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1932


Dorothy Gale held her age well.  She sat at the counter of her Diner in Kansas City, making party plans.  She would be celebrating her fiftieth birthday next year, but she didn’t look it.  She stopped aging half a lifetime ago.  Her husband Donny continued to age, but she remained eternally in her late twenties, and it bothered her.  Donny, on the other hand, felt that he was the luckiest guy alive, to have such an attractive wife at his age.  She worried that she might have to continue some day without him if she didn’t get to grow old with him: and she had looked forward to spending their golden years together, and now it looks like they might not get that opportunity.


She had explained to him that when she was a child, she had been taken to another place, where magic seemed to rule.  She had had many exciting adventures, but all of the strangeness only taught her how much she loved and missed her home and family.  

All that remained of that place was her memories and a pair of mystical shoes.  It was the shoes, she guessed, that kept her eternally young.  She always planned to spend more time experimenting with them, but what with the Diner, and of course Donny, she never really could find the time.

Now she was busy planning the anniversary party for the Diner.  When her Aunt and Uncle passed away she inherited their farm, but she had always wanted to live in Kansas City, like she did when she was young and living with her then living parents.  Twenty-five years ago she sold the farm and opened the diner, and now it was about to have its silver anniversary.  She loved that place and it was nice to have something to do while Donny was off in Washington.

She fondly remembered that day well, after the Armistice of the Great War to End All Wars, when a young doughboy entered the diner: (after that day it stopped being a diner and it became the Diner, for her) he took one look at Dorothy and it was love at first sight.  After a whirlwind courtship and a honeymoon in Niagara Falls, they settled into life in the City.  They had a deliriously happy period together until that day, two years ago, when he was offered a job with President Hoover and for the first time in decades they had to spend time apart.   Of course she was very proud of him, but she missed him terribly: after all, she might be half a century old, but she didn’t feel it.

The bell on the Diner door chimed and she looked up from her reveries, to see young Tommy Malone come through the front door.  Tommy worked for Western Union delivering telegrams.  Every week, he would stop by, bringing her a wire from Donny.  They might have to live apart for most of the year but Donny was determined to keep the romance alive.  

Tommy always received a big tip when delivering telegrams to the Diner so he was always very chipper when he arrived.  He delivered the telegram, received a nice tip and traveled on.

She eagerly opened her missive and started reading:

‘Dear Gail’, He always called her Gail.  He talked her into using her maiden name of Gale as her first name, instead of her actual first name of Dorothy.  He thought that Donny and Dorothy sounded too cutesy, so to him at least, she would always be Gail: not Dorothy.  ‘Darling I should be seeing you soon, I think.  The President is planning a trip to Hutchinson, Kansas next week and I should be able to come home for a while.  He’s got a couple of scientists coming to the White House soon, and he decided that he needed me to check up on government facilities in Kansas.  I really don’t see why though: the scientists were just astronomers who said something about discovering a couple of new planets.  It all sounds pretty boring to me.’  The rest of the telegram became very intimate and as she chuckled over it; her longtime customers: those wonderful people, so much like family, who knew the couple so very well, all smiled a knowing smile.  Mr. And Mrs. Donny Jenson’s deep affections for each other were well known to them all.

After a few minutes of reverie, she turned on the radio.  Her customers always knew that they could hear the news broadcasts at her diner, even if they couldn’t afford a radio at home.  The Depression had made things difficult for everyone, and she felt that it was her way of helping out, just a little.  

The broadcast gave the latest stock quotes, and moved on to the news from Hollywood.  Almost as an afterthought, the announcer reported that a courier from South Africa had arrived in New York and made a delivery to a Dr. Cole Hendron, who then announced that he would make some sort of important scientific pronouncement the following day.  She paid little attention to the story, even though, unbeknownst to her, it presaged the end of all life on Earth.

The next day, the Headlines in the paper announced that scientists were part of something called the League of the Last Days, and that they had proof that two rogue planets were approaching the Earth from beyond the Solar System, and that they might bring about the end of civilization as we know it. “Well”, she thought, “there’s always a prophet of doom around.  This one’s just better credentialed than most.”

Everyone was excited about the news for a while, but after a few days, life went pretty much back to normal… for a while anyway.  The President sent Donny to Hutchinson to set up some large farming project, and Gail was able to catch the train and go up to see him every weekend.  For her it was a pretty good time, as they renewed their long put off romance.  Donny though was a little more nervous than she had remembered him being: as if he were hiding something from her.  How could she have known that it was the end of everything that she ever known.

On their anniversary, he hopped the train and surprised her, with three wonderful days at the poshest hotel in Kansas City.  At the end of his stay they dined at the finest restaurant in town.  Dorothy’s Diner may be the friendliest, but this was the most romantic.  At dinner he would tell her the truth.

“Gail, my love, you’ve known that there was something that I’ve been holding back from you.  The President swore us all to secrecy, but it will be soon become common knowledge; therefore I got permission to clue you in early on what’s going on.” 

“Do you remember those scientists a few months ago that predicted the end of the world?”  She nodded.  “Well they were right.  Two planets have entered the solar system from deep space and they will very nearly hit the Earth.  By the time they pass us, most of the world will either be in flames or buried under water.  There are only a few places that are predicted to be safe, and Kansas is one of them.  That’s why the President has us setting up fields and granaries.  I’m from Kansas and know the lay of the land, so he put me in charge.  We’re also setting up emergency housing and hospitals.  If civilization is to survive it’ll be up to us to save it.”

Donny had always been her knight in shining armor, so she knew that he would be up to saving the day this time too, so she just wanted to savor these idyllic days together. If things are going to become chaotic for a few years: they aught to enjoy these times together now.  “Save the world later, for now I want you to kiss me.”  And he did.

Over the next year the dim stars in the sky became brighter and brighter; eventually resolving themselves into intensely bright spherical bodies.  As the planets approached the Earth, Gail, as well as the rest of the population of the world, became more and more restless: with fear creeping into the most cheerful of souls.  With that dour frame of mind Dorothy reached into her closet and pulled out, for the first time in over three decades, the dusty box which contained the Mystical Ruby Slippers that she wore so long ago in that far away place.  

On her return from that place, she swore that she would never again put them on, and chance being whisked away from those that she loved; but she remembered again and again that she was told that they must be very powerful: so she took them out of the box and put them on.  Not really knowing how to use them, she stared at the harbingers in the sky and timidly commanded, “go away.”

Nothing happened.

She tried again.  “Go Away.”

Nothing.

And again.  “GO AWAY!”

Still nothing.  She tried all through the night and into the next morning unsuccessfully.  She could feel the pent up power within them, but she had no idea how to release it.  She made up her mind then and there that if things went terribly bad, she would somehow use that power to save her Donny, and she began a continuous program of experimentation and practice.

As the planets neared the Earth, she joined Donny in Hutchinson.  The planets passed the Earth so closely that the moon was shattered by the Neptune sized world.  Thousand foot tides raced across the face of the seas, while 200 Mile per Hour winds scoured the crops from the land.  Earthquakes and volcanoes made the poor Earth reel like a drunken sailor and a foul smelling sulfur in the air made the simple act of breathing unpleasant.

Donny and Gail huddled together in the government bunker that housed the president and his top men and their families.  As sheltered as they were, the lovers had never experienced such terror in all of their lives. But they had survived, and the planets were receding from the crippled Earth.

The President was inspirational in how he led his people.  They figured that at least four fifths of the worlds population had perished in the encounter, and those that remained were without the simple necessities of life.  Dorothy Gail Jenson had always been the eternal optimist, so she knew that with Donny at the President’s side, civilization would return to the world, and they worked hard for that goal: until that horrible day when they looked to the skies and saw that the destroying planets were returning.

One day a plane came from a secret location in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, which was maintained by the League of the Last Days.  It was piloted by a Dave Ransdell, the same one who had arrived in New York so long ago with news of the cursed planets.  

He told the President that on this second return of the planets, the world would be destroyed.  He also told the President that the League was building a space ship to carry some people away from the Earth to safety.  He then told him that the large planet would destroy the Earth, and the smaller one, called Bronson Beta, was Earthlike and would assume Earth’s vacated orbit.  It was hoped that the refugees on the space ship would be able to survive there, and that humanity would endure.

The President gave them supplies and his best wishes for their success, and he said that he hoped that they were wrong.  Unfortunately they were not wrong.

As the destroyers approached again, the disasters that scoured the Earth returned, but they were much worse than they were at their first passing.  Donny clung close to Dorothy, as they were buffeted by wind whipped dust particles tearing at their flesh, the ground beneath them jumped and dived like an insane stunt flyer, they were thrown from side to side, all of the time clinging dearly to each other.  Battered nearly insensate by the chaos about them they held to each other through it all.  

They could feel the ground below them straining to leap up to the greater gravity of the huge planet above: the atmospheric pressure dropped towards zero as the Earth’s winds sucked the air upwards away from the Earth.  Finally the power of the gravity of the Behemoth above them pulled the battered lovers from the world of their birth.

Straining for breath, and hurtling towards the vacuum of space, the battered couple, still holding together, began to be pulled apart.  Screaming out to the heavens for a miracle to save her Donny: just as their hands were about to be pulled apart: as their fingers were about to touch for the last time: the Ruby slippers, which were still on her feet, flared with crimson fire and the two lovers winked out of the destruction.  

Then the Earth ceased to exist as it was torn apart by the greater gravity of the planet called Bronson Alpha, while the two space ships of the League of the Last Days continued their voyage to their new world.

Outside of Time

Gail awoke in her castle in the East, with a start, thinking  “Wow.  What a nightmare.  I could have sworn that I really was back in the 1930s and that the Earth had been destroyed.  What a dream… “  And audibly she sighed. “Oh Donny, I’ve missed you…”

The young boy, Sam, who Gail had legally adopted several months previously, looked up with his inquisitive eyes, and asked “Who’s Donny Mother.”

With a wry smile, and tousling his sandy colored hair, and replied, “Donny is the only person that I ever loved as much as you.”  

In the later part of the twenty-fourth century, the Earth had been destroyed by an evil entity.  Gail used the powerful mystic talismans, which had been entrusted to her, whose powers she had long before mastered, to save Kansas City by moving it to the Dimension of Imagination.  

During the difficult journey the orphan boy Sam was a source of great comfort and strength to her.

”You look sad Mother.  Did something happen to him?”

“He died a very long time ago poppet, and I still miss him very much..  Although it somehow feels like I was just with him.  I guess that dreams can do that to you sometimes.”

“I suppose.  I had one about a dragon last night.”  

She smiled a mother’s smile, “Like the one in the zoo that we saw yesterday?”

“Yep.  Only this one was mean and was trying to squash the Odamen.”

She chuckled, “Well Dear, a lot of folks would like to do that.”  Odamen were some of the first creatures that the people of Kansas City met when they came to the Dimension of Imagination.  They were frustrating little creatures that could drive you up a wall with they continual banter, but they were instrumental in the war against the rock men a few years of subjective time ago, and she later found that at least some of them were considerably more than they outwardly seemed.

“Come along now; you don’t want to be late for your first flying lesson.  Captain Lightning might have an emergency and have to leave.  And I have to open the Diner while you’re learning to be a bird.”

“I’m not gonna be a bird!  I just wanna fly like one.”

“Then we better get moving.”  She waved her arm and they were encased in a rosy bubble, floated out the window and drifted towards Captain Lightning’s Tower of Justice on the plains outside of the City.

Captain Lightning was a simple man who was inside a VR game during the dimensional journey.  He and everyone inside the game were transformed into living Avatars of their games character.  Thus Kansas City had it’s first Super Hero.

Seeing the Lady and her son approaching in the bubble, he flew up to meet them.  “Good Morning Sam.  Are you ready to take your first step into super-heroing?”

“Yes sir!”

Gail looked on passively, but sincerely hoping that he wound up in a safer line of work.

The caped hero leaned over and handed the boy a small box.  “Here: open this and put it on.  It’s an energy ring, and with it you can fly.  All that you have to do is think about flying and you’ll be flying.  As you get more practiced with it, you’ll find that it can do a whole lot more.”

Ripping open the box he placed the ring on his finger, took a few steps, flapped his arms and fell flat on his face.  The powerful man roared with laughter and said, “Let’s try that again.  First of all, don’t flap your arms.  Let me take your hand and I’ll steady you.”

Hand in hand they soared into the air.  Gail watched with the nervousness that all mothers feel while watching their child try something dangerous for the first time.  They swooped up and over, doing barrel rolls and loops.  The inexpressible joy and laughter radiated from Sam, until he realized that the Captain had let go, and that he was flying on his own.  After a split second of surprise his joy was doubled and redoubled again, and he shouted jubilantly, feeling that excitement that all children feel the first time that they ride a bicycle on their own.  “Mom!  Mom, look I’m flying!”

“That’s wonderful dear.  You have fun, I’m going to the Diner.”  Her bubble reappeared and she headed for town.  “Oh Donny, I wish that you could have known Sam.”  

Lost and Confused


Donny awoke abruptly with the rapping of a nightstick on the soles of his feet.  Blinking the sand out of his eyes he looked around, and found himself lying on a park bench in a rather attractive park.  It appeared to be a normal park, except that the colors were more vibrant than usual and the bright blue of the sky had a slightly greenish tint to it.


Glancing up, there was an oddly dressed man wearing a uniform that vaguely seemed to be that of a police officer.  He looked rather officious and stood impatiently tapping his toe.  “Look pal, there’s no sleeping on the park benches.  If you’re tired, take it home and get a nap.  You don’t look so good; is there anyone that you would like me to call, to come get you?”


Sitting up Donny struggled to put the pieces together.  He was still in that dazed state that one often experiences as they come out of a deep, deep sleep.  He remembered that he had been doing something important for the government that took him away from Gail for long periods of time… Gail!  Like a jolt of electricity, it all came back to him.  Gail and he were about to die.  Maybe, he thought, they did die.  Maybe this was Heaven.  Looking down at his clothes, he saw that they were still in tatters.  The cuts, scrapes and bruises instantly caught his attention. If it were Heaven, there was pain in Heaven.  “I’m not sure.  If you can direct me to a telephone I’ll call my wife.”


“Sure, here’s one.”


The officer handed him a little box with a bunch of buttons on it.  Donny turned it over and looked it up and down before handing it back.  “Maybe I’ll just walk back to our apartment.”  The city looked nothing like Kansas City, but for some reason he was sure that it was.  “I live on 8th Street.”


“Oh.  That’s just a block west of here.  Nice area.  Once they replaced all of those ancient buildings with luxury condos, the crime in the area dropped off considerably.” Chuckling,  “Of course, that was before the world ended.  Next time you need a nap, don’t do it in Huron Park, OK?  You’re close enough, so just go home.”


“The world ended?  When?”  


“Several years ago.  Where have you been?”


“My memories are a little mixed up.  I could have sworn that it just happened.   So if we’re dead…this is Heaven?”


Starting to look a little concerned, “Listen buddy, maybe you need some help.  Why don’t I take you down to the Hospital?”


“I don’t think I need a hospital.”


“I’m not so sure about that.  Not if you think that we’re all dead.”

“I saw the world ending.  How can we not be dead?”


“When the creature destroyed the rest of the world,
the Lady of Light protected us and brought us to this new world.  What do you remember as happening?”


The League of the Last Days: these must be the people that were saved by the League.  “The world was smashed by a rogue planet.”


“Well, I suppose that it could have looked like that, depending on where you were when it happened.  Why don’t you go home and sleep it off.”


“Thanks.  I think I’ll try that.”  Standing, he headed off I the direction that he hoped was 8th Street, although nothing looked right.  Since when were there skyscrapers in Kansas City: and how could the League of the Last Days have moved an entire city.


“Maybe” he thought, “they just found this futuristic city on the new planet that they were escaping to, and they just named it Kansas City.”  That made sense.  He had convinced himself that that was the case when he saw Gail’s Diner.  


“That can’t be right.” He thought to himself.  It was his wife’s Diner.  A little more weathered than he had remembered it, and totally out of place in this futuristic city: but there it was.  He made a beeline for it.


There were a lot of people about too: more than could ever have escaped in a fleet of ships of the League.  Most of the people walked to get where they were going, and what cars that were about, looked nothing like anything that he had ever encountered before.  


Their clothing looked garish and almost comical, except for the Amish that is; they still looked like the Amish that he knew.  He wondered why there were so many of them about the city, they usually shunned metropolitan areas, whenever they were able.


He got to the door of the Diner and found it locked, with a sign that said ‘BE BACK IN 30 MINUTES.’  He decided to wait. 

 Sitting down on the bench in front of the Diner, he tore strips off of his coat and began bandaging his wounds: all of the time thinking that if Gail’s Diner were here, then Gail must be here.  She had to be there.  He couldn’t endure even Heaven, if he didn’t have Gail at his side.  Such was their love.

Someone sat on the bench next to him.  Glancing to his left, he saw a scarecrow picking its nose.  “Pardon me.” The straw man said.  

Donny gaped, and for the first time really looked at the people about him.  He saw a rabbit in a heated argument with some sort of robot, and a glowing bug sporting an Amish hat.   He saw a short ancient man in a diaper slapping a smiling playing card, and what could only have been the Cheshire Cat.  That was it!  He was either asleep or insane!  They were the only possible answers.

Hearing a small boys laughter overhead, he saw an Emerald bubble settling to the earth with a young lad in it.  A young lad and… 

“Gail?” he whispered.  When she failed to hear him, he frantically spoke louder.  “Gail?”

“Yes?”  Turning to face him, she took one look at him and feinted.

A short man who looked like a cartoon tiger in an astronaut’s outfit stood dumfounded, and pointed at him.  “He did something to the Lady of Light…”

One of the Amish shouted, “Get him before he can do any thing else!”

The crowd started moving towards him and he bolted.  He might be confused at the moment, but he wasn’t dumb.


It’s rarely a good idea to get in way of an angry mob, and that fact wasn’t lost on Donny.  He had failed in his attempted dash to get to Gail, for he was swept under the press of the crowd and living mass of people made it painfully obvious that he was the object of their accumulated wrath.  

He was knocked to his knees and immediately smothered by an enclosing wall of fists and clubs and suffocating hatred.  He struggled to remain conscious, for he knew that if he lost consciousness, he might never again regain it.  When a hole in the human mass opened he rolled out on his left side, unsteadily leapt to his feet and took flight.

It took the mass too long to untangle itself and Donny took a commanding lead.  Unfortunately, he knew that he would never be able to outrun some of his attackers.  Although the turtle may have beaten the hare, he was pretty sure that the giant rabbit wouldn’t have any problems running Donny down, so he had to come up with something, very clever, very quickly.

The bunny rocketed forward, but was passed by an even taller rabbit, that Donny swore hadn’t been there a second earlier.  The newest pursuer reached him in no time flat, and said quietly, “Quickly, take my hand.  I’ll get you to safety.”

Thinking that he hadn’t been able to come up with anything better, he took the proffered bunny’s hand, and instantly the two winked out of sight.  Looking about Donny could still see that crowd, albeit through a washed out haze.

The crowd reached and passed them as though they weren’t there.  After a few minutes the rabbit let go of his hand and everything returned to crystal clarity.

With a toothy smile and a sideways glance the rescuer rebuttoned his vest pocket and queried, “Say there young fella: why were those rowdies so intent on doing you harm.  Speaking for myself, I've never much held for violence.  I think that I would much rather get to know a body before dismembering it.  I find that I’d much rather make new friends than much of anything else.  Harvey’s the name here: and who might you be you fella?”

Besides the fact that Harvey had just saved his life, Donny couldn’t help but like this gentleman rabbit; who stood so nonchalantly before him.  “Well friend:…”

Interrupting, “Please: call me Harvey.”

“All right.  Well Harvey, my name is Donny.  I appreciate your good manners, but I’m not really that young, and as far as the mob is concerned: I’m not sure why they were angry with me.  I had been looking for my wife, and when I finally found her she fainted.  That’s when the mob got so upset.  As hard as I tried I wasn’t able to get to my Gail.  If not for you I suspect that I wouldn’t have survived at all.  I am ever so much in your debt.”

Looking a little confused, “Your wife’s name is Gail?”

“That’s right.”

“Does she own a Diner?

“She certainly does.  I met here shortly after she bought it.”

Looking relieved the bunny continued.  “It hasn’t been in her family for hundreds of years?”

“Heavens no.”
”That’s good.  She can’t be the one that I was thinking of then.  If she was: and if

 the mob thinks that you hurt her: they would never stop until they found her.  You’re sure that she isn’t a powerful sorceress?”


“Not that I’ve ever known.”


“Whew.  Well, we’ll have to let them cool off before going back for her.  Whatever else is going on, it’s obvious that they won’t let her come to any harm.”


“I suppose that you’re right.  So what’ll we do for now?”


“I used to have a very good friend named Mr. Dowd, who used to like to finish the day with a small drink.  Why don’t we give it a try.”

