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Icky Waddles 
 

Part 1 

 

 
“You can’t stop the waves,  

but you can learn to surf.”  
Joseph Goldstein 

 

My name is Melvin Jacobi Waddell. Everyone calls 

me Icky. Icky Waddles. Mother said when she brought me 

home from the hospital, my older sister Lillian could not 

say Jacobi. She said, Icky. Lillian couldn’t know the Jay in 

Jacobi. 

Mother is being nice.  
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Lillian tells me I am icky. 

The kids at school call me Waddles. You know, like 

a duck. You would think they do that because of my last 

name, but that is not true. They call me Waddles because 

my left foot does not work too well.  

When I walk, I kind of waddle side to side. 

The kids used to be mean to me, but not so much 

now. When we got to middle school, everyone started 

being nice. In middle school, several kids are like me. In 

elementary school, I was the only one like me. 

My friend Max never calls me Icky. He calls me Jac. 

I like Jac. Max and I used to hang out more. When we 

played video games, Max would use just his right hand on 

account of my left hand. My left hand does not work too 

well.  

But now, Max being older, we don’t hang so much. 

Ever since he found the Orb, we don’t hang. He also spends 

a lot more time with his friend Jamie. She is pretty and real 

smart. Lillian and Jamie are in the same grade. Lillian says 

Jamie is trash. Lillian thinks because when our dad died, 

and mom got a lot of money, we changed. Lillian thinks 

money makes us better.  

Lillian is a snob, and she is mean. 

No one likes Lillian. 

Everyone likes Max and Jamie. They are kind and 

smart. 

When Max found the Orb, he told me some things. 

Some things he saw in the Orb. Maybe he saw them in his 

head. I do not know for sure how he knows things, but he 

knows. 
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Max told me that in middle school, I would be a hero, 

and everyone would be my friend. Yeah, right, people like 

me are not heroes.  

But Max was right. People like me can be a hero. 

If you want, I can tell you the story. It is kind of 

long, and it will take some time. Sometimes I get tired, and 

my left hand starts to tremor, and my words get kind of 

messy. But I can tell the story if you want. 
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Part 2 
 

 

 

“Things are never quite as scary  
when you’ve got a best friend.”  

Bill Watterson 

 

I will tell you the story. It may take a few days, but 

we can get through it together. It started a couple of 

summers ago, the summer Max found the Orb. 

 

“Come on Jac. You are not even trying.” 

“Max, my hand is a little bad today.” 

“Oh. Okay. Do you want to do something else?” 

“No, let’s just talk.” 
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Max tosses the X-Box controller at the floor then 

jumps up from sitting Indian style on the floor. He props 

the pillows and reclines on his bed. I use the desk chair to 

stand, then sit, slowly spinning the chair to face Max. 

 

“Are the kids in middle school going to be mean to 

me?” 

“Jac, the school does not start for another few 

weeks. What are you worried about?” 

“It has been better since you talked to Bobby 

McMurtry. He stopped being mean to me. Lillian says they 

will beat me up every day in middle school.” 

“You know that is not true. Lillian is just mean. Stop 

being a baby. No one is going to beat you up. Middle school 

is different. Everyone knows they need to be nice and get 

along. The schoolwork is harder. People don’t have time to 

be mean. You are going to meet a lot of new people and 

make a lot of friends.” 

“Friends?” 

“Yes, Jac, you will make friends. Lots of them. There 

are so many more people. The girls are prettier too.” 

“Girls?” 

“Yes, you know what girls are, right?” 

 

Max is laughing at his own joke. I wait. He stops and 

does what he always does. He makes me feel better. 

 

“Have you been doing what the doctor suggested?” 

“She is a counselor, and yeah, I suppose.” 

“That means no. Jac, you have to tell people about 
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it. Stop trying to hide it. Everyone knows, and the people 

who don’t know will ask you about it. You need to do what 

the counselor told you. Tell them about it. What did she 

say…? She said: You need to own it. Own it, Jac.” 

“But, Max, sometimes my words don’t come out 

right.” 

“No, they don’t, but that is okay too. It doesn’t make 

you any less smart or less funny. People don’t know you 

are funny. I know you are funny, but no one else does. 

Make a joke. Get people to laugh while you tell them about 

it. You know the answer. Why are you being stubborn?” 

“I am not stubborn… Max, do you think middle 

school will be better?” 

“I know it will be better. But you have to be better 

too. Stop being shy and afraid. Let people know the Jac I 

know. Funny. Smart. Kind. And you are a terrible dancer.” 

 

Max waits while I laugh because he knows he has 

just made me happy. Standing, I try to do The Watusi, but 

it looks more like The Mashed Potato. I get exactly the 

result I wanted. Max is roaring. I stop and head home. 

Mac’s mother hollers from the kitchen as I am opening the 

back door to leave. 

 

“Coming back to tomorrow, Jac?” 

“Yes, maybe in the afternoon.” 

 

Walking across the yard, the back gate, I see Max 

watching me from his upstairs window.  
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When I come back to Max’s house, I forget to call 

first. I walk the two blocks, only to have Max’s mother tell 

me he is not home. He and Jamie, and Mark, and Randall 

have gone swimming at the old mill pond. I walk home, 

thinking about owning it. Max knows I can’t swim, so he 

didn’t invite me. That is a kindness. I’ll come back 

tomorrow. I’ll own it.  
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Part 3 

 

 

“No great discovery was ever made  
without a bold guess.” 

Isaac Newton 
 

“What is that? Where did you get it?” 

“I found it at the bottom of the pond.” 

“Max, what is it?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Is it glowing? Can I hold it? 

“Here.” 

 

I take the crystalline Orb in my good hand. Holding 

it up to the light from the window, I see it has lines and 

shapes on the inside. The lines and shapes are bending the 



 

9 

light. 

 

“Why is it warm?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“It doesn’t look natural. Do you think someone made 

it?” 

“I don’t know. Mom said, you came by yesterday. 

Sorry, I was not here. You should have called.” 

“I don’t mind the walk. Walking is part of owning it. 

The counselor says I need to get out. What are you going 

to do with it?” 

 

Before Max responds, I hold it up to the light again 

and watch the colors refract. I think it is getting warmer 

the longer I hold it up and look at it. 

 

“I am going to keep it. It feels… I like it.” 

“You should keep it. It is cool. Do you want to play 

X-Box?” 

“Sure. But no wimping out this time.” 

“I feel good today. Today is the day I am going to 

win. I’ll beat you one-handed.” 

“Yeah, right. No way.” 

 

Max is happy because I am making jokes and trying 

to be positive. I can tell, he senses I am not brooding 

today. I play the best games I have ever played. Max still 

wins, but it was close. We switch games. Max picks a game 

I can control easily with my bad hand. Max senses I might 

win. Before he presses play, we feel it. 



 

10 

 

“Max… Do you feel something?” 

“You feel it too?” 

“I think so.” 

“Jamie and them said I was crazy. But I feel it. Do 

you feel it too?” 

“Yeah, it is sort of pulsing.” 

 

Max picks up the Orb and hands it to me.  

 

“Is it getting hotter?” 

“Yeah, it heats up then cools off. I think it is 

connected to me or something. I feel it most when it is the 

warmest. Do you think it is alive?” 

“Alive? Like a human or an animal? No. It is a 

mineral of some type.” 

“I looked on the internet. I could not find any 

minerals or rocks that are exactly like this thing. The 

closest I could find was a geode. But this is like the insides 

of a geode with no outer covering.” 

 

I ponder Max’s comments, turning it over in my good 

hand, then set it down between us and pick up my 

controller 

 

“Come on. I am going to win.” 

 

Max is beaming at me. He knows our talk from the 

other day has worked. The last game was the closest I have 

ever come to winning. Max wins the next game, but we 
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high five like I won. 

 

“Max, there is something special about that thing.” 

“Yeah, I think you are right. Let’s experiment. I am 

going to think about something while holding the Orb. Then 

you do the same thing. We’ll compare what happens.” 

 

Max keeps his legs crossed Indian style but wiggles 

and turns to face me. I use my hands to reposition and 

face Max. Picking up the Orb, Max holds it in both hands. 

Closing his eyes, he is concentrating on something. I sit 

quietly for several minutes. 

 

“Ouch!” 

“What?” 

“Max, something was stinging my skin.” 

“Stinging?” 

“Yeah, like a lot of ant bites only a harder. What 

were you doing?” 

“I… Uh… I was sort of dreaming. No… That is not 

right. I saw something. Jac, I think the Orb shows me 

things.” 

“Things? What things?” 

“Jac, you are going to save a girl from choking.” 

 

Max drops the Orb and grabs his side with both 

hands. 

 

“Max, what is wrong?” 

“I don’t know. I just had a bad pain in my side. It is 
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gone now.” 

“What did you see in your dream?” 

“I saw…” 

 

Max grabs his side again, grimacing. When he looks 

up, his smile is sideways.  

 

“It doesn’t want me to tell you what I saw.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“I don’t think the orb wants me to tell you what I 

saw.”  
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Part 4 

 

 
“No act of kindness, no matter how small,  

is ever wasted.”  

Aesop 
 

 Max was right. Middle school is different. The people 

are nice. Mostly nice. Well, there are a couple of jerks, but 

I stay away from them. 

No matter how hard I tried to get him to tell me, 

Max would not tell me about what he saw that day with the 

Orb. Jamie told me she thinks the Orb and Max are bonded 

somehow. 
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I don’t know about Max bonding, but I do know Max 

knows things, and he is helping his friends.  

Tomorrow is Saturday, Max and I are supposed to 

play video games. Jamie is hanging around a lot with Max. 

I don’t think she likes going home. She sits on Max’s bed 

and reads while we play X-Box or search the internet. 

My new friend Amanda is going to come over. She 

said her mom would drive her over to Max’s house if Jamie 

were going to be there too. Amanda is like me, only not as 

bad. She is really pretty and kind of smart too.  

●●●●● 

 

“Hello, Amanda, I am Max’s friend Jamie.” 

“I know, Jac told me all about you.” 

“Jac? You call Melvin Jac?” 

“Yes. He said it was what Max uses, and he likes the 

name.” 

“Okay. Jac, it is.” 

 

Jamie had met Amanda at the front door with Max’s 

mother. They both waved to Amanda’s mother, who waved 

back and drove away.  

 

“Amanda, come with me, Max and Jac are in his 

room.” 

“His room? His bedroom?” 

“Yes, where else would they be?” 

“Oh, I thought it was like a den or game room or 

something. Jac said they play games there all the time.” 

“They do, but it is in Max’s bedroom. We can sit out 
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back, on the patio, if you prefer?”  

“No, it is okay. I have never been in a boy’s 

bedroom.” 

“Ever?” 

“No. This is the first time I have been invited 

anywhere.” 

 

With a big smile from Max’s mother, Jamie takes 

Amanda’s hand and leads her to Max’s room. Max and Jac 

are sitting, Indian style, on the floor, playing X-Box. 

 

“Look who’s here.” 

When the boys barely look up, Jamie shrugs points 

Amanda to the office chair and flops onto Max’s bed. 

Amanda watches the boys play the game, and Jamie reads 

until the game ends.  

 

“Wow, Jac, you are getting better.” 

“It is the game, The right side of the controller. The 

Y, C, B, and A buttons have a lot of control in the game.” 

“Whatever, you seem to anticipate the game better. 

Hello, Amanda. It is nice to meet you. Jac has told me a lot 

about you.” 

“He did?” 

“Yes, he did.” 

 

Amanda is smiling. Focused on Max, she is trying to 

avoid looking at me. Jamie has put her book down and is 

watching. 

 



 

16 

“What did he say, exactly?” 

“He said you and he have the same problem.” 

“That is obvious, what else did he say?” 

“He said it was nice to have a new friend.” 

 

Max is being coy. Jamie is beaming. Amanda pulls a 

tissue from the box on the desk and catches a little drool. 

Embarrassed, she looks away. Max fixes everything with a 

comment and exaggerated hand gestures. 

“Don’t worry about that. Have you seen Jac when he 

is close to winning? Spit flies everywhere.” 

 

Amanda is laughing. Jamie is laughing. Max is 

smiling at me. I look at all of them and then answer. 

 

“If you think that’s bad, wait until I win. I am going 

to own you, and it won’t be pretty.” 

 

They are laughing. I am laughing. I have never felt 

closer to anyone except my mother.  
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Part 5 

 

 
“You never know how strong you are until being strong is 

the only choice you have.” 
Bob Marley 

 

Lunchtime in middle school was the best part of the 

day and the worst part of the day. I sit for lunch with 

Amanda and several new friends. We always sit together. 

We sit at the end table away from everyone else. Two of 

my new friends, Marco and Albert, have trouble eating, 

Amanda, and I sometimes help them.  

The other kids ignore us at lunch. 

It is the best time because we can talk and laugh. 

No one at our table judges us. Marco doesn’t speak much 

because of the slur. Albert talks just fine and never shuts 

up. 

 

“You should have seen him. He can really play the 

game.” 
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“No way. You played X-Box with one hand?” 

“Amanda is right. I can play now. The game is 

mostly right-handed, so I can play. I use both hands but 

mostly the right.” 

“Albert, you should have seen him. No twitches. No 

stumbles. His hands were flying over the controller. Until 

the end.” 

“What happened at the end?” 

“Jac almost won! Spittle was flying everywhere.” 

 

They are laughing. Everyone is looking at us. Albert 

wipes Marco’s face causing us to laugh harder.  

We are laughing until I see Amanda start to panic.  

She is choking.  

I jump up, using my right hand for balance on the 

table, I rush around to her side. She is pointing at her 

throat. She is turning pale.  

I remember something. Because of Max’s comment 

about me being a hero, I remember. I read on the internet 

how to help someone who is choking. The Heimlich 

maneuver, but what are the steps?  

I know! 

I reach around Amanda’s waist, making sure I am 

just under her ribs. Then I give a hard, quick squeeze. My 

right arm is very strong. 

The quick squeeze works. 

Amanda spews a blob of peanut butter and bread 

that lands with a splat in the middle of the table.  

Everyone in the cafeteria looks to Amanda. She 

waves politely that she is okay.  
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I turn and announce everything is okay. 

 

“Move along; nothing to see here. Just a girl learning 

to chew.”  

 

I am laughing and waiting for Amanda’s response. 

Amanda gives a thumbs up.  

I own it.  

When the giggles cross the cafeteria, I sit back down 

and smile at Amanda. She smiles back, and I feel like we 

have connected somehow. She feels it too.  

I can tell.  

Then I poke the peanut butter blob with a pencil, 

pushing it back to Amanda.  

We roar with laughter. 

I remember what Max said: Jac, you are going to 

save a girl from choking. 

What is Max not telling us? 
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Part 6 

 

 
“No one is useless in this world  

who lightens the burdens of another.” 
Charles Dickens 

 

The rest of the school year was uneventful. Max was 

right, the schoolwork was harder, but everyone was nice. 

Well, almost everyone was nice.  

Amanda and I hung out pretty much every day at 

school. She didn’t come over to my house much. I think 

Lillian must have said something nasty to Amanda. 

Amanda said she preferred being home. I fixed up my bike. 

When the weather was beautiful, I rode over to Amanda’s 

on my good days. I did not mind the ride, and Amanda’s 

mother is always nice to me. 

I did not see Max as often. He was busy with high 

school and Jamie. At the Thanksgiving break, we played 

some X-box and hung out. That is when he told me about 

the visions and the Everywhen. 
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“The what?” 

“The Aboriginal people of Australia call it the 

Everywhen or Everwhen. It is something like a trance 

where the past, present, and future are all visible. Like a 

movie in your mind.” 

“Is that what happens to you? A trance?” 

“Not really. Well, maybe. I don’t know exactly. All I 

know is when I focus. I see things that will happen. I don’t 

even have to hold the Orb. I just focus, and it connects.” 

“Connects? How does it connect?” 

 

Max pauses, thinking about my question. I flip off 

the game console before turning back to Max. 

 

“The Orb is giving me the visions, or it is allowing 

my mind to connect to some ability that is already there. 

Maybe, yes, I think it is opening up an ability that we don’t 

know how to use.” 

“Do you think it is hurting you?” 

“No. There is no pain when I see the future. If I tell 

someone what I saw, or if I make something happen that 

I know will alter what I saw in the future, I feel pain. Mark 

and Jamie say they feel the stings. Tell me about the 

stinging you get when I am in the Everywhen.” 

“It is like a little electrical dance over my skin that 

stops, here and there, and bites like an ant.” 

“Do you see anything or just feel it?” 

“I feel it. Max, it is not that bad. I think… Maybe it is 

more intense when you see something that makes you 

upset?” 
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“That is a good question. Let’s experiment. Do you 

want to help me?” 

“Of course.” 

 

Max jumps up, closes the door to his bedroom, then 

steps up on his nightstand. He turns the screws on the 

heating grate, pulls off the cover, before reaching in and 

retrieving a small box. After replacing the grate, Max steps 

down and opens the door. Opening the box, he cradles the 

Orb and sits back down on the carpet.  

 

“Okay, here is what we are going to do. I am going 

to let the Orb show me something. You focus on what 

happens to you. When the vision is complete, we’ll figure 

out what happens to you.” 

“Okay, but what do I do if it gets too painful?” 

“Just say: Max, stop.” 

“Okay.” 

 

Sitting Indian style, Max holds the Orb in both 

hands. Resting his hands on his shins, I see the light 

bouncing and refracting through the Orb.  

In seconds I begin to feel tingling on my skin. I 

stayed focused and notice the tingling comes and goes in 

waves. 

Then something changes.  

The stinging starts. 

I let it continue for what I think is a long time, but it 

is only a few minutes. 
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“Max, stop.” 

 

Max opens his eyes. He looks sad and worried. 

 

“What happened?” 

“I felt the tingling as soon as you closed your eyes. 

It sort of came and went in waves, until the end, when it 

started stinging. I tried to hold on, but the stings got 

harder… No, not harder. Just more of them at the same 

time.” 

“What do you think it means?” 

“If you tell me what you saw, maybe we can figure 

out why it is happening.” 

 

Instinctively, Max grabs his side before he feels any 

pain. I cut him off before he can speak. 

 

“You know it will hurt you to tell me? 

“Yes, but I can manage. It is not as bad now.” 

“Not as bad? What changed?” 

“I don’t know what changed, but I can manage the 

pain. In the Everywhen I was seeing Mark. He was playing 

hockey. He is really good, the only Freshman to ever start 

on the High School Varsity. Scouts are coming to see him. 

Then it happens. In a couple of years, it happens.” 

 

Max stops and leans to his left, trying to protect his 

side from the pain. 

 

“Max, what happens?” 
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“Mark becomes captain of the team. He is going to 

be offered scholarships. But a goon hurts him.” 

 

Max stops and grimaces before he finishes. 

 

“In a couple of years, they will take out Mark’s knee 

to win the state championship.” 

 

Max stops, opens his eyes, and looks at me. 

 

“You have to tell Mark.” 

“Yes, but when?” 

“You will know when, but you have to tell him. No 

matter the pain, you can’t let your friend get hurt.” 

“I know… Jac, will you help me?” 

“Yes, of course. How?” 

“In two years, when you are a Freshman, remind me 

to tell Mark.” 

“Remind you? Why, what are you talking about?” 

“Please, just remember what I told you and do not 

let me forget.” 

“Okay, I will not let you forget. But, Max, what else 

have you learned?” 

 

Max shakes his head, no. Puts the Orb back in the 

box before setting it on the nightstand. Turning back to 

me, I understand without being told it is time to leave. 

While I am standing to leave, Max lies on his bed. I let him 

know I will help him. 

 



 

25 

“Max, the stinging happens when you see things that 

make you sad or unhappy. I think the stinging helps to 

lessen your pain. If you want me to help, I can take the 

stinging.” 

 

Max smiled, nodded positively, then closed his eyes. 

I close the door behind me on my way to the stairs and the 

back door. 

I will take the stings for Max. 

I will own it for Max. 

What is Max not telling us? 
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Part 7 

 

 
“The most sublime act is to set another before you.” 

William Blake 

 

“No hon, it was Max. He was the first to call me Jac. 

Eventually, everyone, even my mother, began calling me 

Jac.” 

“We’ve been married for three years, and I am just 

now learning about Max’s visions? I have known you for 

twelve years, what else don’t I know about you?” 

 

Smiling, Amanda kisses me. We are sitting on the 

couch, watching television when out of the blue Amanda is 

asking about the name Jac. 

 

“Amanda, you knew about Max’s visions, but I don’t 

think you thought much about the idea of Max being able 
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to see the future.” 

“No, I suppose not. I vaguely remember you telling 

me about the crystal.” 

“Not a crystal, a crystalline Orb. It gave Max… I don’t 

know what it gave to Max. I know he could see things in a 

place he called the Everywhen or Everwhen. Something 

like that.” 

 

Amanda is looking at me. She is about to ask 

something. I know what she is going to ask because Max 

told me about this moment. Max told me Amanda, and I 

would never be apart. From the day I saved her from 

choking, we have known we would be together forever.  

We went to the same college and graduated at the 

same time. Amanda teaches advanced English, and I am 

researching quantum physics. I am going to figure out how 

the Orb shows Max the Everywhen. 

 

“Jac, did you help Max? Did you do something to 

help him? Is that how he knew to help Mark and Jamie?” 

 

I avoid Amanda’s eyes. I do not want to answer. 

 

“Jac, you can tell me. Did you help Max?” 

“Yes, I helped Max.” 

“How? How did you help?” 

 

I am both ashamed and proud of what I did for my 

friend. I helped him understand the images and ease his 

pain. My friend Max gave me more than I ever thought 
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about giving him. I would do it again if he asked. 

I am ashamed because I used my affliction to help 

Max. I figured out the stinging I felt when Max was in the 

Everywhen was less on my bad side. When I sat with Max 

to my left, the numbness on my left side softened the 

stinging.  

I am proud because I gave my friend something he 

needed. When I had nothing, no friends, no confidence…  

Max gave me everything. 

When I do not answer, Amanda, the love of my life 

answers her own question. 

 

“You allowed Max to cause you pain, to lessen his 

pain, while he was having visions. You used your bad side 

to help Max.” 

“How do you know that?” 

 

Amanda is beaming. Radiant and beautiful. She 

refuses to answer. It dons on me when she raises an 

eyebrow. 

 

“Max told you?” 

 

Amanda is roaring with laughter. 

 

“Of course, he did. He told me all about how you 

helped him. He told me about us and this day. This 

conversation.” 

“If you knew all this, why did you play dumb.” 

“I wanted to see what you would say. Max was 
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right.” 

“Right about what?” 

“Max told me that you and he talked all the time and 

that he helped you to own it. He was right about that. You 

own it. It never slows you down except with one person.” 

“Oh? Who is that?” 

“Me. Silly.” 

“You?” 

“Yes, me. You never want to appear weak or call 

attention to your weak side when I am around. After all 

these years, you still want me to be proud of you for 

owning it.  

“Jac, honey, helping Max was owning it. Helping Max 

brought us together. Even though I had to ask you on the 

first date, and I made the first move, and I had to propose, 

you own it with everyone but me. 

“That is what I love about you.” 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 

The story of Icky Waddles is ending here. When you 

have almost nothing, or think you have almost nothing, 

and you willingly give the little you do have for a friend, 

you own it.  

 

If you want to read about Max, the Orb, and his 

journey to self-discovery, the short story collection, Max 

and the Dreamtime, begins with The Find.  

 



 

30 

  



 

31 

Excerpt 
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Prologue 

July 2016  

We have been out of high school for six years. 

Everyone is doing well, and I can manage the pain. But, I 

can feel the connection getting stronger. Someone opened 

the box. Mark and I ha e walked up the overgrown footpath 

to where the four of us hid the box, six years ago.  

Oh, no, no, no. 

 

Jamie, what have you done?  

 

I knew you could not be trusted. I should not have 

listened to Mark, and he was wrong about you. He was 

wrong about everything.  

 

Where are you, Jamie? You never understood what it was 

or its power. Jamie, did you sell it for drug money? No, 

you had kicked the habit and turned your life around.  

 

Maybe Randall knows. Randall vowed to be the last. 

Randall loved you, but he hated Mark. You enjoyed 

making them fight. 

 

Jamie, what have you done? 

 

Stop. Think. Max, you can figure this out. Jamie must be 

close. She doesn’t know how to use it.  
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Did Jamie learn to use it? Did Mark teach Jamie to use it? 

No, Mark doesn’t know how to use it.  

 

Mark didn’t believe it worked. Randall. Randall must have 

taught her to use it. Randall knew the key to open the 

box before the timer expired. Yes! Randall. He must have 

given Jamie the secret to opening the box. No, Randall 

would not speak to Jamie after she left him for Mark. But 

Jamie left Mark too.  

 

Jamie, what have you done? 

 

Look at the rust. The box has been open for a long while. 

Where is the rainwater? No water in the box. When was 

the last time it rained? Jamie, why did you leave the box 

open? Did water damage it? No, I found it water. Water 

can’t hurt it. 

 

Jamie, what have you done? 

“Max. Hey Max! Earth to Max. Where did you go? Did 

you hear my question?” 

“Sorry, Mark. The box triggered another episode. The 

episodes feel real.” 

“Max, I am here for you, buddy. Let’s continue the 

walk. Is that okay?” 

“Sure, let’s walk.” 
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I will find Jamie and make her put it back.  

Jamie, what have you done? 

“Ouch! Damn it! Max that hurts. You need to 

remember I am here too. Right here! Right here, in 

the real world.” 

“Sorry, Mark. You know the Dream Time is real for 

me. I was searching for Jamie and the device.” 

“Yeah, well, it stings being close when you go 

wherever it is you go. Did you find Jamie or the 

device?” 
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Chapter One 
“Jump, and you will find out how to 

unfold your wings as you fall.” 

Ray Bradbury 
 

July 2006  

She is always flirting and thinks we don’t notice. 

I liked her better before.  

I feel sorry for her.  

The gang, my friends, are sitting on the concrete 

abutment that was, a hundred years ago, a waterwheel 

mount. Now, there is no waterwheel and no mill. The gravel 

road which led to the mill is badly overgrown, a thin 

footpath remains. 

Hello, I’m Max. Me, Mark, Randall, and Jamie spend 

almost every afternoon together. Either at the old mill or 

Mark’s house playing Xbox. This afternoon, in July, is no 

different. The sun is warm, and the millpond water cold.  

Mark and I always sit on the right of the massive, 

rusted tight, bearing that once held the waterwheel’s axle. 

Randall and Jamie sit on the left of the mount where the 

concrete is smoothest.  

Max, Mark, Randall, and Jamie. Always the same 

order. 

We could sit on the other side of the lower pond, 

closer to the water, but we like the warm concrete. The 

water is always cold. The water flows from the upper lake, 
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through a pipe, before cascading over a short rocky 

waterfall, and into the lower pond. The lake water once 

turned the waterwheel. The pond was, once, the 

waterwheel’s outflow. Year-round, the water from the lake 

is too cold for a long swim. 

Jamie is always the first to jump into the water. Mark 

said it is because girls don’t feel the cold like boys. I know 

better. Mark always says stupid stuff. Jamie is first because 

she likes showing off her wet bikini. Jamie is always 

adjusting her bikini top when stepping out of the water. 

Mark and Randall always look at her when she climbs above 

the water. She doesn’t mind them staring at her. Mark still 

has something to say. 

“Max, why don’t you like to swim?” 

“Mark, I like to swim.” 

“Why do you come with us every day? You never 

spend a lot of time in the water.” 

“I don’t know. I like hanging out.” 

Mark always knows when I am thinking. He knows it 

annoys me when he interrupts me. He does it because he 

can. I think Mark is lonely.  

Mark says he is going to be the captain of the High 

School hockey team. Go, Knights! Mark does barely 

enough schoolwork to be eligible to play hockey. He 

probably will be captain.  

Everyone needs a goal. 

In September, we will enter grade eight. High school 

is in one year and college in five years.  
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I have no goals.  

Randall never stops talking about what he is going 

to do after college. We have not started grade eight, and 

Randall is already planning a life as a scientist after college. 

If Mark is going to be captain of the high school hockey 

team, Randall will be voted most likely to succeed.  

Jamie.  

Jamie is a girl looking for a way out. Never interested 

in school, or sports, or music, or video games, Jamie goes 

along to get along. She is beautiful, thin with mouse blonde 

hair. Jamie likes to read. I love watching her when she is 

reading. Mark, Randall, and I are Jamie’s only genuine 

friends.  

Last year, Jamie made the cheerleader squad. She 

quit after two weeks. She told us she stopped because it 

took too much time, and her mother couldn’t drive her to 

practice. We know better. Jamie quit the cheer squad 

because the other girls made fun of her for preferring 

books to their constant talk about boys.  

Jamie always flirts with Mark and Randall. Mostly 

Randall. I think being on the cheer squad was terrible for 

Jamie. The girls made her feel unwelcome. She does not 

need those stuck-up shrews. She is flirting again, but I can 

fix it. 

“Hey Randall, we have Miss Cartwright for English. 

She teaches grade eight advanced English.” 

“No way, Max. Maybe Jamie will get advanced 

English, but we are going to get Mister Scott. He 

teaches regular English.” 
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“My sister had him, and she said it was an easy class 

but a lot of reading.” 

“I saw the class schedules. Jamie, you and I are in 

Miss Cartwright’s fourth period, right before lunch.” 

“Max, you are full of crap. The assignments are not 

due until next week.” 

“I was in the office this morning. I saw the 

assignments on Misses Gratti’s desk.” 

“No way! Crap. This year is going to suck.” 

Mark is already worried because he is not in our class 

and we won’t be able to help him as much. I hope Miss 

Cartwright’s lessons are hard. I think I might be a writer 

someday. Randall worries and complains but always gets 

an ‘A.’ Randall’s mom would die if Randall came home with 

a ‘B.’  

Jamie will get an ‘A.’ She always gets ‘A’s. Miss 

Cartwright will learn Jamie has read all the assignments, is 

bored, and will give Jamie individual reading assignments.  

Mark will struggle, but I will help him pass his 

English class. I always help him pass his classes.  

Randall is always flirting with Jamie now. Jamie says 

she had to switch to a bikini because the other swimsuits 

don’t fit. We know better.  

She is showing off.  

Mark is always watching Randall flirt with Jamie. 

Mark is jealous of Randall.  

Jamie climbed out of the water and arrived at the 

top of the abutment and reached for her towel. I can see 
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the goosebumps, from the cold, on her arms. Before she 

can grab the towel, Randall pulls her towel away. She puts 

her hands on her hips and stands, dripping wet, glaring at 

Randall. Mark and Randall stare at the small, iridescent 

blue, bikini.  

Jamie reached across Randall to grab the towel. 

Randall pushed back, trying to push Jamie into the water. 

Jamie grabbed Randall’s wrist for balance, but both of them 

and their towels, fell off the abutment, landing in the cold 

water. Jamie rises from the water roaring with laughter. 

Randall had his sneakers on and wants to be mad, but 

Jamie has her legs wrapped around his waist.  

Mark watched the whole thing. Mark always watches 

Randall flirt with Jamie but will never say anything.  

“You know Mark, tons of girls want to hang-out with 

the future captain of the hockey team.” 

“Screw you, Max.” 

Mark pushed me off the abutment and into the 

water. I barely missed landing on Randall and Jamie. 

Acting like I meant to jump, I start diving down, looking 

for polished stones. I hear Mark when I pop up for air. 

“Max, why do you need more rocks?” 

“I like the way some of them shine after the tumbling 

water has polished them. They sparkle in the sun.” 

“Yeah, right. Nerd.” 

 

*~*~*~* 
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Thank you! 

The Max and the Dream Time stories are available 

wherever you get your eBooks! 
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A Humble Request 
If you enjoyed, The Find, or not, reviews and ratings 

are always appreciated 

 

Thank you! 
“‘Thank you’ is the best prayer that anyone could say. I 

say that one a lot. Thank you expresses extreme 

gratitude, humility, understanding.”  
Alice Walker 

 

Dear reader, please accept my sincere gratitude for 

spending your precious time reading the words I could 

patch together. I am often reminded of how lucky I am to 

write and do more than I ever imagined. 

 

“When I started counting my blessings,  
my whole life turned around.”  

Willie Nelson 
 

I have my health, a loving family, a wonderful wife, 

and an overwhelming yearning to keep them all. 

 

R. C.  
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About R. C. 
 

In secondary school, high school to the Americans, 

two people sparked my interest in reading. A close friend 

and an instructor. The instructor took an interest in a boy 

he later called ‘The rebel without a clue.’ He was 

instrumental in learning the value of a good book. 

 

The instructor required me to read exciting historical 

novels for academic credit. Frank Norris, Leon Uris, and 

Ken Follett are inspirations and fuel my love of history. My 

lifelong friend inspired me to read J.R.R. Tolkien, and I 

became addicted to the fantasy genre. 

 

Born to a military family, it was logical that I follow 

the military tradition. However, after four years of “yes 

sirs” and scraping the wax off floors, I decided there must 

be more fun in a corporate career. 

 

After forty-plus years of work experience across the 

globe, I landed in Colorado.  
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Contact R. C. 
 

Website 

www.rcducantlin.com 

 

Facebook 

www.facebook.com/rcducantlin 

 

Twitter 

www.twitter.com/rcducantlin 

 

LinkedIn 

www.linkedin.com/in/rcducantlin 

http://www.rcducantlin.com/
http://www.facebook.com/RCDucantlin
http://www.twitter.com/rcducantlin
http://www.linkedin.com/in/RCDucantlin
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Books by R. C. 
 

Novels 
 

Summitate Series 

Biomass 

Dominion 

Connections 

 

 The Plan: Create A Pandemic. Use A Designer Drug To Cure The 

Flu And Kill Six Billion People. Hope For Humankind Fell On Me 

To Control The New Humans. 

 

The Carina Series 

Time is an Illusion 

A Calm Mind 

Our Place 

BairnGefa 

Ho’ Ma’ Utz 

 

The Blessing Of Interstellar Travel Has Become A Curse. With 

The Powers He Received from the Designer Drug, Corb Has One 

Chance To Save Earth, But It Has Become Impossible To Tell 

Friend From Foe. 

 

Aalborinn 

The Reluctant First 

The Girl of Light 

Ka’i: The Second First 

 

To Become A Plentari Warrior: Survive The Brutal Training. Can 
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Corb’s Daughter, A Human Girl, Become A Plentari Warrior? 

How Many Will She Slay To Survive? Is She The First? 

  

Short Stories 
 

Max and the Dream Time 

The Find 

The Everwhen 

The Tontine 

The Lost Years 

The Price of Love 

 

Jamie’s future will break Max’s heart. Understanding the Orb 

becomes Max’s obsession. With the Orb, he can make sure the 

future he sees never happen. Can His Friends Save Him From the 

Pain? Will Their Plan Work? Is The Pain Too Great To Endure? 

 

Miranda Everlasting 

Gris-Gris 

Fò Miranda 

Envie 

 

Young Miranda is going to be famous. She is going to be in the 

movies and fly aeroplanes. The dreams of children destroyed; Albee 

helps Miranda become famous. 

 

Not all voodoo is bad voodoo. 

Some voodoo is for the dead. 

Some Voodoo Is For The Living. 

Voodoo Is Eternal. 
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The Aydin Trammell Chronicles 

Volume One 

Shiny Lies 

 

A former Special Ops Commando thought covert missions in the 

desert were rough. Then he married a spy who wants him dead. 

When Aydin Trammel becomes an international intelligence 

operative, he quickly learns his new career is considerably more 

complicated than a special ops soldier. Back then, problems were 

straightforward: Hike in, blow something up, hike out. He was 

good at that. 

 

Volume Two 

Shiny Pennies 

 

How do you fix that which can never be the same? 

 

Vampire Unicorn 

 

This story is the confirmation that we live in extraordinary times. 

Astonishing advancements, and history-changing knowledge, 

arriving faster than can be conceived. Do we accept our fate when 

the velocity of change exceeds our capacity to adapt? 

 

I create my future. 

You create your future. 

We create our future. 

The future is an expression of today’s creations.



 

 

 

 


