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File preview

"When you hear temptation call,

it's your heart that takes,

takes the fall"

- Martika, "Toy Soldiers"



CHAPTER 1

Baby Baby Baby, Let's Investigate the

Other Side of Life Tonight



Work hard. Play hard. As long as the pay is good. Ander Karl Tohr took

these words to heart. For twenty-nine years he worked hard at the local steel mill in

Clifford Falls, a small city in upstate New York. In January 1989 Ander received

recognition for his many years of strenuous effort. He was promoted to working

supervisor of his crew; but the new position did not last long. By the end of his

second week as supervisor, an envious co-worker sabotaged Ander's safety gear. He

fell from a great height and was injured severely. In the weeks and months of

physical therapy following his injury Ander recovered just enough to be able to

stand and walk short distances, but his strength and endurance were crippled. The

union started paying him a disability pension because he could no longer work at

the steel mill.

Thankfully Ander was blessed to have the care and support of his nephew

Russ to help him through this difficult time. Russell Trevor Tohr moved in with

Ander three years before the injury. It started out when Ander agreed to have Russ

as a house guest for a week while his parents and siblings went on a Caribbean

cruise for vacation. Russ was grounded from going on the cruise. He must had

done something really bad to be punished so harshly, but nobody can seem to

remember exactly what it was he did. All Russ remembers is that he did do

something bad enough to deserve being grounded from the vacation. The cruise

ship vanished without a trace. It was last reported to be heading into the Bermuda

Triangle. Russ never saw his family again. Ander formally became Russ's legal

guardian.

By the beginning of 1989 Russ was a Senior at Dionne L. Francis High

School, the public high school in Clifford Falls. For the past three years, ever since

his family disappeared, Russ had been spending lots of time at the library buried in

books, researching everything he could gather about disappearances in the Bermuda

Triangle, hoping to find a way to someday bring his loved ones back. He added up

his facts, made some educated guesses, and decided upon a probable speculation.

Russ concluded that there was once a continent called Atlantis where the

Bermuda Triangle now exists. The Atlanteans were the first people in history to

experiment with antimatter. They tried to open a porthole to another dimension

composed of antimatter instead of matter. By natural law the material and

antimaterial dimensions are kept separate because when an atom of antimatter

encounters an identical atom of matter, they annihilate one another.

Somewhere around 1633 B.C. the Atlanteans breached that natural barrier

between the dimensions. They opened a porthole, and were either unprepared or

unable to cope with the dangerous consequences. In order to keep from being

annihilated they found a way to transform matter into antimatter; but they lost

control of the experiment, and the whole continent suddenly transformed, and



disappeared into the antimaterial dimension. The evacuated area where the

continent used to be was immediately covered over by waters which we know today

as the Atlantic Ocean.

The porthole which the Atlanteans constructed is now deep below on the

ocean floor. It drifts randomly amongst the ocean currents, but usually stays within

the geographical confines of what is known today as the Bermuda Triangle.

Anyone or anything travelling through that area risks the possibility of encountering

the porthole's transformation waves, being turned into antimatter, and carried off to

the antimatter dimension.

Admittedly it was a wild hunch, but Russ was a desperate young man. He

convinced Mr. Nagelschmidt, a science teacher, and Mr. Sansone, a math teacher, to

help him in the school's science lab. With the assistance of these two teachers, and

his closest friends, John and Julie, Russ decided to try to construct a porthole of his

own, a reverse of the Atlantean one, which would bring people and things back to

the material dimension. In order to avoid the disaster which the Atlanteans

suffered, Russ designed a special particle screen for the porthole, which only

allowed certain subatomic particles to pass through, in this case photons. By

allowing only photons to pass through, he could see what, if anything, was in the

antimatter dimension, and anyone who might be there could in theory see what was

on our material side.

By early March 1989 Russ and his friends were ready to open a porthole in

the science lab and take a look at what might be out there. Excitement and

adventure permeated the atmosphere as they fired up their equipment for the first

time. Years of study and preparation were about to finally pay off! "Let's do it to

it!" Russ exuberantly exclaimed as a porthole began emerging in front of them. It

looked strange, almost like a photographic negative floating in mid air. "John,

adjust the gamma," Russ commanded, "and Julie, neutralize the reaction. Hold this

position." The view cleared up and normalized. Russ was so overjoyed he began to

lose control of himself. "First me see, then everybody see, OK?" he requested as if

he were four years old. As he looked into the porthole, he saw another science lab

with equipment similar to his; and then suddenly, right in front of him, he was

startled to see another face staring right back at him! This face was filled with the

same joy and wonder Russ was feeling. Her gazing eyes were glowing blue like

arctic ice; her dirty blonde hair shimmered like a smoky candle flame. She was the

most beautiful girl Russ had ever seen!

The lab was filled with cheers and shouts of excitement! but Russ wanted to

confirm his discovery by making sure the girl on the other side could see him, too.

He could not talk to his newly discovered friend because sound waves could not get

through the particle screen, only light could. So Russ picked up a notebook, wrote



a note on it, and held it up to the porthole: "Hello! Can you see these words that I

write? My name is Russ Tohr. What is your name?" The girl immediately grabbed

a tablet of paper and wrote a reply: "Yes I can see you, Russ! My name is Bex

Antimat."

"That's good enough for me!" Russ chanted with joy. He had finally made

contact with the antimatter dimension and obtained evidence of his message being

received from the other side. Russ and Bex began to write each other messages,

literally comparing notes, having a written conversation. Bex confirmed Russ's

theory about the Atlanteans. They were the original people to inhabit the

antimaterial dimension. Eventually over the course of time more and more people

would stumble in through the Bermuda Triangle and other portholes constructed by

the ancients.

But then something big happened, Bex wrote. In the early 1940s teams of

scientists from various governments began to experiment with new modern

portholes to the antimatter dimension. In 1943 one team named "Project Rainbow"

concluded that it was possible for someone to pass from the material dimension to

the antimaterial dimension using the Atlanteans' method, but that it would be

impossible, even destructively fatal, for any living tissue to attempt the reverse

transferral. Based upon that conclusion, authorities around the world began using

the antimatter dimension as a dumping place for society's worst criminals, and for

anyone else they wished to eternally exile. Bex wrote with tears in her eyes how

her world had become a living nightmare overnight.

Russ asked Bex if she had seen or heard anything about his family, describing

the cruise ship and the time it disappeared. "I'm very sorry, Russ, but we have not

seen them, nor heard anything about them," Bex responded, "but trust me, you do

not want to come over here looking for them! First of all, they'd be lucky to still be

alive! It's much too dangerous here! There is a ruthless madman who terrorizes our

province called Rex the Lunatic. When I was only five years old, he brutally

murdered and cannibalized both of my parents! I quickly rounded up my sisters

and ran off. While looking for a place to hide, we found an underground monastery

run by some old Basilian monks who were exiled to this dimension by the Soviet

Union. They took us in as orphans, baptized us, raised us, and educated us. They

were so good to us, and we loved them so much! The last of the monks died this

past October. We're all alone here now, and each day Rex is getting closer to

finding us! We've barricaded ourselves in the monastery's science laboratory and

we've spent all our time desperately trying to find any possible way we can to

escape to the material dimension. We know it means risking death, but we'd rather

die trying to escape than be raped, dismembered, and eaten by that monster Rex the

Lunatic!"



"That doesn't sound good!" Russ remarked aloud to himself. He began to hum

and make noises indicative of deep thought. "Don't do it Russ!" Mr. Nagelschmidt

abruptly warned with great alarm in his voice. He knew what Russ was thinking of

attempting. "Lowering that particle screen would endanger our whole continent!"

he warned, "You know what happened to the Atlanteans." Russ reluctantly agreed.

Yet soon he resumed thinking, re-thinking, and over-thinking any possible way of

rescuing Bex and her sisters, anything the government scientists might have

possibly overlooked. All of a sudden Russ ran off to the library and started hitting

the books.

Once Russ was gone, Julie took over the written discussion across the

porthole. "Hi Bex, I'm Julie," she wrote, "We're seniors in high school. Please tell

us more about you and your sisters." Bex wrote back, "There's five of us. I'm 18,

and I'm the oldest. Let me introduce my sisters..." Amy approached the porthole

first. Her bright, straight-cut blonde hair glowed a fluorescent chartreuse yellow.

Her smile was wide and bright. She held a note which read "My name is Amy

Antimat and I'm 17." Her note was surrounded with hearts she drew and colored

red. A real sweetheart indeed, and completely selfless in her altruism, Amy Antimat

would do practically anything for her beloved sisters.

Next, two girls, one with blonde hair and one with red hair, skipped together

in unison and stopped in front of the porthole. Their note said: "We're Cindy and

Ellen Antimat. We're twins, we're 16, and we're best friends!" They were obviously

not identical twins, but they were nevertheless sympathetic twins. Punch one, and

the other felt pain; should one of them get lost, the other would know exactly where

she was.

Last but not least, the youngest sister appeared before the porthole, face down

at first, shyly looking up through her curly brown hair. She held up a 3x5 card on

which she wrote: "Coleen Antimat. 15 years old. The brains of the family." She

was not exaggerating. She had a four-digit IQ, and it was mostly thanks to her that

the Antimats got their side of the porthole opened. Then they all huddled around

the porthole holding a big sign which read: "PLEASE SAVE US! YOU'RE OUR

ONLY HOPE!"



CHAPTER 2

Get Berkeley On the Phone



Blueberry pie might seem like an unusual dessert with which to celebrate a

birthday, but you haven't tasted one of Ander Tohr's homemade pies. He makes the

flakiest crust from scratch using lard, fills them with real fruit fillings, and cooks

them just right, not too burnt, and not too raw. Ander made Russ a big blueberry

pie to celebrate his eighteenth birthday. It had been an extraordinarily eventful

birthday for Russ, and this was the perfect way to top it all off.

Ander's patience waned with each forkful of pie Russ shoveled onto his blue

tongue. It had been two days since Russ last came home, and he did nothing but eat

since he arrived. Ander had already asked him several times and got no response.

"Will you stop eating the blueberry pie," Ander cracked, "and start telling me what

happened?" "OK, OK," Russ replied with his mouth still full, "I'll tell ya what

happened." He described how two days ago he discovered the Antimats and learned

of the situation they were facing. He stayed up all night long in the library looking

for answers but finding nothing but frustration instead.

John found him the next morning still in the library studying. "Have you been

up all night?" he asked with concern, "Face it, Russ. We simply cannot help them.

Snap out of it, dude, and accept the facts!" Russ refused to snap out of it, but John's

advice did snap a memory into his thoughts; and that memory triggered a brilliant

idea. Suddenly Russ burst out screaming hysterically, "JOHN, JOHN, YOUR FISH

DIED!" He leaped up and ran back into the library bookshelves. John was left

standing there with a puzzled look on his face. "Fish..." he mumbled, "fish could

mean... it could mean alot of things... I have alot of choices...." Mr. Nagelschmidt

came into the library, followed by Mr. Sansone and Julie. "Did you find him,

John?" Mr. Nagelschmidt asked. "Yeah, he's back there pulling books off the

shelves," John answered, "I think he wants to start studying fish or something."

Soon Russ emerged with an armful of books. He handed one to each of his lab

partners and insisted they head back to the lab at once.

On the way to the lab Russ's friends expressed their concern. They feared he

was losing his mind. "What's the sudden interest in marine biology, buddy?" Mr.

Sansone gently asked. Before Russ could answer, all four of his friends looked

down and noticed that the books they were carrying weren't about fish at all, but

rather advanced nuclear physics. "Snap out of it, dude, and accept the facts!" Russ

recited, "Remember when I said that to you, John?" "Oh yeah," John recalled, "a

couple of years ago when my fish died." "You were awfully fond of that fish,

weren't ya?" Russ responded, "And remember what I did to help take your mind off

things?" "You took me to a novelty store," John answered, "and we bought some

Magic Sand. We brought it back to my aquarium and poured it on the surface of the

water. We were fascinated for hours! You kept reaching in, and could not for the

life of you figure out why your fingers didn't get even the slightest bit wet. It was



the strangest thing."

They entered the lab and put down their books. Russ looked at the porthole,

saw the Antimats watching on the other side, and gave them a big thumbs up. Then

he turned back to his lab partners. "Look," he explained, "we can't transform living

tissues made of antimatter into matter without interrupting the life cycle and killing

them. Just no way to do it. But what if we don't have to? What if we kept them in

their antimaterial bodies and brought them through the porthole?" "We can't do

that!" Mr. Nagelschmidt replied, "They would be annihilated as soon as they

entered the material atmosphere!" "Ah," Russ cleverly quipped, "but remember the

Magic Sand? Water all around my fingers and yet it kept my fingers dry. That's the

answer! We need to make something like that: a skintight envelope which protects

them from reacting with matter, and simultaneously transforms material things they

need like air, water, and food, into their antimaterial counterparts as they enter the

body. It would be like a personal portable porthole envelope for each of them!"

Russ picked up a book, opened it to the Periodic Table of Elements, and

handed it to John. "We're probably going to need something radioactive," Russ

commandeered, "so I want you to look up and jot down all the radioactive elements

and all their stable isotopes. Julie, you and Mr. Sansone get on the computers and

run every element John writes down through our molecular simulator program and

take notes on the results. Mr. Nagelschmidt, I need you to go get us a Geiger

counter and some standard medical equipment, and I'll search through these

textbooks with a fine-toothed comb for any information that might help us.

Teamwork people!" "What about Coleen?" Julie suggested. "Who?" Russ asked.

"Coleen Antimat," Julie replied, "She's pretty smart. Maybe she can help us too."

"Good idea!" Russ remarked. He wrote down the details of what they were trying

to accomplish and showed it to Coleen, asking her to help them. When Coleen read

what Russ proposed her eyes bulged. "Of course!" she exclaimed, "Why didn't I

think of that?" She wrote back to Russ: "I'll get right on it!"

Fifteen minutes later Coleen was back at the porthole waving for attention.

Russ saw her in his peripheral vision and ran over to see what she wanted. She

proudly held up the complex chemical formula they were looking for. "Oh my

God!" Russ shrieked. He wrote back: "Really? This is the formula? I was

expecting us to take all day long coming up with this, and you got figured it out in

just fifteen minutes?? Holy smokes you are a genius!!" Coleen was modestly

embarrassed of her extraordinary ability. She soberly replied with a note which

read: "Enough with the compliments! Just copy down the formula, whip up a batch

of this stuff, and get us out of here already!"

Russ handed the formula to Mr. Sansone and asked him to run it through the

computer. Sure enough it passed the simulations with flying colors. Still Mr.



Sansone was concerned. "She wants us to whip up a batch of this stuff?" he

guffawed, "I could get you most of the elements, Russ, but the main ingredient, I

don't know where or how you'd ever get that!" Mr. Nagelschmidt returned with the

items Russ requested. Russ handed him the formula. "Rutherfordium?" he

exclaimed, "Are you out of your mind? That element is so rare, I don't know how

we'd ever get ahold of it." Russ returned to the porthole and wrote to Coleen:

"Sorry, but we can't make this stuff. We don't have any rutherfordium. Can you

come up with any other formula for us to try?" Coleen wrote back: "There is no

other way. I've already run all the calculations. This is the only way to do it. You

must find some rutherfordium, or we will surely die!"

"Rutherfordium," John recited from the book he was reading, "Atomic number

104. Radioactive. Not found in nature. Synthetic element made by scientists at

Berkeley." "Get Berkeley on the phone," Russ told Mr. Nagelschmidt, "explain our

situation, and ask them to overnight us some rutherfordium." Mr. Nagelschmidt

had reached the limit of his temper. "Get Berkeley on the phone?" he shouted,

"Russ, this is a simple high school laboratory! They're not gonna send us rare

elements like that just because I pick up a phone and ask them to!" He calmed

down a little, and after a short pause he interrupted Russ before he could respond:

"And even if they would, Russ, they couldn't overnight it to us because it's gotta

have such an incredibly short half-life that it wouldn't make it through the night.

The only way to make this formula would be to go there and confect it there. And

make it quickly, I might add, before the rutherfordium decays."

Russ already had his hat on and his arm up one sleeve of his coat. "Mr.

Sansone," he asked, "Please call Berkeley, tell them I'm coming, and ask them to

get ready to make some rutherfordium for me." While Mr. Sansone was making the

call to Berkeley, Russ made a call to Ander. "Russ, where have you been?" Ander

worriedly asked, "You didn't come home last night!" "I don't have time to explain

right now," Russ said, "but I really need your help. I need to get airline tickets to

California. I gotta get to Berkeley as soon as possible!" Ander was outraged, but

Russ reminded him, "Remember you said I could ask for anything I wanted for my

eighteenth birthday present? Well, I'm asking. Comeon, it's a life or death

emergency!" Ander was skeptical, but willing to comply. "I'll see what I can do,"

he muttered, "and call you back."

Mr. Sansone got off the phone soon after Russ did. "I managed to convince

them to get the particle accelerators fired up and waiting for you, Russ," He said,

"but they want three hundred dollars for the rutherfordium and the use of their lab

to make your substance." "Three hundred dollars?" Russ gasped. "Cash," Mr.

Sansone further informed him. Russ didn't know where to turn. He already asked

Ander for an enormous amount of money for airline tickets. "Don't look at me,"



Mr. Nagelschmidt anticipated, "I don't even have three hundred cents." "OK guys,

just wait here," Russ reassured them, "Time to do some fundraising."

Russ first tried asking his affluent friend Hal for help. "Here we go again!"

Hal cracked, "I've helped you before with your scientific discoveries, and I can't

afford it anymore. I'm going broke!" "Just because a couple of my ideas went a

little sour before?" Russ tried to reason. "A little sour?" Hal interrupted, "That's the

biggest understatement I've ever heard!" Russ went all around the school to talk to

other friends and got similar results. His reputation for wild ideas and his

perseverance in them was legendary.

Eventually he wound up in a shouting match with his guidance counselor, Mr.

Ascenzi. "MR. ASCENZI, ARE YOU GONNA GIVE ME THAT MONEY OR

ARE YOU NOT?" Russ shouted with all his might. "No I am not, Russ!" Mr.

Ascenzi growled. "Now when are you gonna come to your senses and stop this

nonsense?" "I don't care if I have to wait my whole life to come to my senses!"

Russ blurted out, "Don't ya understand? We've made a major scientific discovery

here! You could go down in history as the financier of the biggest thing I ever got

into!" "The biggest thing you ever got into was your pants!" Mr. Ascenzi couldn't

help but remark. But he finally relented. Russ was too persistent, and perhaps there

might be a chance this time that the whole school could become famous for this. "I

give up," Mr. Ascenzi surrendered, "I'll go down to the bank right now and get you

the money."

Just then Russ got a call from Ander. "I got you booked on the next flight to

Los Angeles," Ander informed him, "and I got you a return flight tomorrow

morning for you to come home in time for your birthday. You can pick up your

tickets at the airport. Good luck!" "Thank you Ander!" Russ joyfully cried into the

phone. Russ was exuberant. Everything was falling into place. He went back to

the lab and informed his lab partners of the good news. "Just hold on one more

day," Russ wrote to the Antimats, "and I'll get you out of there safe and sound! I'm

going to go get some rutherfordium now!" They wrote back on a card: "Have a safe

trip Russ! Thank you so much for all you're doing for us!!"

A short time later Mr. Ascenzi walked into the lab. He handed Russ an

envelope full of money. Russ held up the formula and declared, "I hereby call my

new invention Russ's Magic Rutherfordium Dust!" He then placed the formula into

the envelope with the money and stuck it into his pocket. "I say this calls for a

toast," Mr. Ascenzi suggested as he surprised everyone with a bottle of cola and

some paper cups, "To Russ's Magic Rutherfordium Dust: Russ Tohr discoverer, Mr.

Ascenzi facilitator and financier." He was astonished when he noticed the porthole

for the first time. "You weren't kidding," Mr. Ascenzi shuddered, "There really is an

antimatter dimension! Come on, Russ, get in my car and I'll take ya to the airport."



"I'm ready to fly!" Russ sang as they left.

The trip went smoothly. When Russ arrived in California, the scientists from

Berkeley met him at the airport and drove him to the campus. They were so proud

that one of the elements they discovered was finally going to have a practical

application. Russ reviewed the formula with them, and plans were set to make a

fresh batch of rutherfordium dust just in time for Russ's departure back to New

York. They provided a guest room for Russ to stay the night and get some sleep

before the big morning ahead of him. But Russ was so excited he couldn't sleep.

That night, the last night for Russ as a seventeen year old, seemed like an eternity.

He was so overjoyed with a sense of accomplishment and destiny. Rightly so this

should all come together on his birthday, he thought, because this is something he

was born to do! The next morning, the process proved to be a little more

complicated than simply whipping up a batch, but they did successfully confect the

rutherfordium dust. They froze it in a container of liquid nitrogen to keep it intact

long enough to get it back to the porthole. Russ returned triumphantly to New

York. Mr. Ascenzi picked him up at the airport and rushed him back to the school.

"Here it is!" Russ proclaimed as he entered the lab with the container of

rutherfordium dust held high in his hand. "Let's do it!" he cried out, "Everybody

ready?" Mr. Sansone was ready with a video camera to capture the event, and Mr.

Nagelschmidt had a Geiger counter in his hand. Everyone was excited, but as Russ

approached the porthole, the joy turned into fear. This was all untested theory, after

all. There was a risk that one of the Antimats could die, or something else go totally

wrong. But Bex soberly reminded Russ that she and her sisters had firmly made up

their minds to take this risk. The only question was who would try first. Amy

immediately rushed toward the porthole insisting that she go first; but she was

shouted down with a resounding "NO!" by the other Antimats. "I'm the oldest, "

Bex trembled to say, "so I will go first. Wait here, and if I make it through allright

and nothing happens to me, I'll signal for the rest of you to come through." Bex

was frightened beyond description! She held up a note for Russ: "Ready when you

are."

The lab was filled with vapor from the liquid nitrogen as Russ opened the

container. "John, I need you to carefully," Russ instructed with anxiety, "very

carefully, and slowly, lower the particle screen as I pour the rutherfordium dust onto

the surface of the porthole." First there was so much vapor that nobody could see

anything. At last Russ saw the shimmering surface of the porthole, the

rutherfordium dust particles randomly shining as it kept the two dimensions from

reacting with each other. It looked like a fluid porthole now, as if liquid in nature,

like the surface of a pond. Russ applied some more extra rutherfordium dust just to

be safe, and then signaled for Bex to try to come through.



Bex's heart was beating so hard she couldn't hear anything else. She was

violently shaking inside! She bravely filled her heart with love for her sisters and

began to insert her trembling hands into the porthole. When she got her hands

through without incident, she tightly closed her eyes and mouth and took her first

step through. Everyone was terrified for Bex! Once Bex had finally made it all the

way through the porthole, her whole body sparkled for a moment as the

rutherfordium dust formed its molecular seal around her.

Bex was so petrified she just stood there like a statue, her arms and hands still

stretched forward. Russ was worried, but soon he noticed that Bex was breathing.

The rutherfordium dust was working! He gently grasped Bex's outstretched hands.

"Sad times bye bye," Russ whispered affectionately into Bex's ear. She slowly

opened her eyes and carefully walked around a bit; and then she started struttung

and bopping her head to "The Look" by Roxette, which was starting to play from a

transistor radio in the lab. Her fear had quickly returned to joy. Julie approached

with medical equipment and ran all kinds of tests on Bex. She was perfectly

healthy. The results were amazing. "Other than a slight reading of harmless

nuclear activity on this Geiger counter," Mr. Nagelschmidt explained, "nobody

would ever know her body was made of antimatter." Once it was established that

Bex was safe, she signaled the other Antimats, and each of them emerged carefully,

slowly, and safely.

After ear-shattering shouts of cheer and rejoicing died down, Mr. Ascenzi

insisted it was time for a celebration. He cried out, "In honor of our victory, and in

honor of Russ's eighteenth birthday, I say we all go out to the Golden Corral for

lunch!" "Oh that's a great idea," Cindy blurted out, "because we're starving!!"

"Yeah, good idea," Russ added, "and it will give us a chance to further test the

rutherfordium dust to see if food and drink can pass through safely." "One moment,

Russ," John interrupted, "I've been trying to raise the particle screen again, but this

lever is stuck and I can't budge it." "How about just closing the porthole?" Mr.

Sansone suggested. "I can't!" John said in confusion, "It won't close!" Russ was

thinking only of his stomach at this point. "Well, just leave it open," he said

flippantly, "and we'll figure it out after we get back from lunch."

The Antimats almost cried as they entered the restaurant and saw all the food

on the buffet. They never dreamed of feasting so well! Russ demanded that he and

Bex share a table alone. It was all for scientific reasons, he insisted, to observe an

antimaterial body ingesting material food, and other such brainy mumbo-jumbo. It

was really all an excuse to get closer to Bex because he was overwhelmed with

infatuation.

"Welcome to America," he said as they sat down to eat. "You mean welcome

back," Bex informed him, "My sisters and I were born here in America. When I



was five, our dad won a vacation on some game show for the whole family to tour

the pyramids in Egypt. While we were inside one of the pyramids, dad decided to

take us off the tour path and explore on his own. We stumbled into a porthole made

by the ancient Egyptians, and that's how we ended up in the antimatter dimension."

"With a name like Antimat, I guess you were bound to end up there, huh?" Russ let

slip out as he tried to lighten the mood with an attempt at a joke. "No silly," Bex

chuckled, "Antimat isn't our original name. We didn't remember what our real

family name was because we were so young and traumatized, so the monks just

called us Antimats. It's a generic term they used for any strangers they encountered

in the antimatter dimension. We liked it and kept it as our family name because it

reminds us of them."

Meanwhile Russ's lab partners and the other Antimats were really talking

about science. They were trying to understand why the porthole wouldn't close.

"The rutherfordium dust must have jammed the grooves of the particle screen,"

John surmised, "but the porthole not closing at all I don't get." After eating some

brain food, Coleen came up with the answer. "It won't close because our side is still

open," Coleen told John, "We've tried opening portholes before but they never

worked, but this time it did because you were opening one at the same time on this

side. That's it! That's the secret to our success!" Ellen suddenly had a sad look on

her face. "That means one of us has to go back and close the porthole from the

other side," she moaned. "I'll do it!" Amy jumped up without hesitation to

volunteer. "NO!" everyone else shouted back.

When they all returned to the high school parking lot, a huge argument broke

out amongst them over who was going to go back to the other side and close the

porthole. Amy kept insisting that she go back; and Russ kept insisting that he was

going back to stay and look for his family. It had descended into a heated shouting

match between Russ and Amy, each of them yelling louder and louder at each other,

and everyone else yelling at them to stop fighting, when suddenly there was an

enormous, ground-shaking explosion!

"That doesn't sound good!" everyone exclaimed in unison as they abruptly

turned around to see the school building in flaming rubble behind them. Because of

their heated argument, they hadn't seemed to notice that the parking lot was empty

except for them; or that the building was surrounded by emergency vehicles; or

their flashing red and blue lights which could be clearly seen from the other side of

the building. One of the math teachers was talking with the police when he noticed

the gathering in the parking lot. He came running up to Mr. Sansone. "What are

you guys still doing here?" he worriedly asked, "We evacuated the school fifteen

minutes ago, and we thought everyone was gone!" "Why, Mr. Sczupak?" Mr.

Sansone asked, "What on earth happened here?"



Mr. Sczupak narrated what he had gathered about the case from eyewitness

accounts. Soon after lunch started, Russ's friend Ron came rushing into the lab with

a fistful of money he had recently won with lottery scratch-off tickets. He had

heard that Russ desperately needed money, so he came to help. It was so typical of

Ron to be the last one to know what everybody else in the school already knew

yesterday. He was too late to help. Russ and his friends had already left for lunch.

On the other side of the porthole, however, Rex the Lunatic had finally

discovered the Antimats' hideout. Not finding them, he looked through the open

porthole and saw Ron. Rex rushed through the porthole, grabbed Ron by the throat,

and demanded to know where the Antimats were. Ron was terrified by this huge

muscular monster! He shoved all of his money into Rex's hands. "Here! Take my

money! You can have it! Just leave me alone please!" he pleaded. "I don't want

your worthless money!" Rex grumbled as he flung the cash all across the floor, "I

want the Antimat girls!" "Who?" Ron asked. Rex thought that Ron was playing

dumb, so he gave Ron a punch in the stomach five times as he named off each one:

"Bex, Amy, Cindy, Ellen, and Coleen. WHERE ARE THEY?"

But Ron wasn't playing dumb. He was such a self-centered pompous creep

that he really didn't know the names of his classmates. Everybody else in the

school knew his name, knew who he was, but he didn't know anyone else by name.

He really thought the Antimats must be classmates of his, so he led Rex to the

school lunchroom and called for everyone's attention, which for him wasn't hard to

get. "Hey everyone," he called out, "I got this guy here, he's looking for Bex, Amy,

Cindy, Ellen, and Coleen. Comeon, girls, he wants to see you right away!" His

classmates all looked at him in bewilderment as nobody by those names were

enrolled in the school.

Rex the Lunatic was an evil genius. Conventional weapons being scarce in

the antimatter dimension, he genetically engineered a pricker bush so that each

pricker alone produced enough venom to kill a man on contact. He was enraged

when he thought that the whole school was trying to hide the Antimats from him, so

he decided to make an example out of Ron. He pulled a branch of his pricker bush

out of a holster and stabbed Ron with it. Ron instantly fell dead to the floor. Rex

then pulled out a carving knife and a fork, tied on a bib, sat down at a lunch table,

and began to carve up and eat Ron's corpse. "You're all going to die," he

threatened, "unless you bring me the Antimats!"

Everyone immediately ran from the building in a fierce panic, pulling fire

alarms, and screaming at the top of their lungs. The police soon arrived and

evacuated everyone from the building. Then one of them approached Rex. "Mmm

this guy must've had honey-roasted peanuts for breakfast," Rex was heard to remark

as he gnawed away. "Put the corpse down!" the policeman shouted, "And put your



hands behind your back!" Rex was defiant. "NO!" he screamed, "I want those

Antimat girls! I've been searching for them for thirteen years, and I will not give up

until I find them and finish them off!!" The policeman pulled out a pistol. "This is

your last chance!" he warned, "Put the corpse down now!" Rex pulled out his

pricker bush. As Rex aggressively lunged with the pricker bush, the policeman

fired his pistol. "He must have been wearing a bomb or something," Mr. Sczupak

concluded, "because suddenly the entire school exploded into flames!"

"Rex never had no bombs," Bex remarked with confusion. As usual, Coleen

had deducted an answer. "When each of us came through the porthole," she

explained, "we came through slowly and carefully; and Russ applied extra

rutherfordium dust on each of us just to be safe. But when Rex came through, he

rushed in, and only got a flimsy, bare minimum of the dust. He was an annihilation

waiting to happen. That gunshot was just enough stress on his thin coating of

rutherfordium dust to pierce the seal and set off an explosion of matter-antimatter

annihilation, which destroyed the school." "But wouldn't the porthole still be

there," Ellen asked, "because it was still open on the other side?" "No," Coleen

replied, "because some of the fire from the explosion must have gone through the

porthole and burned down the lab on the other side too. With both labs gone, the

porthole closed up." "There, so no more fights!" Bex scolded at Amy and Russ.

Russ was devastated at the loss of his school. Amy was devastated just because she

got into a fight with a friend. "I'M SO SORRY!" they both cried as they leaped into

each others' arms to apologize.

With mixed feelings, Russ's friends from school decided to go home, leaving

Russ alone with the Antimats, who didn't have a home to go to. "And that's why,"

Russ concluded to Ander, "they're here with us tonight eating blueberry pie."

"Loved your blueberry pie, Ander!" Bex couldn't help but rave to him. Ander

accepted her compliment: "Thank you Bex!"



CHAPTER 3

Bex Antimat, You May Have Won Five

Million Dollars!



Adjusting to a new lifestyle is difficult enough, but crowding seven people

into a house made for two is even more of a challenge. The Antimats had been

living with the Tohrs for a week, starting out their new lives, dreaming of what they

wanted to do next. Bex and Amy decided to apply for driver licenses so that Ander

wouldn't have to drive them around everywhere. "You know, my hand is aching?"

Bex remarked, "This is such a long form to fill out!" "Mmm!" Amy smacked,

"These cherry flavored envelopes taste great!" "Don't mind me," Ander said as he

squeezed by past them at the kitchen table, "just go right on what you're doing. I

got the stew on for yas." It was just before lunch when Russ came walking in the

front door. "Hey Russ," Ander said with surprise, "You've never come home for

lunch before." "I'm not home for lunch," Russ announced with dread, "I'm home

for good."

It had been a long week for the school district. They refurbished an old school

building to use as the high school until they could rebuild Dionne L. Francis.

Tempers were flaring all around the school district. The authorities wanted to know

what in the world happened to cause such an explosion and who was at fault for it.

John and Julie had distanced themselves from Russ since the explosion. So did Mr.

Nagelschmidt, Mr. Sansone, and Mr. Ascenzi. They decided to tell everyone it was

all Russ's fault. It was his science experiment gone wrong. They suddenly knew

nothing about it anymore. Russ felt betrayed and angry that he had been designated

as the fall guy.

"The Principal was in full rage," Russ related, "shouting at me with threats of

expulsion and liability for damages. At one point he grabbed his chest. I thought

he was having a heart attack! No consideration or kindness whatsoever! He

informed me that my name has been forever blacklisted with the entire scientific

and educational communities. So basically, I'm expelled from school forever! And

then he submitted my name to the Nuclear Regulatory Commission and threatened

that if I ever attempted another experiment using radioactive elements again, I

would serve time in Federal Prison!"

"So what are ya gonna do now, Russ?" Ander demanded. Russ tried to

explain himself: "I was expelled because I was doing something I believed in:

discovering new frontiers." As Ander angrily dismissed Russ's perception of

events, he noticed that Russ was holding a piece of paper. "Let me see that," he

said as he grabbed the paper from Russ and read it aloud with outrage in his voice:

"Clifford Falls Free Clinic. A place for the high school dropout and the teenage

runaway that will provide free food and free medical attention." "Yeah, I picked it

up on the way out of the school," Russ explained, "I don't know what all the fuss is

about. They have clinics like this all over the country."

"Ain't you got no gratitude?" Ander groaned. "Gratitude for what?" Russ



responded. "For what you got here!" Ander insisted. "What have I got here?" Russ

asked back. "You got the greatest country in the world here!" Ander answered with

high dudgeon, "You got the highest standard of living in the world! What more do

you want?" "Respect," Russ solemnly declared. "Well then what's your solution?"

Ander pressured. "I don't have any solutions," Russ candidly confessed. "You're

telling me!" Ander concluded.

Russ was feeling bad for himself; but then he began to think about his new

Antimat friends who were worse off than him. They were homeless and didn't even

have a second set of clothes to wear. A feeling of righteous indignation

momentarily flooded out Russ's self-pity to the point where he decided to be

impulsive. "Hey Antimats!" he called out, "Let's take a break and go to the mall,

huh? We'll go clothes shopping to celebrate my emancipation!" "And how are you

gonna pay for it?" Ander asked with surprise. "With your credit card of course,"

Russ defiantly replied with mischievous delight.

Russ drove the Antimats to the mall. While the Antimats were shopping, Russ

sat by the mall fountain and began to pout. He realized that he would never find his

family now. Nobody would ever let him construct another porthole again. He was

especially wounded by the desertion of his teachers and friends at school. But after

a couple of hours of deep thought, he began to realize it was all for the best. You

could hardly blame them, he concluded. John and Julie only had two months to go

until graduation, and the teachers had their careers on the line. Why should they all

risk losing their futures when one guy can take the fall for all of it? Russ was

ultimately glad his friends didn't have to be punished with him.

Russ finally got up and joined the girls in the store. He found them waiting in

line to check out. While standing there waiting with them Russ was admiring a

display of baseball hats they had on sale. "Which one's your favorite team, Russ?"

Bex asked. "The Montreal Expos," Russ replied as he pointed out the pinwheel hat

with the familiar stylized M for Montreal containing a red e for Expos and a blue b

for baseball. Bex immediately pulled it off the shelf and handed it to Coleen.

"Ring this up too," she said as they began to check out. The Antimats were very

happy to be getting some new clothes. "Thanks so much, Russ," Amy said,

"Someday we're gonna pay you and Ander back big time for all you've done!"

Ander was waiting impatiently when they arrived home. "OK, guys, how

much did ya spend?" he demanded as soon as they entered the door. "Not much,"

Russ calmly replied, "but when we stopped in the food court later to get something

to eat, they whipped out a pair of scissors and cut your credit card in half." "Oh

great!" Ander exploded, "Now my credit card is over-extended!" "Well they needed

a few clothes," Russ insisted, "They didn't bring any luggage with them when they

came here from the antimatter dimension, ya know!" "And which dimension are



you from with that new baseball hat, Russ?" Ander was quick to notice. "It's just a

cheap hat," Russ tried to minimize, "It hardly cost anything! You're making a big

deal over nothing!"

"Got this for ya on the way in," Ellen said as she handed Ander the mail.

"Bills, bills, bills!" Ander groaned as he looked through the pile of envelopes. Then

he read one of the envelopes aloud: "Bex Antimat, you may have won five million

dollars." Bex was thrilled. "I've only been here a week," she gushed, "and already I

may have won five million dollars! It just boggles the mind!" "What really boggles

my mind is how someone from another dimension gets on a mailing list!" Ander

retorted. "Cindy, what is this?" he asked as he pulled a teen magazine out her

hands. "Well, it wasn't as much as Russ's hat!" Cindy insisted.

Just then, the doorbell rang. "Package for Ander Tohr" the deliveryman

announced when Ander opened the door. He signed for the package and brought it

into the house. "Finally something for me!" he remarked as he opened the box. He

was pleasantly surprised to discover the box to be full of cigars, and not just regular

cigars, but Havana Cigars! "Holy smokes!" Ander cried out, "These cigars are the

nectar of the gods!" "What's that paper down in the bottom of the box?" Russ

noticed. "Oh its..." Ander paused as he read it; and then his mood swung the other

way: "...a bill for one hundred and eleven dollars! Russ!" "It wasn't me!" Russ

replied. "Bex?" Ander guessed. "Yeah right!" Bex answered, "Cuban cigars, that's

all my life is missing!" "I ordered them for you," Cindy confessed, "You've been so

good to us, and I just wanted you to have something nice in return." "Now how am

I gonna come up with one hundred and eleven dollars?" Ander cried out in despair.

"Well, if we hadn't stopped at the food court, you could have put it on your credit

card," Russ concluded.

A few days passed, and each day Bex was anxious to get the mail as soon as it

arrived. She felt flattered over all the junk mail coming in her name. It felt like a

whole world of new friends to her naive mind. "Hey look," she called out to Ander,

"Our congressman would like Bex Antimat's vote!" "Is there anything in there that

says 'We'd like you to move in with us, Bex Antimat'?" Ander sarcastically

responded. "Oh Ander, you're just jealous of me," Bex chuckled. Then her eyes

bulged. "Oh my!" she rejoiced, "Look at this! It's a credit card!" "For me?" Ander

asked. "No," Bex enthused, "It's for me!" Ander's eyes suddenly tingled and

glowed. "I think we just stumbled onto a major financial breakthrough here!" he

said grinning from ear to ear. Ander began to think things through. "When the bill

comes," Ander thought to himself, "it would come for Bex. What're they gonna do?

Sue her? Arrest her? Cuff her? Beat the hell out of her? So what if they did?

What do I care? As long as I'm not paying for it, nothing's too good for my

friends!"



Soon Ander gathered everyone around the kitchen table to discuss what Bex

should buy with her new credit card. Each person had an extravagant suggestion,

but Ander's was biggest of all. "Why should you girls live all cramped up in this

small house?" Ander blurted out, trying to make them feel giddy, "You girls should

get yourselves your own place. Go for it, get a mansion, get the biggest house in

town!" The girls loved the idea. Russ was a little more reserved. "Ander," he

cautioned, "Where in the world are we going to find a real estate broker who could

get a mortgage put onto a credit card for them?"

"Only one man in the world, Russ," Ander confidently replied, "Twenty-five

years ago when I first knew this guy from bingo he didn't have two nickels to rub

together. Now he's a successful real estate tycoon worth five million bucks!"

"Don't tell me it's Robb Pipp," Russ groaned. Most of his life Russ had heard Ander

boast on and on about knowing Robb Pipp. "Yeah," Ander answered with delight,

"Robb Pipp! I still got his phone number. He's the biggest real estate broker east of

the Mississippi, maybe even in the whole country! And no matter how successful

he is, he always remembers me at Christmastime with a card!"

Ander called Robb on the phone. He explained the situation, and Robb with

his typical swagger guaranteed Ander that the girls would have the best house in

town ready to be moved into within 24 hours. Robb further suggested to Ander that

he round up their old friends from bingo so that they could have a little reunion at

the housewarming party. When Ander finished the phone call he was so elated he

nearly levitated off the ground! He was too choked up to speak, so Bex tried to

guess from what she overheard. "Ander," Bex cried out with excitement, "we're

getting a new house tomorrow? And you're having a reunion for Robb with his

friends from bingo at our housewarming party?"

"Yeah!" Ander yelled out, "It's gonna be Phyllis, Quirico, me, and the

unspeakable Robb Pipp! You know, Bex, those guys are the whole world to me!

Allright girls, get packing, we got moving to do!" Russ however was filled with

disappointment. He had been working up the courage all week to ask Bex to the

movies the following evening, but now she was going to be too busy moving. But

since everyone else was happy, he kept his mouth shut and decided to bide his time.

"There's always tomorrow, right?" he thought to himself.

Ander and the Antimats spent the next day on a shopping spree with Bex's

credit card. They bought all kinds of nice furniture and appliances for the new

house. When they were done shopping, Ander drove to the address Robb had given

him on the phone earlier that morning. It was on a scenic country road just on the

eastern outskirts of town. The house turned out to be a magnificent mansion with a

huge front yard surrounded by maple trees. There was plenty of room for all five

girls to have their own rooms, with lots more guest rooms to spare!



Russ was waiting for them at the front gate. He got there ahead of them to

turn on the utilities and to accept the furniture deliveries from the department stores.

The wind came up as the Antimats got out of Ander's station wagon. They all got

such a nice feeling inside. This was more than just a set of four walls, this was the

mansion of their dreams! "Let's give a big welcome to the newest homeowners of

Clifford Falls!" Russ ceremoniously announced.

The sun went down and the night rolled in as they got ready for the

housewarming party. Ander invited his friend Quirico, and he used Bex's credit

card to get a plane ticket for their old friend Phyllis fly up from Florida for the

event. "Come on you guys, let's get a little life into the party!" Ander invited, "This

ain't like the old bingo gang I used to know! Go on there, Quirico! don't be a

stranger! go help yourself to another drink." Ander introduced Phyllis to Russ.

"Russ, do you remember me telling you about Phyllis?" he asked, "Before she

retired and moved away, she was always doing something. A million laughs, Russ!"

"A million laughs!" Phyllis concurred. "Hey, when's Robb gettin' here?" Quirico

asked as he returned with his drink. "Yeah, when's he comin'?" Phyllis added.

"Take it easy, take it easy," Ander calmly said, "He'll show. He probably got held

up with some big deal. You know, he's a doer. He's probably doing something right

now."

They all sat down on one of the new couches and started reminiscing. "Hey,"

Quirico recounted, "remember that time when Robb got ahold of the church's

printing press, and he printed up all those winning bingo cards? Ha ha ha!" "He

sold so many of them cards," Phyllis recalled, "he was taking in more money than

the church! Ha ha ha!" "But joking aside," Ander added, "Robb is the kind of guy

who doesn't wait for conditions to get good. He makes his own conditions." "Yeah,

but sometimes you can't do that, Ander!" Quirico insisted, "You know, a friend of

mine at the K of C runs a funeral home, and no matter how much he pushes, there's

no money around. They're dying, but they ain't buying!" "Well they must be

buying around Robb Pipp," Ander replied, "or else who's he selling all that property

to? Monkeys?" At that very moment Robb Pipp had quietly entered the mansion

and snuck up to them from behind. "You show me a monkey with the cash," Robb

announced, "and I'll send him back to the zoo with a title deed!" "HEY ROBB!"

they all shouted out as they jumped to their feet.

"Hey, Ander!" Robb greeted, "Hi, Quirico! Greetings Phyllis! Where's Jim?"

There was an awkward pause. "There's no Jim here," Ander nervously answered.

"What? No Jim Beam?" Robb laughed, "You know it's my favorite drink!"

Everyone broke out in laughter at once. Ander poured his friend a shot of Jim

Beam, and handed it to him. "Hey, Robb," he introduced, "I want you to meet the

Antimats, the girls who will be living here." "Why you old goat," Robb guffawed,



"Where do you get off consorting with pretty girls like these? It's a pleasure to meet

you all!" "Thank you, Mr. Pipp!" Bex gushed. "And any millionaire friend of

Ander's is a friend of mine!" Ellen added.

"Robb, you know those cards you send us every Christmas?" Ander asked,

"They mean a lot to us!" "Ah, it's nothin'!" Robb chuckled. "Don't say they're

nothin', they're a lot!" Ander insisted, "So tell me, what ya been up to?" "Well, I

just got finished with a deal in Chicago," Robb explained. "Did you guys hear

that?" Ander called out in amazement, "He flew here all the way from Chicago to

close this house deal just for us!" "I had a little help from the plane," Robb added;

and the whole room burst out in laughter.

"OK," Robb said as he opened his briefcase, "it's time we got down to

business." He pulled out the paperwork, went over it with Bex and had her sign the

forms. He was a little taken aback when he discovered that Ander was really

serious about Bex paying for the house with a credit card. Robb started to sober up.

"May I use your phone for a moment?" he asked Bex, "I'll be right back." "Sure,"

Bex answered. She showed him the way to the study.

"How about that Robb Pipp?" Ander blurted out as soon as Robb left the

room, "Some guy, ain't he?" "He's got all that wealth," Quirico remarked, "but he's

still a regular guy!" In the study Robb was having major troubles with the credit

card company on the phone. Understandably they didn't want to take that big of a

credit risk mortgaging a mansion with unsecured credit. "I know it's an

extraordinary request," Robb pleaded, "but can't you do this for me just this once?

It's for an old friend of mine!"

Robb was desperate to pull this off. His ego only continued to swell as he

overheard the echoes of his friends praising him up back in the living room. "Boy,

that Robb's some dresser!" Quirico enthused, "Look at his suit! Must be worth five

hundred dollars!" "And did you see those alligator shoes he's got on?" Ander

added. "Yeah," Phyllis doubted, "if they're real alligator!" "What are you talking

about?" Ander growled, "Robb wouldn't put his feet in a phony alligator!" "Well,

they gotta be sixty dollars anyway," Phyllis explained. "Sixty?" Quirico answered

her, "Ninety dollars at least! Alligator like that comes only custom!"

Meanwhile in the study Robb came up with a plan. "Sure I know what a risk

it is," Robb argued on the phone, "I've taken big risks in my life too. So let me put

it this way: Could you use a little collateral? Everything I own against the charges

on the card. What'dya say?" The credit card company agreed to his offer. "Great!

Thanks a million -- or five million, right? Ha ha ha!" Robb chuckled, "I'll be there

first thing in the morning to sign the papers."

Robb triumphantly hung up the phone and rejoined his friends. They had no

idea that Robb had personally guaranteed the card. It would be a blow to his pride



if they found out. So instead he bragged that he was such good a good salesman

that he could convince them to sell a mansion on a credit card. "Wow Robb,"

Quirico remarked, "You could sell a block of ice to an Eskimo!" "So Robb," Ander

said, "that's a nice Swiss watch you got there!" "That ain't Swiss," Robb replied,

"This guy buys American one hundred percent!" "Well how do you like that?"

Ander responded in admiration.

Robb turned to Bex and handed her the deed to the property. "Here you go

Miss Antimat," he announced, "You are now the proud owner of this beautiful

mansion!" "And it's all thanks to you, sir!" Bex shouted out, "Hey, everyone, in

honor of Robb let's have some loud music and revelry!" As she spoke, the other

Antimats were busy setting up their fancy new stereo equipment. Russ had them

turn on his favorite power hits music channel.

As the music blasted in all of its glory, with full equalizer range of treble and

bass from the finest equipment one could find at the time, the Antimats reached an

epiphany. Since the moment they stepped through the porthole, when they heard

top forty music for the first time pouring through the transistor radio in the lab, an

intense passion began to develop. The Antimats all looked at each other and

suddenly they knew what they wanted to do with their lives. They were already

well-trained singers; the monks had brought them up teaching them how to sing

Galician Chant. Now they were falling in love with a whole new genre of music.

Due to the repetition of the top forty format the girls had quickly learned most

of the songs which played on the stereo that night. They jumped on impulse and

rushed to hook up their new microphones to the stereo. Then they dimmed the

lights and turned on a blacklight. Everyone hushed and turned to watch and listen

as Bex and the Antimats sang publicly for the first time. "Toy Soldiers" came on

the radio next. They sang the choruses all together, and they each took turns solo

singing a couple of lines from the verses, starting with Bex. By the time they

reached the bridge, softly singing in unison, "we never win," the whole house was

in tears at what incredibly sweet angelic voices they had!

Not only were their guests impressed, but the stereo was so loud that their

singing could be heard next door. Entranced by the lovely voices, their neighbor

decided to come over and join the party. When Bex answered the door, he

introduced himself. "Ma'am?" he said, "My name is Todd." Bex screamed with

delight because she recognized him right away. Todd was a famous starting

quarterback for a professional football team! "Sorry to disturb you while you party

it up," Todd said, "but I just wanted to compliment my new neighbors on their

wonderful singing!" "Well you're welcome to join the party!" Bex invited, "Come

on in!"

Ander was afraid that maybe Todd had come to complain about the noise, so



he ran up to Todd with a TV set in his hands. "Hi, I'm Ander," he said nicely,

"How'd you like a new TV set from your new neighbors?" "A TV set? Really?"

Todd answered in surprise. "A drop in the bucket," Ander casually insisted, "right

Bex?" "Certainly!" Bex agreed. She then ran to Amy. "Amy," she whispered in

her ear, "I need to talk to you."

They went into the kitchen and sat down at the table. "I've never felt this way

before," Bex confided, "Is it possible for a girl to fall in love twice in one night?"

"What?" Amy laughed. "Well we all fell in love with pop music tonight, right?"

Bex asked. "Yeah, definitely!" Amy agreed. "And then Todd comes through the

door," Bex gasped as she held her heart, "It's love at first sight!" "Omigosh!" Amy

chirped, "I'm so happy for you!"

"But I don't know what to say or do," Bex explained, "none of us has ever had

a crush before." "Yeah, we've spent most of our lives just trying to survive," Amy

agreed. "Amy, you're the heart of our family," Bex pleaded, "What should I do?"

Amy was perplexed. She didn't know any more than Bex what to do. "Why don't

you bring him in here alone," Amy guessed, "and just be direct? Tell him how you

feel and see what he says?" Amy didn't sound too sure of herself, but having no

other ideas to go on, Bex decided to go get Todd.

"Hey Todd," Bex said as she approached him - and then she started to chicken

out: "How would you like to see my new ski training machine?" "Bex!" Amy

scolded. "It's in the kitchen," Bex improvised as she led Todd into the kitchen.

Todd started to look around. "So where's the ski training machine?" he asked in

earnest, "You know, I'd love to have a ski training machine of my own!" "Sure you

would, Todd," Bex nervously said, "Look, I'm gonna make this short and sweet. Do

you believe in love at first sight?" "It's nothing that can't wait," Todd cautiously

replied.

"Ya know, Todd," Bex explained, "I could use a man like you. I wish you

were available. I've been lonely since I've come to this town, ya know, and having

a boyfriend just like you, why that would be perfect! Do you know anybody like

you who wouldn't mind going out with lousy 'ol me?" "I, I don't know what's

wrong with me tonight!" Todd stuttered. He was blushing to be put on the spot like

this. "I know you're a famous celebrity and stuff," Bex continued, "but would you

consider dating a nobody from the bottom of the heap?" By now Todd was

completely smitten! "I'll go out with ya!" he blurted out. "Really?" Bex pleaded

with delight. "Sure," Todd replied, "I'd really like that!" "Then it's settled," Bex

proclaimed, "We'll be the first interdimensional couple in history!" Todd didn't

understand what that meant, but he just nervously laughed it off and suggested they

join the rest of the party guests in the living room.

Word spread quickly around the room about Bex and Todd. When Russ



heard, he was devastated. He excused himself to a bathroom and locked himself in.

In solitude he cried his eyes out as he learned the hard way that there's not always a

tomorrow. He had all this time to share his feelings with Bex, but he let it pass him

by. After a while he calmed down and decided to accept it and be happy for Bex.

It's not her fault he waited too late to say anything. "What did ya do, fall in?" Ander

wisecracked when Russ finally emerged from the bathroom. Russ gave a sarcastic

laugh. "Russ, why do you have tears in your eyes?" Bex noticed. "Oh," Russ said

with a convincing smile on his face, "I'm just so happy for you, ya know, about you

and Todd." "Thanks!" Bex said as she tapped Russ on the shoulder, "Tonight has

been the best night of my whole life!!"

Over the next month the Antimats settled into their new home. Ander was

glad to have them out of his house. He recovered his normal life of peace and quiet.

Russ came over to Bex's Mansion every day to visit, listen to music, and party

every night. Russ and the Antimats were making up for lost time. Russ was

exhausted from three years of constant study and scientific research. The Antimats

spent their entire youth in a monastery hiding from Rex the Lunatic. It was time for

some long overdue enjoyment in their lives.

It was fortuitous that the Antimats were interested in pop music, because one

of Russ's biggest passions before devoting all his time to interdimensional questions

was pop rock music and the top 40 charts. He gave the Antimats a crash course on

the greatest hits of the rock era. Anything they needed, sheet music, sound

equipment, lights, party food, it all went on the credit card, which seemed to have

no limit. Most evenings, after spinning the tunes all day, they went out bowling, or

playing miniature golf, or shooting hoops at the local park. Spirits were high,

dreams were higher; there seemed to be no end in sight.

Then one morning as Bex was fondly going through her mail she got her first

bill from the credit card company. "Oh no!" Bex gasped, "I didn't think they would

want me to pay back this much so soon!" Todd and Russ rushed right over when

they heard the news. Ander stayed home and laughed himself sore. "Wait a

minute," Todd concluded, "so you don't have the money to pay this?" "Well maybe

Ander could help," Bex wished. "Ander Tohr is a pauper!" Todd laughed, "He can't

help you with this amount! I don't even think I have this amount!" Russ was at a

loss for words. A deep sense of remorse overcame him and the Antimats. Now

they realized why Ander had encouraged them to spend like crazy - so that they

could see the consequences of not being able to pay for it. It was a harsh lesson. "I

can't believe I didn't see it coming" Coleen burst out, "but I was having so much

fun, for once in my life I just wasn't thinking things through!" The party was over.

They became very frugal after that. They began eating their meals in the soup

kitchen at the Clifford Falls Free Clinic, and Todd helped out with a few necessary



expenses.

A funny thing happened, however. A couple more months passed, but no

more bills came from the credit card company. Not even a call from a collection

agency. Bex wondered what happened. "Maybe they forgot about me?" Bex asked

Todd, "Maybe I just slipped through the cracks?" "I highly doubt it Bex," Todd

warned, "not a debt that big! Why don't we just cuddle on the couch and watch

some TV for a while?"

Todd turned on the TV. The news was on. Suddenly they noticed a familiar

face on the screen. It was Robb Pipp dressed in rags! "Turn up the volume!" Bex

cried out. "Real estate tycoon Robb Pipp lost his entire fortune today to a major

credit card company," the news anchor announced, "His estate, valued at over five

million dollars, was confiscated to pay for enormous charges racked up on a credit

card which he personally guaranteed." The Antimats all jumped up from their seats.

"That doesn't sound good!" they shouted out in unison. "I'm gonna get you Bex!"

Robb screamed into the camera with a raised fist, "You and the rest of your

Antimats are going to feel the full wrath of Robb Pipp!!" "I don't know who Bex

and the Antimats are," the news anchor remarked, "but I'm sure we'll be hearing a

lot from them as this story develops!"



CHAPTER 4

Tombstones and Treasures



"It was the summer of '89," Russ insisted as he sang along with the radio

playing a familiar Bryan Adams tune. He was in Ander's station wagon driving

home. Russ figured he could raise some money buying something cheap at an

auction to sell at a profit. When he arrived home, he opened the back of the station

wagon and showed Ander what he bought. "OH!" Ander cried out in terror, "I think

I'm having a heart attack!!" "No you're not, Ander," Russ scolded, "Calm down!

They're just a couple of tombstones! They can't hurt you! Haven't you seen

tombstones before?" "Yeah," Ander replied, "but not in my own driveway! Get

them out of here!"

"But I paid twenty-five dollars for these!" Russ pleaded. "I don't care what

you paid for them," Ander insisted, "get them out of here!" "But Ander," Russ

demanded, "we could make ourselves a nice little profit on these things! I got them

real cheap because nobody else would bid on them." "Nobody would bid on them

except an undertaker, which you are not!" Ander said as he pointed at Russ. "No

I'm not," Russ responded, "but I can be a businessman and make one hundred

percent profit on these things! Tombstones are like bathtubs. They never go out of

style." "I don't like bathtubs," Ander remarked, "I take a shower."

"Will you listen to me, Ander?" Russ explained, "We all have to go sometime.

Somebody's gonna need these tombstones, and they'll take them off our hands." "If

they need 'em," Ander worried, "I hope they come and take 'em before they need

'em!" "Once we make a nice little profit you'll change your mind," Russ reassured

Ander, "so come on and help me carry these tombstones into the house."

"WHAT?!?" Ander screeched, "They ain't going in the house!" "Oh yes they are!"

Russ demanded. "Oh no they're not!" Ander insisted, "Over my dead body!" "Well,

that's one sale already," Russ chuckled, "Which one do you want?"

Russ carried the tombstones into the house by himself. "You make me feel

like an undertaker having tombstones in here!" Ander complained. "You believe all

them silly superstitions, don't you?" Russ retorted, "Don't open an umbrella in the

house, don't put your shoes on the table, don't put your hat on the bed, and what's

that other one you told me one time? Pigeons gathered on the roof means there's

gonna be a death in the house?" "Well remember all those pigeons gathered on top

of my ol buddy Leonard's house?" Ander reminded him, "I told you that was a bad

sign. I predicted that Leonard wouldn't be around much longer. Within a year, he

was dead!" "Ander," Russ groaned, "Leonard was ninety-seven years old!" "But

how did the pigeons know that?" Ander wondered.

"Those pigeons just had to take a rest," Russ explained, "They can't fly

forever." "But why did they have to rest on top of his roof?" Ander insisted, "You

can't answer that, can ya?" "I can't answer that because it doesn't make any sense!"

Russ dismissed. "It's a bad sign!" Ander continued, "Now get these things outta



here! You'll turn this house into a place of mourning." "And I suppose up until now

this place has been Fun City?" Russ remarked.

"But it's a bad sign!" Ander repeated, "Something aweful's gonna happen!"

"If that was the case, there wouldn't be an undertaker alive, Ander," Russ tried to

reason, "They're surrounded by these things all day." "That's different," Ander

replied, "That's their job. Just wait and see. Something awful's gonna happen!"

"Don't worry, just relax," Russ tried to reassure, "We'll have a customer for these

things before the day is over. Ya see, on the way home I stopped by all the churches

in town to spread the word."

Russ heard a knock at the door. "See?", he said, "There's a customer already!"

Russ opened the door. It was Bex. "RUSS!" she hysterically screeched at the top of

her lungs, "I'm so happy I could die!!" "What did I tell ya?" Russ jovially remarked

as he turned towards Ander for a moment. "What's the good news?" Russ inquired

as he made room for Bex on the couch. "Well, remember that ad we saw a couple

of months ago in Cindy's teen magazine?" Bex asked as she sat down. Russ started

to get excited. "You mean the one from Magenta Mountain Records advertising a

talent contest?" he gleefully blurted out. "Yeah!" Bex cried out, "We just got a

telegram from them today! They loved our demo tape! They selected us as a

finalist! They want us to come perform with the other finalists at The Meadowlands

tomorrow!! And get this - there will be a full panel of celebrity judges for the

event!" Russ and Bex both jumped up into the air and screamed in unison,

"WHOO-HOO!!"

"And it's all thanks to you, Russ," Bex enthused, "You believed in us and

encouraged us to make that demo tape. I didn't think we were good enough, but

you did! And now we got a real chance at winning a major recording contract!"

She was about to give Russ a big hug, but she abruptly halted when she looked over

Russ's shoulder and noticed the tombstones in the room. "Whoa!" Bex exclaimed.

"What's the matter, Bex?" Russ asked. Bex immediately turned and started walking

out the door. "Goodbye, Ander, goodbye, Russ!" she said as she made her exit.

Ander and Russ followed Bex out to the driveway. "Come on back in the

house," Russ invited. "I'm not coming back into that house while you got those

things in your living room!" Bex insisted. "I don't want them in there either!"

Ander added. "But they won't be there for long," Russ tried to explain, "I'm gonna

sell them soon, you wait and see!"

"Those are tough items to sell, ya know," Bex tried to reason, "It's like selling

Christmas trees the day after Christmas." She then turned to Ander and chided,

"What'd you let him buy those things for?" "I didn't!" Ander replied, "He won't

listen to me! He just does his own thing!" "Are we just gonna stand out here and

talk?" Russ asked with annoyance. "Yeah," Ander affirmed, "We're just gonna stand



out here and talk." "You two are so superstitious!" Russ groaned. "I'm not

superstitious," Bex claimed. "Me neither," Ander pleaded.

"Well, I'm going back into the house," Russ groaned. "Suit yourself," Bex

replied, "but if you change your mind, you're welcome to come over to my mansion

to stay until those things are sold." "Hop in the station wagon, Bex," Ander offered,

"and I'll give you a ride home." "Ander!" Russ questioned, "You'd rather leave than

stay in your own home with these things?" "I would rather," Ander solemnly

answered.

"Well let's get going 'cause we have to get up early," Bex explained, "Todd is

taking us to The Meadowlands bright and early tomorrow morning." Russ wouldn't

let go of the argument. "Ander," he called out, "what are you afraid of?" "When I

was a kid I heard a story once," Ander related, "This kid stayed in a house all night

with a tombstone in it. The next morning his hair had turned white. But there ain't

nothing gonna hurt me, cause I ain't gonna be here! Bye!" "I'll call later in case

you change your mind," Russ offered. "Don't bother, "Ander insisted, "I'm not

changing my mind. Goodnight, white-head!"

Meanwhile, down on Long Island, there was another group of singers who

were chosen as finalists in the record company contest. They were sisters also, and

neices of Robb Pipp. Jennifer, Ruth, and Sue Pipp called themselves the Pippettes.

They were adequate singers, not exceptional, but they were able to make it as

finalists thanks to the cheating and conniving of their Uncle Robb. When Robb had

found out that the Antimats had entered the contest, he was bound and determined

to undermine and sabotage their chances of winning.

"You really think we can win, Uncle Robb?" Jennifer asked. "Of course,"

Robb answered, "I got a plan all lined up. All you girls have to do is show up at

The Meadowlands tomorrow and sing your hearts out. I'll take care of the rest."

"What are you gonna do?" Ruth asked with suspicion. "It's best that you don't

know," Robb warned as he grabbed his Luger and walked out the front door. "We

better find another song to sing tomorrow," Sue suggested, "cause I don't think I

could sing 'What You Don't Know Might Hurt You' with a straight face."

Later that night Russ was sitting alone on the couch watching TV. He heard

some noises outside, so he turned on the outside light and looked out the window.

When he saw a black cat go by, he started to become frightened, so he decided to

call Bex's Mansion. "Hello?" Bex answered the phone. "I just wanted to know if

Ander was allright," Russ explained, in denial of his fear, "I called to see if he

changed his mind."

"He's fine," Bex groaned, "Leave us alone!" "OK," Russ continued, "I don't

want him to be scared over there. I'm going to bed. Bye." As soon as Russ had

hung up, all the lights went out! Russ hurried to call Bex back. "Hello, Bex?" Russ



called. "What is it now, Russ?" Bex responded with annoyance. "I called to tell

you that the lights just went out!" Russ frantically cried. "What are you telling me

for?" Bex moaned, "Just go down cellar and put another fuse in!" "Could you ask

Ander where the fuses are?" Russ stalled. "Where do you expect them to be?" Bex

retorted, "In the fruit bowl? They're in the fusebox!"

Bex was getting angry because she had to get up early in the morning for the

contest. "Don't you know it's rude to call someone after eleven?" she scolded. "I

just wanted to see if Ander was allright," Russ excused himself. "Of course he's

allright," Bex growled, "Leave us alone!" "I think Ander had better come back to

our house," Russ insisted. "Are those things still in there?" Bex asked. "Yeah,"

Russ answered. "Then he's not coming back!" Bex insisted.

"But what about his arthritis?" Russ pleaded, "If he sleeps in a strange bed

tonight you might find him tomorrow morning a cripple from the neck down!"

"Then the two of you will be a perfect match," Bex wisecracked, "cause you're a

cripple from the neck up! Now please let me get some sleep! This contest is very

important to us ya know!!" "Allright, sorry to bother you then," Russ mumbled as

he hung up the phone.

Russ lit a candle and started to head for the cellar when he heard a knock at

the door. Robb Pipp was at the door, but it was so dark that Russ didn't recognize

him right away. Instead he thought Robb was someone interested in buying the

tombstones. "Welcome sir," Russ said as he shook Robb's hand, "Are you here to

buy the tombstones?" Robb decided to play along in order to get inside the house

without incident. "You must excuse my cold hands," he explained, "You know, cold

hands, warm chapel. Let's take a look at them, shall we?"

"Sorry about the lights being out," Russ apologized, "Have a seat on the

couch. I just need to go down cellar and change the fuse." Russ hurried downstairs

and put a penny in the fusebox because he didn't want to keep his guest waiting.

When Russ came back, Robb stood with his back to him pretending to examine the

tombstones. "May I ask if you know who the previous owner happened to be?"

Robb asked in a business-like fashion. All of a sudden Russ started to recognize

Robb's voice. He got in front of Robb and got a good look at him. "A little 'ol lady

from Pasadena," Russ wisecracked back at him.

Robb pulled the Luger out of his vest pocket and pointed it at Russ. "So now

you're ripping people off selling tombstones to them I see," Robb accused. "I, I, I

didn't sell anything," Russ stuttered, "B-business is dead, I swear!" "You're gonna

be dead if you don't get on that phone and call your friend Bex," Robb threatened.

Russ called Bex again. "Hello, Bex?" Russ asked, "You asleep yet?" "No,"

Bex remarked, "I'm just checking my eyelids for cracks! What is wrong with you?!

I'll see you first thing tomorrow morning!" "Oh no you won't!" Robb threatened as



he grabbed the phone, "Let's get down to business, shall we? I got your friend Russ

here under the gun. You and your Antimats have fifteen minutes to get over here or

Russ pays the price!" Bex's anger quickly turned into concern. "That doesn't sound

good!" she cried out.

Bex woke up the other Antimats and explained the situation. "We can't let

him blackmail us like this!" Ellen insisted. "You realize it's a trap to keep us away

from the contest," Coleen added. "Talk about walking into a lion's den!" Cindy

remarked. "But what else can we do?" Amy asked in despair. "Let's hit the road

and go pull that lion's teeth!" Bex roared.

They rushed out the door and raced Ander's station wagon back to the Tohr

residence. As they rushed into the house they heard Russ's muffled screams and

pounding from behind the closet door. Suddenly they heard the front door slam

behind them, and as they turned to look back they saw Robb standing by the front

door with his Luger. "Make yourselves comfortable, girls," Robb suggested,

"you're gonna be staying here for a while. Nobody gets hurt if you just stay here

quietly until after the contest."

"You're the lowest of the low, Robb!" Bex exclaimed. Robb pulled up a big

chair to block the front door and sat down in it. The Antimats reluctantly settled

onto the couches and easy chairs for an uncomfortable night of sleep. "Nightynight," Robb mischievously announced, "cause when you fail to appear at the

contest tomorrow, the Pippettes will win by forfeit and they will get the recording

contract!"

Early the next morning Todd walked into Bex's Mansion and started calling

out for the Antimats. "Let's go girls!" he shouted, "Time to show your stuff,

ladies!" He found it odd that there was no response. He spent a half-hour looking

all over Bex's Mansion for them. The only person he found was Ander sound

asleep in one of the guest rooms.

"Ander, wake up!" Todd said as he shook him. "Leave me alone, Russ!"

Ander mumbled, "This bed is the most comfortable sleep I've had in years!"

"Ander, it's me, Todd," Todd informed him, "Where are the girls?" "I dunno,"

Ander said, "I've been sound asleep since I got here last night."

"You walked all the way over here in your condition?" Todd wondered. "No, I

drove here in my station wagon," Ander responded. "But your station wagon's not

here," Todd informed him, "and neither are the girls!" "They must've taken it

someplace," Ander yawned. "Well I gotta go find them," Todd said with urgency,

"cause we're running out of time to get to that contest!" "Good luck," Ander

apathetically wished as he drifted back to sleep.

Todd spent the next hour frantically driving all over town looking for Ander's

station wagon. He finally found it parked at the Tohr residence. He rushed up to



the front door and discovered it to be locked. "Bex, are you in there?" he called out

as he pounded on the door, "Come on, we're gonna be late!!" Robb aggressively

pointed his gun at the girls and quietly warned them not to make a sound. But Todd

wouldn't give up pounding on the door. "Are you girls allright in there?" he kept

shouting, "Come on Bex, you're gonna miss your big chance!!"

Bex started to reason that since Todd was a big muscular football player, he

probably had enough strength to break down the front door, so she took a chance.

"Help, Todd!" she spontaneously screeched out, "We're trapped in here!!" Robb

immediately assaulted Bex in the face with the handle of his Luger. She dropped to

the floor with a bloody nose and started sobbing.

When Russ heard the impact of the blow and the sobbing, he was suddenly

overcome with massive rage. All night long his scrawny limbs couldn't even make

the closet door budge, but now with a huge rush of adrenaline one swift kick of the

closet door burst it open! It flew off of its hinges and landed straight on top of

Robb's head!

Robb fell to the floor unconscious. Russ and Amy went straight to their knees

next to Bex and tried to comfort her. Cindy and Ellen moved the chair Robb had

used to barricade the front door and let Todd in. Coleen picked up the Luger and

handed it to Todd. "He was holding us here with this gun," Coleen explained.

Todd was worried. "Bex, are you allright?" Todd anxiously asked. "Yeah, I'm

OK," Bex said as Russ and Amy helped her up off the floor. "I guess it's too late

now for us to make the contest," she worried as she wiped her face with a tissue.

"Not if we leave right now and put the pedal to the metal!" Todd encouraged, "It's a

long shot, but if the traffic is good we might just barely make it." "I got some

maps," Russ volunteered as he pulled a handful of maps out of a desk drawer, "I'll

help you navigate the shortest route there." They all quickly piled into Todd's SUV

and sped away.

As they rode in the SUV, Ellen pulled a mirror out of her purse. "Look at us,"

she worried, "We can't go on stage looking like this!" "You girls look great just the

way you are!" Russ encouraged. "Yeah," Todd added, "you're natural beauties!"

"But we've got to look better than the Pippettes!" Cindy feared. "This is a talent

contest, not a fashion show," Bex reminded them, "Our singing is what counts. So

let's practice our singing and rehearse now, 'cause we won't have time to practice

there!"

The girls rehearsed in the SUV as they sped along. Each time they had to stop

for a gas fillup, the girls went into the mini-mart and bought makeup and clothes

and eventually designed a last-minute, unique, pop-cultural look for themselves.

But they were running out of time. As they were going along, Todd started to worry

out loud. "I don't think we're gonna make it there in time at this speed," he warned.



"The shortest distance between two places is a straight line," Russ ominously

announced as he folded up his road map and opened up a topographical map. "Turn

down this county road," Russ pointed. "That's not a county road," Todd informed

him, "That's a cornfield!" Russ reached over and turned the steering wheel for him.

"Now it's a county road," Russ remarked, "and there's no speed limits on this one,

so put it in four-wheel drive and go as fast as you can!" It was a rough ride but

Todd peaked at speeds just over two hundred miles per hour, giving them a fighting

chance of arriving in time.

Meanwhile at The Meadowlands the contest judges were bored and

disappointed. All the finalists who were better than the Pippettes either didn't show,

or performed very poorly, thanks to Robb's threats and sabotage. One of the judges

became suspicious over so many no-shows and pleaded with the record executive

for some more time for more acts to show up. He reluctantly agreed to wait another

half-hour, but after that he decided to wrap the contest up.

"We've waited long enough for our finalists to arrive," he announced on stage,

"So it's time to declare the winner. They're a talented trio from Mineola, New York.

Let's welcome on stage the..." He was abruptly cut off in mid-sentence as some

blaring music drowned him out. Immediately Bex and the Antimats came racing up

onto the stage. They had arrived just in time! They sang the Stylistics song "You

Make Me Feel Brand New," each taking turns doing solos during the verses and

singing all together on the choruses.

The judges, and even the record executive, were utterly overwhelmed with

sheer admiration at the beautiful harmony their voices blended together. Everyone

in attendance was awed. Even the Pippettes were impressed. At the end of their

song there was a huge standing ovation! The record executive then returned to the

stage and announced, "I stand corrected! By unanimous vote of the judges, our

winner is -- BEX AND THE ANTIMATS!!" Everyone went wild with cheer!

After the contest was over and people started going home, the record

executive approached the Antimats. "Why don't you girls come backstage?" he

invited, "One of the celebrity judges wants to meet you." They were more than

thrilled at the offer and entered a dressing room backstage. The Antimats had to put

their arms around each others' shoulders to keep from falling over when they saw

Whitney Houston approach!

"She's the one who insisted that we wait for you to arrive," the executive

explained as he exited the room. "Wonderful, simply wonderful, girls!" Whitney

Houston applauded, "Where did you ever learn to sing so well?" "We learned to

sing in church," Bex happily told her. Whitney Houston was visibly pleased with

Bex's answer. "I started singing in church too," Whitney Houston remarked, "Isn't it

amazing how the Lord gives us these beautiful voices to praise Him? And then He



calls us in turn to cheer and soothe the whole world with our sound!"

"Thanks so much for buying us some time!" Amy gushed. "It was worth it,"

Whitney Houston insisted, "Besides I suspected something was up. You girls

wouldn't just not show up for an opportunity as important as this! So God bless

you, and I hope to hear great songs from you in the future! Congratulations!"

Meanwhile back in Clifford Falls, when Robb awoke from his blow on the

head he found himself all alone in the house, since the others had hurried off to the

contest. Being alone he decided to loot the house. Late that night when they

returned, Russ noticed the front door wide open. "OH NO!!" he shouted. They all

ran into the house and discovered that everything of value which Robb could lift

into his car, including the tombstones, were gone!

"Well at least Ander can come back now that the tombstones are gone," Russ

muttered. "Come back to what?" Todd asked rhetorically. The house was a barren

mess. Todd drove the Antimats back to Bex's Mansion while Russ tried to clean the

house up as best as he could. Then he drove Ander's station wagon to Bex's

Mansion.

"Did you tell Ander?" Russ asked when he entered Bex's Mansion. "No," Bex

answered, "he was asleep when we got here." Just then, Ander came walking into

the living room. "Hey Russ, are those things gone yet?" he asked in hope. "Yeah,

they're gone," Russ replied, "and so is everything else in the house! We've been

robbed!"

Cindy started to chuckle. "What are you laughing at?!" Russ growled. "I'm

sorry, I couldn't help it," Cindy explained, "but that was such a cute pun -- You've

been 'Robbed!' Ha ha ha!" "I don't get it," Ander mumbled. "We were robbed by

Robb Pipp," Russ sarcastically laughed, "Ha ha, very funny!" "Robb Pipp??" Ander

gasped. "Yeah, Mr. Wonderful just stole all your stuff!" Russ confirmed.

Ander slowly sat down on a couch and put his face into his hands. He

couldn't decide whether he was more depressed about losing all his stuff or about

losing a hero he looked up to for most of his life. Russ sat down with him for a few

moments of quiet mourning, while the Antimats went into the kitchen and had a

quick chat. When they came back, they sat down with Ander and Russ.

"We're really sorry about what happened, Ander," Amy tried to console. "You

know, you've given us so much," Bex proposed, "and we think now it's our turn to

share our good fortune with you. We're going to be away from home a lot with our

new music career, and we don't want this big mansion left empty all day. We want

to welcome you to move in with us. A couple of the guest rooms have their own

bathrooms, kitchens, and separate entrances, so you can have complete privacy if

you want. Think of it as a rent-free luxury apartment for each of you. Should we

become famous, your presence would be just the security we need around here."



Ander jumped up and immediately accepted the offer! "I've never had such a

good night's sleep in all my life than I did staying here! Thank you, Bex!" He

enthused. Russ, however, was reluctant. "I don't know," he worried, "I don't want

to impose on you girls. You earned your success, and I'll probably never be able to

repay you." "We wouldn't be here without you, Russ," Bex reassured him, "But it's

up to you. The offer stands anytime."

Russ decided to go back home and sleep on it. Just as he was drifting off to

sleep, he heard the sound of pigeons gathering on the roof. He jumped right up out

of bed and rushed back to Bex's Mansion. And that is how Bex and the Antimats

got their recording contract, and how Ander and Russ moved into Bex's Mansion.

Oh, you believe it or not, it's the truth! Good meets evil, pow! bam! sock! Good

conquers evil!



CHAPTER 5

Marconi Plays the Mamba



Two months had passed since Ander and Russ moved into Bex's Mansion.

They brought with them what little stuff they had left, mostly things of sentimental

value, and settled in nicely. One cold September morning Russ was making

breakfast for everyone in the main kitchen. The doorbell rang. Ander decided to

answer the door. "Can I help you?" Ander asked as he opened the door. In front of

him stood a nun in full habit. She silently stood there and did not answer.

"I already subscribe to the diocesan newspaper," Ander explained. She

continued to stand there silently. Then the pastor of the local Catholic church came

walking up to the door. "Oh, I see you met Sister Lucy," Father Macewicz said to

Ander. He turned to Sister Lucy and said, "This is Bex's Mansion, sister. This is

your new home." Bex came to the door to see who was there. "What's going on?"

she inquired. "That's Sister Lucy," Father Macewicz introduced, "She's a Carmelite.

You know the diocese shut down their convent because there were only five nuns

left in the Order. So even though as Pastor of St. Josaphat's this falls outside my job

description, I've been trying to find a place to dump them, at least temporarily."

"The bishop didn't make you Pastor of the Month for nothing!" Bex remarked.

"Anyway," Father Macewicz continued, "St. Josaphat's rectory can only

accommodate four of them, so if you can't come through, I guess I'll have to drop

Sister Lucy off at the Motel 6." "Of course we can help, Father," Bex volunteered,

"I'm sure we can find a place in our homes and in our hearts for sister!"

After Father Macewicz left, Bex welcomed Sister Lucy into Bex's Mansion

and introduced her to everyone. "I'm Bex," she told Sister Lucy, "and this is Ander.

He's perfectly harmless." Ander whispered into Bex's ear, "How come she doesn't

talk?" "You see, Ander," Bex explained, "the members of Sister Lucy's Order take a

vow of silence, which means they only speak when absolutely necessary." "That's

stupid!" Ander remarked. "The only thing stupid about it is that they don't take old

men like you!" Bex angrily responded.

Just before noon Bex walked into the living room. "Anyone seen Sister

Lucy?" she asked. "She's been working out in the garden since breakfast," Amy

replied. "I told her I didn't go in for that kind of stuff, but she wouldn't listen,"

Ander added, "What's with her anyway, Bex? I mean, every time I say something

to her she just stares at me like I'm talking gibberish!" "It may just be you, Ander,"

Bex remarked. "Sister Lucy has been in a convent for the past twenty-five years,"

Russ told Ander, "She's had practically no contact with ordinary people like us. Just

be patient and kind, and maybe see if you can bring her out of her shell a bit."

"Hey," Amy suggested, "why don't we practice our singing?" "Yes!" Bex

enthused, "I live for singing!" "Yeah, Cindy," Ellen tried to encourage, "ain't it a

nice day to practice our singing?" "I'm not practicing!" Cindy pouted. "Now

what?" Bex wanted to know. "Poor Cindy doesn't want to sing anymore," Ellen



explained, "ever since Todd got us a gig singing during half-time at his football

games."

"Last Sunday was the first and last time I'm ever singing at a football game,"

Cindy weeped, "Everybody pointed at me and snickered behind my back, and said,

'That's her! That's the girl who missed the high note! She ruined halftime for

everybody!'" "Now that you got clinical paranoia down to a tee," Bex responded,

"how about adding some other qualities like perspective and common sense?"

"People are saying that I'm no good singing," Cindy tried to explain, "I just go

from day to day worrying that I'm bringing the rest of you down!" "Nonsense!"

Bex reassured, "We need you, Cindy! We're all in this together. And we're not

going to sing next Sunday without you." "Very well," Cindy reluctantly mumbled,

"Let's practice."

As the Antimats started singing in the living room, Sister Lucy came into the

kitchen for a break from her gardening. "Still at it?" Russ asked her, "I don't know

about that soil. Bex has been burying vegetables out there and nothing's come up

yet. Why don't ya sit down at the table here, and I'll get you a drink?" "HEY

SISTER!!" Ander abruptly shouted at her. "Ander!" Russ scolded. "I was just

trying to help her get out of her shell," Ander tried to explain. "If you want to be

really helpful," Russ suggested, "you can go and water the bulbs Sister Lucy has

just planted."

Once Ander finished watering the bulbs, he picked up the mail on the way

back into Bex's Mansion. He held one envelope up and started to wildly shout,

"Look at this! Wowee!! Moolah moolah!" "Don't mind Ander," Russ said to Sister

Lucy, "He just sold his house. He got a great deal on it, too."

When Ander calmed down, Russ approached him. "Now that you got the

money," Russ pleaded, "how's about buying that radio station that's going out of

business? Remember I mentioned it to you last week? We could be local

celebrities! Whatcha say?" "Well, perhaps you were fooled by the opulent luxury

of that house," Ander sarcastically replied, "but believe it or not, that radio station

would take every cent I got for it! Now I've been broke before, Russ, and you've

been brave and spent anyway, but if I buy that radio station, we'll really have to

tighten our belts and cut back on stuff! Russ, what could you do without?" "Well, I

think we could all do without war, Ander," Russ responded. "That's not what I'm

talking about!" Ander snapped.

The Antimats came into the kitchen to sit down and take a break from their

singing. "Even if we get that radio station, "Ander continued, "how are we gonna

afford a broadcasting license? I can't even afford car insurance anymore thanks to

Bex, the U-Turn Queen!" "It's not my fault that they always put the yard sales on

the other side of the street," Bex tried to explain, "and besides, I've only gotten two



or three tickets. It would've been four if I hadn't outrun those last cops! Yep, they

were fast enough to keep up with me going the wrong way on the interstate, but

when it came time to jump that drawbridge, they just didn't have the guts!" "Well, I

guess that explains the mystery of what happened to the shocks on my station

wagon," Ander concluded.

"Comeon, Ander," Russ continued to plead, "All your friends would be green

with envy to hear you and me talking on the radio!" "If all my friends would be

green with envy to see you jump off a bridge," Ander wisecracked, "would you do

that, too?"

A few days later, after Ander balanced his checkbook and examined his

budget, he decided to give in to Russ's incessant pleas. They went downtown to the

offices of AM 833 WEHT. Just as Russ had discovered, the station was planning to

go off the air and close its doors at the end of the week if they couldn't find a buyer

by then. Ander made an offer and arranged to buy the station.

On the way home, Russ started making plans. "Look, Ander, how about this?"

Russ bursted with excitement, "On the day we start our new Top Forty format, I'll

rig the car stereo here to blast out 1500 watts of sound. You can drive around with

the windows down and advertise the new sound of the station all over town! It'll be

fun!"

That Saturday night things went as planned. The Antimats came with Russ to

the studio and volunteered to help set things up. "Well, we got another hour before

we go on the air," Russ commented. "Say, Russ," Bex offered, "why don't you turn

on the recording equipment, and we could sing all the station's new jingles for

you?" "That would be great, Bex, thank you so much!" Russ exclaimed.

Just as they were concluding their recording session, there was a knock at the

door. Amy went to answer the door. "Russ, we have a huge surprise for you!" Bex

announced, "Amy talked to the PR staff at Magenta Mountain Records and

explained to them that you were starting a new Top Forty format on the station

tonight. They said they had someone in mind who would like to come and debut

her new single on the air with you for your inaugural event!"

Russ started to get nervous and excited. "You girls are so awesome!" he cried

out, "I can't thank you enough for all your help!" When Russ saw Amy enter the

studio with Belinda Carlisle, he was flabbergasted! "Congratulations on your new

radio station, Russ!" she greeted, "I have a new single coming out, and I would love

it if your station would be the first in the world to play it."

Russ was overwhelmed and starstuck. He could barely manage to speak. "I'd

be honored to begin our first broadcast with your new song!" he finally blurted out

with delight. Tensions mounted and emotions soared as it came time to sign on the

air. "You are listening to AM 833, The New WEHT," Russ announced on the air,



"and I am your new DJ, Russ T. Tohr! Ring-a-ding-ding! We have a special guest

with us in the studio tonight. She's going to kick things off for us. Ladies and

gentleman may I proudly introduce Belinda Carlisle!"

As the first notes of the song started to play, Belinda Carlisle announced,

"Welcome, Clifford Falls, to the New WEHT! I'm Belinda Carlisle. This is my

brand-new single, and you're the first in the world to hear it. It's called 'Leave a

Light On.'" During the next couple of hours in between hit songs the Antimats each

sang a live accapella duet on the air with Belinda Carlisle of their favorite song by

her: Bex sang "I Get Weak," Cindy picked "Head Over Heels," Ellen really got

intense on "Circle In the Sand," and Coleen chose "I Feel the Magic." Amy wanted

to be thoughtful, so she selected a song from the new album to promote, "Summer

Rain," as a special treat. It was a tremendously memorable evening, especially for

Russ.

It was also quite a memorable evening for Ander and Sister Lucy, but not for

the same reasons. Not wanting to leave her home alone, Ander took Sister Lucy

with him in the station wagon to blast the station's broadcast all around town. His

car stereo boomed out at 1500 watts, and it had no volume control!

After a few hours, Ander entered the studio. "Hey there, Ander," Bex greeted,

"where's Sister Lucy?" "WHAT??" Ander yelled, "WHAT??" Ander had

temporarily lost his hearing because of all the loud music. Russ ran into the

restroom and returned with a toilet plunger, which he jokingly handed to Ander. "Is

that your way of telling me you're out of Q-tips?" Ander groaned. "Well, Ander,"

Russ chuckled, "if it's good enough for the toilet, it's good enough for you!"

"So how did it go, Ander?" Bex asked. "Oh, fine," Ander replied as he started

to get his hearing back, "Me and Sister Lucy cruising along, listening to The New

WEHT -- at 1500 watts! Made a lot of new friends. One of them was a police

officer. I couldn't hear his siren at first, but luckily police cars are now equipped

with rammers that gently ease ya into the guard rail. When he finally stopped us, he

beat me with his night stick to the tune of 'Hey Jude!' Thanks for playing that song

by the way, Russ. Then the officer wrote me eighteen tickets, including one for

bleeding on his pad!"

"Oh quit whining, Ander," Russ dismissed, "Where is Sister Lucy?" Speaking

of whom, at that very moment, Sister Lucy came rushing into the studio. "Where is

Ander?" she shouted, "I wanna strangle him!!" "I had a hunch your first words

would be something like that," Russ remarked.

"It was awful!" Sister Lucy cried, "I had to sit in that station wagon, hear all

that loud noise, and see people make insulting and degrading gestures at me! I feel

like I've just been to hell and back!" She paused for a moment, filled with

embarrassment. "Oh my! I don't know what got into me to use such awful



language!" she apologized.

"It's allright," Russ reassured her, "Ander has that effect on everyone." "No,

it's not allright," Sister Lucy insisted, "I shouldn't even be talking at all! Mother

superior says that unnecessary conversation is the first sign of worldliness." "But

you're not in the convent right now," Bex tried to console, "I wouldn't be so hard on

yourself." "No!" Sister Lucy resisted, "I'm gonna stop all this foolish talking right

now!" She held her lips tight shut for a couple of seconds. "There!" she said, "I've

stopped!" With surprise she reached her hands against her mouth and muttered,

"Oops!"

The next day the Antimats were leaving Bex's Mansion to go to the football

stadium to sing for halftime. Russ was going with them so that he could call the

play-by-play on WEHT from the press box. "Where are you going?" Sister Lucy

asked. "To the football game, Sister," Russ answered. "What's football?" Sister

Lucy ponderously inquired. "You don't know what football is?" Ander remarked,

"Boy, you really have been out of it!" "It's a sporting event," Russ explained, "If

you like, I'm sure Ander wouldn't mind sitting with you in the stands. Todd's

playing, the Antimats are singing at halftime, and I'm broadcasting the game live."

Sister Lucy accepted the invitation, and they all went to the football game.

After halftime, Cindy asked Ellen if they could talk privately in the ladies'

room. "I'm quitting the group!" Cindy demanded, "You can all throw me out of

Bex's Mansion, I don't care!" "But Cindy," Ellen pleaded, "nobody gave you a hard

time out there!" "Yeah," Cindy remarked, "nobody gave me hard time 'cause

nobody remembered!" "Isn't that good?" Ellen asked. "No," Cindy groaned, "it

means that nobody cared!"

"Of course nobody cared!" Ellen remarked, "So you missed a high note last

week, for goodness sake, Cindy, who's gonna care this week one way or the other?"

"If you ever embarrassed yourself missing a high note, then you might!" Cindy

growled. She then threw her microphone into the trash, causing a loud clunk to be

echoed throughout the stadium! "That didn't sound good!" Ellen remarked.

"Well, I'm through with this!" Cindy grunted. "And what are you gonna do

with yourself now?" Ellen wanted to know, "Neurosurgery?" "Why not?" Cindy

replied, "I'll go to medical school and become a brain surgeon. There must be

something else I can do besides this!" "Cindy," Ellen gently tried to reason with

her, "singing may not be the most important thing in the world, but it is a God-given

talent, and certainly not a waste of time." "That's just the opposite of what you said

before!" Cindy yelled, "I think you were right the first time! It didn't matter

whether I hit that high note or not, it didn't matter to anyone!" And with that, Cindy

stormed out of the ladies' room.

When Ander and Russ brought the broadcast equipment back to the radio



station that evening, they found sheriff's deputies waiting there for them. Russ was

handed a stack of fines for covering a professional football game on the air without

league consent. Ander was informed that if WEHT broadcasted any more

professional football games without league permission, the FCC would impose even

heavier fines which he could not possibly afford.

The Antimats, Todd, and Sister Lucy arrived at Bex's Mansion about ten

minutes after Ander and Russ got there. "Where have you been?" Russ asked them.

"We practically had to drag Sister Lucy out of the place!" Bex replied. "She kept

walking all through the stands," Coleen narrated, "Finally we lured her into Todd's

SUV with a corn dog."

"The Antimats tell me you enjoyed the game," Russ said to Sister Lucy. "Oh

Russ, it was wonderful!" she exclaimed, "It had everything anyone would ever

want! Excitement, action, cheering, even in the little girls' room! You know, I

believe a football game is the closest thing on earth to heaven!" "Not when you're

getting hit on the field," Todd remarked, "then it reminds you of that other place!"

"And I'm so glad that you told me I could call the play-by-play next week

Russ!" Sister Lucy elated, "It'll be so much fun to be on the radio!" "But you can't

do that," Russ sadly informed her. "Why not?" Sister Lucy snapped, "You think I'm

not good enough? Is that it? Well, Russ, you ain't such a great announcer yourself!

You missed a thousand plays!" "I hadda go to the bathroom!" Russ explained.

"That's so excuse!" Sister Lucy retorted, "You made all those people listening to the

radio miss out on the fun!"

Russ started to get angry at being insulted and forgot about the consequences.

"OK, fine, sister," he growled, "go on the air next week!" Ander immediately

pulled Russ to the side. "Weren't we just warned not to air any more games, you

moron?" he grunted into Russ's ear. "If they fine us again," Russ schemed, "We'll

just give the bill to Sister Lucy. Come on, Ander, let's be heroes! For once we'll be

brave enough to stand up and say, 'We don't need no stinkin' permission to air

football games!'"

The following week Sister Lucy called the play-by-play on the radio. Father

Macewicz called in towards the end of the half-time show. "Good news Sister," he

announced, "The diocese has found you and the other sisters a new convent down in

Vestal." "I'm sure they'll be very happy there," Sister Lucy replied. "What do you

mean by that?" Father Macewicz worried. "Oh, I don't know," Sister Lucy

retracted, "I don't know what I meant."

"Sister," Father Macewicz cautioned, "I know you've been uprooted and this is

all very new to you but..." "You know, Father," Sister Lucy interrupted, "for twenty

years we grew the grapes but I never tasted the wine we made. We weren't allowed

to have alcohol. I'm just having fun! Is that so bad?" "No," Father Macewicz



answered, "providing you don't lose sight of other things, like your vows."

"Well, I told some of our listeners about that earlier," Sister Lucy explained,

"and you know what they said? 'Vows, schmows!'" "And that's very deep!" Father

Macewicz remarked with sarcasm. "All my life I've been obedient, chaste, and

have done everything God asked me to," Sister Lucy continued, "Well, now it's

Lucy's turn! Next caller, you're on the air!" "Good afternoon, Sister," the next

caller replied, "I'm sure everybody enjoyed listening to your personal problems, but

did you realize that we all just missed the entire Third Quarter thanks to your little

personal chat?"

Monday morning Russ was going around Bex's Mansion bragging. "See,

Ander?" he carried on as Ander sorted through the mail, "We showed that FCC a

thing or two! We went and broadcasted that football game anyway! And nobody

came by afterwards to bother us! I'm telling you, it's times like these when I'm

proud to be an American!"

"Then it will be your job to make sure Old Glory is flying high above our

heads as we wait in line for free cheese," Ander replied, holding up a certified letter,

"'cause we owe half a million bucks in fines! And if we don't pay it, our

broadcasting license will be revoked!" "Well can't we have a hearing?" Russ asked.

"We can't win a hearing!" Ander cried, "What are we going to plead? We were

given fair warning!" "Trust me," Russ reassured him, "we could win a hearing and

be rich! Then we could buy all the microwave ovens, refrigerators, and color TVs

we want! Let's go down to the courthouse tomorrow!"

The following morning, while everyone was having breakfast, the doorbell

rang. "Who could that be?" Sister Lucy wondered. Bex went to answer the door.

When she returned to the kitchen she announced, "You have company, Sister!"

"Who?" Sister Lucy asked, "A fan from the radio?" "No," Bex answered, "just

some old friends." She then invited the other sisters of Sister Lucy's Order to come

into the kitchen. "It's them!" Sister Lucy shuddered. "If you'll excuse us," Bex told

the sisters, "we're all going down to the courthouse." "You aren't going to leave me

alone with them, are you?" Sister Lucy fearfully asked, "They're so dull!" "Sister,"

Bex begged, "if you decide to go with them, or go get a job at ESPN, it's up to you,

but please, for me, talk to the sisters, allright?" "Very well," Sister Lucy reluctantly

conceded.

Once they arrived at the courthouse, Russ hatched a scheme to dismiss the

charges and place all the liability on Sister Lucy. "While carrying canned goods to

her local church," Russ testified, "Sister Lucy decided to go on a wild rage of

madness. She maliciously tore the studio doors asunder with a can of peas, and

then knocked me on the head with a big can of Manhattan Clam Chowder! Then,

Your Honor, as soon as I was unconscious, she stole the remote broadcasting



equipment and went to the football stadium to broadcast the game."

Bex just held her head down, staring at the floor. She couldn't believe what

she was hearing! "Bex, did you see what happened Sunday morning?" the judge

asked. "No, Your Honor," Bex softly responded, not even lifting up her head. Next

the judge questioned Ander, who was wearing dark sunglasses for the trial.

"Everything Russ said is true," he testified, "After Sister Lucy knocked him

out, I tried to stop her from stealing the radio station's equipment, but she plucked

my eyes out! She single-handedly turned all my daytimes into nights! I am now

blind like the mighty oak!" Bex couldn't take it anymore. "Oh come on!" she

yelled. She held up two fingers and asked Ander, "How many fingers am I holding

up?" "You're not gonna catch me with that one!" Ander laughed, "I'm blind!"

"Ander," Bex pleaded with sorrow and disappointment in her voice, "you only

owe half a million dollars. And you have a whole month to pay it off. So why

perjure yourself? Show some gumption! When times are tough we pull together.

So I yell ya what. I'll help ya out with the money if you recant your testimony and

drop the charges on Sister Lucy." Ander thought about it for a moment, and then

took off his sunglasses and retracted his statement. Russ, out of fear of being

charged with perjury, also retracted his statement. Bex paid the half a million dollar

fine for them.

When they returned to Bex's Mansion, Sister Lucy answered the door. "Sister,

where are the other nuns?" Bex asked. "In the kitchen playing poker," Sister Lucy

answered, "Want to come join us?" Russ and Bex followed Sister Lucy into the

kitchen. Ander felt too ashamed to face them. He became overwhelmed with guilt

and mindlessly wandered out the front door. "Goodbye, Ander Tohr," he mumbled

to himself, "Hello to a mysterious stranger in a logging camp! I'm going to

Labrador!"

Once in the kitchen Bex couldn't help but remark to the sisters, "I thought you

were going to talk to Sister Lucy!" "I will," the Mother Superior said, "as soon as

my strike comes in!" "What the hell has gotten into you people?" Bex snapped,

"Have you all forgotten your vows and obligations that you once so lovingly and

willingly accepted? Well? Have you nothing to say?" "There's a seat open," one of

the sisters invited. "Deal me in!" Russ accepted.

Bex just stood and watched in desperation. After an hour or so, the Mother

Superior ran out of money. "Well, that's all the poker for me," she sighed, "I'm all

out of money, and nuns don't get paid much, ya know." "Yeah," Sister Lucy added,

"aren't you fed up with it?" "Yes," Mother Superior surprisingly answered,

"Sometimes I get pretty sick of it myself. I mean, I think, 'Why did I choose a life

like this? Must be an easier way to earn thirty two fifty a month.' And then I

remember that I didn't choose it. It was chosen for me. Just as it was chosen for all



of you sisters."

A sense of deep reflection came over all the sisters. The game was over. "Old

habits are hard to break," Sister Lucy resolved. "So you're going back to the

convent?" Bex inquired. "Yep," Sister Lucy replied, and with that last word, all the

sisters resumed their vow of silence and quietly exited the premises, resolving to

double their dedication and devotion to God, once, twice, forever. "So what

happened to Ander?" Russ wondered. "I think he said something about walking to

Canada," Bex replied, "We'd better go look for him!" They left right behind the

sisters to go find Ander.

Meanwhile Ellen entered Cindy's bedroom with a summons from the

courthouse in her hand. "What's that?" Cindy wondered. "Remember when you

said not hitting that high note didn't make a difference to anyone?" Ellen asked,

"Well that godawful note you sang caused some poor old man to go into a seizure!

He's pressed charges against us!"

"Oh no, I'm so sorry!" Cindy cried. "Sure ya are!" Ellen responded, "So ya

see? Everything you do makes a difference to someone." "So you're not all mad at

me?" Cindy wanted to know. "No," Ellen joked, "but all your things are out on the

curb and tomorrow's trash day. You know what that means." "That I better bring

them back in?" Cindy guessed. "No," Ellen said as she put her arm around Cindy,

"it means next time you'll have to practice even harder so that you can hit that high

note." "You're right, Ellen," Cindy agreed, "Nobody gets punished for something

unless they really are somebody!"



CHAPTER 6

WBEX



One typically crisp autumn afternoon Russ was working as DJ down at the

radio station. "We'll be back after these messages," he announced; and then he

played this station identification spot recorded by Bex and the Antimats: "This is

WEHT, 833 on your AM dial, the trendy station that doesn't have to be on FM for

you to listen to it." "I'm going to miss that spot the most," Russ chuckled to himself

while the other commercials were playing. He had applied for a station call letter

change to honor Bex for bailing the station out of their half-a-million dollar fine.

He was deep in thought as he planned a surprise celebration for Bex once the call

letter change was approved. A celebration like that could be expensive, he

reasoned, so his thoughts drifted to money matters as Ander entered the studio to

relieve Russ and start the afternoon shift as DJ.

"Ander, I got it!" Russ burst forth, "I woke up with it this morning!" "Is it

contagious?" Ander asked. "No, no," Russ explained, "I got the winning number

for today!" "Oh, Russ!" Ander groaned, "Don't tell me you're into that lottery thing

now!" "219! That's it!" Russ proclaimed, "Don't be telling the listeners, either,

because I don't want anyone else playin' it. 2-1-9!" "I thought you would have

learned your lesson about finances by now!" Ander scolded.

"But I haven't had one of my special dreams in years!" Russ enthused. "Oh,

you had a special dream," Ander sarcastically remarked. "Yeah!" Russ continued,

"See, I was dreaming that I was riding a train all night long through Kansas City,

Omaha, Denver, China..." "China?" Ander interrupted, "How'd you get to China on

a train?" "I told you," Russ explained, "it's one of my special dreams!" "I don't

want to hear anymore of this!" Ander complained.

"Let me finish telling you about it!" Russ insisted, "I had this great big

suitcase bulging with money! So I looked it up in Lucky Larry's Dream Book. It

said, 'Lucky number for riding on a bus or train: 219. If you dream you were riding

on a bus or train it means good fortune will smile on you this day.'" Ander was

unimpressed. "Just because Lucky Larry's Dream Book says the number for riding

on a bus or a train is 219, you're gonna bet real money on it??" he asked in disbelief.

"That's not the only reason," Russ explained, "Guess what number car on the train

was that I was riding on? 12! Now, go ahead, add up the numbers in 219!" "2 and

1 is 3," Ander calculated, "and 9 and 3 is 12." "12!" Russ cheered, "Doesn't that

give you goose bumps?"

"No," Ander moaned, "it gives me a pain! I don't want to hear any more about

those numbers. I want you to forget about them." "Forget about them?" Russ cried

in disbelief, "It's money in the bank!" "Do you know what the odds are on winning

the lottery?" Ander quizzed. "I don't know about odds," Russ answered, "but I do

know that if you bet ten dollars, you could win twelve thousand dollars! Twelve

thousand dollars! We could pay off all the station's operating expenses and upgrade
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