

Gobo gave him an encouraging slap on the shoulder. “You won’t know until you try, Boober. Go on!
Sing!”
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“All right,” he said, then cleared his throat.

“On a day so long ago that hours were young and rock was new,
Fraggle kind first opened eye, and saw that they were newborn too.
Strange, they said, to wake this way beside a friend you never knew.

The unfurled its endless caves, no two of them the same.
And everywhere that day the Fraggles went a sense of wonder came.
As one by one, they sang the song that gives all things their name.

Yes, a whole world of our own!
Yes, the whole Rock is our own!

For we are one, old and young,
Then and Now, together sung.
We are the music of the Rock ... ”

It wasn’t working... Boober’s voice began to falter.
“It’ll work,” insisted Gobo. “I think we should all sing.”

It was uncanny, and never ceased to amaze Darl that other Fraggles instinctively knew the words to almost
any song. It was as though they merely had to hear a word begun, and could finish it without missing a
beat. In almost no time, the whole ensemble was singing ... except Darl, of course, who had no clue to
what came next and contented himself with switching his tail unconsciously with the rhythm. It was as
much of the instinct as he seemed to have been given.

“For golden walls and amber rooms they sang the words, “Great Hall!”
From bright ‘Ditzies’ to brisk ‘Doozers’ no object was too small.
One by one, from stone to sun, they sang names for them all!

The light most dear, and water clear, of things there seemed no end,
No sooner than they find a name, they must find another ten.
Until at last they saw themselves and named each other ‘friend.’

Yes, a whole world of our own!
Yes, the whole Rock is our own!
For we are one, old and young,
Then and Now, together sung.
We are the music of the Rock.”

Now it was working. Candles were lighting up throughout the Great Hall, wherever the song reached
sleeping Fraggles and woke them. Then, one by one, they joined in. With all the Fraggles singing, the
spirits of their Ancestors gathered in the Hall had became still, attentive, and the feeling of wistful
questioning that hung in the air had gone.

“Yes, a whole world of our own!

Yes, the whole Rock is our own,
We are one, and always have been.
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We are one and forever will be.
We are the Music of the Rock,
The Music of the Rock!”

And as the final note faded away, a breeze seemed to rise in the Great Hall. With a sense of quiet
gratitude, the assemblage of Ancestors faded away with it.
keksk

“They’re gone,” whispered Gobo in the hush.

The Fraggles at Darl’s Halloween party fell back from the window, gabbling and laughing as if the awe
and fear they had felt moments before had never happened. Some reached for pie, others giggled as they

compared and disputed about what they had seen.

“Gone for at least for another year,” Boober sighed. “... No thanks to him,” he added darkly, casting a
meaningful glance at Darl.

“Next year I won’t interrupt, and they won’t be back... ” Darl replied, somewhat defensively.

“Never mind that,” said Gobo. “Actually ... I think we’ve just learned something very important from
this experience.”

Mokey came up behind Gobo with a mug in her hand. “Oh, I agree entirely! All this time we’ve left the
poor things forgotten, and only Boober’s family to look after them, year after year. No wonder they came
to see us once they were free!”

“You mean...” said Boober, “I shouldn’t sing them to sleep every year before they wake?”

“No, not that exactly. I think we should all go to the Rock of the Ancestors on this night. Why not let
them wake up to greet us, and then all of us sing them to sleep again? After all, someday we will be
Ancestors too, and wouldn’t you want to see your children and grandchildren again?”

The perpetually glum Fraggle swallowed and said, “I never thought of it that way, before. Now that you
mention it, my old Da used to say that what the Ancestors really wanted was to speak to their loved ones.
Maybe... maybe all this time they’ve been waiting for me to bring you to them ... and I forgot?”

Mokey gave Boober a hug and said, “Next year we’ll all go with you!”

Boober brightened up, a rare thing for him. “It’ll be a lot less work, touching up the paintings, that’s for
sure!”

Soon the party was in full swing again, and didn’t begin to wind down until hours later, when yawns
began to bloom among the Fraggles like Black Button Blossoms in a field of white Cotton Puff Blooms.
Finally, only Kiki and Darl were left in their Hole, contemplating the disorder of cups, plates, spoons,
forks, crumbs, rumpled covers, cushions on the floor and bric-a-brac moved out of its accustomed niches
that would have to be tidied up the next day.

“I guess that ended better than it might have,” remarked Darl, sweeping the lock of blue hair out of his
eyes. “But I suppose it’ll be just as well if I keep my next bright idea to myself.”

Kiki plopped her slim rump on the bed, and sighed in exhaustion. She kicked her feet as though a little
surprised to find them still there ... despite having been on them nearly all day. “What do you mean,
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Love?”

“I mean, next time I remember something from when I lived Outside, I shouldn’t try to get everyone here
in the Rock to do it.”

“But why not?”

“Look at all the trouble it caused. According to Storyteller, I picked the wrong day, of all days, to try to
celebrate Halloween. Then I mess up Boober’s family tradition. Next thing you know, all the Fraggles
from Then to Now rise from their sleep to haunt the Great Hall. When I try to do things from my life
Outside, I never seem to be able to foresee the consequences! I'd better not do it any more!”

“Ohno! You must! You didn’t mess up Boober’s tradition, you reminded him of the part he’d forgotten
all about! Maybe even the most important part. I'm sure the Ancestors truly meant no harm, and

probably enjoyed being fully awake again for the first time in ages and ages. Besides ...”

Darl looked down on the pale, black-haired Fraggle with the swelling sense of completion he always felt
at the sight of her.

“Besides what, Kiki my dove?”
“Besides, if you didn’t stir things up now and then ... what fun would that be?”

And that was how the first Halloween came to Fraggle Rock.
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