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         “How would you like to be in the encyclopedia, Joann?” I asked with a smile as she and I were eating lunch one afternoon.

	

She was slouched over her phone, one elbow on the table. She didn’t look up to reply. “No, thank you.”

	

“I should say,” I went on, “that it would be very convenient for customers. What if they want to know more about you? I get clients all the time who come in and ask, ‘Who is that Joann, that marvelous woman?’”

	

“You’re such a goof,” she said with a little jagged-tooth smirk.

	

“That’s what Wikipedia is, an encyclopedia,” I explained, as though she didn’t already understand. “If someone wanted to know about your stature in town I could simply spin the monitor around and save myself the trouble of a lengthy discourse. It would save me a lot of time.”

	

She laughed to herself, but didn’t say anything. It was rare that Joann and I had time to sit down together. She was a stout woman with a young face and large, dark brown eyes. There was no use talking to her the way I did. She was married, three kids. She had a tattoo of one of their names—the oldest one—on her wrist. The others I wasn’t sure about, and I didn’t ask—somehow it felt like it would have been wrong. 



We worked in an electronics store together. I was recently divorced, and bored, I guess, and wanted to get her on my new favorite topic.

	

“Your kids would like it, too,” I said. “They could even make edits to the page for you—keep it fresh and updated. They could really be doing more for you, in my opinion.”

	

She chafed, and her smile broadened out. 

	

“Everyone should have a Wikipedia page,” I said.

	

Finally, she looked at me like a kid having found someone at hide-and-seek. 



“Your ‘friend’ needs to know when to stop. Coming in here, bugging you to do his projects. Who has time for all that?”

	

“Oh, come on, Joann,” I said facetiously.

	

“That man loves himself too much,” she replied, going back to tapping on her phone. 

	

“It’s for posterity,” I said, shifting tone a little. “He’s old. He knows he’s near the end of his life. If you get on Wikipedia, then, from his point of view, you are remembered for as long as Wikipedia is a thing. Which, I have no reason to doubt, might be a very long time. It’s silly, I know,” I said, preempting an objection, “but if it brings him some comfort then I say why not. Well, why not, Joann?”

	

She shook her head.   

	

“Don’t be jealous,” I said, smiling again.

	

“I ain’t jealous.”

	

“Hey, listen,” I said, pointing. “I can make this work for you. I can already see the body of the article. ‘Joann Guidry received national attention at a Family Dollar in 1997 when, while waiting in a checkout line with a flustered cashier, she made an innovative reference to the movie The Sandlot, exclaiming, ‘You’re killing me, Smalls!’, a move which would be subsequently adopted by other women across the United States over the coming decade, including Laura Bush.”

	

She closed her eyes and gave me another smirk. “You’re such a goof.”








	

The client that I’m thinking of, his name is Mr. Watts. He came to the tech bar a few months ago and wanted to know if I would go as far as to make a correction for him on Thomas Jefferson’s Wikipedia page. I laughed. I’d done some work for him before. He had a son who died at my age, just a few years ago, and I think he saw something in me. But, what the heck? When you’re living by yourself, it feels good to solve problems for people, and I figured I could always learn something along the way, or get into some new territory.

	

The first task was to earn credibility with the moderators of Wikipedia. I fixed an entry on the development of basso continuo in Renaissance madrigal music. Then I made an edit involving some recent considerations regarding the designation of a certain transitional period in geological time, which (as a matter of fact) had to do with the appearance of Hyalinea balthica. 

	

I was especially happy with that one. I showed Mr. Watts when he came in one day to see how close we were to Jefferson. He’s a wispy man, a white shade, a runner who exuded good health in his younger years. He liked to greet me with a solicitous smile that a juggler or a street performer might have. 

	

“Young man,” he would call me. He didn’t have to refer to the project by name; it was our secret project.

	

“This is real,” I said, tracing a line in the article I revised with my finger. “I wish I had brought in the book to prove it to you. You like archaeology, right? Well now, you’re an archaeologist. And an ornithologist. And a biographer of Henry Fielding. It’s really interesting stuff. And they’re real references, they may as well be, right?”

	

“Good, good,” he said. He was nodding and seemed to be looking past me, as though there was something he didn’t understand. “All good stuff. So, you think we’ll be getting there soon? I’m really excited about this.”

	

“Oh sure,” I answered him. “It takes time, but we both know that. I want to make it as believable as possible. I tried to find some info on your aunt. Just some genealogy websites. I found her name, but nothing about what she did or who she knew. Maybe there’s a library we can go to? I mean, we can’t just put anything up on Wikipedia.”

	

He wobbled a bit as I spoke. “It’s all right there,” he said. “I gave it to you. It’s up to you, I need your help, man.”

	

Mr. Watts had left me with a dossier of yellow wide-ruled papers, filled with hand-written memos in all capital letters. I had never seen that in handwriting. The sheets were torn from their notebooks and had the quality of something discovered rather than notated, jewels of Hira, declaring his ancestor a mentor to Thomas Jefferson.

	

He leaned in, and said, “I don’t care if they take it down. Just as long as it gets there, and I can see it. I’ll take a picture. No problem. And if other people want to look, then, well, I can’t stop them!”

	

I was sure it wouldn’t work, but I replied to him, “We certainly can’t. And we’ve gone too far not to give it the old college. I’ll see what I can do. And if all that comes from this is that I have learned something about the migration patterns of the painted redstart, then the effort will not be in vain, as far as I’m concerned.”








I forget when, but some time ago I learned that Mr. Watts has very bad cancer of the liver and prostate. His wife told us when she came in one day to make a few purchases on his behalf. I do know that this was before I decided to go see him in his house, and before the business with Jefferson, which actually turned out to be a success. That’s why I went to see him. He wanted to take it to the next level, and put himself in the encyclopedia, for all the places he’d traveled and the jobs he worked, for the people he’d seen and the tortoise he used to have in his backyard.

	

I was in paradise. On the outside, the house looked like a home you might see situated anywhere in the American suburbs. I moved to the Bay Area just after my split with Debbie to get some pictures of the Golden Gate Bridge. It was a fascination of mine, some of these old places with evidence that people had done something. I had seen Mr. Watts’s postcards and his pictures of France, where his relatives supposedly once lived. Now I got to go in his damn house, which was filled like a lepidopterist’s museum with photos and maps and animal skeletons and saucy fifties women. He had columns from all the times he had appeared in the papers, fighting a fire or working at the university when something was going down. 

	

The purpose of my visit was to find a picture which would be suitable to put on Wikipedia for longevity. We went upstairs, where the exhibit extended into all the guest rooms. His wife was up there, too, in one of the small rooms watching a television on a dresser. She didn’t want to disturb whatever it was we were up to.

	

“You’ve been to the Mesoamerican pyramids,” I said, inspecting a picture he had in a small office he had led me into. There was a world map on the wall facing the door, maybe six square feet, with pins stuck to various locations in Europe, the Americas, and the southeast Pacific. I squinted at the photo; I was trying to fathom Mr. Watts as a young man I might know, and I’d never known anybody who had looked down at the world from the steps of a temple-pyramid.

	

He joined me. 

	

“Mhm. I’ve been to all seven continents—including Antarctica,” he said, indicating a tiny red pin on King George Island, “all fifty states, and over thirty countries. You can see it right here.”

	

He paused. I stood there gawking a moment, trying to think of a question to ask, and he seemed to want to give me the chance.   

	

“If you see anything,” he went on, going back to rummaging through pictures, “anything at all that you think might work for the article, don’t hesitate to say so.”   

	

It was on me again. I didn’t know what to say. I thought of how long the plane flight would be to get from where we were to the horn of South America. I thought about the big black ocean of the south pole, how looking over it would be like looking into outer space. I thought of sunrises and sunsets, cream-colored, over lands forgotten to a continental shift. But I couldn’t come up with a single question. It was all right there, ready for me, but what could I do?

	

“Take a look,” he said, coming over with a gloss print. It was a picture from maybe twenty years ago; there was a festival going on. Mr. Watts was in a white suit with a hat and bowtie, coming out of a crowd, looking ready to devour the camera. “Eh, whad’ya think?”

	

“That’s the best one,” I said. “It’ll do.” 

	

He put it in a plastic envelope and let me have it. “So then. We’re done?”

	

He flashed me his jester’s smile. I saw him all at once in a hundred dark images on the walls. I couldn’t see the faces, mostly, but I recognized the shape of the legs, the stance. It was the same in almost all of them.




 



“I wish you had come along with me,” I told Joann. “It’s a great way to get to know your customers.”

	

She shook her head, and her little ponytail bobbed with it. “I ain’t going in that man’s house.”

	

“You have to take risks in life, Joann. We get people in here all the time who might be Allen Ginsberg or somebody. They hide themselves, you know.”

	

“Mhm.”

	

I said, “He has rodent skulls on in the wall in this living room. How cool is that?”

	

She glared at me with her sandy eyes. “You expect me to go to a house with skulls on the wall?”

	

“They’re not menacing.”

	

“They’re bones,” she said, slamming her palm down on the tech bar counter and trying hard not to smile. “For all you know he probably found those things in his backyard before you came over.”

	

“He was a perfect gentleman the whole time,” I replied, preening myself. “Maybe if you kept rat bones in your sala you’d be a little bit nicer, too.”

	

She burst into a laugh put her hand on my bicep. “Shut up, will you?”








For some reason—maybe just because things have had time to settle—I’ve been thinking of Mr. Watts again, lately. 

	

I called him to give him an update on his Wikipedia project; I hadn’t seen him in a good while. He picked up the phone with, “Mhm.” When he recognized me he saluted me and said, “I’m not going to come in today. I just got back from my tenth surgery. I’ve got a catheter in my dick, man. It’s big, and it hurts.”

	

I said okay. I considered going to his house again to show him what I’d been working on, but decided against it, with him stuck to a catheter and all.

	

The page went live for about a month before the moderators decided to take it down for being a vanity article. I tried to make it as credible as I could. To that end, I discovered that there is a name for people who collect stamps—a “philatelist”. I was as proud as he was happy that the article went up. I could officially say that I had gotten a man into the Internet encyclopedia. 

	

But I’ve been thinking about him and the ice caps, and about that catheter in his dick. I see him in a still moment, without throwing anything onto him. It’s hard to be serious about these things sometimes.

	  

	

	 

	

	
      

      
   
      The Beast of the Fog


      
      
      
         
         No Further

      
      

      

      
      
         The community of Marsale was having an issue.  The people of the hamlet were panicking.  Out at the outskirts, rumors of a white beast being sighted were spreading fast.  Years of unease with the natives, fighting hostile foreign powers and interference from their sovereign crown had left the colonists on edge.  This was also the first year the fall crops were bountiful.  Now a beast was coming and they feared it would cause headaches along with all manner of mischief.  No one knew what possible horrors would come from this creature. 

 

The beast was spotted crossing a foggy field in the morning.  A church based study function was being held on the edge of it.  At a far distance this looked like it walked on four legs and was the size of a little (non cartoon) pony.  The coloring of the fur was white as pure snow.  As it came closer across the field, the creature appeared to be a large canine.  It's fluffy tail wag back and forth.  In its mouth the beast carried a metal bowl.  The canine seemed to move with a purpose as it approached.

The first person to meet this creature was a boy named Michael William Sue, and he wasn't a fearless child.  Instead he was just oblivious as the boy just woke up from vigorously ignoring the lesson.  Michael paid no mind to the fleeing people and promptly walked into white mass.  So hard and clumsily he walked into it, that fell on his backside with an “oof”.



“Woah there err... boy,” Michael guessed.  



The canine shook its head back and forth.  



“Girl?” he guessed again.  



The canine nodded her head vigorously as the bowl dropped to the ground.  



While Michael was a lazy boy, he was not a stupid one.  The canine could easily eat him up there.  Looking around, the boy pick up a picnic basket and emptied it into the bowl before him.  The she beast ate in great haste and barked for more.  Michael obliged and found a couple more food-filled baskets as the creature, who he figured was a dog or wolf of some type, chowed down.  



Finished eating, the white canine left the field with her bowl as the boy followed.  She walked around the hamlet and went door to door to what Michael felt as akin to begging.  The creature dubbed “Maya”, because the boy thought she looked like one, would drop its bowl at a door and scratch it until it opened.  Michael then explained it would be in the family's best interest to give Maya its fill.  Fortunately for each of them the dog was not a picky eater and would leave with one bowl full.  Lastly she would bark in thanks and continue on her way.  



By noon Maya seemed to have its fill and explored the hamlet further.  For all purposes Maya seemed well behaved and playful.  By this time the people were less wary but still weirded out by the sheer size of her.  Speculation as to if it had an owner or not was one topic among quite a few. Where did she come from?  What kind of canine was she?  When would she get tired of playing catch?  Who is going to clean up all those droppings?  None of these questions were answered except for the droppings as Michael was tasked later to clean them up.  



At the end of the day, Maya bounded off into the fields and left.  An attempt to track her down failed as her tracks disappeared over a stream.  She was not seen again that year or the one after that.  For Michael's lifetime and a bit beyond it, the oddity that was Maya, was never seen hence.  Stories and theories spread within the community over time.  



Speaking of it, time trotted on and the community of Marsale was having an issue.  The people of the village were panicking.  The area was to be incorporated into the new nation and a census taker was due to arrive within hours.  Some of the citizens wanted to show their best and display the generations of growth along with progress.  Others were wary that they traded one tyrant for another and they did not want anything to do with this.  Meanwhile rumors of a large white wolf was sighted on the wintry outskirts.  Those who passed down the stories of old knew that hungry Maya had returned to eat.



Christopher Lee Noonan was making his way across the newly formed country.  The man's purpose was to count every man, woman and child. He was a veteran of the losing side, but found work with the new government.  The man figured if they were going to go though with this stupid republic experiment that they might as will get on the correct foot.  



Speaking of feet, the long trek across the strangely foggy winter mess was putting Christopher on edge.  He traveled all morning from the settlement yonder over.  The man wanted to get his mission done within a reasonable time.  It was early afternoon when he came to the village proper.  He passed by a crude sign painted “Welcome Mr. Noonan” and around him he saw people running around worried or confused.  



Walking up to a random hurried old woman he asked, “Pardon me Miss? What is going on here?”  



“Maya the beast has just arrived and she hungers!” she said as she left him in haste.  



This reply confused Christopher a bit as it didn't tell him who or what Maya was.  His confusion was short as he sensed something was behind him.  He turned around and was faced with a creature whose head came up to his shoulders.  It was white, dog shaped and had a bowl that was small for its mouth.  It seemed to want something from him.  As a hardened man Christopher was not worried, but still this was quite weird to him.  



“Maya? Are you hungry there girl?” he guessed.  



Maya nodded her head vigorously as the small bowl of the mouth dropped to the ground. She trotted off, the man picked up the bowl and followed her.  She would go door to beg for food and he would ask the occupants questions.  He learned the story and took notes.  This continued on until every house in the village proper was visited.  Maya then played around with the more at ease villagers as they saw that the huge wolf would not eat them.  



Christopher complied more notes and eventually Maya disappeared into the fog.  Staying for a couple of days, the man got to know the community better and promised to return when his mission was done.  He did, settled down and spent his last decades there in peace.  In time he died soundly in his sleep.  After his funeral, the villagers and his family discovered in his belongings an account of Maya's visit and his research into what he thought she was.  They published copies and over time the people would share the tales with each other, along to their children.  



Time rolled on and the community of Marsale was having an issue.  The people of the town were panicking.  While the springtime brought a welcome change, the better weather also brought seedier outside elements.  The county's open roads were a haven for bikers, drag racers and rockers.  Most of these machine heads were not trouble makers but there were always a few bad apples.  These were the people who would cause problems.  Meanwhile over the local radio, reports from callers were coming in that a great white dog was sighted in the fields.  Maya the ever ravenous had come to feast.  



And so she did.  



Out on the roads was a young woman named Sandy P Thompson. An out of towner, she was a car enthusiast ever since she was a little girl. Her father raised her after the tragic death of her mother and he was a mechanic.  By the time she was legal to drive, she could drive better than most and knew how to take or put back together a vehicle.  She was here today to show off her ride and make bank doing so.  Being an experienced hustler and excellent driver, she was well on her way on cleaning out the pockets of the crowd.  



Also there was a young man by the name of Norbert Noonan.  A local who wished to get to know the young woman, he hoped that Sandy would notice him.  He didn't think so since he only had an old jalopy that wasn't fit for racing.  In the distance behind him he noticed that Maya was running towards the small gathering of racers they were a part of.  At this point in her life she was big as a car.



Maya came up to the group, and most scattered and ran except for Sandy and Norbert. The younf man spoke up, “Oh wow! The stories were true of Maya.”  



“What is this dog?” asked Sandy, confused but not really bothered. She had money to win.  



“This is the legendary beast Maya 'The Bottomless Pit', the dog that could eat!”  



Maya barked and wagged her massive tail happily.  



“Ha, sure... seems friendly enough.”  



“Yeah, and she is strong and fast too.”  



“Really?”  



“Look at her legs and size. I would bet on it!”  



“Would you,” Sandy smirked.  



Norbert straightened up and replied, “Yes. She could beat your ride anytime.”  



“This is nuts, but alright. Let's race for a drink and all the cash in your pockets.”  



The young woman got a rope from the back of the trunk and gave it to the young man.  She told him to use it to ride on the car sized dog.  And so he did much to the pleasant surprise of Sandy.  Norbert whispered to Maya to do her best.  The man and the woman agreed to race to the end of the road on the count of her car's third horn beep.  



Sandy blared the horn once and Maya started right away.  Cursing, the young woman placed the metal to the pedal and gave chase.  She quickly caught up to the speeding hound.



“You're a dirty cheat you mutt,” Sandy taunted Maya.  



The dog just barked back.  



Sandy quickly gain the lead, but her car's right tire was having an issue.  She drove over a nail and the stress on the tire made it pop.  The young woman lost control and flipped her car over into the foggy fields.  The top of the car skidded to a halt and Sandy found she was stuck inside her metal beast.  



The young man and his improvised steed stop in the field next to the upside down car. “Are you okay in there Sandy?” he asked while Maya barked.  



“Yeah I am okay. I am just stuck here!”  



“Hang on. I'll push it over.” the man said as he got off the dog.  



Norbert underestimated his strength and could not budge her car.  Seeing him struggle, Maya lent her paws and flipped over the vehicle with ease.  



Sandy checked her car in silence and determined it just needed some body work along with a few other repairs. “Looks like I owe you a drink, Norb'. What will you have?”  



“I was thinking we could go for a milkshake?” he smiled shyly.  



“More of a beer girl, but that would be nice too,” she smiled back.  



Sensing this was a moment for the two, Maya bounded off into the foggy fields.  They walked back to his run down but working car and shared a milkshake later on.  Within time the two got to know each other better, married, had children, and lived a good long life until a car accident (blown tire) took their lives at a ripe old age.  Still, their tale of the race was written down and talked about throughout the community for years.  



Time flowed on and the community of Marsale was having an issue.  The people of the small city were panicking.  The power and many of the utilities were failing.  Years of national economic mismanagement, bio terror attacks and world conflicts had left the former citizens struggling to survive and divided.  The area was under lockdown by the emergency corporate state militia.  Also rumors of a huge white canine being sighted were spreading fast despite the collapse of the electronic communication network.  The legendary monster Maya had returned and woe to all who denied its desire to consume.  



Jerome York, newly promoted commander in the corporate state militia, was having a bad day. A few angry mobs was forming outside the defensive perimeter of the compound.  The fog was getting thick and making it hard to track them.  His commander he served under was found dead due to alcohol poisoning.  The high up corporate suit called Bates living in the compound was texting every five minutes complaining about the most mundane things.  Morale, man power and competency was at an all time low.  The only thing going for Jerome was superior firepower and tech, for now.



The sun started setting and the fog grew thicker and the search lights started to flicker as his communication device blared up “Commander, I need you to keep watch as we load the convoy. We need to make sure these food supplies get to HQ in the capital,” Bates yelled on the other end.  



“Sure thing Mr. Bates,” Jerome sighed. He was tired of this shit.  



The fog was now a wall of white and chats could be heard coming from it.  His communication lines went dead.  Something big was breaking through the fog and approaching the wall as the cameras started to fail.  He really didn't want live gun fire now.  The tired human left his command post and walked to the entrance to get a better look.  



As he walked up to the entrance could hear chanting clearly now: “Feed the beast, feed the beast, feed the beast.”  



It was a nice change from “Give us back our food!” or “Death to The Man!” or whatever.  Behind the gate he could see the convoy as it was being loaded up.  The compound forces had their guns point outward.  Many were panicked or confused.  Beyond the gate a house sized white dog was sitting, waiting at the entrance.  Jerome wondered if he was high?  



Looking at around at the possible mayhem, the new commander needed to de escalate this, “Guns down people! Let me handle this!”  

Jerome calmly went through the gate and asked, “Alright there, what are you?”  



The white beast looked down at the man expectantly. He could hear chants of “Maya! Her name is Maya! Feed the beast!” behind her in the fog.  



“You're Maya?”  



The dog nodded its huge head up and down.  



Behind him he could hear, “Shoot the monster now! We have a schedule to keep! Shoot!”  



It was Bates' voice and this got on the commander's nerves. He shouted back, “Hold your fire and let me handle this!”  



Maya cocked it's head to ask what was going on.  



“Okay. What do you want?” he asked, not expecting an answer. But one came as a small metal bowl dropped from her mouth. Must have been under her tongue he figured.  



“You are hungry, right? Don't think I'm authorized to fill your bowl Maya,” he replied.  



Chants of “Give us our food!” and “Feed the beast!” were getting louder. The dog was getting visibly stressed.  



“Order! Fucking order! Shut up! Shut up and let me talk to her. Let me talk to Maya!” he shouted back. Slowly the chanting quieted down to a murmur. “Thank you!”  



Maya barked as a voice right behind Jerome yelled, “What are you waiting for, commander? Shoot this thing. Order your men to open fire now!”  



“Mr. Bates... thinking and considering the situation we have here, that if we gave her a truck full...”  



“No! No, fucking no! These shipments go to the HQ in the capital!”  



“... out of the hundreds we have in the compound would be a good idea. Don't know where she came from, but I get that if we feed her that she'll let us on our merry way,” Jerome stated calmly as he frowned.  



Bates was pissed when he suggested this. He walked in front of Jerome and shouted “You little shit cunt! I said no! Not one drop of food!”  



“The food we took from the people?”  



Bates pulled out his gun and pointed it at him, “You fucking traitorous asshole! You will follow orders. Next you will shoot this white freak! Then will clear these trespassing mob out of here!”  



“Think you need to calm down sir, and think about what you are saying because...”  



“No. No! NO! Follow my orders,” Bates ranted and raved. So pissed he was that he turned towards the dog, forgot he had a gun (that most likely would tickle Maya) and kicked her.  



Maya was having none of that at all.  She looked down at the small suited man, opened her mouth and ate him in one quick gulp.  She burped out his gun and the crowds became silent.  



Jerome smiled, “Good girl.”  



The commander turned to his men, “With Mr. Bates resignation, I am in charge here. Weapons down and tell the suits here to relax. Or else. We are going to feed Maya.”  



The man then turned to the crowd, “We are going to feed Maya, and then we will return back the food we were storing for you. Right? Everything is going to be nice and peaceful like.”  



Jerome turned to Maya, “Hey there doggo, just leave some for the rest of us. Okay?”  



The house sized dog wagged its tail and replied with a happy bark.  



The compound opened up, and the dog and crowd entered calmly. True to the request made, Maya only ate a truck full or two.  Then she parted swiftly into the night fog.  Communication with the HQ in the capital was lost that night along with power.  Their world became a bit smaller.  A quick agreement was made between the groups to try to work together and plans were made to distribute the food.  While it couldn't be said it was smooth sailing, life slowly over time became normalized and better.  



Time passed on.  The communities of East Marsale, West Marsale, Down Maya Market, Holy Funk, and Shady Acres were having an issue.  The people of the united hamlets were panicking – kinda.  Generations of rebuilding had paid off and peace and stability reigned at last.  The fall harvest were at record best and there were talks of finishing electrifying the county.  The annual great fall festival was going to be great.  There were those few who were on the lookout for the mythical guardian spirit because sooner or later she would appear again.  And she did.  



Maya the good girl had returned and it's belly would be filled.  
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