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INTRODUCTION
In early 2008, Disney’s Toontown Online finally released an
important and long-awaited update: Bossbot Headquarters. At this point,
there was much talk going around about future plans for the game,
particularly the plot involving the cogs. Was Bossbot Headquarters the last
Cog HQ? Everyone knew that the crates in Cashbot Headquarters were
stamped with the words ‘Cog Nation,’ but what did that mean? Was it
hidden in the sewers? Was it somewhere leading from the mysterious
tunnel in Acorn Acres? Was it evidence of a whole new neighborhood?
Whatever the case was, there was a lot of speculation going on, and nobody
could agree on any one thing.
I had been playing Toontown for a while, but some things still
disappointed me. It was difficult to progress in the upper areas of the game
outside of the Nutty River district. Other aspects of the game didn’t seem
to be up to par with the standards I believed the amazingly creative cogs
vs. toons story deserved.
At this time, I decided to try something that I had wanted to do for a
long time but had not tried before. In July 2008, I wrote the first chapter
of a story called Gears, and I had no idea of what it would become. The
story was about a group of toons who gathered together to go on an epic
journey to find out where the cogs originated. I first posted a chapter on a
popular fan site, and I followed up with small chapters on about a weekly
basis. Much of the writing was done in the library at my high school where
I could work out the frustrations that I felt during the day. As I went on, I
drew inspiration from many other sources. I realized that my story was
quickly evolving from the small story that I first had in mind to a large,
more serious novel in the works.
I wrote and wrote. Some days were harder than others, and
occasionally, during difficult times, I went months without working on a
chapter. But the book was my labor of love, and it turned out even better
than I had hoped.
After two years of work, all chapters were complete, many of them
had changed and been combined in the process. I added a prologue and an
epilogue which made it forty chapters long in total. It was the longest
Toontown fan fiction in history, but that wasn’t the most important thing.
Without me being fully aware of it, I shed new light on the world of
Toontown. It was a world that started with Who Framed Roger Rabbit and
evolved into the land where the cogs invaded. I tried to think outside the
box. I wondered what it would be like to work as a cog. I tried to figure out
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how they felt. I tried to fit the many pieces together such as the mysterious
first animation of Scrooge McDuck going to see his friend Gyro Gearloose.
In the end, I had a very unique piece that covered not only Toontown
but many of the struggles of life. It was full of sadness, humor, and fantasy,
all in a beautiful world. It inspired more readers than I expected. It
changed the way others and I saw Toontown and the world in general.
Finally, I believed that the world I loved was complete.
The following years were quieter but much more difficult on me. I still
received emails almost every month with praise for the old story. I
considered writing a sequel but quickly became discouraged every time I
started. Then in 2012, I decided it would be best if I practiced my writing
skills again by cleaning up the old book. During the summer, I revised
Gears for its second edition, correcting a lot of mistakes and adding plenty
of details that explained things more thoroughly. Now every chapter was
somewhat consistent in length, and the entire book was over a hundred
thousand words. I took the subtitle of the book, The Legend of Toontown
and decided that it would be the title of the full trilogy. I was reinvigorated
with the thrill of writing again and planned out my next books, Graphite
and Generations.
I’m still amazed at how many of my personal feelings have made it
into this story, straying further and further away from Toontown, even
though it still remained a Toontown story at its heart. Graphite is more
serious than Gears and contains more of my life experiences translated
into fiction. Generations is almost entirely about my fight with my
personal demons.
At last, I decided to finish the series, and I set the deadline for July
28th, 2018, exactly ten years from the day I started it.
It took a lot of willpower to leave this alone, even though I know it will
never be perfect. There are still things I wish I could change. In the end,
though, the most important thing that matters is that I had a great time
creating this, and I made a few other people happy. This series might not
be for everyone, but I believe it can still be enjoyed by those who feel the
magic that the world of Toontown creates. (See the Glossary at the end of
the book for definitions of Toontown-specific words used in this story.)
I hope the story will inspire you and give you a unique perspective.
But most importantly, I hope you enjoy it as much as I did making it.
Thank you for reading.
— Evan Holloway

BOOK 1

GEARS

PROLOGUE
It was bitterly cold. An old man carefully walked along the empty
road, hugging his coat close to him, and warming his hands with his
steamy breath. His eyes darted back and forth watching out for something,
a thing that clearly wasn’t there. The sky was gray, and the old city was
deserted. Nobody had lived here for years, and every decaying structure
was proof of it. Still, he felt like something was horribly wrong in this place.
Something unprecedented was about to happen. He was terrified like
something was about to change the course of history forever. He kept
assuring himself it couldn’t be true. It was completely absurd.
Sure, it was common for the crazy inventor to disappear for months
at a time, but this time was different. He had always burst in through the
front doors of his house at the most unexpected times, bringing in the
strangest contraptions that anyone had ever seen and babbling nonstop
about things he had never heard of before. It was both annoying and
amusing at the same time. His prolonged absence now felt inexplicable.
He had never kept anything from him, no matter how odd.
Many frightening thoughts arose in the old man’s mind. Has
something bad happened to him? Is he working on something secret? Is
he going on strike? It was me, after all, who invested in all of this. What
has he done now? These thoughts brought feelings of dread to his heart,
and he would never be cured until he figured out what was happening.
It was supposed to be a bright and sunny day all around the world,
but clearly, it was not here. The foggy gray skies reminded him of how
quickly the past had faded away. He began to remember memories from
the time everyone left this place after the revolution. Things were different
then. Things were nicer. Walking in these streets again, he felt as if the
countless years that passed had merely been days.
His steps seemed to echo off every wall as he briskly walked in the
direction of the laboratory. He wasn’t even sure if the ancient structure
was still standing, but he followed his feelings and instincts, knowing that
it would take him to his answer.
Each building and object he passed seemed more and more
foreboding. It was as if he was being watched by thousands of invisible
eyes. He wondered why he felt so awful when there was no reason to worry.
He repeatedly reminded himself, he would see exactly what was happening
once he got there.
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He approached the large, dark warehouse that seemed like the least
damaged building in the entire city. It stood above everything else in the
vicinity and stretched wider than any other he had seen. If the inventor
was working on anything here in this city, it would be in this building.
The old man stood in front of the great doors, thinking about whether
he should go inside. He had come so far it would be pointless to go home
now. The double doors were slightly rusty and looked like they hadn’t been
opened in ages. There was a large symbol engraved between them that he
had not remembered seeing before. It looked like a circle with six wide
sections going outward from it in different directions with a large hole in
the middle. It was a gear. The old man heard a voice in his head that told
him to flee.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said to himself. “I’m sure all will be
explained soon.” He raised the heavy doorknocker with a terribly loud
squeak and let it fall with a bang. There was a loud, hollow boom that
echoed from within, but nothing moved. He thought he heard the
inventor’s voice, but it might have been his imagination. It was peculiar.
He clanked the knocker again but still, nobody answered. Everything
inside seemed to be completely silent. Still, he knew he had to go in if he
wanted to see what was happening.
He dragged the great rusted door open with another awful creak. It
was completely dark in there. He had never seen anything gloomier or
darker than that darkness. It was clear the inventor wasn’t there, but he
went inside anyway.
“Gyro!” he cried out. His voice echoed off the opposite wall far away
and eventually ricocheted back into his ears. He readjusted his glasses and
let go of the door. It slammed shut behind him. His heart thumped loudly
in his chest when he realized he could be trapped here. The door couldn’t
open from this side. Though it was completely dark, he felt the presence of
a massive figure looming close ahead.
“This really is not funny at all!” he muttered halfheartedly. Still,
everything but his echo was silent. He hesitantly walked forward expecting
to find something. He passed by tables of peculiar smelling test tubes that
glowed faintly. He was getting closer to the large figure now. Soon, he
walked straight into it and cringed in pain. It was cold, metal, and
astonishingly large. A lot of thoughts went through his mind.
This couldn’t be my investment. Why is it sitting here doing nothing?
It must be a mistake. This thing needs to make some money!
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He felt around for a switch or lever. It must have been some kind of
machine, he concluded. Then he found what he was looking for. It was a
tangled bunch of wires. There must have been some sort of eerie light
source emitting from somewhere because he saw the wires very clearly.
There was a blue one and a red one disconnected from each other.
“Well,” he thought aloud, “I could get a lot of money out of this thing,
whatever it is. I hope it starts getting to work immediately.” And with that,
he twisted the two wires together.
Just then, several things happened simultaneously. There was a wave
of sparks from the wires, and a panel sealed itself closed over them. A
blinding red light came from hundreds of feet up, and a thundering voice
made the floor tremble. “I am ready.”
The thing that the old man was standing next to turned out to be a
foot. It rose up, and the giant monstrosity marched over to one of the
building’s walls. It started pushing some buttons on a giant control panel.
Moments later clouds of fog erupted from another machine. Something
emerged from that machine that was too horrible to describe. The giant
monster then turned around glaring down with malice at the petrified, old
duck. It roared with hideous mirth, and Scrooge McDuck screamed. He
didn’t remember any more.

CHAPTER 1

THE BEGINNING
A gentle breeze ruffled the leaves on the trees, and the trolley quietly
creaked on its rails. Warm summer air blew over the town park, or as it
was more commonly known those days: the playground. The atmosphere
was silent and tranquil; the sun unleashed its warm, soothing rays on the
world. On most days, there would be lots of toons in the park for this was
Toontown Central, capital of the world of Toontown, the home of the
toons.
Today, however, was different from most days. Only one toon was
present. His name was Evina. He was a red duck lying lazily on the grass
with his gloves behind his head. Nobody knew what his name meant, but
it didn’t matter much to him. Toontown was filled with strange and wacky
things, and the most unexpected events happened all the time.
Evina felt like his boredom was too much to handle on days such as
this. There was nothing fun to do. He was not a toon that usually went to
fight the cogs. He didn’t find it fun at all because he noticed that whenever
someone destroys a cog several more just fly down in its place. You can
never get rid of them for good.
One strange thing about Evina that very few others knew about was
the fact that he couldn’t remember anything about his life prior to fifteen
years ago. Most toons had impeccable memories from the beginning of
their existence, but not him. Because of this loss of memory, he never knew
who his parents were, but he had never really been concerned about that.
He didn’t mind being alone most of the time.
That happened about the time the cogs came to Toontown. Everyone
he talked to said it was the most chaotic and dark day in Toontown’s
history. It was the day the cheerless robot invaders changed everything.
Only ridiculous gags could stop them, and it became a constant war.
When he couldn’t bear lying there any longer, he decided to see his
good friend Harry again. He got up and casually walked to Toon hall. Harry
was a friendly, wise, old toon. He was working intently at his desk as usual.
Harry was short, green rabbit with slightly wrinkled skin. He looked like
he had gone through a hard life. Evina was one of the only toons willing to
be friends with him as everyone else had left him long ago.
“Hi,” Evina said dully while approaching his desk.
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Harry set down his paperwork. He didn’t particularly enjoy Evina’s
frequent, unexpected visits during work in the summer. “Hi,” he replied in
the same, dull voice before turning his attention back to his work.
“If you haven’t noticed, I’m still really bored,” complained Evina,
leaning on Harry’s desk. “Is it just me, or is there nothing fun to do around
here anymore?”
Once Harry stopped pretending that Evina wasn’t still standing there,
he looked up at him. “I think you’re right,” he said, adjusting his glasses.
“The reason is that nearly all the toons have left to attack the Cog HQs and,
as they say, max everything in Toontown. Nobody has played a trolley
game here for ages. Nobody ever drops by to say hello… except you, of
course.” He smiled then returned to his work.
“I just wish I had someone to do something with. Wouldn’t it be cool
to go on some sort of adventure?”
Harry sighed and set down the paperwork he was reading again.
“Why don’t you get a job?”
“I’m not getting one, because nobody visits the shops around here. I
don’t understand what work you’re trying to do. There hasn’t been
anything important lately.”
Harry couldn’t help himself from smiling again. “I guess you’re right.
These complaints will just have to wait. I’m sure Flippy doesn’t want to
deal with them at the moment anyway.”
Evina leaned against a wall and sighed. The other workers in Toon
Hall looked anxious to have Evina leave.
“I suppose you’re not going to leave until you have something to do. I
just remembered there’s a pile of old movies in the closet back there. I
don’t know about an adventure, but perhaps I can show you something
that you’ll find interesting.” He warily stood up. Despite his age, he seemed
to be able to take care of himself well enough. He led Evina down a very
long hallway. He swung open the door of a closet and motioned Evina to
walk in.
“Watch your head,” Harry said. Then he went in after him and shut
the creaky door. He looked up and turned on a tiny light dangling from the
ceiling. The room was small and hadn’t been cleaned in many years. He
pulled a sheet off a very old movie projector. “I think you will like this.” He
began searching the dusty wooden shelves. He then found the roll of film
that he was looking for. He plugged in the film and flicked a switch. The
projector sputtered to life and began to click as a black and white image
appeared on a blank wall in front of them.
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“Who is that?” Evina asked.
“That is Mickey Mouse, the first citizen of Toontown. Such great
memories… it makes me feel young again.”
“Mickey Mouse,” Evina gasped. “And who is that dog that he’s
walking up to?”
“That’s Flippy. You see, they met when they were much younger and
became friends. They found out they had a lot in common, or they used to.
You see, things have changed since that day. Mickey was the mayor of
Toontown, but he was needed for work in movies and other things in a
world far away. And he was a bit frustrated with the, uh, behavior of some
toons. Mickey handed over the keys of Toontown to Flippy and left.”
Evina stared at the black and white image then looked turned to the
direction of Flippy’s office was. “But then… where is Mickey now?”
“Like I said, he is working on making movies and other stuff, but he
should have come back ages ago. Nobody has seen him in such a long time.
He left about the time the cog invasion began.” The old rabbit adjusted his
glasses. “I’m sure he’s fine, though. He’s never let us down before.”
“Have you met Mickey before?”
“Oh yes, I have. It was very long ago when we met for the first time.
It even might have been before this movie was made.”
“Do you think that the cogs are one of the reasons that made him want
to leave?”
Harry considered this for a moment. “I’m not sure, but that may be
one reason. I can’t remember if they came before or after he left. I think
another possibility may have something to do with Scrooge McDuck. He
disappeared at about the same time.”
Evina wasn’t paying attention. “Where did the cogs come from,
anyway?”
Harry sighed. “I knew you would ask that. We all ask ourselves that
question eventually. The truth is that nobody really knows. I’ve been
searching for an answer for many years, but with no success.” He paused
in silence for a moment. “I have something that might help, though. I
found this flying around the park a few days ago.” He pulled out an old
tattered piece of paper and unfolded it. It had a single, quickly written,
bold word on it. HELP!
Evina’s eyes widened. “This is what I’ve been looking for!” he
exclaimed.
“What?”
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“This is my adventure! I’m going to find out where this note came
from. It must have something to do with the cogs. And I want to know
where the cogs came from! Will you come with me?”
“Whoa! Wait a second! That could be nearly impossible! It could take
years, and we might not even survive! Anyway, I have some work to get
to.”
“Please! I’ve been so bored these last few weeks. Toons live forever!
The worst thing that happens to us is go sad!”
Harry paused for a second with a grim expression. He seemed to be
at a loss for words. Evina wasn’t sure if he wanted to stand there and find
out what he was going to say. “That’s just what you think,” the old man
shuddered. “No offense, Evina, but you are still very young. The world out
there is fierce, and you can’t be sure we’re immortal. There is a legendary
substance that can make toons go away forever.” He sat down on a barrel
and began to tear up. “Nothing remains of them!”
“And what would that substance be?” Evina asked nervously. “I didn’t
know you believed in such rumors.”
“Never mind, I’ll tell you later. Just please go get me some ice cream
cones from the playground before I go sad!”
Evina had never seen Harry so frustrated before. As he jogged to the
exit to retrieve the ice cream cones for the old rabbit, he wondered if he
had accidentally reminded Harry of a bad memory. When Evina returned,
he found Harry already back at his desk. Other toons working in the
building were staring at the sobbing toon.
Harry took them and ate them eagerly. After a minute, he calmed
down and started smiling again. “I’m sorry about that,” he whispered to
Evina. “For all I know, we could all be wrong. We may never know what
danger is out there. We may never know if there is the substance that could
destroy toons.”
“We could find the answers if you decided to come with me,” Evina
said.
Harry looked up at him sadly. “I can’t do that.” His words were final.
“As much as I would love to go on an adventure, this is just absolutely
ridiculous. Nothing like this has been done before, and I don’t want to be
the first to find my doom out there.”
Evina left Toon Hall feeling as though an anvil had just been dropped
on his head. For the rest of the day, he was crestfallen about Harry refusing
to go on an adventure. For just a small moment, he thought his idle
summer days were over. He believed he was about to do something
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important for the first time in his life. Sadly, he dragged his feet back to
his Toontown Central estate.
His doodle, Raspberry, looked just as bored as he did. He panted
when he first saw him. Evina gave him a jellybean and went to bed.

*

*

*

The next morning, he got up and went back to the park. He didn’t
expect anybody else to be there, but he was wrong. He turned a corner and
bumped into a pink cat.
“Hey, will you watch where you’re going?” she snapped, rubbing her
head angrily.
“Oops! I’m so sorry about that,” Evina said. “I never expected anyone
else to be here. I’ve been the only one here for weeks! Why are you here,
anyway?”
“There have been tons of little sheets of paper flying around with the
word ‘help’ written on them. I came to ask the Toon Council what they
were about. By the way, who are you?”
“I’m Evina,” he smiled.
“That’s an odd name. Well, I’m glad to meet you. I’m Pink!”
“I can see that, but what’s your name?”
“That is my name. HEY LOOK OVER THERE!”
Evina spun around instantly to see none other than the one and only
Mickey Mouse. After checking to make sure he wasn’t imagining it, he ran
over to meet him.
“Well, hello there!” Mickey greeted them cheerfully. “My movies have
been going great! Now, where has everyone gone to?”
“Uh, Mr. Mickey? I think… they’re all at the Cog HQs.”
“Cog HQs?” Mickey asked with a puzzled expression. “I didn’t know
they even had an HQ! I heard they came just as I was leaving. Has it really
been that long? What else have I missed?”
“Oh, tons of stuff like Acorn Acres, it’s on the map now.”
“Acorn Acres is on the map now?” Mickey asked skeptically. “What is
this about maps? Was it closed? It doesn’t sound good. I thought—”
“I’m Evina,” he interrupted, “and it’s a pleasure to meet you, sir.”
“It’s nice to meet you too, Evina. Have a swell day! I need to go talk to
the Toon Council about all these papers I find flying around with the word
‘help’ on them.”
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Before Evina could catch up with Mickey, the mouse had already
slammed the door of Toon Hall behind him. Evina stood there staring at
the door. Pink came and stood by his side.
“Hey what are you doing up there!” called an unfamiliar voice from
behind Evina.
The two toons turned around and saw a light blue duck coming up to
them. Her arms were full of jellybean bags.
“Hi, I’m Zany! I haven’t been able to find any fish today, and I needed
jellybeans. I haven’t been here for such a long time, but I didn’t expect it
to be this… empty. What are you doing?”
“Mickey Mouse has returned, and I wanted to ask him if I could go on
a quest to find out where the cogs came from.”
“A quest? Oh, I WANT TO COME, PLEASE! I PROMISE I WON’T BE
ANY TROUBLE!” she begged.
“Um, we don’t want everyone to know about this,” Evina said.
Zany didn’t listen. She turned around and shouted, “HEY WORLD!
MICKEY MOUSE HAS RETURNED!”
Soon, Zany’s voice spread the news of Mickey’s return, and the park
filled up with hundreds of confused toons from all the surrounding streets.
“So, are all three of us going on this quest?” Evina asked the other
two. “I think we’re perfectly capable of doing it, even without Harry.”
“Yes!” the other two girls replied in unison.
“Wait,” Pink said, “who is Harry?”
Suddenly, the majestic doors to Toon Hall swung open, and the Toon
Council marched out into the plaza.
“Wow!” Mickey said. “This place sure filled up!”
Flippy step forward. He looked much more stressed and unhappy
than the toon Evina saw in the video. An official-looking document was
placed in his hands. “We, the Toon Council, decided that for the greater
good of Toontown, several brave toons will go and find out where the cogs
came from. This group will be led by Mr. Harry Oldman—”
“And me!” Evina added.
Flippy rotated his head toward Evina. “Excuse me,” he spat, “but just
who might you be?”
“I am Evina, this is Pink, and that is Zany. We will be the toons who
will accompany Harry on the quest!” Cheers emitted from the crowd
below.
Flippy turned to his side and whispered something to the rest of the
Toon Council. Then he smiled and turned back to the crowd. “Alright, it
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has been settled. The quest has begun! We wish the best of luck to Harry
and his friends!”
Harry descended the steps with a scowl on his face. The crowds
cheered as the group made their way to Punchline Place. Several of them
asked if they could come on the quest.
“NO!” Harry shouted. “You have no idea just how dangerous this
journey is! We might not survive to return home!” But the rest of the
crowds just giggled. Nobody believed there was anything worse than going
sad. The group exited the tunnel to the deserted Punchline Place and
stopped.
“So, did you change your mind?” Evina asked with a smug grin.
Harry let out an irritated sigh. “Clearly, I did. I think my knowledge
of Toontown will help out luck on this hopeless journey. But whether it will
be enough to save us is something I have yet to find out. From the look of
these notes, it seems that someone may be in grave danger. I’m also almost
certain that the cogs have something to do with it. So, I hope you like
walking because we have a lot of it ahead of us.”
“Why did they let you come?” Zany asked.
“I don’t even know who you are, but that’s not important now. I think
the Toon Council is trying to get rid of me, but I don’t know why. You never
give up, do you, Evina?”
Evina was grinning. “Not really.”
Harry groaned. “With this crazy bunch, I’m not sure we’ll survive a
single day.”

CHAPTER 2

BEYOND THE BOUNDARIE S
A feeling of bravery and determination was in each of their hearts.
Although they had no idea where they were going, they assumed Harry
knew exactly what they would do; the rest were just there to enjoy the trip.
It wasn’t very long before they reached Barnacle Boulevard.
They emerged from the tunnel at the end of the street into the busy
port of Donald’s Dock. A cool spray was in the air that settled on their skin.
The sounds of waves and foghorns surrounded them. The Nutty River,
which flowed from Acorn Acres, ended here in the crescent-shaped bay.
Many toons were stocking up on gags and preparing themselves to go
to Bossbot headquarters. There was one sad toon, a purple dog, walking
toward them slowly.
Evina recognized him immediately. “You’re Goopy, the famous glitch
master!” he exclaimed. “I’ve seen you on TV! Uh… why did you go sad?”
The purple dog sighed and continued staring at his feet. “Once again,
I was foiled in my attempt to enter the legendary Bossbot tower.”
“You mean the one in the Bossbot courtyard?” Zany asked.
“No,” Goopy said, “another one.”
“Well, we are going on a quest to find out where the cogs came from,”
Evina said. “I was really bored this summer, and we kept finding slips of
paper saying ‘help’ on them.”
“I’ve seen several of those myself,” Goopy said, and he pulled a bundle
of them out of his pockets. “They don’t seem to make any sense. Where
could they all come from?” He picked up several starfish nearby to
replenish his laff points. “I guess I don’t have much to do right now. Do
you mind if I come with you guys?”
“Really?” Zany said with disbelief. “That would be great. You know,
I’m one of your biggest fans!”
“Yeah, I think my skills might come in handy if we ever get in a tight
situation,” Goopy smiled.
Evina beamed. Things seemed to be getting better for them every step
of the way. “So, where are we going first?” he asked Harry.
“I think it would be best to go to Pete’s Palace first,” Harry said.
Goopy stared at Harry for a second with his mouth open. “What is
Pete’s Palace?” Evina, Zany, and Pink also wore similar expressions.
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“Yes, I think Pete knows more about cogs than anyone else in
Toontown… or so I’ve been told,” Harry said.
“But where is Pete’s Palace?” Evina asked.
“You all must understand this important fact. Toontown is much
larger than younger toons think. Dozens of neighborhoods are not on your
map. The palace is on the other side of Toontown’s largest mountain, Mt.
Giant. First, we must go to Acorn Acres.”
The group walked nervously in the direction of Acorn Acres while the
other toons in the park talked amongst themselves, wondering what other
places there were in Toontown that they didn’t know about. They
wondered why the Toon Council had never given access to these places.
How big is Toontown? Could there really be more toons living out
there?
“I have a question,” Zany said. “Why is Pete’s Palace not on the map?”
“The Toon Council set up boundaries for order and defense when the
cog invasion began. Since toons rarely traveled, few of them noticed the
change. I’m sure Pete doesn’t mind, though.”
“Why is that?” Evina asked.
“Because, as you shortly see, he doesn’t enjoy having unexpected
company. There’s a reason why he built his town so far away.”
The adventurers approached Acorn Acres awkwardly. They still had
no idea how they would get over the mountain ahead of them. There wasn’t
even a street or a path! There was a toon here in Acorn Acres that was
staring at them. It was a sienna monkey. He saw the old rabbit leading
several toons along the fence of Acorn Acres. Being curious he went to find
out what they were doing.
“Where are you guys going?” the monkey asked.
Goopy stepped forward. “We are going on a quest to find out where
the cogs came from. I am Goopy. I bet you’ve seen me on TV!” He stopped
and smiled smugly. “And this is Evina, Zany, Pink and our leader Harry
Oldman. He is Lil’ Oldman’s father.”
“I hate Lil’ Oldman’s tasks, but I’ve always wanted to find out where
the cogs came from. Can I come?” the monkey asked.
Harry looked around nervously. He was afraid they didn’t know what
dangers might be ahead. They didn’t seem to be taking it as seriously as he
thought they should. But resisting was futile. “I suppose you can come. The
more the merrier! But you have to understand it will be very dangerous!”
“And what’s the worst that can happen?” the monkey asked.
“You would be surprised,” Harry muttered ominously.
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“By the way, I am Simeon,” the monkey continued.
“Welcome to the quest, Simeon,” Evina said.
“Wait, we have to cross those mountains?” Pink gasped.
Zany’s enthusiasm vanished once she properly gazed at the huge
mountain. They approached the fence to Acorn Acres and stopped.
Everyone paused for a moment, unsure of how to do it.
“So… are we going over the fence?” Evina asked Harry.
The fence wasn’t that tall and could be jumped over easily. But no
toon in modern memory had ever gone outside the boundary of a street or
park before. Nobody knew if it could be done.
Harry thought about it and broke their silence. “Well, I know it seems
scary, but we must do this. Now, on the count of three, we all jump.
Alright?”
The other toons nodded but looked really tense. They each imagined
what terrible things could happen to them by crossing the fence.
“Remember, everybody,” Harry said, “the Toon Council is counting
on us. We have to do it! 1… 2… 3!”
They jumped all at once over the fence. Their feet hit the grass on the
other side. Everyone closed their eyes and cringed, but surprisingly,
nothing happened. There was no siren and no deadly trap. They were the
very first toons to ever cross over the fence! But then they noticed a weird
new sensation. They saw the wide-open spaces and the rough areas. The
wild land made them feel lost and frightened. They didn’t understand why.
“I know it feels funny,” Harry said, “but we’re just disoriented. We
will get used to it soon enough.”
So, they started their trek southward toward the mountains. The
toons from Acorn Acres watched them with bewildered expressions,
wondering how they got over that fence. Every few steps they took, they
tripped over a patch of long grass or a rock. It was a strange thought to
know they were walking in the wilderness. After about five toonmiles (each
five hundred Trolley lengths), they stopped to rest for the night. It was
getting dark, and they could no longer see Acorn Acres. Their real fear was
beginning to reveal itself now. They had no idea what was out there in the
darkness. They collected sticks to start building a fire, and soon enough
they started cooking some food. They discovered that Harry had brought
a large inflatable tent that could fit in his pocket when deflated. He pulled
a string, and it blew up to its full size like a balloon.
At dessert time, Harry got out some marshmallows. He hadn’t
forgotten about the little comforts of home.
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“OH MARSHMALLOWS!” Zany said.
Everyone was feeling alright, and it was a pretty decent meal.
“Let’s tell some stories,” Simeon said. Then they each took a moment
to think of something to tell the others.
“How did you and Harry meet?” Goopy asked Evina.
Evina had to take time to think about it. He didn’t realize until now
that his friendship with Harry was unique compared to what other toons
had. “It was a few years ago. I was wandering through Toontown Central
as usual when I bumped into him. I was scared for a minute, but soon I
found out that he wasn’t a creepy old guy but a very kind toon. He told me
that he was a member of the Toon Council and had to get back to work.”
Everyone listened intently to Evina’s tale. Harry smiled, recounting
the memories of their first meeting.
Evina continued. “I went to go see him more times over the next few
days. He seemed to find it really annoying, but soon we found out we have
a lot in common. I loved learning all the cool things that he knew.”
“Yes,” Harry said, “I remember that well. And I’m almost glad you’ve
convinced me to go on this crazy trip of yours. It’s turning out to be quite
fun.”
Zany reached for a handful of marshmallows. “Okay, so now why
don’t we tell some scary stories?”
They searched their minds for something scary to tell until Evina
spoke up. “Harry, why don’t you tell us about that legendary substance?”
“What legendary substance?” the other toons asked with curiosity.
Harry sighed. “Ok,” he agreed nervously as all the toons focused their
eyes on him, “but you must realize that this is no ordinary scary story. This
has evidence suggesting it is real.” He cleared his throat and spoke in a
quiet voice. “Long ago when the first toons were drawn by humans, they
were discovered to be useful for making movies and making children
happy. Soon they were in use all over the world in entertainment. Then our
enemies, the people who didn’t like toons in the human world, developed
a special liquid. It was an absolutely disgusting brew, and toons shivered
at the sight of it. It takes many forms but only has one name: dip.”
“Dip?” gasped the others.
“YES, DIP!” he shouted irritably, but then he reverted back to
whispering. “It was sold to the enemies because it proved effective at
completely eliminating toons. They melted away the instant they touched
it. Many toons were dipped before the rest moved back to their own land
called Toontown. The original city existed long ago in the west. Since then,
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they’ve migrated to the land where we live now. They sealed the gate to
Earth permanently, never to return again. The original creator of the dip
died, and the toons celebrated being safe at last. Many years passed, and
then the cogs came. Since the fences were built and these lands were
abandoned, rumors of strange things have arisen. Even I don’t know what
happens out here. Some say that the enemies keep a special batch of dip
somewhere in Toontown. They say that they have enough to defeat
Toontown. Of course, Toontown has very high security, but once we
jumped over the fence and entered the wilderness, we are not under
Toontown’s protection. We are protected from nothing.”
After he was finished speaking, there was a period of silence.
Everyone was petrified with fear, even Harry himself.
“That’s just a silly urban legend, right?” Goopy laughed warily. “It’s
as ridiculous as those stories of molders.”
“Most toons say that,” Harry said, “but through my many years of
experience, I found many clues that led me to believe it was true.”
The toons climbed into the tent and tried their best to go to sleep, but
they knew they couldn’t. They were too intimidated by the thought of the
dip. A glowing, neon green liquid that can destroy toons was a gruesome
thought to consider, and hard to forget.
There was a strong wind blowing outside and the faint noise of
something moving off in the distance. Maybe it was just their imagination.
They worried about encountering a foe on this adventure. Phantom Forest
was only a few toonmiles north, and the fear of Bossbots and molders crept
into their minds. Fortunately, though, they eventually found a way to fall
asleep, knowing that they weren’t alone.
In the morning, they cleaned up their campsite quickly and
commenced the walking once more. They were hoping that they would be
lucky enough to avoid any kind of disaster. For a while, they walked and
assured themselves that everything was going to be fine. After all, they
knew that these were just silly urban legends. There wasn’t any such thing
as a molder, and if there was any dip in Toontown, the Toon Council would
have known about it long ago.
Acorn Acres was far from being visible. They were deep into the vast,
unforgiving wilderness. There were no boundaries for them. They could go
anywhere as long as they were willing to accept the consequences of
whatever might happen.
Nobody was reassured thinking about climbing over the mountains,
and as they got closer they most of what was left of their motivation. Harry
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tried to encourage them as much as he could. “It’s about ten more
toonmiles to Pete’s Palace,” he informed them, and everyone groaned in
reply.
“It was you who wanted to go, Evina,” Harry said with a smirk. “So,
you can’t blame me. You’ll just have to trust me. But don’t worry, it will be
worth the walk.”
They never stopped tripping and stumbling over mounds of dirt and
roots. Every toon was dirty and frustrated. The sun was bright over the
mountains and cast down hot rays over them. It was smiling at first, then
its expression suddenly changed. It was startled to see the toons out in the
middle of nowhere. It wondered what reason they had to be out there.
The mountains were getting closer and closer, yet their progress still
felt painfully slow. At their traveling speed, it was nearly evening when
they reached the foot of the mountain. They set up camp for the second
night. Harry got out the inflatable tent, food, and marshmallows while
Simeon started the fire. Evina, Goopy, Pink, and Zany were cooking
dinner. It was a stew with an unusual odor.
“There’s nothing out here but dirt and bugs!” Zany grumbled. “Ok, I
can see why it would be a pain to live out here, but how could there be evil
dangers out here?”
“But remember the dip?” Evina said.
“That’s a bunch of nonsense,” Pink said as she placed a lid on the
boiling stew. “It’s just ridiculous. It was nothing but a scary story.”
“Well, I think we should trust Harry,” Evina said. The others were
silent and just stared at him for a moment. “He’s my best friend! I know
he can’t be lying! It has to be true!”
They stared at him for a moment before turning their backs and
walking back to the dinner table. Pink returned to quickly take the stew
and then ran away. Evina was left standing by himself.

CHAPTER 3

THE PALACE
While Evina was standing alone with his back toward the others, he
could hear them talking. “I came on this adventure to have fun,” one of the
other toons said. Evina didn’t know which. “I didn’t know Harry would try
to take us to some weird, nonexistent place. Why don’t we just go home?”
He felt anger building up but decided to ignore it.
Once we get to Pete’s Palace, he thought, they will see who’s right
and know that they’re wrong. But… what if Harry has gone crazy? What
if this is all just a joke? He’s nicknamed Hysterical Harry for a reason.
Nobody has ever heard of Pete’s Palace or dip before. It’s not on any of
our maps! Has he really gone places that no one has been to before, or
has he finally lost his marbles? Has the Toon Council really been keeping
this truth from everyone?
Evina was getting hungry, so he went to the dinner table where the
others were already seated. He struggled to forget about his doubts. It
wasn’t good to think that Harry was leading them to certain doom. He
began eating the stew, surprised that it wasn’t as bad as it looked.
After a few silent minutes, Pink decided to speak up. “Uh, Harry, how
far is it to Pete’s Palace?” she smiled smugly.
“It’s right on the other side of those mountains. You can’t miss it,” he
said.
The other toons looked at each other then back at Harry. Nobody said
anything else for the rest of dinner.
Simeon stood up and yawned loudly. “Well, I think it’s time to hit the
hay,” he said. “I can’t walk any farther.”
Everyone seemed to agree. They were exhausted from their hiking
and almost about to fall asleep standing up. Their sleep the previous night
had not been as good as they hoped, so nothing was going to keep them
awake now.
They were just about to step into the tent when there was a sudden
burrowing sound behind them. Everyone spun around to see a small hole
that had appeared in the ground. A yellow mole stuck its head out of it.
“Oh, it’s just a mole!” Simeon sighed with relief, and the others sighed
as well.
The mole remained motionless for a moment, staring at them with a
lopsided grin on its face before it suddenly darted back underground. The
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toons watched intently, waiting for it to come back. A few seconds later,
there was a loud drilling noise. The hole grew wider, and the mole climbed
out with a Bossbot suit on. It wiped itself off and proceeded toward them
with a wicked madness in its eyes.
The toons were jerked awake by the sight of it. They screamed and
ran up to the mountain as fast as they could. The molder didn’t pursue
them but instead took out a camera and snapped a picture of them. He
pulled off his rubber yellow mask and put it away, revealing the true evil
looking red mole underneath. He grinned at the fleeing toons, pleased with
himself and promptly flew away into the starry desert sky.
The toons continued running for several more minutes. Only when
they were completely convinced he wasn’t chasing them did they stop to
rest and catch their breath.
“What was that thing?” Simeon shouted as he gasped for breath.
“I’m not quite sure,” Harry said, “but I think it was a molder. I warned
you it’s a dangerous place out here. It’s probably safe to go back now.”
They dragged their exhausted selves back to their camp. They
couldn’t find any trace of the molder, but its empty hole was still there.
Everyone went to sleep.
The next morning, they got up late and ate a large brunch. They
cleaned up their camp and started walking back to the mountain and up
its slope, determined to make it to the other side. After a few hours, they
stopped at a point halfway up the mountain. It was much larger than it
looked from below.
“I am tired of all this hiking,” Goopy gasped. “I wish I knew of a glitch
to take us to the other side.”
Everyone was fatigued, but excited to see what was really on the other
side. They were anxious to know if Harry was really as crazy as they all
thought he was. Several more hours of uneventful walking passed before
they reached the summit. There was a large frozen oak tree standing there
with acorns scattered over the snowy ground. Behind them they could see
the outline of Acorn Acres and other parts of Toontown far away.
“I’ll call this place Nutty Summit,” Simeon declared. “Get it?”
Harry groaned and rubbed his back. Nobody was amused; maybe
they seemed annoyed if anything.
“Hey, I’m just trying to add a little humor,” Simeon said.
They walked over to the other side of the summit and looked straight
down. They gasped with astonishment. They saw at the foot of the
mountain a wide, green valley, and at one end of it, a large white

THE PALACE

22

glimmering palace. To the west, they could see a line of trees in a forest
that went on for as far as they could see.
“You were right!” Pink exclaimed as tears welled up in her eyes. “I’m
sorry I didn’t believe you before! I thought you were crazy!”
“You thought I was crazy?” Harry said with surprise. Nobody heard
him because they were already jogging down the mountain as fast as they
could. Harry grabbed a few large snowflakes from the ground and put
them in his pocket. He had a feeling they might need them later.
Evina tripped over a rock and fell. Then he went tumbling painfully
down the mountain. The other toons seemed to trip too.
“AH! OUCH! OOF!” They cried with each bump until they finally hit
the bottom. Harry arrived a few minutes later.
“What a painful way to descend a mountain! It couldn’t hurt to just
walk!” He gave them each a snowflake to replenish their laff points.
They saw ahead of them a huge white stone wall going around the
neighborhood. There was a tall gate that opened through it. They ran
straight to the gate, and it opened automatically to let them in. They
entered and examined the old street that they were in. It was lined with
old-fashioned houses and stores that fascinated them.
“This place must be older than Harry!” Zany cried.
“No, not even close,” Harry said.
They walked through the street. There didn’t seem to be anyone
around. Then they saw the tunnel that led to the center of the
neighborhood.
“Are you ready?” Harry asked.
“I guess we’re as ready as we’ll ever be,” Evina said.
Together they cautiously walked into the dark tunnel. A moment later
they reappeared on the other and witnessed a majestic sight. There was a
sparking fountain in the middle of the park. Carefully trimmed shrubs
were placed around the perimeter made to look like toons standing in
ridiculous positions. A few benches were also seen scattered around and
everything here had a fancy looking P engraved on it. There were several
streets connected to the park, and the massive palace stood on the north
side. There was a toon headquarters, a clothing shop, a gag shop, and a
trolley, just like all the playgrounds back home. But there were no toons to
be seen anywhere. They could only hear the splashing of the fountain and
the chirping of the birds. It was quite charming. There was something
magical that made them want to stay here, but the silence was awfully
foreboding.
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“I wonder where everyone went to,” Goopy said.
“It doesn’t matter,” Harry said, “we just need to find Pete and talk to
him as soon as possible.”
They jogged over to the giant golden doors leading into the palace.
Harry opened the door and went in as the others followed behind. The
main hall was empty too, but they could tell that the floor was recently
polished. At the other end was the elevator to Pete’s throne room. They
shuffled inside, and the doors closed.
“Uh, Harry,” Evina said.
“Yes?”
“I’ve heard some stories about Pete. I didn’t believe them much, but
now I wonder. Isn’t he a little, you know, selfish and rude?”
“Yes, he does have a short temper, and he’s greedy too,” Harry
admitted as they began to ascend, “but he can be a nice toon when he wants
to be.”
The elevator reached the top in no time. The doors opened to reveal
the face of a huge Big Cheese. “Hello, toons,” he said with a malicious
sneer. “I hope you enjoyed your trip.”
Before the toons could react to anything, they were tied up by other
cogs hidden in the area. Then they were dragged to the center of the room
where several other Big Cheeses stood. Pete sat on his throne gazing at
them with madness in his eyes.
“May I?” the leader of the cheeses asked.
“Fire away,” Pete said.
“Ok, here’s the first question,” the cog sneered in their faces. “What
are you doing here?”
“We will never tell you!” Evina shouted without any hesitation.
“Is that so? Then maybe you need some time to reconsider. THROW
THEM IN THE DUNGEON!” he commanded. The other cogs promptly
went to pick them up.
“B-b-but that’s not part of the deal!” Pete stammered.
“Not part of the deal, eh?” the Big Cheese laughed loudly.

*

*

*

All of the toons, including Pete, were locked in the cold, cheerless
dungeon. Harry got the last snowflakes out of his pocket to replenish all
their laff points.
“So, what is this all about, Pete?” Harry asked him quite calmly,
though the others could notice he looked very frustrated.
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“Well, I uh… It all started when those Big Cheeses came in with this
mole guy. I was scared out of my wits, but then the mole guy showed me a
picture. It was a picture of you toons running up a mountain. The boss of
the cheeses said that the toons in the picture were coming to see me and
that they were going to ask some questions. I was going to refuse until they
offered me five million jellybeans! I couldn’t resist; I told them they were
only allowed to ask questions, and now we’re here. Those dirty, cheating,
two-faced—”
“Okay, I’ve heard enough,” Harry interrupted. “How could you forget
that the cogs are our enemies? They can never be trusted!” The other toons
were sort of amused seeing Pete sob like a baby. “Did they tell you why
they wanted to talk to us?” Harry continued.
“No, I guess they think there’s something special about you guys.”
“I think it’s because they know about our quest,” Harry said.
“What quest?” Pete asked. He looked just as perplexed as he had since
they arrived. “Because whatever it is you are doing has caused my whole
neighborhood to shut down!”
“This is Evina, Pink, Goopy, Zany, and Simeon. I am taking them on
a quest to find out where the cogs came from.”
“That’s very interesting, but I don’t really know what the big deal is.
They almost never come around. I personally haven’t seen one cog until
today, but the Toon Council still ordered me to build a gag shop in the
playground.”
“You’ve never seen a cog before!?” Harry shouted.
“No! Have you?”
“Well, as a matter of fact, I have. Where we come from there are lots
of cogs.”
“And just where might that be?”
“Over the mountain.”
Pete gasped. “Over the mountain? But nobody’s been allowed to leave
the boundaries for years!” Pete took out his shticker book and showed
them his map. It was just like their books, but the map had completely
different locations on it. Everyone was confused.
After a moment of silence, Harry spoke again. “I have another
question, if you don’t mind, how are we going to get out of here?”
“Oh… um… I always leave a key under the doormat in case something
like this ever happened.” He looked embarrassed. “I guess it came in handy
after all.”

25

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GEARS

He groped under the bars and the doormat directly outside. Soon he
had pulled out a large rusty key. He quietly unlocked the door, and the
others were about to escape when he stopped them. “Wait a second! There
are five level 10 cheeses in there!”
“It’s snow big deal,” Harry laughed. “I think you worry too much.
Maybe when we get home you should come to my crisis management
sessions every Thursday at seven. We are experts at defeating cogs.”
Pete watched them rush out of the dungeon. “You could have kept the
cogs on your side of the mountain, you know!”
Goopy swung the door open, and all the toons ran into the throne
room.
“THEY ESCAPED?” a Big Cheese hollered with disgust.
“Obviously,” the molder said in a strangely deep and sinister voice,
“but we can handle them.” Then he cracked his knuckles and smiled. The
toons saw the light glint off his razor-sharp teeth.
Pete walked in but regretted it. He ran and cowered behind his
throne. The other toons lined up on one side of the room, and the cogs
lined up on the other side. Pink began by throwing a Birthday cake at the
leader of the cheeses. Cream splattered everywhere around the pristine
room.
“You want a fight? I’ll give you a fight!” bellowed the cog as he took
out his golf club. Golf balls flew everywhere. Some of them broke the
windows and knocked paintings off the walls. The other Big Cheeses
started running straight at them.
Harry took several trigger boxes from his gag bag and tossed one to
each of them. “Press it now!” he said.
The big cheeses were stopped in their tracks and fell into trap doors
that suddenly appeared on the floor. The toons pulled out fire hoses before
the cogs fell back into the room. They splashed water everywhere, and all
the big chesses slid around the slippery floor. It wasn’t long before they
short circuited and exploded in a fury of smoke and gears. The only one
left alive was the molder.
“I’m immune to your pathetic gags so don’t even try to waste my
time,” mocked the molder. As he was talking, Goopy sneaked up behind
him and pulled off his head. The molder screamed, and his Bossbot suit
fell to the floor. It was completely hollow. “Let go of me, you fluffy freak!”
he screeched as his head was stuffed into a plastic bag by Simeon. He wrote
Send to Bossbot HQ then dropped it in the mail chute.
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“Great job!” Harry cheered, giving them a pat on the back. All the
toons were hurt, but none of them had gone sad.
“What an amazing suit!” Harry exclaimed as he examined the Bossbot
suit in detail. “This looks like it’s in perfect condition! We might need it
later.” He folded it up and put it in his bottomless pocket. “Oh, and Pete,
you can come out now.”
“Is it over?” he whimpered.
“Yep, you’re safe now. Let’s go outside.” The toons walked to the
elevator while trying not to slip on the wet floor.
“We’re really sorry about the mess.” Zany said sincerely.
“Oh, that’s really no problem,” Pete replied. “You guys saved my life!
I’ll offer you each ten thousand jellybeans.”
“That’s not necessary,” Harry said. “We were glad to help. And in any
case, we wouldn’t be able to carry jellybeans with us.”
They exited the palace to see the sunlight once again. Then they
marched out to the middle of the park.

CHAPTER 4

TO THE WEST
“I guess when they saw the cogs, they all ran away,” Pete chuckled. “I
can’t believe the way you defeated those cogs so fast.”
“It takes a lot of training and practice,” explained Goopy.
“I bet it does, but now that it’s over… HELLO! IS ANYBODY HERE?”
Pete shouted.
Two dogs peeked out from behind a shrub. “Is it safe now?” one of
them asked timidly.
“It sure is,” Pete said. “These guys fought them off and saved my life!”
“You did?”
“Yes, we did,” Harry said boldly. “I am Harry Oldman from the Toon
Council. We are going on a quest to find out where the cogs came from. We
thought Pete might be able to help because we thought he knew a lot about
the cogs.”
“Thought I knew a lot about cogs?” Pete interrupted. “Where did you
get a silly idea like that? I haven’t even seen one until today!”
“So… you can’t help us at all?” Harry asked. “I knew it. Flippy lied to
me! But still, I wouldn’t want to think we had come all this way for
nothing.”
“Well, this morning I heard word that the cogs flew out from the west.
Almost all the reports of cog activity are from the west.” The toons looked
in that direction.
“There is nothing there but forest!” Goopy said.
“I know,” Pete said. “It all sounds very strange, but they must be
coming from somewhere.”
“Maybe it’s on the other side of the forest,” Evina suggested.
Pete considered this. “Well, to my knowledge, nobody’s been through
the forest before. We don’t know how big it is, what is on the other side, or
if there’s an end to it at all! But I figure there has to be something. We also
thought there was nobody left alive on the other side of the mountain until
you guys came.”
“You came from the other side of the mountain?” one of the two
scared toons asked.
“Yes, we are from Toontown Central,” Harry said. The dogs wore the
same confused expressions that Pete had shown earlier. “We would love to
talk more about it, but we don’t have the time,” Harry said. “So, let’s go!”
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The group started marching to the west when they heard a voice of
one of the toons again. “Wait up! I want to come with you!” The explorers
stopped and turned around. “Can’t we come with you?” the blue dog asked.
Harry looked nervous. “Um… sure.”
“Great! I’m Ricky,” the blue dog said. “I like explosions. And this is
my lazy brother Rocky.” He pointed to the brown dog who silently shoved
a burrito in his mouth.
“I’m not coming unless you can guarantee my safety,” Rocky said,
despite having his mouth full. “And you need to bring a good supply of
burritos.”
“Oh no, you’re coming with me!” Ricky insisted, grabbing his
brother’s hand, and dragging him closer to the others.
“Hey Pete, maybe you have some you could spare me, just until we
get to wherever we’re going.”
Pete rolled his eyes at Rocky and groaned.
Suddenly, there was a huge noise from the palace behind them.
Everyone looked up to see what was happening. It seemed to be coming
from the roof of the tallest tower.
“Not you again!” Pete cried with rage.
“Yes,” a confident and heroic voice announced, “it is I, the destroyer
of evil, the master of gags. I am Catman!”
A black cat with a mask and cape jumped off the roof and dropped
straight down. He continued to fall, flailing his arms in the air until he hit
the ground flat on his face.
The toons rushed over to the cat. After only a moment, he stood up,
apparently unharmed, and brushed himself off.
“Are you alright?” Pink asked him.
“Of course, I’m alright! I’m Catman!” he said.
“Uh… the Center for Mental Health is right this way,” Pete said as he
reached to take Catman’s arm.
“I’m not crazy! Why are you all looking at me like I’m crazy?”
Everyone continued to stare at him like he was crazy.
“I believe I may be of assistance to your quest,” he said bowing to
Harry.
“Well, we would love to have you join us,” Harry said, “but we already
have plenty of toons.” Then he started walking away.
“WAIT!” Catman screamed. “I’ve never told anyone before, but I’m
part robot. I know a lot about cogs! And I can fly. It would have worked if
the wind didn’t suddenly shift!”
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“Harry,” Pink said, tugging Harry’s arm. “I think he should join us. I
believe him.”
“But you didn’t believe me,” argued Harry. “I really don’t trust this
guy.”
“But I do!” Pink said. She looked on the other cat with admiration.
“Me too,” Evina added. “Just let him come.”
The other toons looked up at Harry. “Me too,” Goopy said.
“And me,” Simeon said.
“And us,” the dog brothers added.
Harry had no choice but to agree. “Ok, you can come with us,” he
sighed.
“WOO HOO!” Catman grinned as he slid easily into the middle of
their group. “You will not regret bringing me, I promise!”
The explorers prepared to go. “I hope this is all of us,” Harry said. He
quickly counted them. “There are nine of us. Nine adventurers with
nothing in common are going on an epic quest to who knows where. It’s
strange but sounds familiar.”
“Wait, don’t we need supplies?” Pink interrupted.
Harry paused. “Uh… yes, we do!” He was shocked. “How could I
forget? Where can we get some supplies, Pete?”
“Well, the answer is obvious,” Pete said. “Where do you think you
could get just about anything imaginable? You need to visit Ms. Clarabelle
Cow, the most famous fashion, furniture, and accessory designer in all of
Toontown!”
“How are we going to get there?” Harry asked. “Is it far away?”
“No, not at all. It’s just a few toonmiles past West Street.”
Harry bowed to Pete. “Thank you for helping with our quest.”
“And thank you for saving my life!” Pete replied. “Good luck! I’ll give
you all free teleportation access if you want to come back!”
And with that, the toons marched off to West Street. The day had been
full of more adventure than they had ever imagined yesterday.
“If we hurry, we can make it there before nightfall,” Harry said.
They quickly walked down the street. Toons were looking at them
through holes in barrels, crates, and windows.
“Are the cogs gone?” some of them asked. Harry confirmed their
safety, and they slowly began to come out of hiding.
“Tell me again, is it true that you come out of some strange land in
the north?” Ricky asked.
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“Yeah,” Simeon said, “we are from Toontown Central and Donald’s
Dock. We didn’t even know that there was a Pete’s Palace!”
“How odd,” Ricky muttered thoughtfully. “Why would the Toon
Council separate us like this?”
“I have no ideas,” Goopy said.
“I’m on the Toon Council, and even I don’t know! The only ones who
could know are Mickey or Flippy, and I know that Flippy lied to us.”
“Why would he do that?” Evina asked.
“Maybe it’s because I’m different. I want to help the toons instead of
helping myself. But how would I know now?”
Evina felt sad for Harry, but his curiosity grew. “Who’s on the Toon
Council, anyway, and how was it formed?” he asked. The toons turned
their attention to Harry, and even Rocky stopped eating his burrito to
listen.
“Well, there is Mickey the president, and Flippy the vice president.
Then there are twenty-eight others including me. It was formed to protect
Toontown from enemies. This was back when dip was around. Back then,
a toon named Roger Rabbit was one of those who fought against the
enemies. They succeeded for a while and continued their work in the film
industry, but eventually, they were forced to return to Toontown and seal
the portal to Earth forever. The Toon Council has not done much work
since then… until the cogs came around.”
Everyone thought about this for a moment. “Now, for the last
question,” Evina said. “How did you get on the Toon Council?”
Harry paused for a moment, looking nervous, “because… all toon
species leaders are part of the Toon Council.” Everybody still had their
attention turned toward him. He looked nervous.
Pink was amazed. “But that means…”
“Yes, I am the leader of the rabbit toon species,” Harry said. “I come
from a long line all the way back to the ancient days of Oswald.”
Shocked expressions covered their faces as they heard that. It was
hard to think about how they treated him earlier when now they knew the
truth. He was a toon of great honor.
“The species leadership is passed down through the generations,”
Harry explained in answering their thoughts. “But one day, Roger Rabbit
disappeared. Some say he was dipped. But I believe he is still alive in
another toon world. But once he disappeared another had to take his place.
He had no children, so another rabbit had to be drawn. That was yours
truly.”
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“If I see my rabbit friend again, I’ll say you’re her great, great, great
grandfather or something,” Pink said.
“That’s probably right,” Harry said, gazing up into the sky. “I
remember the good old days when toons were drawn. I remember the
giant pencil, glowing with heavenly light. It came down from the sky and
drew lines. I remember the first pig, Good ol’ Gil Giggles. He was
transparent and made of only thin black lines until he was finished. Then
a voice came from above that announced his name. It filled with color and
came to life.”
The toons were approaching the end of the street. On the other side,
they stepped out into Verdant Valley, a large, green field leading off to the
forest in the distance. A few toonmiles away they saw a series of buildings.
It took a couple hours of walking before they approached it, exhausted. It
looked much closer than it really was. Night was descending upon them,
and the sky was darkening quickly. In front of them was a large barn. They
stood under one of the bright streetlights. There was a warehouse and an
airport to the left. To the right, there was a factory. The sound of jet engines
kept them alert. An airplane landed on a runway not too far away from
them with Clarabelle’s face painted on its side. A dog stepped out of it in a
uniform. He was carrying a huge pile of boxes.
“Hello,” he greeted them. “Why are you here?”
“We need to speak to Ms. Clarabelle,” Catman said. “We are going on
a quest to find out where the cogs came from. By the way, do you need help
with those?”
“Uh… yes, that would be nice,” the deliveryman groaned as he set
down the boxes. Catman picked them all up in one paw.
“Don’t do that!” Everyone yelled.
“Not to worry! I have super strength… Wooooooah!!!” he screamed
dropping the boxes. They broke open, and estate furniture came rolling
out of them.
“LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE!” the deliveryman shouted, enraged.
“Not to worry,” a female voice said from behind them.
They all spun around to see Clarabelle Cow, the famous fashion,
furniture, and accessory designer. She snapped her fingers, and several
other toons in uniforms came out of nowhere and started cleaning up the
mess.
The deliveryman looked embarrassed. “I am truly sorry about this,
boss. I—”
“Not now,” she said. Then she turned to Harry. “What do you need?”
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Harry paused for a moment. He almost forgot why they were there in
the first place. “We’re uh… going on an important quest to find out where
the cogs came from.”
Clarabelle crossed her arms and smiled at the old rabbit, looking
skeptical.
“The Toon Council sent us! I’m Harry Oldman!”
“You are? Well then, come right on in!” she beamed. Clarabelle
walked with them through the airport runway. She was pointing out the
different parts of the facility like a tour guide. “Over there is where I design
my products, and over there is where the projects are built. That is the
airport over there. This is the warehouse, and this is my house.” She
pointed to a large barn that she led them into. It was just as elegant as
Pete’s Palace if not more so. “Would you like something to eat?” she asked.
“Yes, thank you,” Harry said. “But the main reason we are here is that
we need supplies.”
Clarabelle sat down at the table “You name it, I got it. Where are you
going?”
“We are planning on going to the other side of the forest.”
Clarabelle’s eyes widened. “The other end of the forest? That’s crazy!”
“I assure you,” Harry said calmly, “that we will be quite prepared for
anything we may encounter. All we need is your help.”
“Ok, if you say so.” She clapped her hands once, and a waiter walked
out of a set of double doors.
“Tomorrow I’ll take you to the warehouse,” Clarabelle said, “but for
now, it’s getting late, and I’m starving!”
“I’m starved too!” Rocky said, but he wasn’t hungry for long.
Everyone had a very delicious and hearty meal.
“Thank you for the food,” Simeon said.
“No problem at all. Let me show you your rooms.” She led them down
a large hall.
“There is plenty of room here for everyone. Choose where you wish to
stay and have a good night.”
Evina’s room was very comfortable. There was a sofa, a TV, a minifridge stuffed with snacks and a nice, soft bed. Things seemed to be going
very well for them. They were all so tired and sore from the hiking and
mountain climbing. Sleep came to them very quickly.

*

*

*
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Ricky the first one to wake up in the morning. He quickly and quietly
ran down the hall to the dining room. Clarabelle was not there. He kept
looking around until he peered through the glass into a room with tons of
phones in it. Clarabelle was there with a notebook taking orders from
toons on the phone.
“Will that be all for you today? Ok, thank you. That will be three
thousand four hundred and sixty jellybeans. Yes, I do accept credit card.
Ok, bye now.” She hung up and turned to see Ricky. “Oh, good morning!
Breakfast will be served soon.” Then she picked up the phone again.
Ricky ran back to the dining room to see a gourmet breakfast
prepared for him on the table. He began eating vigorously. A few minutes
later Evina, Zany, and Simeon came in. They also started eating.
Harry came in with Goopy and Pink later, and they began eating as
well.
“Where is Rocky?” Simeon asked.
“I’m right here,” he said sleepily as he strolled into the room and
picked up a few breakfast burritos.
Clarabelle came in a little later and announced, “I’m a little busy
today. I can get you some supplies though if you follow me quickly.”
The group jumped up and followed her. The morning was cool and
slightly foggy. There was some frost on the grass. As the sun rose, the
majestic mountain cast a long shadow over the seemingly endless grassy
meadow. They walked into the warehouse and found themselves in very
small room. There were boxes stacked up everywhere. Clarabelle punched
in a code and unlocked another door to a much larger room. They were in
the warehouse.
The adventurers were amazed. Anything that a toon could ever
imagine having was here. It was the largest place they had ever seen.
“Hmm,” she said, “these are bedroom furnishings.” She pointed to a
golf cart, and they sat down on it. They drove through the aisles of the
warehouse stacked with heaps of toon supplies. Clarabelle muttered to
herself as they passed the different areas of the warehouse. “Kitchen,
bathroom, gardening… ah ha! Here are the adventuring supplies,” she said
as they got off the golf cart and walked over to a stack of adventurous junk.
There were helmets, backpacks, first aid kits, water canteens,
flashlights, and things that they had never seen before.
“Take anything you need,” she said. “It’s all free.”
“I can’t thank you enough,” Harry said. “If only there were a way we
could repay you.”
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“It’s nothing,” she insisted. “I wish ya’ll the best of luck. It is looking
scary out there. Ya’ll come back and see me soon, won’t ya?”
They nodded and waved goodbye. Harry dumped many things into
his bottomless pocket before they left. They courageously marched outside
to the entrance of the forest. It was hard to believe that there was any
danger out here. Everyone they had met so far had seemed friendly. They
felt foolish for not knowing where their estate furniture had come from.
Clarabelle was on the other side of the mountain, and they hadn’t even
known it all along. They wished Harry could’ve been able to tell them what
was going on and why they were separated from the other toons for so
many years.
The trees were very high, and no end could be seen. Several minutes
after walking into the forest it grew very dark, and they could not see
anything behind them nor in front of them. They didn’t even know what
direction they were going. The sounds of the meadow and the wind were
gone, and there was nothing but sinister silence. Harry was beginning to
doubt his previous affirmation that he was prepared for anything. Their
fear began to return as they realized they were lost, and it was too late to
turn back now.

CHAPTER 5

THE FOREST
In the darkness, Ricky pulled out one of their flashlights and turned
it on. Behind them was a wall of dark trees, and ahead of them, there were
more dark trees. There were dark trees to their sides, too, and they couldn’t
see or hear anything from the outside world. It frightened them.
“Do you think we’re lost?” Simeon asked.
“No,” Harry assured them. “If we keep going straight, we should find
the end… eventually.”
“But how do you know we’ve been going straight?”
Harry paused for a second, his eyes moving back and forth in every
direction. They all looked the same. “I don’t know,” he said calmly, even
though now he looked scared. “I know little about this forest, let alone
what lies beyond it. You can’t rely on my navigation skills anymore.”
“I’m climbing up that tree to take a look around,” Evina said.
“Be careful!” Pink shouted.
“Don’t worry,” he assured her. “I’ve always been an expert at the
Jungle Vines game.” He got a firm grip and began climbing up the giant
tree, trying not to look down. Finally, he broke through the canopy.
“What do you see?” Ricky yelled from below.
“Not much,” Evina replied. He turned around, and everywhere he
looked, he saw the tops of trees. There was a lot of fog around, and it was
very cold. “There’s nothing but trees everywhere!” he said, shuddering. He
slid down the tree and stood with the others. “I guess we should keep
going.”
They continued in the direction that they thought was the correct way.
Time seemed to pass slowly because they were very bored and nervous at
the same time.
“Um, do you think we should sing a song?” Simeon said.
“No,” Harry said firmly.
“I think it would really help—”
“We’re fine. Let’s just keep quiet.”
“Ok.” Simeon was quiet for a minute. “Wait, what was that noise?”
Everyone looked around them and began to panic. There was a bush
rustling not too far away. They cringed as a strange creature slowly
emerged from the leaves. It looked like a toad with think black fur. It has
small beady eyes and stared at them.
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“WHAT IS THAT?” Zany shouted.
Nobody replied because they were all focused on the thing, without a
clue as to what it was. They feared something terrible would happen.
After a minute, it raised a foot and pointed to their left. Then it
commenced hopping in that direction
“I think,” Harry whispered to everyone, “he wants us to follow him.”
They didn’t know whether to trust it or not, but since they were lost,
they followed the creature anyway. It hopped for a long time until it
reached a place where the trees were growing a little farther apart. It was
in a circular area between the trees that it stopped. Then the creature
turned around and looked at them.
“There must be something special about this place,” Catman said.
“Maybe there is a way out.” He walked out to the center where the toad
thing was standing, and then he started sinking slowly.
“IT’S QUICKSAND!” he shrieked.
The others sprinted over to him and tried to pull him out, but he
didn’t budge.
“Wait!” Harry yelled. “Remember what happens to the cogs?”
They understood what he meant and let Catman slide helplessly down
under the quicksand. Then they looked up to the treetops. But Catman
didn’t fall down. Where he was now, nobody knew.
Zany began crying. “CATMAN!” she stood on the spot he was at and
began sinking. Simeon, Rocky, and Ricky followed. Harry stood back with
Evina, Pink, and Goopy.
“I wonder,” Harry thought aloud, “that maybe…” He paused, looking
like he was thinking something over. “Let’s just go!” he said.
They went and stood over the quicksand. It felt like a weird sensation
as their legs got slowly pulled under the cold sand. They held their breaths
as their heads went under.
They were being dragged down deeper and deeper. It seemed like it
would never end until their feet finally felt air. They came out from the
ceiling of a small cave.
Everyone was there, safe and sound, but Harry was not so happy.
“This is not good!” Harry cried.
“Yes, it is!” Zany interrupted “We’re safe!”
“No, we’re not!” he insisted. “This was no accident, this is a trap. This
is a prison! See? Look at that quicksand trap up there. That is certainly not
natural. Also, the cave walls are smooth and shiny like they’ve been carved.
And there’s a door over there!”
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Catman stood up and ran to the wooden door, but it was locked tight.
“I have an idea!” Ricky said excitedly. He walked over to the door and
placed a lit stick of dynamite.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea!” Harry warned him.
“Dyna-BOOM!” Ricky exclaimed. There was a tremendous explosion.
Shrapnel went flying in every direction, and everyone was pushed up
against the walls from the force of the blast. When the smoke cleared, they
could see a giant hole where the door had been, revealing a long hallway.
Harry was furious. “The cave could have collapsed! If there are
enemies around, they would have heard that!”
Just then, they heard a cog’s voice. “Yes, this is Mr. Hollywood 12 at
station 37A Forest Fortress. I am reporting an explosion I heard from the
main entrance.”
The toons scrambled to hide in a corner. While Harry wasn’t looking,
Ricky reached inside Harry’s bottomless pocket. He removed the Bossbot
suit. Then he put it on and stood up just as the Mr. Hollywood was coming
in. The real cog saw Ricky and paused. It was a mysterious fact known to
toons that they could not be detected by a cog while wearing a cog suit.
“Excuse me, but what was that explosion all about?” the cog
demanded.
Ricky froze in place and didn’t know what to answer.
“And why aren’t you wearing your uniform?”
Everyone had quickly noticed that the Mr. Hollywood wasn’t wearing
his Sellbot suit, but a dark blue suit with badges on it, and he was carrying
a large laser gun in a holster on his belt. Ricky still didn’t answer.
The Mr. Hollywood suddenly caught a glimpse of the other toons in
the corner and pulled out his walkie-talkie. “RED ALERT! RED ALERT!
INTRUDERS! INTRUDERS!” He pulled out his laser gun and pointed it at
everyone. “DON’T MOVE!” he shouted, though he was unaware that
Catman had been directly behind him, about to pounce on his head. The
cog was instantly knocked unconscious.
Harry carefully pulled off the cog’s suit, folded it neatly and dropped
it in his pocket while Ricky took off the Bossbot suit. Goopy went over to
the Mr. Hollywood with Rocky. They broke open the control panel and
started unplugging random wires, so he wouldn’t revive. After that, the
adventurers sneaked into the hallway. There were doors on each side. At
the end of the hall, there was a staircase that went up to the forest. Head
Hunters were searching the entire area for them.
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“I don’t see any intruders,” one of them remarked. “Do you think it
was a drill?”
The toons tried to run away before the cogs saw them, but it was too
late. A Head Hunter shot Simeon with his unusual gun. Simeon fell and
instantly went sad.
Pink and Zany carried him away while Ricky used his other stick of
dynamite to destroy a few Head Hunters. There were three cogs left. One
of them shot Goopy who also went instantly sad. The other two missed.
Evina was one of the only free toons left, so he used a Wedding Cake
to destroy them all. Everything else became quiet, and they sighed with
relief. Goopy and Simeon were carried to a soft mossy area beside a river
where they all rested. The sad toons appeared to be paralyzed. Everyone
else was injured as well. The snowflakes in Harry’s pocket had melted, so
there was nothing they could do. They wondered if they would ever make
it out of the forest.
Zany and Pink got an idea. They ran off toward the river and got some
water. They brought it back and poured it on the sad toons. It worked like
a squirt gag and awoke them. But they were still very weak and couldn’t
walk.
Harry was still out of breath and wheezing. “I haven’t run like that in
years. I wonder what those weird guns were. I’ve never seen stuff like that
before. And I don’t know why that Mr. Hollywood was wearing that suit.”
The other toons were just as clueless as Harry was. They knew that if
he didn’t understand it then they might never figure it out.
Harry picked up a muddy gun off the ground, one that a Head Hunter
had been using. “I think these things act on some kind of happiness
draining technology. I noticed that the cog’s tech is getting more advanced,
especially since the time we left Toontown. They may be a much bigger
threat than we realize.”
He paused, and everyone dropped their heads, sighing. “I think they
are planning something big,” Harry continued. The toons raised their
heads to hear him again. “Now, I may be wrong, but I have the strangest
feeling that they might be making something that will cause a lot of
destruction.”
The toons glanced at each other nervously. “I haven’t noticed
anything unusual going on with the cogs until now,” Pink said.
“Yes,” Harry said, “they are clearly trying to hide something from us.
And I bet it is something big. They tried to apprehend us at Pete’s Palace,
and why else would they have a hidden fortress out here? They don’t want
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anyone going this direction. Does anyone have good gags left?” Everyone
shook their heads. “Not a single level seven gag?”
“No,” Evina said, “I used the last one to save us.”
Harry was growing more concerned. “Then that means we will have
to continue our quest without gags. We’ll have to avoid combat at all costs.
We have to be practically invisible.”
“I don’t know about invisible,” Catman said, “but I do have something
that can help a lot.” He revealed five Bossbot suits from the cogs they had
just defeated.
“That’s great!” Harry said. “Now, we only need a couple more so we’ll
all have a disguise.”
“I call dibs on that blue one!” Zany said.
“Why?” Goopy asked.
“Because it looks like a powerful cog suit. It’s so official-looking. I
could do things that few other cogs could do.”
Catman was staring at the suit with a funny look in his eye. It looked
unnatural and sinister. Evina noticed this, but he didn’t know what to
think of it.
“Oh yeah, well I think I should have the suit,” Goopy continued,
“because I’m famous and all of that.”
Evina failed to act in time. Suddenly, Catman pulled out one of the
cog’s ray guns. He pointed it at the other toons, and they put their hands
up. “I’m sorry about this everyone, but that special suit belongs to me.”
“Catman, I thought I could trust you!” Pink exclaimed.
The cat paused but still had the ray gun pointed at them. They waited
in silence as he glared at them with madness in his eyes. “I used to be the
greatest hero in Toontown!” he cried, “until this!” He used his free arm to
rip off the arm with the gun in it.
Everyone cringed in horror to see gears and wires that were
underneath the artificial fur.
“I lost my powers when I lost my arm! I couldn’t believe it! It was a
disaster. It ruined my life. I came with you to seek adventure again. I
wanted to start a whole new life. But in order to do that, you’ll have to
cooperate with me.”
“We would cooperate more willingly if you didn’t have a gun pointed
at us,” Harry said.
Catman gazed at Harry for a moment and sighed knowing he was
right. He lowered his head and the blaster, but he still held onto it. “When
I got this thing,” he said, lifting his detached arm, “I felt like a fool while
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making it. It’s not normally something you would see on a toon, but my
injury wasn’t normal either. It was a while before I discovered the new
talent. I now have something that no other toon has seen before: metallic
power. I can unlock doors and lift heavy things just like a cog can. That suit
is for a cog with high authority. I believe that if I can pretend to be someone
important, I can use my powers to help us. We can survive, and I can
become a hero once again.”
Harry wasn’t expecting to learn this personal information so
suddenly. “Ok, Catman, you win,” he said, although he sounded disturbed.
“You can have that suit for all I care as long as you promise not to harm
us.”
Catman crushed the weapon with his powerful robot arm. It fell to the
ground in little pieces.
“I apologize for losing control like that,” he said. “You don’t know
what it’s like to be a hero and then lose it all.” He sat down and cried. “I
built this arm for myself out of broken cog parts, and I’ve been living alone
for years. Nobody has ever been my friend. Pete and his entire
neighborhood think I’m crazy.” Pink ran back to the river to get more water
in case Catman went sad.
“You’re right, Catman, I don’t know what it’s like, but I do know that
we’ve been in this forest for a very long time. Just remember that I was
chosen as the leader of this quest, and it is my responsibility to protect
everyone. I can’t allow you or anyone else to put them in danger.” Harry
was shuddering. He looked up into the trees, appearing dizzy. “We need to
get help… WE NEED TO FIND A WAY OUT OF HERE!” The dark trees
surrounding them didn’t respond, they only echoed his voice. He buried
his face in his hands, knowing that they were hopelessly lost.

CHAPTER 6

GETTING HELP
“Please don’t go sad!” Ricky pleaded as Harry continued to cry. His
tears made everyone reevaluate their success so far. Was it really worth it?
Evina knew things were starting to turn for the worse because they
were already beginning to fight with each other. He went up to Harry to
help him. “It’s not your fault that we’re lost, and we don’t need another
toon to go sad. Remember why we fought those cogs? They’re here because
they don’t want anyone to know what’s in the west. I thought I saw a light
ahead in the forest. I promise you we’ll find the way out.”
Harry listened and found the strength to pull himself together. “Ok
then, are we ready to continue?”
“I suppose we’re as ready as we’ll ever be,” mumbled Goopy.
The toons continued walking again. It was impossible to tell whether
it was night or day. They were weak and had to take long, frequent breaks.
On top of that, they hadn’t slept at all since they left Clarabelle’s facility.
They didn’t know if there was an end to the forest. For all they know,
perhaps one day, they would fall off the edge of the world.
Harry occasionally moved his eyes to look at Catman. He didn’t know
if there were going to be any more violent outbursts, and he wasn’t sure
how far he could trust him.
There was still no end to the dark trees. When they noticed that they
seemed to pass the same landmarks, they concluded that they were
walking in circles.
They sat down to rest at the same place they rested the previous hour.
Because of their extreme hunger, they didn’t have any determination left
to continue. They also had a strange feeling that something was following
them. They frequently heard eerie noises and saw pairs of glowing eyes
from behind bushes and trees. They feared that one of those pairs of eyes
could belong to a cog or a strange, savage animal.
Simeon picked up a stick and traced his name in the dirt.
“What’s that for?” Rocky asked.
“It’s for if we ever wander back here again. I want to see that we’ve
been here before, and just in case I go crazy and forget my name, I want to
be sure I’ll remember it.”
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Zany sighed and leaned back against a boulder. Harry was falling
asleep against a tree, and Rocky searched his backpack for any remains of
food.
Just then, Simeon saw something shimmer. It lasted only for a second
and then disappeared. He shrugged and went back to engraving the letters
of his name. He saw it glimmer again, and he looked up. He scratched his
head and got to his feet. There was some kind of light ahead.
“Where are you going?” Goopy called out to him.
“I think I see something,” Simeon replied. He ran toward the light and
saw that it got much brighter. “We made it out!” he shouted excitedly.
The toons jumped up and followed behind him as fast as they could.
They soon emerged from the oppressing trees and escaped the forest. The
bright light was coming from the sun reflecting off the snow on a nearby
mountain range. The sun was going down, and it would soon be dark.
There were mysterious noises and smoke ahead in a little valley by the
mountain.
“Those must be other toons!” Zany yelled.
“But I thought nobody knew about the other side of the forest,” Harry
said solemnly.
“If that’s the case, then we should be very careful,” Evina said.
Nobody could argue. They walked slowly and quietly over to the ledge
going down to the valley. Then they lied down on their stomachs and
peeked over the edge. Down below there were definitely some toons, but
they were not the ones that they had been accustomed to seeing. They were
wild toons, in the shapes of all kinds of strange animals.
“This won’t be easy,” Harry murmured, “but they must know about
laff and going sad, shouldn’t they?”
“I suppose,” Ricky said, “but I’m nervous about them.”
They stood up together as carefully as they could and walked down
into the valley. They stumbled and tripped from their hunger and
weakness. The natives apparently saw them because they promptly turned
away from their bonfire to look at them.
Harry went first followed by the rest of the group who kept a good
distance away. “We uh… need laff and food.”
They stared at him, looking confused.
“Can you help us?”
The natives exchanged uncertain glances at each other then turned
back at the strangers.

43

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GEARS

“Perhaps they speak the ancient language that I learned about years
ago,” Harry thought aloud, “though I’m not that good at it.”
“It’s worth a try,” Pink said.
Harry turned to face the natives again and cleared his throat. Then he
spoke some words that sounded exotic and beautiful.
One of the wild toons stepped forward. He appeared to be the leader
of the tribe. He motioned for everyone to come closer. His hand reached
into a stone bowl of sparkly powder. Then he threw some out onto
everyone, and they immediately felt stronger.
“Ah, pixie dust!” Goopy sighed.
“Tell them we’re hungry and tired too!” Zany reminded Harry.
He turned to face the leader of the natives again and said another
sentence in the strange language.
The leader of the native toons pointed to some odd-looking
structures. The adventurers went inside and dropped all their stuff. A few
of their young ones brought in bowls of some thick soup. It was not the
best tasting stuff, but everyone was so hungry that they didn’t really mind.
Rocky carefully examined the soup after drinking some. “I think I
might even like this better than burritos,” he muttered.
Everyone laughed for the first time since they left Clarabelle’s barn.
They felt so lucky to have met some other living beings that weren’t
dangerous. After lying down on the floor, their drowsiness put them to
sleep within a few minutes.
The next morning, they woke up to the sounds of wild birds and the
soft light of the sunrise. It seemed to be much later than they usually woke
up. The natives brought them some breakfast. Then the group packed their
stuff into Harry’s bottomless pocket.
Harry used the ancient language to thank the leader and handed him
something thin and black before they left.
“What was that thing you gave him?” Catman asked.
“It was an ordinary portal hole. I found a spare with me just now. It’s
about time they learned how to use modern technology.”
Smiling, they followed him to the mountain. They began by climbing
up foothills and approached the face of the cliff.
“I’m ready to go up!” Evina announced enthusiastically. “It doesn’t
look that tall at all.”
“Your right Evina, it isn’t that tall.” There was concern in his voice,
“but it is a lot steeper than it looks and it’s slippery from the ice. It’ll be
impossible to go over.”
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“Then we have to go around it?” Simeon asked. But after noticing how
long the mountain range was he said, “Oh, that’s impossible too.”
Ricky looked perplexed. “I can’t figure out a solution.”
“Ladies and gentletoons,” Harry smiled, “our next challenge is to find
a way through the mountain.”
It took the others a while to comprehend what he had meant.
“And just how are we going to do that?” Rocky asked.
The explorers moved closer to the face of the mountain. It soon
became apparent that the cliff was indeed too steep to climb.
“So… let’s look for a hole in the mountain,” Ricky said.
Half of the toons went in each direction along the base of the
mountain, looking for openings. They searched diligently for an hour and
still, there was no visible opening. They began to think that is was
impossible, but it wasn’t the first time they were proven wrong. Finally,
Zany spotted something.
“Look, I found a hole!” she exclaimed.
Everyone with her was cheering. It was barely large enough to
squeeze a hand through.
“There is no way we’ll get through that!” Pink laughed.
“Or maybe there is,” Catman said.
“What?” Ricky yelled. “Do you think we can shrink ourselves or
something?”
“Nope,” Catman smirked, “I think I can do this.” As he said those
words, he slammed his robotic arm into the rock with magnificent force.
The vibration sent a shockwave through the wall. The other group rushed
over to them to see what had happened. The tiny hole was crushed, and
rocks collapsed revealing an opening big enough that everyone could fit
through.
“I discovered it, so I’ll go in first,” announced Zany. She carefully
crawled inside. “It’s really not so bad in here. It gets bigger and… wow! I
can’t see the end. This place is huge!” Her voice echoed inside and faded
away.
Harry arrived, at last, trying hard to catch his breath. He was
surprised to see they had really found a cave.
“Let’s hope it gets us all the way through the mountain,” he
murmured. “If we get stuck or lost, then we’ll be in trouble.” They each
stepped in, one by one.
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“This will be annoying,” Simeon said. “We have enough hard hats and
flashlights, but I wish there was a way to get the lights on the helmets. My
arm is going to be sore.”
Zany and Evina reacted quickly, and they both pulled out a roll of
duck tape. It is one of the strongest known things in Toontown.
“Hey Zany, what is the secret of duck tape?” Pink asked.
“I can’t tell you,” she replied bluntly.
“Well, can’t you at least tell us where you got it?” Ricky asked.
“Nope, that’s a special duck secret. You can’t tell me that your species
doesn’t have your own secrets.”
“Well, we do,” admitted Ricky, “but it’s not as good as duck tape. All
dogs can imitate the ‘Look, there’s a cog outside!’ face from Tutorial Tom.”
“And I love that!” Zany giggled.
They turned on their helmet lights and were better prepared to trek
deeper into the cave. The air became cooler, and the light behind them
faded away. Their lights glittered off the water and minerals on the walls.
There were some places where the ceiling was really low, and they had to
duck down. Then after a few hours, they came to a circular room with a
dome-shaped ceiling. There were lots of stalagmites and stalactites. They
stopped there to rest for a little while. There were bats and spiders hanging
on every visible surface, and they listened to the quiet sounds of dripping
water. The overall effect was calm but creepy. They knew they couldn’t stay
there too long. The smallest of echoes created eerie noises that almost
sounded like ghostly voices.
They had not brought in very much food with them, only a few
leftovers from the native camp. They worried about seeing the cave stop at
a dead end and what would happen to them then.
“I think this is the center of the mountain,” Harry reasoned, although
it was just a guess. “We are about halfway through.”
This disappointed them because they were eager to get out as quickly
as possible.
When they were rested, they continued again. Fortunately, there was
another passage at the opposite end of the cavern room. They hoped that
this would lead them outside. It became very narrow and began to slope
downward. It got so steep to the point that everyone had to climb on hands
and feet to get down. They reached a barrier shortly afterward. It was a
large, steel door. It sat there blocking the whole passageway. There was no
doorknob; it seemed to be impenetrable.
“Oh, that’s just great!” Goopy cried. “We’ll be here forever!”
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“Evidently someone doesn’t want us to get to the other side,” Harry
said.
“This is no time for jokes!” Simeon said. “What will we do now?”
Just then, Catman noticed a gear shape in the middle of the door. It
was engraved delicately and lightly, and it seemed to glimmer even with
the very little light they had. Something seemed very special about it.
“What are you doing?” Pink demanded when she saw Catman remove
a glove. Everyone could now see his shiny, silver robotic fingers where
there was no fur.
“I said, WHAT ARE YOU—” Pink was cut off as Goopy silenced her
with his glove.
“Be very careful,” Harry whispered.
All the toons held their breath as Catman moved his hand very slowly
toward the ominous gear. The suspense almost made them sick. They were
wondering if it was a trap. They didn’t know what was going to happen.
Then Catman built up enough courage. He shoved his robotic hand flat
against the center of the gear.

CHAPTER 7

DESERT DILEMMA
There was a loud, metallic bang as the solid metal hand hit the
engraved gear on the giant door. Each of the toons felt the vibrations move
through the walls of the mountain with a low rumbling. They were afraid
the cave would collapse. For a minute, it seemed like nothing was
happening. Catman was about to remove his hand when there was a flash
of green light. It was a small beam that went up and down. It appeared to
be scanning his hand. Once the light disappeared, there were two short,
high pitched beeps. The door slid open automatically, and they hurried
through before it closed. Catman put his glove back on. On the other side
of the door was a straight, narrow passageway. At the end, there was light.
“I knew we would find a way out!” Zany cried. “I hate bats, caves, and
darkness!”
Catman quickly followed the others behind. “The only reason we’re
on this side,” he explained, “is because it thought I was a cog.” They each
considered this. They knew that the gear probably had something to do
with the cogs.
“Why would no one be allowed to come to this side of the mountain
except a cog?” Simeon asked.
As they exited the cave, they quickly felt a gust of warm wind. There
were sand dunes ahead of them, and sand was blowing in all directions. It
was extremely hot compared to the cave and the other side of the
mountain. There was something black on the horizon indicating that it was
big and far away. It stretched like a thin, black line to the left and to the
right. Nobody had the slightest idea what it was, but they started walking
toward it.
“Judging by my calculations,” Harry said, “which are seldom wrong,
I estimate that object to be about ten toonmiles away.”
“Then it must be huge!” Zany exclaimed, “unless it’s just a mirage.”
They took off running through the sand, but the object on the horizon
didn’t get any bigger. It didn’t take long for the sand to get in their eyes
and clothes. The wind blew relentlessly. Soon, they weren’t able to see
much at all.
Ricky tripped over something unexpectedly. It was a skeletoon.
Everyone turned and looked at the bones, horrified. It was pearly white
and had a shovel in its hand.
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“Uh, what happened to it?” Evina asked.
Harry didn’t answer. He looked at the skeletoon then turned to look
at the dark line on the horizon. His face was grim. “I think I know what
that thing is over there, but I hope I’m wrong.” His tone of voice began to
scare the others. “I just need to ask you something,” he continued as the
other toons stared at him intently.
“What is it?” Pink asked.
Harry froze for a moment like he was in a trance. His eyes glimmered
in the scorching sunlight. Then he awoke, and for a second, nobody
recognized him. “Are you afraid to die?”
The toons stood still with their mouths open.
“Yes,” they all admitted.
“But I’m afraid that doesn’t matter. We must do this! We have to go
now!” Harry screamed though the wind was just as loud. “Leave now if you
want,” he continued with the same tone, “but I’m willing to give my life for
the good of Toontown.”
Nobody replied. They didn’t know what to do because they had not
seen Harry act like this before. Even Evina was beginning to wonder if
Harry had gone crazy, for real this time. But despite not knowing what he
was talking about, they were all willing to give their lives for the cause of
Toontown. At least, that’s what they thought.
“And if we don’t survive it,” Harry said in a solemn voice, “I hope we
will be remembered.”
“We’ll live, I promise,” Ricky said with a quivering voice. “But I really
don’t know what you’re talking about.” The wind began blowing harder
and harder. It was almost impossible to see now.
“I THINK WE NEED TO FIND SOME SHELTER!” Rocky yelled
above the wind.
Harry was disgusted with the skeletoon, but he somehow managed to
wrench the shovel out of its hands. Despite being drained of energy from
the heat, he began digging into the side of a sand dune. He made one side
of it as flat as he could. It would block the wind for the time being. They
hid behind it to shield themselves. It got very loud and strong. Sand went
everywhere, and nobody could see or hear. Harry handed them each a
handkerchief to cover their faces. They helped a little bit. It felt like they
had been sitting there for hours before it cleared away. The skeletoon was
gone, completely buried in sand. They came out and gasped to see that
they were trapped on all sides by huge dunes. They didn’t remember what
direction they were going.
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“I’ll go stand on one of them and look around,” announced Catman.
He leaped up onto one of the shortest piles of sand and climbed uneasily
to the top to look around.
“What do you see?” Zany asked.
“I still see nothing,” Catman informed them. He leaped up onto a
much higher dune and looked around again. “The mountain is that way,”
he said pointing to their right.
“So, basically, we should go this way,” Ricky reasoned, pointing to the
left. He took the shovel out from Harry’s hands and started digging away
the sand dune on the left. After about ten minutes, it suddenly collapsed,
revealing another dune behind it.
“Uh… I don’t mean to rain on your parade,” Catman chuckled, “but
there are still hundreds to go.” He jumped down to where they were.
“Well, I’m completely exhausted,” Ricky said, throwing the shovel on
the ground.
“We’ll take turns digging the extra tall dunes,” Harry said, “and we’ll
try to climb over the short ones.”
Everyone agreed. It was a crazy plan, but nobody could think of a
better one. They weren’t happy with all the digging and were beginning to
get very tired and hungry. The bright sun sent burning rays of heat over
them, and dizziness and dehydration came quickly.
“I have a few very weak gags to eat,” Ricky said. He took out a bunch
of cupcakes and fruit pie slices. “I had to use all my powerful ones on the
Head Hunters.”
“I have some gags too!” Pink said. She handed out some cream pie
slices and seltzer bottles. The water, despite its harsh bubbles, made them
feel much better.
“But what if we run into some cogs?” Goopy said.
“Even if we do, what are we going to use these weak ones for,
anyway?” Pink replied as she took a few of them herself. After everyone
had finished eating, Evina started digging the next dune. They managed to
get through a couple dozen sand dunes before the night came. Everything
became cold suddenly. They had more throw gags for dinner.
“What? No dessert?” Simeon asked.
“The pie is your breakfast, lunch, dinner, and dessert!” Ricky shouted.
“But I’m so tired of pie,” Simeon retorted though nobody was
listening. They had already gone to sleep. Simeon sighed and went to sleep
as well.
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They all woke up the next day to find themselves covered in sand
again. They hated the heat and the sand. They used seltzer bottles and
glasses of water to drink and more had more throw gags to eat. Goopy
started digging. Evina watched him breathing heavily and noticed that he
had a funny look about him when he started the work. He wasn’t acting
normal. Soon he started singing in an odd way.
“Digging, digging, all day long
That is why I sing this song
I am bored all day and night
Seeing my shadow gives me a fright
I drink water from a squirting daisy
While the sand dunes drive me crazy!”
“GOOPY STOP THAT!” Pink said.
Goopy’s eyes were large, but his pupils were tiny. He swayed back and
forth in a dizzy way. Nobody could predict what he might do next. Then he
started singing again.
“Don’t take the shovel out of my hands
I use it to remove the sands
And if I don’t, we’ll still be here
And sit here for another year!”
Goopy was picked up by Ricky and taken away to sit down to rest. His
meaningless singing didn’t seem to be getting any better.
“Oh, miserable me, I sit in pain
I work all day and get no gain
The thing we seek we’ll never find
Cause’ they all think I’ve lost my mind!
Sand, sand everywhere
In my toes and gloves and hair
This purple dog has had it rough
Just leave me here, I’ve had enough!”
Goopy started laughing hysterically. Pink took a whistle out of her gag
bag and blew it near his ears to wake him up. Goopy immediately looked
like he woke up from a nightmare. His eyes returned to normal size.
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“Where are we?” he asked.
“I’ll tell you where,” Evina said, pointing past the sand dune, “we’re
almost there!”
What Evina said was true; they had cleared away the sand dunes. The
black object was much closer than they expected. Although it was still hard
to see clearly, it appeared to be a long black wall stretching out in each
direction.
“We should be there after one more day’s walk,” Harry said.
“Hopefully, we’ll survive until then.”
Simeon and Catman took turns digging until sunset. Goopy needed
to rest and drink some water.
“I don’t remember anything,” Goopy said. “I was just digging and
feeling really hot and sleepy. Then I kind of blacked out. I’ve been more of
a geek my whole life. I’m not used to so much heat and sun. Maybe a little
exercise would be good for me once in a while… as long as it’s not that
much.”
Nobody really knew exactly what happened to Goopy, but it was
obvious that he should not dig again. They finished up eating the rest of
their throw gags.
“We better hurry tomorrow,” Rocky said. “We are completely out of
food, and I’m even out of burritos!”
“It would go faster if you helped with the digging,” Ricky murmured.
“I’m sure we’ll find food,” Harry assured everyone. “I know exactly
what that is over there. I think I know exactly where the cogs came from.”
“Where?” Pink demanded.
“Well, it’s obvious, really,” Harry said. “Whether you want to believe
it or not, I’m sure that is the border wall to the legendary Cog Nation.”
Everyone looked shocked. “We won’t survive ten minutes in there!”
Zany screamed.
“Exactly,” Harry said, “I knew it was going to come to this, but you all
agreed that there would be danger and that we may die while trying to go
in there.”
A look of horror spread across each of their faces as they looked back
at the giant dark wall looming ahead of them. Harry was famously known
for his sudden outbreaks of panic, but the calm manner in which he said
this was frightening. He didn’t seem that scared at all. The toons looked
back at each other. Some of them looked like they were going to break their
promise.
“Did I not warn you of the danger?” Harry said.
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Nobody responded.
“It was you who wanted to come!” he reminded them, and it hurt to
hear him say it. “It’s not my fault, and I figured that since we came all this
way, why would we turn and run away now?”
“Because I’m hungry,” Rocky replied bluntly.
“You would never survive running home now,” Harry assured him.
“We’ve gone a hundred toonmiles. You’ll run out of energy before you get
halfway back to the mountain. Remember that skeletoon? At least we have
a fighting chance of stealing the cog’s food if they use any.”
“But what if it’s not Cog Nation?” Ricky asked.
“What else could it be?” Harry asked. “Who would build a wall like
that? Also, if I were you, I would hope its Cog Nation. If it’s not, then we
failed our mission to locate the cogs, and we’ll certainly die without finding
supplies.” Nobody could argue with Harry’s logic. “So, I want to make sure:
are you with me or not? It’s not like it really matters; you already
promised.”
“Ok, ok!” Evina interrupted. “I’m sorry I didn’t believe you before.
You don’t have to rub it in. I dragged you into this mess, and I’ll stand by
you completely. I will trust you and do anything you ask.”
Everybody announced their decision to stay; they really had no
choice. This was their only chance of survival. So, in hopes of conserving
their energy for the day ahead, they went to bed early.
The next morning, they got up and started walking again. There were
not that many more sand dunes, so nobody had to dig. They walked for
hours and hours without stopping. They were starving. Their bodies ached
and were burned all over. Their laff was quickly dropping. Then, at last,
they finally reached the wall. A large gate was there. On either side, there
stood monstrously huge goons. They were deactivated, rusted, and
partially buried in the sand. They looked like they had once guarded the
gate.
The wall was ten times taller than the tallest toon, and nobody could
see the end of it in either direction. It was solid black granite. In golden
letters engraved in the wall were these words:
THE UNITED COG NATION
“We need our disguises!” Ricky reminded them. They each put on a
Bossbot suit, except for Harry and Evina; they didn’t have one.
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Catman wore the dark blue suit he had claimed before. It made him
stand out. “If any cog sees us, I’ll pretend to take you as prisoners,” he
chuckled.
“Are you sure you have that authority?” Pink asked him.
“Just look at me! Any cog wearing this suit has got to be an important
one,” he replied, admiring the merits on the suit. “I think I could get away
with almost anything.”
“I sure hope so,” Pink replied gravely, “because our lives may depend
on it.”
They knew that the only way to get inside was to get through this gate.
Catman stepped up to the wall and had his hand scanned again. Just like
before, it beeped and opened for them. They each proceeded in through
the gates, one by one before it tightly shut itself behind them.

CHAPTER 8

TRESPASSING
The sky was darkening, and soon it would be too dark to see without
artificial light. The other side of the wall felt like a whole new world to
them, and now they were sealed off from everything they knew before.
They were in enemy territory now. Neither the mountain nor the desert
could be seen anymore. Ahead of them were gray shapes and lights glowing
eerily. They continued walking toward them.
“Now that we’re trespassing in the cogs’ land, it is imperative to stay
hidden, especially since not all of us have suits. Always be aware of your
surroundings at all times,” Harry told them.
Within a few minutes, they saw what the gray shapes were. They were
buildings. They stepped onto a narrow street. There were hundreds of
these cog buildings, or at least they looked like cog buildings. The offices
in Toontown were much larger than these ones. Instead, these looked like
something else. They were cog houses. There was a large sign on the side
of the road. It read:
Welcome to Sparksville!
Population: 382,991
Another sign past that one read, ‘W 223rd St.’
The sky was now almost completely black. Only the streetlights gave
them the light to see. They avoided stepping directly into view out of fear
of being seen. The street was empty, and only the sound of chirping
crickets, and the gentle breeze could be heard.
“Who knew that Cog Nation would be all the way out here?” Goopy
said with amazement. “We better find someplace to rest.”
“And someplace with food,” Rocky added. The other toons had almost
forgotten about their hunger from the last few days. They needed to find
some nourishment, even if it was more gags.
They walked to the end of the street and passed dozens of nearly
identical houses. Then they came to an intersection. There were some
unusual looking cars that went by every once in a while. They waited until
the coast was clear before dashing across the street.
“Cogs have cars!?” Zany cried. Her voice echoed throughout the
street, and the other toons shushed her.
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The other side of the street was like the first one. Each house looked
identical to its neighbor, except one house had a note on its door. Ricky
went up to retrieve it. It said:
Lindsay Chip, Mingler Sellbot 00587432 Level 11 v2.0
I am working overtime tonight and won’t be home.
They all got the same idea at once. They excitedly tried to get inside.
Simeon happened to have a used trigger box with him and handed it to
Catman. Catman disassembled it and pulled out the spring that connected
the circuit to the button. He bent it into a hook shape and put it in the
keyhole of the front door’s knob. After a bit of twisting, there was a tiny
click. The door was unlocked, and he swung it wide open.
Most cogs would consider the place to be a little too cozy, but it was
probably typical for a Mingler. There were dozens of soft sofas, chairs, and
carpets. Anyone could probably sleep anywhere in the house, even the
floor, and still be comfortable. To their surprise and delight, Ms. Chip had
plenty of fresh food stored in her fridge. They pulled out everything and
ate it promptly. Once they had their fill, they noticed their strength and laff
points returning.
“I didn’t know that the cogs could even digest food,” Pink commented.
“Me neither,” Evina said while licking his fingers. They sleepily picked
up most of the furniture they could find and piled it up to block the door.
When they felt safe enough, they tried to go to sleep.
“I really never thought we would make it this far,” Ricky admitted. “I
feel sorry I didn’t trust you guys. I was afraid Harry had gone crazy.”
Harry rolled his eyes. “Why is it that everyone thinks that?”
Evina wasn’t paying attention. He yawned. “Well, that was hard, but
I think now we’ll be returning home in no time.”
Harry turned to him. “You think that was hard? That was easier than
I expected. I’m afraid the hard part is about to begin. It might be months
before we get back!”
“Now I remember why I thought he was crazy,” muttered Ricky.
“We’re not going to get out of this very easily,” Harry continued. “It’s
about time you accept the fact that we’re going to have to work to survive.”
Evina did his best to not think about Harry’s words. Nothing bad had
ever happened to him before, except boredom. If they encountered some
cogs, then they would fight them. There was no evidence to prove that a
cog could do something to permanently hurt a toon.
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Ok, sure, I’ve never seen a version 2.0 Mingler before, but I don’t
think it would be that hard to fight. We have to be safe. We must.
Evina slept deeply, and he had some unusual dreams of being in the
dark and hearing strange noises. For a brief second, he thought he saw
something terrible. It looked like a face. Then suddenly he appeared in a
room with someone. The words he heard were from the voice of someone
he thought he once knew, even though he didn’t remember who it was.
They were abruptly awoken by the sound of pounding on the door. It
was obviously the Mingler, trying to break in.
“We have no gags!” Simeon began to panic.
“Who’s in there?” the Mingler demanded, still trying desperately to
open the door.
Nobody answered, but they each picked up some very heavy furniture
and carried it upstairs. Pink was the unlucky one chosen for the job of
opening the door. She took a deep breath and unlocked it. A frantic looking
Mingler immediately came running in. She cringed at the first sight of
Pink.
“A TOON IN MY HOUSE???” she shrieked. Before she could attack,
some of her heaviest furniture came crashing down on her. She struggled
to push it off, but it was too heavy. She exploded into hundreds of pieces.
Everyone began to cheer before they remembered she was a version 2.0
cog.
A skelecog emerged from the pile of broken furniture. “You little
brats!” she howled while starting a power trip attack on them. She grabbed
a hold of Goopy before he got up while the others ran away to get more
stuff. “I don’t know how you got here, but you’ll pay for this!” She lifted
him up by his neck. A moment later she let go of him after a very shocking
experience. The water pitcher from her fridge had just been emptied onto
her. Goopy was too petrified from fear to feel the cold of frozen water
splash him. The skelecog had about half her health left.
Evina was trying to figure out what to do while she started chasing
the other toons around the house. He looked in the fridge and saw a huge,
half-eaten cake from some forgotten party the cog had gone to. He grabbed
it and ran to go find them. The toons were hiding behind a large cabinet.
It was torn to fragments almost instantly by the furious skelecog. Everyone
went fleeing in different directions as Evina quietly snuck up behind her.
“I really am sorry about this Ms. Chip,” he said smugly.
She spun around and got splattered in the face with cake. The
skelecog had taken too much damage and was destroyed. The toons turned
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to each other with horrified expressions, realizing what they had done.
They stood still and silent for a minute staring at the mess they had
created. The Sellbot suit was lying against a table. It was dirty and beaten
up, but still usable.
“I’ll take it,” Pink said, handing her Bossbot suit to Evina. Harry was
now the only one without a suit. After a quick look around the house, he
found a spare suit that he could use for the moment.
Harry looked out the window and saw that the thing they were afraid
of had come true. Cogs had woken up after noticing the commotion. They
were looking out their windows.
“I am good with explosives,” Ricky said as he ran out to the Mingler’s
convertible, “but I’m also good with electricity.” The others were surprised
as this was very abnormal for a young toon to know. He used some of the
Mingler’s old parts to hotwire the car, and they all crammed themselves
into it.
“We get trunk!” Rocky said, swinging his arm around Simeon. The
monkey didn’t look happy with the idea but was tossed inside anyway.
Harry hopped into the driver’s seat. “I suggest we go downtown.
Perhaps we can get some transportation to help us get to a place that the
cogs may come from. It doesn’t look like there is anything important to do
here, and the longer we stay anywhere, the more dangerous it’s going to
be.” He started the car.
They drove away just as cogs were beginning to step outside for a
better view of what was going on. He turned at the intersection that they
crossed the night before.
“Why do you get to drive?” Zany asked.
“Because I’ve seen you guys at the speedway. You drive like complete
maniacs. Ricky’s special skill tells me he’s probably a cheater too. But when
you’re here, you have to obey the traffic laws.”
Harry saw a police car coming with its lights flashing and started
panicking. He pulled over to the side of the road. “Maybe I don’t know as
much as I thought,” he murmured.
The police car turned off its sirens and stopped behind Ms. Chip’s car.
A strange looking cog stepped out with the same dark blue suit that
Catman wore. He was tall and looked similar to a Robber Baron but
without the mustache. He also had lighter colored skin paint.
He held up an ID, smiled, and said with dignity, “I am Policeman
Servicebot level 12 v2.0. 00017342. Please step out of your vehicle.”
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They stepped out and looked on with terror as he examined the
license plate. “Hmmm… how interesting,” he said. He appeared to be
calculating something. “My records indicate that this car belongs to
Mingler Sellbot 00587432, so why is a Bossbot driving?” He paused, and
they didn’t speak. “Seriously, who are you, anyway?” Everybody was
scared stiff and motionless. “You do not have the right to remain silent
here! Talk or I’ll have to arrest you.” Still, nobody moved. The policeman
chuckled. “The Chief Justice ought to find this interesting. They’re driving
double the speed limit, on the wrong side of the street, and now they won’t
even tell me who they are!”
Harry unexpectedly pulled a paper out of this pocket. “This is who I
am,” he said.
The policeman took the paper and examined it closely. It was a flyer
for a sale at Goofy’s Gag Shop.
“Wait a minute, YOU’RE TOONS!”
When he looked up, it was already too late. They were in the car and
speeding away. The cog started shooting at them. It barely missed Goopy
by inches. Another shot hit Ricky in the ear, and he began howling with
pain. The policeman leaped into his car and pursued them. Harry nearly
hit a group of cogs walking on the street. He was going as fast as he could.
A large moving truck seemed to appear out of nowhere. It hit it so hard
that it was knocked over. All the toons were ejected. The car was broken
and in flames. Ricky, who was already in pain, went sad and rolled away.
The rest of them were barely conscious. They managed to stand up, pick
up Ricky, and hide in a nearby alley.
They had caught the attention of every cog in the city. They were at
least grateful that they didn’t all go sad, or even worse, get permanent
damage. Anything could be possible in Cog Nation. Many more police cars
soon arrived, and cogs started examining the area. The flaming wreck was
evidence enough that their city had been invaded.
“Too bad toons don’t leave footprints behind,” one of them remarked.
“Or… do they?”
Another policeman shrugged.
Fortunately, none of them found footprints, because the toons were
wearing cog boots. The toons walked silently to the other side of the alley.
The first thing they saw was a group of Sellbots. There were Cog shops all
around this area.
“We must have reached the city plaza,” whispered Harry. There were
cog buildings of all types here. But the toons had miserable luck. It was a
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very clear and sunny day. They stuck out like a sore thumb in the
glimmering metal city. There was nowhere they could think of that would
be a good place to hide. They just had to trust that nobody would know
their true identity with their suits on.
“Look, an airport!” Simeon said. He pointed to a very large building
at the end of the street. They did their best to carry Ricky across the street.
A lot of cogs were asking them things such as, “What happened to him?”
The toons decided it was best to answer with something generic like “He’s
malfunctioning.” They got to the airport and laid him across several seats.
“How are we going to heal him?” Zany muttered. “We can’t leave him
like this.”
“I have an idea,” Catman said. He clanked down the tiled floor up to
a cog wearing another dark blue suit.
“Excuse me, sir, but what is the most dangerous place in the airport?”
The other cog was confused. “J-112,” he replied. “That’s where they
hide the confiscated weapons. But you’re a Servicebot! Shouldn’t you know
that already?” He didn’t get an answer because the toons quickly ran into
J-112 and locked the door behind them.

CHAPTER 9

A WHOLE NEW WORLD
“That was a close one,” Evina gasped, feeling entirely out of breath.
They pried the lids off of several yellow barrels and started loading up on
the gags that the cogs accidentally brought with them to Cog Nation. It was
sad to think of the toons that these had belonged to who had gone sad.
They filled up their laff and gag bags, and then filled their stomachs with
throw gags. They felt so much better. Rocky also felt better; his color
returned and remembering he had stolen a burrito from Ms. Chip’s house,
he took it out of his pocket.
There were some policemen pacing outside, talking to other cogs.
“Have you seen any toons?” they asked.
Most of the other cogs scoffed and said things like, “Toons in Cog
Nation?” and “Why would I ever see a toon?”
Then the policemen explained, “They’re probably in disguise.”
The toons felt a little worried that they might be caught. Although
they were still hidden, for now, there was something unusual about this
closet. Even though they were full on gags, there was one barrel that had
not been opened. It was labeled with a sign:
DANGER! DO NOT OPEN!
Evina reluctantly walked over and pulled the lid off. The first thing
everyone experienced was an appalling stench. The barrel glowed with
neon green fluid that seemed to flow in large, slow-moving ripples. The
whole room was illuminated with eerie, green light.
“Don’t move… at all,” Harry ordered.
Everyone froze; they could feel their hearts beating faster and faster.
They had tried to deny it, but they could not lie to themselves what was
before their very eyes.
“Just one drop,” whispered Harry, “and you’re gone!”
Evina reached slowly for the lid. He took great caution to avoid
touching any of the lethal fluid. The eerie light was gone once he shut it on
tight, and everyone sighed with relief.
“We’re going to be dipped!” Simeon shuddered. “We can’t stay in Cog
Nation! Let’s get out of here!”
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Just at that moment, there was a sharp rapping on the door. “This is
the police!” a voice shouted. “Open up at once!” Catman opened the door
to see several police officers glaring down at them. Although their eyes
were covered with dark glasses, they looked like they were very impatient.
“What are you doing in here?” one of them demanded.
“I uh… was checking the barrels. It seems like nothing is wrong with
them.”
“And why are there Bossbots and a Sellbot in here?” Everyone looked
around at each other, hoping someone would answer.
“Oh, forget it,” another policeman interrupted. “Just give me that
barrel of dip.” Catman and Ricky picked it up and handed it to him.
The policeman opened it and poured its contents into a funnel
connected to a device that filled thousands of little glass tubes. Then the
police collected the tubes in a bag that glowed ominously. They handed
one tube out to all cogs walking nearby. “If you see a toon, throw this at
them. It will break and destroy them instantly,” they said.
When they finished passing them out, one looked back at the toons in
disguise, standing with blank expressions in the gag room. “Oh, you should
have some too,” he said, reaching in his bag. He pulled out the last few
tubes. He quickly handed them out and walked away.
Zany looked down at the glowing tube in her hand. It pained her mind
with fear just by looking at it.
“I’ll take those,” Harry said once the policeman was gone. He took
everyone’s dip tubes and dropped them in the trash can.
They were still shocked by their close encounter with dip, but glad to
still be alive. Miraculously, their suits seemed to be fooling every cog.
They walked across the large entrance room to the ticket counter. A
Two-Face behind the counter was examining his dip tube with interest as
they came up to the counter. When they arrived, he dropped it in his suit
pocket. “Hello there, how may I help you?” he asked.
Nobody had a clue as to where they were going. “Um,” Ricky began as
he gazed up at the board above the desk, “Where is a place where lots of
important cogs are?”
The Two-Face looked like he was going to literally explode with
laughter. “Do you mean the capital of Cog Nation?” Each toon nodded.
“There are nine of you, correct?” Everyone nodded again. He chuckled to
himself again as he printed their tickets. “Are you new to Cog Nation?”
Everyone nodded a third time.
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“Well, it’s about time you learn your cities and capitals. Anyway, that
will be twenty thousand cogbucks.”
They were astonished by the cost, and their mouths dropped open.
“It’s a long way away,” the Two-Face said, taking out his glowing tube
again. He twirled it around in his fingers dangerously. “You can’t expect it
to be cheap.”
The group collected all the cogbucks they had and combined them.
“There goes my Cashbot HQ promotion,” Ricky said sadly.
The Two-Face handed them their tickets. “Have a nice flight! Oh my,
it seems like they’re raising security. Apparently, there was some stupid
report about toons in Sparksville. Personally, I think those reporters are
malfunctioning.” The toons walked away, and they pushed through the
crowds comprised mostly of policemen. One of them tapped Catman on
the shoulder.
“Do you not remember? All Servicebots are required to carry a
sadness blaster. I have a spare one you can use.”
“Um, thanks,” Catman replied weakly. He took the very familiar
looking weapon and slipped it into the holster on his belt.
They walked with many cogs through a long hallway. Some of them
seemed to be in a rush, some of them were eating lunch. One of them, a
Mr. Hollywood, was shouting at the crowds trying to get them to buy his
bestselling book, The Toons’ True Secret. There appeared to be no end to
the hallway. After what felt like ages of walking, they were stopped at a
security checkpoint.
“There are reports of toons in the area,” a Servicebot announced. A
Security guard level 12 approached them and said, “It’s time for the toon
test.”
The cogs passing through were pulling up their sleeves. The guards
were putting a glowing, green patch on them for a second before letting
them pass.
“What do we have to do?” Pink asked.
“We have to check to see if you are a toon or not. Just let me see your
arm as I apply some dip.”
Catman quickly jumped forward. “They’re with me,” he interrupted.
The Security guard stared at him incredulously. “Oh, really?”
“Yeah, they’ve been, um… tested already.” He didn’t think his lie
would convince the cog.
“Fine, you’re free to go,” the cog said.

63

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GEARS

The toons let out a sigh of relief. They passed the security checkpoint
and entered the concourse. Now they were in a large room with glass
windows. Airplanes could be seen all around outside. They ran over to
their gate and boarded a large airplane. After cramming into their seats
with hundreds of other cogs around them, a Mover & Shaker walked up to
their row.
“Would you like some help with your baggage?” he asked them.
“Um, no thanks,” Pink replied. “We travel really, really light.” The
Mover & Shaker gave them a perplexed look before walking away down the
aisle.
A few minutes of resting passed, and the explorers were feeling much
better about their journey, almost to the point of being excited. Maybe they
were becoming delirious again. Their trip to the capital of Cog Nation
looked smooth and easy, almost too easy. Still, they couldn’t pretend they
weren’t disturbed at the thought of being locked up in a tight area with
hundreds of powerful cogs. The doors of the airplane slammed shut, and
the plane began to move out to the runway. It was becoming dark outside,
and the tall, gray buildings of Sparksville appeared to be nothing but
silhouettes. It couldn’t be night already; it was a storm.
A Name Dropper slid into the aisle and pulled her microphone down
from the ceiling. Her voice was heard all throughout the plane. “Hello,
everyone, I am Kelly, and I will be your flight attendant for this flight. I
hope I get to know you all during our flight to Cogtropolis. We should
arrive there tomorrow morning.”
The toons were surprised once more. They had not planned on being
on the plane that long. They wondered how they would survive that long.
A Robber Baron adjacent to them was eying them suspiciously. They
couldn’t see his eyes behind the glasses but knew he was watching them.
The toons braced themselves for takeoff. The lights went off, they
were pushed back against their seats, and the plane went up. It rose above
the dark storm clouds, and the sun could be seen again straight ahead. It
was a hopeful sight.
“I feel like I’m flying!” Ricky whispered excitedly. “I never knew it
would be this fun.” Evina and Zany looked at him with amused
expressions.
“Flying isn’t anything that special,” Zany said with dignity, “it’s just
an art that we ducks excel at.”
The other toons rolled their eyes. “First duck tape and now this? Who
has ever seen a toon fly?” Ricky said.
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The other cogs on the plane didn’t appear to notice the talking toons.
Most of them plugged themselves into a power outlet and dozed off. For a
few hours, there wasn’t very much noise.
After thinking in silence for a long time, Evina glanced out his
window. There was a vast gray wasteland below. As they went further into
Cog Nation, the land became devoid of vegetation. Then he saw a lake of
water. It was sparkling in stark contrast to its surroundings.
The Name Dropper pulled out her microphone. “I need your
attention, everyone. Besides the fact that I will be serving lunch soon, I
would like to provide you with a word of warning. We are flying over a
large body of water, Lake Rusty. In the rare case of a crash, please tighten
your center control cover plate. You wouldn’t want any water to seep in
there.”
“Imagine a squirt gag that big,” Pink said.
After a few minutes, the Name Dropper came over to them. “I
wouldn’t expect cogs of your rank to have the digestive system installed.
Would you like some ethanol?” Nobody moved, and they wondered if she
had just insulted them. “How about an oil change or some coolant?”
Only Harry had the courage to speak. “We, uh, can digest food. We
don’t need ethanol.” The toons took their orders then reclined in their
seats again, but Harry was disappointed. “You freeze up whenever a cog
looks at you. If you keep acting like this, the cogs are going to become more
and more suspicious.”
“It’s not as easy as you think,” Simeon said. “We happen to be a little
more scared of cogs now that we’re in Cog Nation, and we know dip exists,
and there is a 100% cog population!”
Harry struggled to find something comforting he could say. “Well,
you could just pretend that you’re talking to a toon. Just remember to be
cogish. No talking about defeating cogs, getting gags, doodles or anything
like that.”
Despite their quiet whispering, a Corporate Raider seated behind
them was listening in on their conversation. “What was that about toons?”
he asked.
Nobody replied, so the Bossbot sighed and went back into sleep
mode. Then a short moment the Name Dropper returned with their food.
The plane tilted to the left, and the lake beneath them reflected a
dazzling blue light. There seemed to be a little island in the center of it with
palm trees swaying in the breeze. Later the plane was flying over land with
more and more cog buildings. Evina wondered how much of this world
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was controlled by the cogs. Some of the buildings had weird shapes, and
the farther the plane went, the bigger they got.
“Harry, why are the buildings such weird shapes?” Simeon asked.
Harry’s expression became solemn. “I knew you would ask that
sooner or later. I first noticed this with those blue-suited Servicebots.
There are many more than just four types of cogs. I see now that the
familiar business cogs are only a piece of the whole. There are lots of
simpler labor cogs, and maybe hundreds of different ones for all I know.”
Evina thought about it. “Imagine if there were toontasks to defeat all
the different cogs,” he said. “We could earn so many laff points!”
Harry gave him a strange smile. “You know, Evina, I think there
might be more than twelve levels too.”
The toons heard this and nearly choked on their food. They imagined
cogs with nearly unlimited strength, ones that they had failed to consider
before.
Harry continued in this unusual tone. “I don’t think they promote
cogs to level 50 for nothing.”
The day quickly passed, and the sky became dark, but there were no
clouds above them. In the evening, they ordered their dinner and ate. The
toons began to drift off to sleep. But Evina caught a glimpse of something
out the window. He was astounded and sat completely still, struck with
amazement.
He nudged the other toons impatiently. “Wake up, wake up! You have
got to see this!” The other toons did not seem to be happy to be shaken
awake, but they turned to look at him anyway.
“What’s this all about?” Rocky asked.
Evina pointed out the window. “Do you see that?”
The toons peered out his window to see a cascade of stars. The sky
was completely black, and there was a gigantic partially gray, partially
green sphere below them that was surrounded by a thin layer of light.
“What is that thing down there?” Pink asked in awe. “It looks like
we’re floating above it.”
Harry gasped. “This proves my theory. Toontown is a planet!”
Catman turned to face him. “And just what exactly is a planet?”
“It is a world on a sphere. It floats in outer space. Most of the time it
orbits a star.” Everyone returned confused expressions. “It means the
world is round, and there are most likely a lot more out there.”
Ricky laughed. “And all this time I thought the world was flat!” A few
cogs turned uneasily in their sleep, and he cringed.

A WHOLE NEW WORLD

66

“You’re not the only one, Ricky. I almost didn’t believe it myself.”
Harry gazed out the window again. “It would be my dream to explore other
worlds in the tooniverse,” he said sleepily.
“Yeah, but we need to finish the adventure that we’ve already started,”
Pink said before she drifted off to sleep. Evina gave a quick glance at
Harry’s pocket watch. It was about 11:00 at night. Soon, everyone had
fallen asleep, dreaming of the whole new world they had discovered.

CHAPTER 10

NO TURNING BACK
Evina’s sleep was uneasy, and he opened his eyes to darkness. Then
he cranked his head around to see what was happening. His eyes adjusted.
Evidently, the Robber Baron he had seen earlier, and his friend, a Money
Bags, were still awake. The reading light above the cogs’ heads made it look
like a show on a stage, and they were under the spotlight. Playing cards
were scattered over the food trays.
“And then,” the Money Bags chortled, “he told me he didn’t have it.”
They both cackled like crazy.
“You ought to send the police after him,” the Robber Baron advised
him as he summoned the flight attendant.
Evina was still drowsy but was kept awake by the amusement of
watching these cogs. The Name Dropper came and asked the cogs what
they wanted.
“A bottle of ethanol,” the Robber Baron said without looking at her.
The Name Dropper ran away and came back surprisingly quick. She
uncorked it for them and handed it to the Money Bags who poured it
straight into his mouth.
“No, no, no!” pleaded the Robber Baron. “Let’s make a toast.”
“To what?”
“Digestion!” he shouted with delight.
“Obviously,” the Money Bags spat. “Why do you have to rub it in that
I don’t have a converter yet? Why don’t you just get some of that food
stuff?”
The Robber Baron poured two glasses. “I don’t want to waste money
on food until I get my taste bud drive installed.”
The Money Bags looked defeated. A Loan Shark walked up to them
and squeezed in between their two seats. It did not look comfortable.
“Where have you been, Alan?” the Robber Baron asked him.
“I was looking for something if you must know.”
“Did you drop your checkbook again?”
“No, but I did you hear you two laughing. Are you really joking and
playing games? If you don’t stop, I swear you’ll malfunction!”
Evina tried to go to sleep, even though it was difficult with the talking,
the stiff seat, and the bumps of the plane. He understood the cog digestion
thing now, but he had never witnessed cogs acting so strange before.
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Perhaps they behaved differently when they didn’t think toons weren’t
watching. It wasn’t important. The white noise of the engine helped him
doze off, only for him to be awakened a couple hours later.
The Name Dropper made an announcement about breakfast. Evina
was still very tired and, looking out the window, he saw that the plane was
on the ground. The eyes on top of a nearby building glared down at him.
Behind the buildings was the pink sunrise of the new day. Unfortunately,
the feeling of hopelessness soon returned. He remembered that they had
no plan or even the faintest idea of what to do when they got to the capital,
and there was no turning back now. A feeling of dread entered his heart.
He longed to be back at home.
What were we thinking? How could we actually treat this like it was
a vacation? This is insanity. The security will be way too tight, and we
won’t survive ten seconds once we step off the plane!
When the other toons woke up to see they were surrounded by cogs,
the terrible truth sunk in. They started contemplating dreary things
similar to Evina. It had been over a week since they left Toontown Central,
though it felt much longer than that. They thought about how good their
lives had been to them, and how ridiculous it was to leave it behind. These
thoughts, as well as many others, swirled around chaotically in their heads.
Most of all, they tried to avoid thinking about what was to come. What
they feared most was the unknown, and they would have to face it very
soon. To keep themselves busy, they played tic-tac-toe for a few minutes.
They didn’t want to talk very often because it seemed like some curious
cogs were listening in on their conversations.
“Where are we?” Simeon asked the Name Dropper when she walked
by their row.
“We are in Steelberg,” she said, “about one thousand kilometers from
Cogtropolis. We should be there soon.” Then she went away to take other’s
orders.
“Uh, what is a kilometer?” Ricky asked Harry. The old rabbit, who
was also very tired, sighed and dropped his head.

*

*

*

Fortunately for them, the nosy Corporate Raider seated behind them
had gone off the plane for a while, but he returned just as Harry had
finished answering their various questions.
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The Name Dropper’s voice came again from the speakers on the
ceiling. “This is the last warning for boarding. The plane departs in fifteen
minutes.”
“I think we should get some exercise before it’s too late,” Rocky
suggested. “I need to work off all this food.”
It seemed unusually difficult for the toons to keep their balance. Their
legs felt like jelly, and they had a hard time getting off the plane. The
Steelberg airport did not have many cogs at this time. There were just a
few wandering around. They had some unusual names, though. A cog that
was labeled as a Newsbot came up to them. “Have you heard the latest?”
he asked the group.
“No, and we don’t need to,” Pink said bluntly.
“Oh, well I thought you would like to know about the toons in
Sparksville. I don’t really want to believe it, but there is a picture right
here.” He showed them a newspaper. It showed them captioned as a group
of toon suspects in disguise. They were running through an alley to the
airport. They were struck with fear when they saw it.
“Well, I think we will take one, thank you,” Pink said, and she paid
him a cogbuck.
The toons walked back to the airplane while Pink read aloud. “A
group of potential toon suspects rushing down an alley. Police say they
believe the toons took a plane to somewhere else in Cog Nation. Sadly, the
general population of the UCN thinks this is a hoax. But if it is indeed true,
the nation may have some major problems ahead. Police have started
investigating in the adjacent states from Sparksville.” The faces of the
whole group looked somber.
“I guess we were caught,” Goopy said as they took their seats. It
seemed much more crowded than before. Some cogs from Steelberg had
boarded while they were out, and now every seat was filled. The doors
slammed shut behind them, and the Name Dropper walked back into the
aisle again.
“I want to welcome everyone who has just joined us. I am Kelly, and
I will be your flight attendant for our trip to Cogtropolis. We will arrive
there in about an hour and a half.”
“I wish I could just disappear,” Evina said gloomily. The toons turned
their attention to him with somber faces in agreement.
“I believe we all feel the same way,” Pink said as the plane began to
take off again. “But it’s really not your fault. We were all in this together.”
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They were flying over myriads of Cog offices and apartments. The
buildings they passed were a lot larger than the ones they had seen before.
It also seemed like they were packed in closer together. They assumed that
they were getting closer to the capital of Cog Nation where the legendary,
incredibly powerful cogs resided. This seemingly endless stretch of gray
curved around the newly discovered world. Even from their height, they
could no longer see any trace of Toontown, and everything looked gray.
The plane ascended up through the clouds and blocked their view again.
Most of the toons started falling asleep after a little while, but they tried
their best to stay awake for when they reached their destination. Harry was
gazing intently out of his window when they began descending slowly. “It’s
all my fault,” he murmured with frustration. “Why did I ever allow myself
to do it?” He appeared to be emotionally tormented for his decision to
come with the toons.
“It was my idea,” Evina said.
“Yeah, but you were just excited for adventure! You didn’t know any
better. I was the one that allowed you to do it,” Harry ranted with
frustration as loud as he dared. “I wish I never did it.” Harry started crying.
“If Cog Nation is anything like what we’ve seen, then our chances of living
are one in a million.”
“Yeah, but,” Evina gulped, “what if it’s much worse than what we’ve
seen?”
Harry groaned loudly, hysterical once again, his face tight and sweaty.
“Then it’s one in a billion.”
“But we must do it,” Evina said. “We can’t turn back now. You said it
yourself! We haven’t even found out where the cogs have come from! There
is no way we can turn back now. We are not cowards!”
Harry blew his nose. “You’re right. We do it or die. There is no turning
back. If we run into trouble, we die. If anything goes wrong, we die. The
only way we can get out is if we get enough money for a ride back while
avoiding any cogs who suspect that we’re toons. That’s not as easy as it
sounds!”
“Or,” Evina considered, “we could defeat Cog Nation.”
Harry shot back a grim expression. “Don’t ever joke like that. Not
even all the toons in the entire tooniverse could do that, even if they could
all be here at the same time. And you must remember that all of the cogs’
property is teleport locked. Nobody can teleport in or out. We can only fly
out or get out the hard way.”
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“And the painful way,” Evina shuddered. “But let’s not think about
that.”
After another couple of minutes of silence, or maybe longer, Goopy
looked over Evina’s shoulder to see out the window. “It looks like there’s
something big out there,” Goopy informed them as he glanced down out
the window. Immediately everyone heard a wheezing sound. Goopy turned
as white as snow. He spun around and started hyperventilating.
“It’s… it’s!” he squealed.
“What is it?” Pink asked with fright.
“D-don’t ask and, most importantly, d-don’t l-look!” Goopy said
before fainting.
The intercom turned on, and the voice of the Name Dropper was
heard. “We will now begin our descent to Cogtropolis.”
“I wonder what could’ve happened to him,” Harry muttered as he also
glanced out of the window. Like Goopy, he spun around in fright with his
face very pale. He was at a loss for words. “Oh my… it’s… unbelievable!”
Just then, the Name Dropper came over to them. She saw their looks
of shock and the unconscious Goopy. “What happened here?” she
demanded.
“He malfunctioned,” Ricky said as realistically as he could.
“Oh dear, you’ll have to see the mechanic I suppose. We will reach the
ground soon.” She quickly hurried away and strapped herself in.
Pink quickly got out some pixie dust she stole from the gag room at
the Sparksville airport and sprinkled it over Goopy who regained his
purple color back. He woke up with horror.
“We’re descending!” Harry told him.
“Oh no!” Goopy gasped. “I can’t do it. I just can’t!”
Ricky and Rocky tried to sneak a glance out the window, but Harry
quickly pushed them away. “No looking! Just brace yourselves for
whatever might be coming.”
There was a lot of commotion as the other cogs became anxious to
land. Everyone was relieved at the knowledge that they would be getting
off the plane soon, except for the toons. The toons had their hearts
pounding loudly in their chests. The plane tipped down. They plummeted,
and all the light suddenly disappeared. The plane went underground.
“We are on the underground runway,” the Name Dropper announced.
“Welcome to Cogtropolis! The population is three hundred million and
always growing!”
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“Yeah, we all know that,” the Robber Baron scowled as he picked up
his carry-on luggage with the Money Bags and the Loan Shark. The toons
could no longer see anything out the window. It was like they were in a
cave. The plane had stopped
“Well, here goes nothing,” Catman said as they stood up. It was true.
They had nothing to lose but their lives. At least they thought it was well
worth paying for the good of Toontown if Toontown needed it.
Goopy and Harry seemed more frightened than the rest of them from
what they saw from the sky. They stepped off the airplane and almost
screamed at the thing they saw first. There was a Big Wig level 38 standing
there, clearly waiting for somebody to get off the plane. The Cogtropolis
airport was absurdly huge, but as it was underground, there were no
windows to see what was outside. They followed the signs that would lead
them to the exit.
Extremely powerful cogs were chaotically rushing everywhere.
Eventually, the toons passed all the gates and reached the escalators that
led up to the surface. Pink handed Goopy a paper bag to slow his breathing.
She knew that they would soon see what Goopy and Harry had seen. They
were caught in the flow of hundreds of cogs, trapped on their way up to the
exit.
“Here we go,” Harry told them nervously. “I wish us all the best of
luck because we’ll definitely need it.”
The crowd pushed them out the door and into their worst nightmare.

CHAPTER 11

THE GREAT CITY
The toons’ senses were overcome with fear. They saw what they
believed was the impossible. There were skyscrapers hundreds of stories
high. Their eyes glared down at them maliciously like giant silver demons.
Millions of cogs rushed quickly in every direction. They ranged from levels
20 to 50. Cars, trains, buses, and trucks zoomed noisily down the streets.
As the early morning sun rose, its light glistened off the monstrous
buildings. Everywhere they looked there was nothing but cogs everywhere.
The air was smelly, and the sound was earsplitting. The city was
unimaginable in size. They knew that they were trapped, and there was no
possible way to escape. They had arrived at The Great City.
The toons had a whole new perspective to look at. They saw the
magnificence and power of the cogs, but at the same time, it was terribly
frightening. The secret of the cogs’ original whereabouts was finally
known, but it wasn’t over yet. Even though they knew generally where the
cogs originated, they still had no clue as to how this was all started.
Harry ushered the toons over to a bench away from the crowds of cogs
exiting the airport. Simeon saw a grubby map on the ground, and he picked
it up. It was a map of Cogtropolis.
“Let me see it,” Harry said. He examined it with fear. “Just as I
thought, this city is a giant metal trap crammed with three hundred million
cogs.” He planted his face in his hands.
The younger toons were not having a good time either. They began to
lose laff points just by looking at the city. There was no happiness left in
the world, and it slowly ate away at them. A truck rumbled by and shook
the ground, temporarily blocking their view of the skyscrapers and leaving
a trail of smoke in its wake.
“It’s all my fault,” Harry cried.
Evina disagreed. “No, it was my idea!”
Harry jerked back up with an angry expression. “You were just
excited! You just wanted an adventure! I knew this would never work, but
I let you go, anyway!”
Evina felt a wave of guilt come over him. He feared that he had
already caused the death of these toons. He couldn’t let Harry, his best
friend, blame himself for what had happened to the toons. A series of
questions and worried thoughts swarmed frantically through his head.
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Why did I have to tell Harry to come with me? Why did I have to drag
these other clueless toons along with me? Now we’re on the other side of
the world! What could nine toons do against an entire nation of cogs?
They are bound to find out about us eventually!
Their Flight attendant walked out of the airport and took a deep
breath of not-so-fresh city air.
“What a great day it is!” She sighed and turned her head to the toons,
walking over to them and sitting down. “What are you doing here? Waiting
for a bus?”
Evina decided to speak this time. “Yeah, we uh… are going to our
office.”
“Let me guess,” she said, “it’s secret business for Cogs Inc.?”
“Uh, yeah,” he replied.
“I heard they do the craziest things,” the Name Dropper said, taking
out a small electronic device with text on its screen. “Do you want to talk
more sometime?”
“No, thank you,” Evina said as he was beginning to become nervous
and annoyed.
She laughed; it sounded terrible, and all the toons wished she would
go away. “It’s just that the cogs on the flight said some of the weirdest
things about you.” All the toons gulped and looked at each other.
“Yeah, you act like toons a lot more than cogs. That’s not a good thing,
is it? Well, whatever the case is, you need to learn to relax. I know they say
that there are some toons lurking around here somewhere,” she teased
them, “but that shouldn’t worry you. I wish you good luck on whatever
you—” She stopped and looked up at them. For a moment, she appeared
to be calculating something very difficult. She was looking straight into
their faces and froze. Her expression became a look of horror. “But it can’t
be! I feel it! YOU—”
She couldn’t finish her words because Harry had already covered her
mouth. He lifted her off the bench and took her behind an alley by the
tunnel to the airport. The others followed.
“We have to talk about something,” he said.
“YOU’RE TOONS!” she screamed.
They all reacted instantaneously. They took off their suits and opened
their gag bags. Soon they defeated her first level 7 self and cream splattered
everywhere. Unfortunately, they failed to notice she was a v3.0 cog. Pies
flew, and the skelecog was soon destroyed. There was an electric crackling
as a violet, virtual skelecog appeared in its place. After this was promptly
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destroyed with another round of gags, she was gone for good. There was a
thick layer of white cream slowly dripping off all the walls in the alley.
Gears and other junk were scattered about on the ground.
A Newsbot peeked into the alley, wondering what was happening. He
nearly exploded with surprise. With incredible reflex, he whipped out a
camera and clicked it. There was a blinding flash just as the toons were
rounding the opposite corner. They were now behind the tunnel leading to
the underground airport. A plane took off with a blare overhead.
“Take off your gloves!” Harry commanded them. They all took off
their gloves without hesitation as the Newsbot appeared around the corner
and faced them with a wicked smile. It was an Anchorman level 38
Newsbot v2.0. They knew they were in for a lot of trouble.
“This will make headline news!” he said with a terrible voice.
“Everyone will know that I caught the toons in Cogtropolis and destroyed
them once and for all!”
They backed up to a tall fence and stared back at him as he carefully
stepped closer. They were trying to brace themselves for the attack that
was coming, disappointed that they had barely arrived in the city only to
be destroyed.
Their hearts pounded in their chests, and the noise of the city
drowned out all other sound and perception. They almost seemed to forget
what was about to happen. Then suddenly Simeon pulled out a trigger box
and hit it. A Big Weight came whistling out of the sky, and the Newsbot
jumped out of the way.
“Is that the best you got?” he mocked them.
“Oh, not quite,” Goopy said with a smirk.
Suddenly, chaos broke out once again. Everyone ran forward and
threw everything they had at the cog. He was stunned for a moment, not
knowing what to expect. After the initial surprise, he swiped his hand and
knocked a few throw gags out of the air.
“It’s time for you to slow down,” he said. He threw a strange, foggy,
glass sphere about the size of a tennis ball. It shattered on the ground
releasing a cloud of rancid white gas. The toons coughed, and everything
became blurry. Several corporate attacks came at them from the cloud and
their laff points plummeted. They walked out of the cloud of smoke feeling
light-headed and nauseous.
“I got a plan!” Zany cried and pulled out a fire hose. She put a finger
over the opening, so the water would come out in a spray. The Newsbot
was blinded and stood in place. “Drop all your gags!” Zany shouted.
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Everyone dropped as many drop gags as they could, hoping that their
effect altogether might cause enough bonus damage. A loud metallic thud
could be heard as each item fell. Soon the cog was implanted deep in the
ground. He struggled to get up with an awful creaking noise. He shook the
dirt and grass off him suit and glowered at them. With one flick of his
finger, they were all tripped and fell flat on their faces. The toons could see
he was weak and shaking while struggling to stand. He was dented and
dirty and sparks could be seen.
Before the cog could do anything more, Catman took out the first gag
he found, a squirting flower, and hit the button. There were many sparks,
and the cog froze from lack of energy. He still sneered at them though he
couldn’t do anything else. Everybody took out all their cream pies and
threw it at him. Pie after pie splattered everywhere, and soon he fell apart.
The skelecog underneath was somewhat damaged from the drop
gags, but it could still move. The battle went on as everyone exhausted
their supply of gags. Incredibly, a single cog had taken all the strength and
attacks of nine toons. Then Ricky used his last resort. He threw down all
three dynamite bundles at once.
“NO!” Harry screamed, but it was too late.
There was an incredible explosion as had never been seen nor heard
by them before. The skelecog was blown to smithereens, and the toons
were blasted up against the fence from sheer force. The deafening boom
echoed off every building in the area, and the city almost seemed to stop.
They were covered from head to toe in thick, black soot.
As the smoke cleared away, the toons were still stunned but were
quickly coming back to their senses. They heard the voices and feet of
many cogs coming around the alley, but they didn’t dare move. They knew
they were invisible to them under the soot when they closed their eyes.
The cogs were horrified by what they saw. There was cream dripping
off the walls with broken parts of two destroyed cogs scattered everywhere.
They started to shout and run away.
“THE TOONS ARE HERE!” some of them exclaimed.
Harry jumped to his feet. “Let’s go!” he said, and they ran as fast as
they could. They darted across the street and nearly got hit by the speeding
cars. They caught their breath on the median in the middle of the street
before resuming their run. Cogs were rudely pushed aside. Hundreds of
cogs shouted and pointed at them as they darted away. Soon the entire
street was full of cogs frantically running away from the toons. Some of the
braver ones were chasing the toons.
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The toons were very tired, but they knew they could never rest until
they were safe, and they would always have to be aware of everything
around them in the city. The mysterious, dark figures of the heroes ran
quite a few more blocks and then dashed into another alley.
“We’re all going to die!” Evina gasped through his pain, but nobody
seemed to be listening.
“I know we’re going to die,” Harry whispered “but why surrender
now? I would at least like to give it a try.”
Evina did his best to give him a weak smile, but it didn’t last long. He
knew that even if they were to survive this, they would have a lot of hard
and depressing work ahead of them.
By now, thousands of police were arriving at the scene. The sirens
flashed and sounded loudly from every direction. They flooded the streets
and assured the cogs that things would be alright.
The toons now noticed that the sky was getting darker overhead as
the police began their search for them. They lied quietly among the
garbage, shedding tears of hopelessness as the lights flashed and alarms
blared. The dark clouds above them started swirling around.
“Well, things could be a lot worse,” Pink said optimistically.
There were thunder and lightning. The policemen barely finished
hanging their crime scene tape when they called off their search; one of
them glimpsed into the pile of garbage briefly before walking away. He
thought he saw something unusual.
It began to rain; it was not light rain but a heavy downpour. Cogs were
running as fast as they could to find shelter, and within a few minutes, the
panic was over. The streets were empty. The only sound was that of the
rain.
The toons were bewildered. The soot slowly washed off their bodies
as they sat in the pile of garbage. They had no clue of what to do. They were
burned from the dynamite, exhausted from running, and petrified with
fear. They sat there in the rain, half dead, and yet somehow relieved.
The rain coming down the alley between the skyscrapers looked like
a tunnel up to the clouds. The water was much warmer than they expected.
The hot streets began to cool off, and the pain from their burns was
relieved.
All the windows on the cog buildings were closed. Nobody could hear
the toons nor see them. They were suddenly all alone in the great city. They
could relax, but more importantly, they were still alive. They began to
laugh. It may have been from insanity or it may have been from relief.
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“I can’t believe how lucky we are,” Simeon gasped.
“Me neither,” Pink agreed. The city was terribly magnificent, and they
almost forgot the reason they were there.
“What do we need to do now, Harry?” Pink asked. “We should do
something before the rain stops.”
Harry stood up, and the group turned to him. His face lit up like he
was struck with a brilliant idea. “I’ve got a new plan. Everyone, follow me.”
The tone of his voice held some hope. Visibility was low as the rain poured
down on them. Their senses were overcome with the sound of rain hitting
the street and draining into the storm sewers. It frightened them when
they looked either way down the street because they couldn’t see the end.
Harry led them to the front of the building nearest to them. The glass door
read:
Cogs Inc. Southwest Marketing Office
68401 Ram Avenue
They put on their cog suits even though they were completely soaked,
then they walked inside. There was a rush of cool air as they entered a large
lobby. They were wet and shivering, dripping water on the floor with their
boots squeaking. There were dozens of Sellbots walking around here. None
of the toons knew where they were going, but they assumed Harry had a
good plan. He led them down a hallway past many powerful Sellbots. Then
he snuck into a room with a sign labeled:
DANGER! DO NOT ENTER!
It was full of gags, just as he had expected. He locked the door once
they had all gone inside. They took off their suits and waited patiently for
him to reveal his plan.
“First of all, I would like to tell you how surprised I am by the number
of gags that cogs bring to Cog Nation, but that doesn’t matter. We are here
in Cogtropolis,” Harry said. “We are in for a lot of trouble. I think we only
survived by luck, and now we’ll be headline news. The cogs must’ve taken
the anchorman’s camera and seen our picture by now.”
None of the other toons had considered this yet. They became deeply
depressed again.
“Then why are you so happy?” Goopy asked him.
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“This news will be the biggest in years! Cogs in Toontown will hear
about it, and so will the Toon Council!”
“Ah, I see,” Pink remarked, “they’ll know now that we’re still alive.
But wait, when has a toon ever read a cog newspaper before?”
Harry lost his optimism “You’re right. I guess there’s a chance
Toontown won’t find out about us. And we also have a new challenge ahead
of us. We need to live, and we need money to live. We need jobs to get
money.”
“So, we need to get jobs?” Zany asked as though she couldn’t believe
what he was suggesting.
“Precisely,” Harry said. “I’m afraid we’re going to be closer to cogs
than we’ve ever wanted to be. Now, if we can make enough money we could
invest some of it in our investigations to find out how the cogs started then
fly home!” Everybody sighed at the mention of going home. Then they
started filling their bags with gags.
Rocky was amazed. “I think I’m finally realizing it,” he said. “We have
to work! We have to work like… cogs!”
Ricky laughed. “Just like I told you, he’s the lazy one.” They laughed
with him and filled their gag bags until they couldn’t fit any more in.
“I wish we could bring the whole barrel,” Evina sighed.
Harry, however, seemed to have all the answers to their worries.
“We’re no longer bound to the restraints of Toontown. Desperate times
call for desperate measures.” Everyone gave him puzzled looks before he
continued. “I, Harry Oldman, being a member of the Toon Council,
officially give us the right to do anything we must do to survive including
the right to use any gag including ones that we’re not trained to use. We
might even create super gags and bags.” Everyone continued looking
baffled. “Basically,” he explained, “I know how to make our own supplies
that are better than the ones you can get in Toontown. The Toon Council
has been careful to not let these secrets out, but I believe that now is the
time to use them. I could make a bag that could hold thousands of gags.”
“Now I can have as many dynamite as I want!” Ricky beamed.
“Yeah that’s great,” Rocky agreed, “but why were you carrying three
back there? Isn’t that illegal?”
Ricky changed the subject. “Now, just how will we get these jobs?”
“We should go to an employment center,” Harry said. “I just need to
find out where the nearest one is. We also need to get a loan and find an
apartment. I think we might get enough money for food and everything we
need, and everything will be fine.”
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“But won’t the cogs know we’re toons?” Pink asked. “That Name
Dropper said that she could feel it in us.”
“I’ve taken care of that,” Harry said. “Without our gloves, they can’t
feel our magical energy. The only way they can detect us now is if we act
like toons. There is a catch, though. Not wearing gloves has some negative
effects on us. We cannot fall and remain unharmed. We are susceptible to
injury, disease and permanent depression.”
Each of them already noticed they were feeling a little weird. They
were going to have to work to live. It may be hard, but they knew that they
had to do it. They would now begin their secret life, living among the cogs,
always wondering how long it would take to escape. A thought now
occurred to them that they might be there for years before they earned
enough money to leave. And they no longer felt like toons. They stood up
and put their suits back on. They had stuffed as many gags as they could
fit in their bags. Now, with nothing else to do, they left the room and
walked back to the lobby.

CHAPTER 12

RELUCTANT FLUNKIES
Carefully, they approached the front desk where a Glad Hander was
bent over a stack of papers.
“Can you help us?” Catman asked.
The Glad Hander looked up and smiled. “I would be glad to offer you
assistance! What do you need?”
“We need jobs, we kind of don’t have any right now.”
The Glad Hander sat deep in thought. “I know there must be a job
nearby, but I forgot exactly where. Oh! You could get a job with my boss.
He’s in need of a secretary. You look like you’ll do great.” He pointed to
Pink in her Sellbot Suit. “My boss’s office is suite 24000. I’m sure he’ll be
more than delighted to see you.”
The toons thanked him and quickly hurried away to get on the
elevator. They shuffled inside and pushed the button to take them to the
24th floor.
“Harry, thanks for all that you’ve done for us,” Evina said.
“And thank you, everyone,” he said kindly. “I know you would never
be able to do something like this on your own. Perhaps I’ll be glad that we
decided to go through with this insane journey. It may turn out to be worth
something. But I want you to learn how to be a leader, Evina. If anything
bad happens to me, you’re going to be the next one to take charge.”
“But nothing bad will happen to you! I couldn’t do it by myself. I never
was the smartest toon in school. I can’t lead these toons through Cog
Nation. You know we’re going to be alright, don’t you?”
Harry gave him a somber look and sighed.
“I just can’t do it. I’m not ready,” Evina continued.
“It seems just like yesterday we were in Toontown Central, and you
were complaining about how bored you were. Things have changed now. I
know you’re not ready, but soon you will be. Don’t worry, though. I don’t
plan on having anything bad happen. So, we’ll be all right… for now.”
The elevator opened up, and they stepped out into the hallway. It was
long and lined by bright lights on the ceiling. The first door on the left was
twenty-four thousand. Pink opened it up, and they entered one by one into
a small waiting room. There were benches along the walls and an empty
secretary desk in the center.
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“Come in,” a voice said from behind the door. Pink cautiously stepped
forward and opened the door. It revealed a Mr. Hollywood behind it. The
last time they had seen a Mr. Hollywood was in a Servicebot suit at the
forest fortress, the same suit that Catman was currently wearing.
“I was told from downstairs that you could help me,” the cog said.
Pink nodded nervously and walked into his office. The rain was still
pounding on the window behind his desk. The cog shut the door for
privacy, and the others were left sitting in the small room. Ironically, they
still were able to hear the conversation pretty clearly.
“Can I see your résumé?” he asked.
“I uh… don’t have one.”
“Oh, well do you have any programming in statistics?”
“No.”
“Are you a hard worker?”
“Never really worked much.”
“Can you take phone calls?”
“I guess.”
“What’s your serial number?”
“I have no idea.”
The Mr. Hollywood was becoming frustrated. “This is odd. I’ve never
seen a cog that’s acted this strange before, or at least not one that was
trying to get a job. I’m calling the boss.”
After a minute of silence, the toons shuddered as the voice of the Vice
President shot out from of the Mr. Hollywood’s cell phone.
“This is the Vice President of Cogs Inc. What is it this time?”
“Sorry for bothering you. This is Mr. Net; I’ve got a Sellbot who can’t
remember her name.”
“Really? What’s her serial number?”
“I’ll scan it,” he said. There was a small beeping sound. “The serial
number is 00587432.”
There was silence on the other end of the phone for a moment. “Ms.
Chip?” the V.P. muttered. “She’s a really hard worker. I have no idea what
this is all about. You must be talking about another cog. So, I’m really busy
now, but I would send her to the mechanic if I were you.”
Before the Mr. Hollywood could speak again, the V.P. hung up. For a
moment, there was no sound but the dial tone. “GET OUT!” the Mr.
Hollywood finally shouted.
Pink immediately came running out, and the group of toons exited to
the hallway. The Mr. Hollywood scowled at them as they left his office.
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“That didn’t go so well,” Pink said nervously.
“Yeah, it didn’t,” Catman smirked as he pressed the down button for
the elevator. There was a Two-Face standing in there already. He did not
seem pleased to have his elevator ride interrupted by this large group of
tiny cogs.
Once they reached the lobby, the Glad Hander saw them arrive, and
he walked over to them. “Good news! I remember where the employment
center is now. It’s about six blocks away, down on 310 th Avenue.”
“Thanks,” Harry said softly.
“Did you get the job?” the Glad Hander asked.
“Uh… no,” Harry answered.
“Ah, I knew it,” the cog muttered.

*

*

*

The rain had almost completely stopped. The streets were dark, wet,
and slick. The smell of oil was strong. The toons were walking to the bank
to get a loan on a fairly decent-looking apartment they had discovered.
Once they got there, they had to wait in a long line. It was a really
small place, and Cashbots were running everywhere to help all the cogs as
soon as possible. They eventually got up to a window where a Loan Shark
was sitting.
“Can we take out a loan for a hundred thousand cogbucks?” Harry
asked.
“Please wait a second,” the Load Shark said dully. He counted out a
hundred thousand cogbucks and handed him a paper and a pen. Harry
read it all as fast as he could. “Hurry please, time is money,” he said.
“There’s a 100% monthly compound interest rate? That’s madness!”
He almost forgot for a moment that their bank teller was a literal Loan
Shark. However, he had little choice but to sign it. The Loan Shark handed
them the money.
“Thank you,” the Loan Shark said in that same monotonous voice.
They pressed their way through the crowds and onto the sidewalk.
Harry didn’t dare risk losing the money in his bottomless pocket but
instead put it in a very tight bundle in his suit jacket pocket. “It’s time we
start heading to the employment center. After trying to get a job, then we
can walk to our apartment. It feels like it’s been a long day already.”
They walked over to the nearest bus stop. A bus arrived within a few
minutes, and Harry spent the first bit of their money on their tickets. By
now they really hated being squished into tiny seats between cogs. The
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only good thing was that the bus was a lot cleaner on the inside than the
outside. The toons were grateful someone else was driving; the traffic in
Cogtropolis was wild.
The bus rolled down one of the seemingly endless streets. They
passed several buildings they had passed before. They also saw the police,
investigating the crime scene of the incident they had caused earlier that
day. They passed the tunnel to the airport. Then the bus turned onto
another street that also appeared to go on forever. It hurt their minds to
imagine how big this city really was.
About ten minutes passed until the buildings started looking more
residential instead of the normal commercial skyscrapers. They passed a
building with a long line coming from it. It was the employment center
located adjacent to their chosen apartment building. The bus stopped
nearby, and they flooded out.
The clouds were clearing away to reveal the sunlight they saw earlier.
Evina saw that there was no face on the sun as it faced away from the cogs,
looking at the other side of the world.
It was late in the afternoon, and they still had a lot of work to do. The
fast-moving crowds were pushing them in the direction of the employment
center. There was a big sign glued to the side of a brick building. It read in
bold letters:
A new breakthrough in technology!
We present to you the new digestive system compatible with v2.0 cogs
and higher. It will process any organic material! Get your own today!
Starting at only 2,000 cogbucks! *
* Price does not include taste bud drive (sold separately)
Visit your local mechanic for more details.
Cog Digestive System (CDS), Patent pending
Cogs Inc.
After reading this, the toons suddenly noticed how hungry they had
become after the day’s stress. They had not eaten a single thing since they
got off the plane that morning. They thought there had to be a restaurant
nearby for those cogs who recently got the digestive system. But it could
still be many hours of waiting before they could reach the front of the line.
It actually moved a lot faster than they thought. There was a lot of
yelling going on, and a large group of cogs exited the building, looking
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infuriated. The toons got in within half an hour. There were a few flunkies
handing out papers to the incoming cogs. Each toon took one and filled it
out as best as they could. After their first attempt to get employed, Pink
has discovered that their cog serial number is on their left wrist. They
returned their paperwork to the v3.0 level 5 Flunkies then sat and waited
to get into an office.
Harry went first, then Ricky, Pink, Zany, Goopy, Simeon, Rocky, and
Catman. They were all successful, and Evina felt the pressure of everyone
waiting on him as he went in last. “What an exciting adventure this turned
out to be,” he muttered to himself. There was a Big Cheese in the office
with his elbows propped up on the desk. He was wearing a Servicebot suit
and looked bored out of his mind.
“Good day to you,” he recited, “I am here to give you an appropriate
career if you answer my questions as honestly as possible. So, let’s get this
over with.”
Evina nodded to indicate he was ready to start. “First of all, have you
had any other jobs?”
“No.”
“Any experience in manual labor?”
“Not too much.”
“Do you have any experience making phone calls, repairing,
programming, translating, leading, organizing data or calculating?”
“I uh… I have been told that I am becoming a good leader, and I
always know what is best to do if there is a problem. I am highly proficient
in English, and I could probably accomplish any simple task I’m told to
do.” Evina couldn’t believe he just said that. Now he thought that they
would give him a really hard job. And he wondered how he suddenly knew
what the word proficient meant.
“I think you’ll do well in Cogs Inc., just like everyone else,” the cog
muttered. “You can be a level 1 Technician or start as a Flunky.”
Evina was devastated. “You mean I have to start at level 1?”
“You said you have no prior experience doing any other jobs, so I have
no idea how you got those levels on your suit in the first place.” He stood
up and removed a paper from a filing cabinet. “You have three choices:
Bossbot, Technician, or unemployed.”
Evina figured it would be best to be a Bossbot because he already had
the Bossbot suit. “I’ll be a Bossbot.”
The Big Cheese filled out some things on the paper and put it in front
of Evina to sign. The paper looked like things Legal Eagles say. Evina
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couldn’t understand anything it said. Sadly, he had no choice but to sign
it. He wondered what kind of work a Bossbot had to do. He also considered
what it would feel like to be a Flunky and how he would fit in with the other
Bossbots. Many other things he pondered as he signed his name.
The Big Cheese with the dark suit glared down at the paper and then
back to Evina. Evina’s heart pounded like thunder in his ears. He
wondered if perhaps he should not have signed his real name, ‘Evina.’
The Big Cheese looked like he was still confused. “Oh, never mind,
just leave,” he finally said.
Evina let out the breath he was holding and ran out of the office.
“How did it go?” Harry asked him.
“Not that good, but it still worked,” Evina gasped. They stood up and
walked out of the office. “I’m a Flunky now,” he continued.
“I guess everyone is a Flunky now,” Harry said, “except Pink who is a
Cold Caller, Catman who is a Short Change, and I, a Bottom Feeder.”
Evina looked at him. “Why would they make you a Lawbot?”
“I guess I do well in law and government,” he shrugged. “After all, I
am on the Toon Council. And I know a lot about the law. I don’t think cog
law should be too different… I hope. Actually, it’s probably completely
different. At least I don’t have much training to do before I get to work.”
They were almost at the entrance to the apartment when Harry
stopped. “I just forgot! I need to go pick up my Lawbot suit and Catman’s
Cashbot suit. Do you mind taking the others to the apartment, Evina?”
Evina was startled. “I guess so, but I don’t think I’m ready to do these
things alone.”
“I promise nothing bad will happen while I’m gone,” Harry assured
them. “Expect to see me at around nine or ten tonight.” And with that, he
gave Evina the stack of money. “Don’t do anything stupid, and just act like
the cogs.”
Before Evina could say or do anything, Harry had already run away.

CHAPTER 13

THE NEW HOME
After Harry had left, Evina looked on as he faded away in the distance.
“Well, let’s go then,” he said weakly.
The toons reluctantly followed him into the building. A smell of old
grease met their noses. As they were looking around, a Mover & Shaker
glided over to them.
“Welcome to Lightning Lane Apartments! It’s just as good as a fivestar hotel! Are you going to rent one today?”
“Yes,” Evina said in a cog-like tone. “How much will it be?”
“Well, for starters, you need a down payment of twenty-eight
thousand cogbucks.” Evina sighed and gave him a large amount of their
money. The Mover & Shaker counted it out and walked away behind a
counter to get a key. “This is your key, enjoy your stay. You’re in room
8921.” Evina took the key and walked over to an old elevator. He thought
with amazement how they were staying in a hundred-story apartment
building. These cogs were so densely populated. The elevator arrived, and
he pressed the button to the 89th floor. When the doors closed, the elevator
creaked and rattled before slowly moving upward.
Something seemed really odd about this elevator. It took about five
seconds to go up one floor, so they knew it would take a while. Evina was
so exhausted from the lack of food that he sat down on the floor and leaned
back against the wall. He looked up at the flickering lights on the ceiling of
the elevator. A few flies were buzzing around. It was hot and smelly.
“This isn’t very fun,” he muttered. The other toons turned and looked
at him.
“You seriously thought this was going to be easy?” Catman asked.
“What part of Cog Nation sounded like a fun idea to you?”
“We paid a ton of money to live here!” Evina yelled. “I never
expected… this!” Nobody responded, and the elevator continued to creak.
“And tomorrow,” he continued, sounding annoyed, “we have to see our
boss and become a level 1 cog. Then we have to work and work and work…”
The other toons sat down and looked very drowsy. “I bet Toontown doesn’t
even know we’re still alive. They’ve probably forgotten all about us.”
“But the newspaper,” Pink yawned.
“How many toons do you know that actually read cog newspapers?”
Pink shrugged and closed her eyes. He wasn’t sure if she was asleep. Evina
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was fuming with anger that only became worse and worse. “I would rather
be dipped than live as a cog in the middle of a city out in the middle of
nowhere!”
“Stop it. You don’t know what you’re saying,” Pink uttered before
nodding off like the others.
Evina looked at the floor they were on, which read 23, before he, too,
fell asleep.

*

*

*

They were all startled awake by a loud ding. The elevator opened up.
The toons crawled out and stood up. The elevator shut and began its slow
descent. For a minute, they were afraid of being lost. They were in a dark
room with lots of boxes. At the end of the room, there was a door that they
decided to go to. It was a long hall with bright lights, and everything
seemed a bit cleaner and welcoming, even though it was still old and run
down. The door they came out of was marked as storage. Something told
them that they had not purchased the best of the apartments.
Evina led them down the hall as the numbers increased. They soon
came across number 8921, and Evina inserted the key. He opened the door
with a creak to reveal the room. It looked very much like the rest of the
building, very old, although they had tried to keep it somewhat clean. A lot
of furniture had been provided, some of it was fresh and new; it clashed
with the old feel of the room. Overall, it seemed very small. It wasn’t much,
but it was home.
The best part was the window at the far wall that gave them a
spectacular view of the city with no visible end. It was a vast stretch of tall
gray buildings as far as they could see. Some of them were taller than their
apartment, and some of them were shorter.
Evina ran over to the phone and dialed the office. “Yeah, why is the
elevator so slow?” he demanded.
There was silence on the other side for a moment. “The door closed
just as I was about to warn you that you were using the freight elevator,”
the Mover & Shaker spoke.
Evina was humiliated by their mistake. He had to admit they were
much more tired than he first thought. He hoped he wouldn’t make a
stupid mistake like that again, or they might be discovered as toons. Just
then, he suddenly remembered the feeling of hunger again, and it could no
longer be put off anymore. “Do you have any food?” he asked.
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“Why yes, we do. There are many residents here that have the CDS.
What would you like to order?”
“Oh, nothing much,” Evina smiled.

*

*

*

Another three hundred cogbucks were carelessly spent on food that
night. Evina was fully aware that their money needed to be spent wisely
and knew they would likely only have throw gags to eat in the coming
weeks.
“Whatever this stuff is, it sure is good,” Rocky mumbled.
Evina carefully examined the white, cubical box. “It’s some kind of
human food from a place called China.”
Rocky licked his fingers. “I think I could spend my life there… eating,
of course.”
Evina smiled and looked out the window to the dark night. “I just
want to go home. I know it’s boring there in Toontown, but this adventure
is not really what I had in mind.”
Pink approached him silently. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
“Huh?”
“You never would’ve thought that a toon could appreciate this,” she
said, gazing into the cascade of lights.
“Yeah, it is magnificent,” he agreed, “but it belongs to our enemies.
We must get out of here as soon as we can and bring their secrets with us
if possible.”
Pink suddenly lost her enthusiasm “Yeah, I’ll have to see the C.E.O.
for the first time tomorrow.”
The city’s image disappeared. Evina suddenly had a disturbing view
of the C.E.O. blasting off their suits and laughing at them. In the green
light, one could see fear etched into their faces as they were slowly lowered
into a barrel of boiling dip.
“Are you alright?” Goopy asked as he joined them by the window.
Evina came back to his senses. “Oh yeah, I’m just nervous about going
to work tomorrow. I mean, it’s not like I’ve done something like this
before,” he said. There was a loud crash behind him, and Zany yelled at
someone. “Save some food for Harry!”
Ricky and Simeon had already fallen asleep, and soon Zany went over
to lie down on a sofa.
Even though the day had been the longest and hardest he had ever
experienced, Evina couldn’t go to sleep. He couldn’t even think about
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sleeping. He kept having visions of gruesome things happening to them.
Also, he had to be responsible for them until Harry came back.
Many of the lights outside the window had turned off, yet many
remained on. Only a few stars could be seen. He imagined what it would
be like to see them more clearly.
All the toons had gone to sleep. It was eleven o’ clock, and Harry had
still not returned. Evina was just about to face the truth. He knew Harry
had been right. Something bad happened to him, and now, he, Evina, was
their leader. He had no idea what to do next, and he knew they would not
survive.
Evina jumped at the sound of a key in the door. He turned around to
look at it, creaking softly as it slowly opened. It was Harry. He stood before
the door, looking like he had just had a piano land on him. He staggered
into the room and fell into a chair.
“What happened to you?” Evina cried.
“The Police,” he gasped, “they’re everywhere! I think I was nearly
caught. The entire night has been a complete nightmare. I am very lucky
that I managed to grab this.” He presented a thin, transparent, plastic bag
with complete Cashbot and Lawbot suits in it.
“There’s some food in the fridge,” Evina told him.
“Well, that’s something nice to know,” Harry replied. He pulled out a
few boxes of food. A delightful aroma met their noses. “By the way, what
is this stuff?”
“Human food,” Evina said.
“Ah, it’s pretty good. I hope you didn’t spend too much for it. And I
think you should get to bed because we have a big day ahead of us
tomorrow.”
“I know,” Evina whispered as he crawled into his bed, “that’s what I’m
afraid of.”

*

*

*

Evina woke up after what seemed like only a few minutes. He
remembered hearing strange voices in his sleep. Dreams like that had
never happened to him before. The others were already dressed. Catman
and Harry were wearing bright, new suits. They were all eating breakfast.
“Come over and eat,” Ricky said.
Evina staggered out of his bed and over to the table. “Let’s see what’s
on the news,” he suggested. The TV screen flickered on to reveal a
policeman looking cog. The bottom of the screen read:
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Dan Cable
Chief of Police, Cogtropolis
“Although the toons were only sighted here yesterday,” the cog began,
“we have all available city Servicebots working on finding them. We will
do absolutely everything we can.” Crowds cheered his words. Then Evina
noticed a dark, mysterious figure standing in the shadows behind Mr.
Cable. “We will have this case solved and the toons terminated within a
week!” The cogs below him cheered some more, and the toons became very
uncomfortable.
The dark figure in the shadows bent forward and whispered
something in the chief’s ear. It was a cog, but Evina couldn’t see much else.
Harry bent forward to see what was happening, and Evina kept watching
intently.
The Chief appeared nervous. “Yes, sir, uh… no, sir, yes, sir!” he said,
and the mysterious figure walked away. “Alright, everyone,” he announced
uneasily, “the search has been called off.” The cogs changed their tone
from excited to angry when this was said. “You can all go home now and
forget about those toons!” There was loud shouting from the crowds as the
chief walked away.
Zany turned off the TV. “What was that all about?”
Harry pondered what he had seen and heard. “That cog in the
shadows… I barely saw its face for a second. I don’t know what it is.”
Evina was also trying to figure it out. “He must have been important
because he told the chief to call off the search for us. And why would a cog
ever do that?”
“I don’t know,” Harry said, “but they obviously have something
planned for us that we can’t plainly see.”
After some more thinking, Evina cried out. “I’ve seen that face
before!” Everyone stared at him. “I don’t remember where. It’s a dark, evil
looking thing. I just can’t remember where I saw it!” The toons gave him
looks that urged him to continue thinking. “It had a completely solid
expression,” he said.
“Almost all cogs have a solid expression,” Pink reminded him.
“But this one is different somehow,” he said. “It looks like stone. It is
cold and unchanging.”
Before Evina could think anymore, Harry interrupted him. “We must
hurry, or we’ll be late!” They quickly shuffled out into the hallway and ran
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down to the elevators. “I don’t understand why they’re so slow,” Harry
grumbled.
“Don’t tell me you accidentally used the freight elevator like us!”
Goopy cried.
“Freight elevator?” Harry said ashamedly. “Well… nobody’s perfect.”
The toons quietly laughed together as they got into the correct elevator and
descended at a much higher velocity. They reached the lobby in about a
minute.
The strange Mover & Shaker waved to them as they left the
apartment. It was early in the morning, and the dew lay in drops on the
grass by the bus stop. It seemed to be getting colder and colder outside
each day. They were questioning whether it was still summer. The streets
were as busy as they always were, and the sky was getting lighter by the
minute.
“I don’t know why, but I feel so tired,” Evina said.
“It’s because we are on the other side of the world. It’s about six o’
clock at night in Toontown,” Harry said. A large bus was approaching from
their left.
“Wait, if we can get promoted that means we’ll have to go to the Cog
HQs back in Toontown!” Simeon whispered with excitement.
“No, not out here. The bosses come here occasionally, but they’ll
never send us all the way to Toontown. Cogs are designed to be very frugal,
and the ones in Cogs Inc. are especially stingy.”
They lost all their hope of returning home another time as the bus
screeched to a stop in front of them. Harry had bought them some
transportation passes so they could save a little money. After
transportation, suits, food, and shelter so far, they had spent about thirty
thousand cogbucks.
“Where are you going?” the driver asked. It was a level 2 Short
Change.
“The capitol,” Harry replied.
“This bus doesn’t go all the way to the capitol. It’ll take hours. Only
the subway does. You’re new here I suppose?”
“Yes, and by the looks of it, you are too,” Harry finished coldly before
they took their seats. The Short Change scowled and closed the doors
before driving away. “Let’s be glad we don’t have his job and get paid
something like five cogbucks an hour,” Harry said.
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The others nodded and tried not to laugh as the bus made a very sharp
turn. They were on a street with much wider buildings. One of them had a
large sign that said:
Cog Standard Wear
Simple Business and everyday clothing
Harry thought of how he barely made it home from the night before.
“It’s one of only six major companies that Cogs Inc. has not monopolized.”
The toons were wondering how Harry knew so many interesting facts
about the cogs. He noticed their puzzled expressions and handed a booklet
to Evina who opened it up. The bus stopped, and they got off at the subway
station. Evina started reading about the new company he was working for
as they went down the stairs into the station.
“Cogs Inc. is the largest corporation on the planet, obviously. It has
sixty billion workers, blah, blah, blah. It is the original company that seems
to run the nation. Wait… what’s this? Their chairman is the very first cog
created in the nation. He works with the President of the UCN to make
important decisions and advance the technology to improve the modern
life of cogs. The city still works today to build cogs from scratch and make
the UCN grow.”
All their eyes grew large. “The cogs obviously came from here,” Goopy
said, “from a machine. But where did the machine come from, and who is
this president?”
None of the toons had the answers to these questions. They had to
stop reading because they could no longer see in the dark, musty smelling
tunnel. Evina put the booklet away as they waited for the train. Within a
minute, a giant train rocketed into the station, and it opened for them to
get on. They boarded it and held onto a bar. This was not a slow train, and
they needed to hold on tight.
“Next stop,” a voice said from a speaker above, “the airport, then 54 th
avenue, then the capitol.”
The train accelerated instantly, and they almost fell over. They went
deeper and deeper into the unknown tunnel. Unexpected turns made them
almost lose their balance, and occasionally, the tunnel curved to make the
train go up or down. Other trains passed by them with a roar, and their
lights blinded them for a moment.
Fortunately, most of the cogs exited at the airport so a few seats were
open to them. Their hands hurt from holding onto the bar, and they were
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glad to rest for a minute. None of the cogs appeared to be looking at them
so Evina handed Zany the booklet to read. Everything else that she read
out of it was very vague. There were still so many unanswered questions.
“I think we still have a lot of things to figure out for ourselves,” Harry
said. “At least this only an orientation. We don’t have to do any real work
until tomorrow.”
“That’s great because I’m so tired,” Rocky grumbled.
“You know, tomorrow we have to get up two hours earlier,” Harry
said.
The other toons groaned and prepared themselves for the 54 th avenue
stop. Almost all the cogs exited at this stop, but they gasped when a bunch
of policemen stepped on. The cogs seemed irritated about how the search
was called off.
“Seriously,” one of them murmured, “I think he’s lost his mind. The
toons are a threat to our entire society!”
“Well, whatever the reason is, it must be important,” another one
said.
“Important? I can’t see why; now we might all be in danger!” the first
policeman protested. The doors of the subway closed, and it began to
move.
“Next stop, the capitol,” the speaker said. The tunnel they were
heading through was different from the previous ones. It was a bit wider
and cleaner. It took them a while to realize they were going faster. The
train was slowly but continuously accelerating.
The police seemed to be holding on tighter to the bar while continuing
their conversation. At that moment, the toons saw what looked like a cloud
of fast-moving mist. They held on tight. There was a roar as they burst
through a jet of water. The windows were now crystal clear. There was still
a long tunnel ahead of them, and they were still accelerating.
The toons were wondering why they kept going faster, and the police
didn’t seem to care very much. They wondered if they had finally lost their
minds. They were going by so fast that everything outside the windows was
now just a blur. Soon they were all jolted back into reality by the speaker.
“We are going up. Please hold on tight.”
The toons looked frantically over at Harry who apparently had no idea
what this meant. Then suddenly they saw the tunnel coming to an end.
“Hold on tight! We’re going up!” Harry shouted. The train track
quickly curved upward, and they shot into the clear, blue sky.

CHAPTER 14

HEADQUARTERS
The track went level again, and the subway train quickly slowed
down. The toons were shaken by this catapult into the sky, but they were
even more shocked with what they saw.
They were traveling on a track high above the ground. The train wove
in and out of huge buildings. There was one building that looked like a
silver needle standing in the sky. It seemed to be so close, yet it was so far
away.
“That thing must be at least two toonmiles, I mean, kilometers high!”
Harry gasped. The monorail took them into a tunnel in a very wide, white
marble building. The train stopped smoothly in the tunnel, and the police
left the train as soon as the doors opened, annoyed by their noise. The
toons left to let other cogs come in.
This must be the capitol building, Evina thought. There were elegant
sculptures everywhere, and the floor had an unusual, abstract tile pattern.
The subway train zoomed away behind them, and they took the nearest
escalator to go down.
The toons didn’t take the time to see everything in the building,
because they were walking down as fast as they could. They seemed to be
in some kind of atrium with doors everywhere. There were seven glass
levels in total; they were on the middle one. There were three levels
underground below them and three levels above them. Escalators
connected the levels through a square opening in the middle of each floor.
Exiting subway trains went above the rail in the center of the atrium. Cogs
were moving everywhere. Most of them went in through doors that stood
next to each other.
They were very curious about the giant needle building so they went
outside. Many crowds of cogs were trying to push their way in. A little way
ahead of them was the Central Park. There was a fountain with trimmed
shrubs made to look like cogs with smiles on their faces.
The mysterious, needle-like structure was spotted again, and they
were lured toward it. For the first time in their lives, they saw some real
level 50 cogs. Only a few of them were v2.0 though.
“I think that is the Cogs Incorporated HQ,” Harry said pointing to the
needle-like building they were headed to. “We have to go there for our
welcome meeting, and we certainly need to make a good impression.”
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“I can’t believe that I’m actually working for the Chief Executive
Officer!” Evina exclaimed as they crossed a busy street. “I hope he doesn’t
recognize me from all the times I’ve defeated him.”
“No,” Harry assured him, “remember you don’t have your gloves. We
can only be seen by other toons.”
“Oh yeah, I knew that. But I’m just afraid I won’t be cog enough for
them.”
“Each day we are becoming cog enough,” Harry said sorrowfully. “It
will eventually become part of us. We just need to finish the job and get
out of here as soon as possible before we become like one of them.”
The building was seen with width now. It was larger than words could
describe and brought terror to the toons. It went up into the clouds, and
they could see no end to its height. Zany pulled out the book and read some
more to them.
“The headquarters of Cogs Inc. is the tallest building in known
existence. It has hundreds of floors and is the symbol of all cog
achievements,” she read. “It has eighty-six departments within, a small
auditorium to seat ten thousand, and seventeen restaurants. Since its
beginning, Cogs Inc. has taken every opportunity to demonstrate its
wealth and power.”
Harry was astonished. “I wonder what kind of material they used.
This type of technology is like a dream, even to toons. It can’t be possible!”
Zany continued reading. “The secret to the corporation’s magnificent
skyscrapers is the mysterious metal called gralt. Gralt is an extremely
strong alloy with reasonable weight. It is comprised of extremely
condensed base metals and minerals using a special, secret technique to
make an unbelievably strong atomic structure. The chairman of Cogs Inc.
refuses to tell anyone their secret technique to making it.” She looked up
at them. “I’m glad we didn’t get sent to the iron mines.” The other toons
nodded in agreement.
She continued. “The building is made just like the newest cogs,
almost indestructible. Its foundation is embedded several kilometers into
the ground. They have a special meeting once every five weeks for new
employees working in the area.
“Perhaps the most interesting tradition of the cogs is adding to all
office structures the eyes of their original leader.” At that moment, Zany
bumped into a fierce looking Big Wig level 50 who scowled at her before
storming away.
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“Yeah Zany, we don’t want to pick fights with nearly indestructible
cogs,” Ricky laughed. She grinned sheepishly and put the pamphlet away.
Fortunately, there was a sign in the grass ahead of them that said:
Cogs Inc.
Leading the world of business,
Leading the world to victory
“Victory against what?” Pink wondered.
“Us,” Harry replied.
She grimaced. “Oh, that’s not good.”
They were approaching a congregation of cogs outside the building.
The Vice president, Chief Financial Officer, and Chief Executive Officer
were up on a little platform in front of the main entrance.
“Shall we begin?” the V.P. asked the C.E.O.
“Yes, you go first,” ordered the C.E.O.
The V.P. rolled up to the little microphone. He showed the audience
the smiling side of his head. “Welcome everyone to Cogs Incorporated! We
are delighted to have you work here with us. We will give you a brief tour
of what to expect before you go home and commence work tomorrow.”
He rolled away as the C.F.O. came forward. “TIME IS MONEY!” he
bellowed. Everyone jumped with surprise. “You need to work efficiently!
Soon you will learn to love your work, and you will love money. If you obey
us, you will be rewarded with money! If you are lazy, you will not receive
money; you’ll be fired!” He rolled away to make room for the C.E.O.
“Welcome, everyone. We will be doing as many promotions as we can
tonight, from one to eight o’ clock. Then we must return to Toontown. Just
so you know, this building we are standing by is the headquarters of Cogs
Incorporated. It is the headquarters of the largest and most powerful
corporation that ever existed.” Every cog in the audience cheered. “I am so
glad to have been appointed C.E.O of this great company, and work in the
tallest building in the world, but it has been an even greater pleasure
working with brilliant cogs like you.” None of the toons were brainless
enough to believe him as the cogs cheered once again.
“This building may not hold the record for volume like the capitol, but
it is large enough to fit all of us! Together we are one mighty force working
together to save the world! I should note, we are sorry for such security
measures, but the toon sightings have forced us to take special
precautions.
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“Now, my good friend and father, the chairman, will speak to us next.
The chairman started this wonderful business and continues to lead for a
better world.” The cogs all clapped until the C.E.O put his hand up for
silence and rolled away.
The main doors to the skyscraper swung open, and many high-level
policemen filed out and lined up on the left and the right.
“I present to you,” the C.E.O shouted from behind, “William Gears,
the chairman of Cogs Incorporated!” All the toons’ hearts were beating
rapidly. A figure emerged from the darkness. The chairman had arrived.
The toons were completely astonished. It was the same cog they had
seen in the shadows on TV. He was the size of a normal cog with a plain,
gray suit. The most shocking feature about him was his silver face. It was
as solid as stone, unchanging, unsympathetic, and unemotional. He made
everyone feel as though he was staring right at them, though his eyes were
squinted so they could not be seen.
“Thank you for joining us here today,” the chairman said in a deep,
dull tone, but it was with booming intensity. Once the toons heard it, they
knew they would never forget that voice. “I think we’ve had enough
pleasantries,” he continued. “You all know why you’re here. You are going
to work, and it begins now! Ignore the ridiculous claims of toons in the
area. Help us build the great society. It is your duty to make our nation live
on. We will defeat the toons very soon. When we’re ready, they won’t even
know what hit them. Until then, get to work!” He snapped his fingers, and
a thick cloud of smoke formed around everyone. There was a strange
sensation that overcame them, and when the smoke cleared, they saw that
they were all promoted to level 1.
The chairman stepped back from the microphone, the security guards
surrounded him again, and they walked back inside. Harry gestured for
the toons to follow him back home.
“I don’t like that idea of the cogs defeating us. The chairman said we
won’t know what hit us when it happens,” Harry said. “I don’t think they’ll
risk a full-scale invasion, because the high-level cogs are too important to
them.”
The other toons thought about this while crossing the street to Central
Park. “I have no idea what that would do,” Evina said, “but it can’t be good,
whatever it is. I hope I never have to see the chairman ever again.” He
shivered at the thought of the silver face and looked back at the skyscraper
that went higher than he could see. He sighed and turned away.
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They passed a strange brick building on the capitol street that had a
golden gear painted on its entrance door, in an alley. It seemed hidden
from the rest of the city. There were rusty cans and heaps of garbage
everywhere around it. It looked like it led to nowhere important. Evina
looked up and noticed there were hardly any windows on the building.
“Have you guys noticed this before?” he asked them. They shook their
heads and looked in bewilderment at the strange building.
“I wonder what’s in there, but I’m also a bit afraid,” Harry said.
“Something just doesn’t seem right… oh, let’s just forget about it.”
They walked into the capitol building and got in line for the next
subway train going back home. It looked so odd seeing all the cogs walk in
and out of hundreds of doors that were only inches apart from each other.
“There are so many doors,” Goopy said in awe.
“I think we’ve all realized that by now,” Zany said. “I personally think
they’re elevators.”
Harry thought about it. “I don’t think they’re elevators, but I don’t
know what they are,” he admitted. “Doors that close together can’t be
separate rooms.” The toons stood over by the handrail and looked down.
There were three underground levels below them and thousands of more
doors. Then they looked up. There were three levels visible above them too
with thousands of more doors.
“Well now, I’m actually starting to think Zany is right,” Harry said. “I
don’t see any elevators here, and the escalators don’t go to floors higher
than what we can see.” He glanced over at the very end of the atrium where
there was one very large door. It appeared to be guarded.
“Will we get lost?” Simeon asked. They all looked around and saw the
subway approaching.
“Don’t worry, Simeon; this is the largest building in the world, by
volume. I think it can be very easy to get lost. The security, the traps, and
the hidden passages could drive anyone crazy… unless they’re a cog with
all the building’s maps stored on their hard drive.”
They got on the train right before it departed, crammed between a few
very agitated looking cogs.
Simeon was nearest to the window. He was afraid of heights, and he
almost screamed as he saw the train seemingly floating over the atrium to
the other side. He closed his eyes and tried not to look down at the
underground levels they were passing over.
Then the train went into a tunnel; it turned around a corner, and
nothing could be seen. The toons were frightened out of their mind when
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they suddenly plummeted. They had to hold onto the bar to keep from
falling over while the other cogs were so bored they were falling asleep.
They looked like their feet were nailed to the floor. When they stopped
falling, they slowed down, and the doors opened up at the bottom level of
the atrium.
Evina wiped the sweat from his forehead as more cogs came in and
crammed him even farther into the corner. With his face pressed against
the wall, and metal pressing on his back he wished the ride home would be
smooth. The train quickly accelerated, and Evina was pressed further into
the wall. It was a very long and painful ride home.

CHAPTER 15

THE OFFICE
When they arrived at the apartment, they were extremely tired. Harry
unlocked the door, and the toons wearily and slowly made their way into
the room. They pulled off their cog suits and slid into bed without doing
anything else. It was nice to have most of this day to catch up on lost sleep
before going to work again. They weren’t hungry, they were only tired.
Evina lied down in his bed and drifted off to sleep almost immediately.

*

*

*

“Hello, Mr. Evina,” spoke a deep voice. Evina spun around to see the
evil, solid face of the chairman, standing in their room. “I don’t particularly
enjoy having toons foil my plan,” the cog said.
Before Evina could move, the chairman lifted him up by the neck and
put him close to his face. “We will dominate the planet! Pathetic toons like
you will never stand in our way!” He hurled Evina into a large barrel of
boiling dip.

*

*

*

There was a shrill beeping that woke Evina in the dark. It was such a
terrible sound to hear. Couldn’t anyone get some sleep around here? It
continued its merciless beeping. “Won’t somebody make it stop?” he
asked. When nobody answered, he got out of bed and found the source of
beeping to be coming from a clock that read 4:00 AM. He couldn’t believe
so much time has passed since yesterday already.
“Why is it waking us up?” Evina demanded.
“Do you want breakfast or not?” Harry asked him.
“I do,” Evina replied, sounding surprised.
The dark figure of Harry moved over to the clock and pressed a
button. The beeping stopped, and the toons were heard groaning as they
woke up. The only light was the faint, pink glow of sunrise behind the
silhouette of the skyscrapers. It reminded Evina of Minnie’s Melodyland
and, for a brief moment, he longed to be home once again. Unfortunately,
Harry yanked the curtains shut, abruptly ending his daydream. He turned
on the harsh lights, and they couldn’t see clearly for a full minute.
The toons seated themselves around the table looking dreary-eyed,
yet someone seemed to be missing.
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“I’m really not much of a morning person,” Rocky mumbled, still in
bed. He had a pillow held down over his head to block the light.
“I wish we ate dinner last night,” Pink said. “I’m so hungry this
morning.”
“Then take a few more throw gags,” Harry said. They all had to admit
that throw gags were getting a bit old. They had to eat them every day now.
Harry had somehow found the confiscated gag disposal center nearby.
Cogs that came to town emptied their pockets of gags they stole from sad
toons. Harry decided he would start a habit of stealing some every other
day or so before they were dumped into the furnace. Sorting through the
rotten stuff wasn’t fun, but it would supply them with free food and gags.
They put on their cog suits once again and started to head to the door.
“Here,” Harry said to Rocky as he rolled up a piece of a birthday cake into
a cylinder. “This can be your breakfast burrito.” Rocky took it and winced,
swallowing it as fast as he could.

*

*

*

“I’m starting to have a lot of strange nightmares,” Evina grumbled. “I
know it’s only a matter of time before we’re caught by the cogs and
dipped.”
“No,” Harry protested as they got off the bus at the subway entrance,
“you must remain optimistic! We’ve been through this many times before.
You’re smart, and you’ll never give away our true identity. You’ve been
around cogs long enough. We all know how they are.”
Evina looked up at him. “I know, I know. I’m just afraid I won’t be
able to handle being a cog, and one day, I’ll lose my mind.”
“Oh, I see,” Harry said. “I do cog-like work all the time, maybe not at
this kind of level. The key is to not think about the time or where you are.
You have to pretend it’s a game, a serious game. They tell you to do
something, and you do it. It’s just like a trolley game.”
“Uh, but what if we lose the game?” Simeon asked hesitantly.
“You’ll get fired, we’ll be caught, then we’ll all die, but I’m sure that
will never happen.” The toons looked at him, shivering with fear.
“Sometimes being scared of something can help you do it better,” Harry
continued. “Just don’t be too scared. Everyone is counting on each other.
We do trust each other, don’t we?”
The toons looked at each other and replied yes in unison. The subway
approached. Fortunately, just like the day before, there were not that many
cogs around to listen to their conversation, and they got a seat on the train.
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They dozed off. Then they woke up what seemed like minutes later
when the train rocketed into the sky again. They had to remember to keep
themselves awake for work. There were many more cogs that had gotten
on by that time. The doors opened, and they poured out.
A Spin Doctor was apparently waiting for someone. He walked over
to Harry. “You must be Mr. Oldman if I am correct.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Then come with me.” The Spin Doctor walked off with Harry
following him.
“Be smart,” Harry told the toons before he walked into one of the
mysterious doors with the Spin Doctor.
Everyone stared at Evina. He didn’t know what to say at first. “Uh,
let’s go to work then,” he said with an air of authority. They marched
outside, pretending they knew what they were doing. The sight of the
needle-shaped building made their hearts skip a beat, and they thought
about the work they were about to do in there.
Walking quickly and carefully, they went to the building. They felt
much more in danger and exposed without having Harry around to lead
them. Everyone expected him to know what to do. He was on the Toon
Council and knew a lot about cogs. But besides that, he was just an old,
normal, clueless toon like them. All his experience didn’t measure up to
the power of these seemingly invincible cogs. They wondered if it was by
luck that they survived this far. They thought that it only had to be only a
matter of time before their luck ran out. One of them would slip up, and
they would all be destroyed.
The single Newsbot they fought behind the airport tunnel nearly
defeated them, and these cogs were many times stronger than it was. The
level 50 cogs could probably defeat them with hardly any effort at all, and
there was no playground to go back to.
They crossed the street and came to the green field where they had
listened to the meeting the day before. They passed the dark, mysterious,
almost windowless building and came across the HQ sign.
The needle building stood there with unrealistic stability. A building
that high would have collapsed a long time ago, they thought. They wished
they could stay out there in the field with the sunlight and cool breeze. Why
must we go into that dreadful building? Evina wondered.
The toons stood near the glass doors where many cogs were beginning
to stroll inside. Then they looked at Evina.

THE OFFICE

104

“I think it’s time for us to go,” Evina said. He did not look happy about
it. They started for the door, and Simeon hesitated before moving with a
horrified expression on his face.
“You can make a better cog than any of us,” Evina assured him. “I’m
sure you’ll do great. We can do this!” Simeon nodded in response with his
eyes still fixed on the invisible roof of the building.
The glass doors slid open automatically to let them come in. It was
bustling with many more cogs than they had ever seen before and, at first,
they were unsure what to do. There was a dark wooden floor in here and a
glass chandelier hanging from above.
The toons moved forward, looking for a place to be helped. They
spotted a black marble counter that had a large sign over it that read, ‘Help
Desk.’
The toons decided to go there. Evina approached the counter first.
The Gear logo was engraved into the wall behind it, and a Mingler glided
over to them.
“Hello!” she beamed. “Welcome to Cogs Incorporated! Would you
like some help?”
“Yes,” Evina replied speedily, “do you know where,” he pulled a
business card out of his pocket and read it, “the Client Communications
Department is?”
“It is on floor 318,” she answered before he finished speaking. “The
main office is at the end of the hall.”
Catman pulled out another business card from his own pocket.
“Where is the Product Refund Calculations Office?”
“It is on floor 92, the second door on the left.”
“And what about the Marketing Research Development Center?” Pink
asked.
“That’s on 321,” the Mingler finished. “Is there anything else?”
“No, that’s fine. Thank you,” Evina said. They turned around and
headed to the elevators at the opposite end of the lobby. The cogs are
completely insane, he thought. Why would they go to the trouble of
adding so many details? And why must everything be polished and goldplated? The toons would never put this much work into something.
There were hundreds of elevators here. They reserved their own
elevator, and they were not happy with what they saw. The elevator doors
shut and waited for them to select a level. The elevators were just as clean
and shiny as the rest of the place, but every inch of the walls was covered
with buttons.
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The new Flunkies scanned the buttons looking for the floors they
needed and pressed the buttons 92, 318 and 321.
“I really don’t have a good feeling about this,” Pink whispered.
“Going up,” a voice female cog voice said from above. The elevator
suddenly accelerated to sickening speeds. They went up like a rocket, and
the digital counter went crazy. Their legs could no longer support the
pressure. They fell down and struggled to get up again. The seconds it took
felt like an eternity as they went up to the clouds. Then it stopped.
The elevator stopped abruptly, and the toons’ feet lifted off the
ground. “Level 92,” the voice said. The doors opened with a ding, and
Catman exited. He looked happy that he didn’t need to go higher. The
doors closed again, and they were taken on another intense blast upward.
A few seconds later, the elevator abruptly stopped again. The voice said,
“Level 318.” The rest of them got out except Pink who had just three more
levels to go. They all felt very nauseous. The elevator closed, and Pink went
up.
The toons felt like they were lacking oxygen at this elevation. They
were lightheaded and staggering around like disabled goons. They seemed
to be in a long hallway lit by bright, fluorescent lights, brighter than any
other ones they had seen before. They followed the Mingler’s instructions
and walked to the furthest part of the hall.
They were in a sort of trance when they opened the door. The place
was larger than they thought. Cogs were working in their cubicles and
doing things toons had never seen before.
“I wish Harry had taught me more about office work,” Evina said
gloomily.
A Head Hunter walked up to them. “Ah, you must be the new
flunkies,” he said.
“Ye-yeah we are,” Goopy stuttered nervously.
“There is nothing to be afraid of here. I’ll teach you all about office
work.” He gestured them to follow, and they went with him timidly. He
took them past many rows of cubicles. Each of the cogs had different
personalized decoration in their cubicles, but almost all of it was the color
gray.
“There are three things you want to avoid:” the Head Hunter recited,
“toons, an angry boss, and most importantly, distractions.” He stopped
and spun around to face them. They were surprised by the abrupt halt.
“Gray is a marvelous shade,” he said. “It keeps you working on your task,
and it’s not too dark or bright.”
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The toons looked at Evina with puzzled expressions. He returned
them in the same manner. The Head Hunter opened a door and held it for
them to enter first. They assumed it was his office.
“This,” he said proudly, “is the water cooler. You use it to prevent
overheating and to wash away contaminants.” He moved to a small item
on the desk. “This is a pencil sharpener. You use it to sharpen pencils.”
“Simeon raised his hand.”
“Yes, Flunky?”
“I forgot, what is a pencil?” Simeon asked.
The Head Hunter was so shocked that he nearly lost his head. He
offered them a quick demonstration of how to use the water cooler as he
tried to cool off from his anger. “Ok, a pencil is a simple writing instrument
used for taking notes, working equations, and many other things.
According to legend, it was even used to create toons.” He shuddered at
the thought. “Maybe I shouldn’t have mentioned that. Anyway, I think the
mechanic left out a few important files on your hard drive!” Then he led
them out of his office.
The cog pulled out a key from his pocket and stretched out his arm as
they approached another door. He unlocked it and swung it open. It was
different than any other room they had seen in this office. There were some
sofas, a television and machines with food and cans in them.
“This is a vending machine. You insert cogbucks here.” The Head
Hunter put a cogbuck into the slot. “Then you press a button to choose
what you want. Though you’ll need one of our patented digestion systems
to eat food.”
The toons were interested in learning about such things, and they
wondered if their situation was not as difficult as they feared. The Head
Hunter walked over to a shelf and took a few boxes off it. He handed one
to each of the toons.
“I think you’re ready now,” the cog said, and he walked out again.
They each had their own cubicles that were noticeably smaller than the
ones that the more experienced cogs had.
Evina was pushed into a swivel chair by the Head Hunter who put the
box on his desk and opened it. There were business cards with his name
on them. There were also some foreign office tools.
“Remember me because I’m your boss,” the Head Hunter said. “I’m
BB-00883921. You can call me Mr. Alumi.” He walked off to see the other
toons and give them training.
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Evina felt so terribly alone. The bright fluorescent light was located
directly above his head. All he could hear was the sound of phones ringing,
pens scratching, and cogs talking. He examined his polished, wooden desk
carefully. There was a sticky note on the edge. It said:
Staple these product order forms with one paper from each pile.
Come to my office when you are finished.
Evina was contemplating what a staple was. He tried the roll of sticky
stuff, but it didn’t hold the papers together really tight. It reminded him of
his duck tape, so he figured that it was some other kind of tape. He
searched through folders, paper clips, and other strange looking objects
until he reached something promising. He was trying to remember what a
staple was. This thing looked like it has staples in it.
He was frustrated and tried fruitlessly to get the staples out into the
paper. An hour had already passed since Mr. Alumi left. Then he got an
idea. He thought that maybe if he put the paper stack corner into the slot,
it would be easier for the staple to go into it. He did it, and nothing
happened.
Why doesn’t anything work for me? He slammed a fist into the top
of the stapler out of frustration, and there was a crunch heard. The papers
were stapled. He beamed at this great accomplishment. Few toons could
say they’ve actually stapled a stack of papers before. Most toons wouldn’t
even know even the first thing about office work.
It became a game as he quietly hummed the Toontown national
anthem to himself. He grabbed a pink, green, and white sheet, then stapled
them together and put it onto a stack. Then he would do it again and again.
This type of stuff wasn’t that hard. But he contemplated what might
happen if it got harder. He knew tasks were bound to get more difficult as
he received higher promotions. There was no doubt Mr. Alumi would
expect a lot more out of him as he improved.
He wondered if maybe he should just pretend to be stupid. He would
get the basic wage and never get promoted. It took him long enough to
work out the stapler, and he didn’t want to go through any more agonizing
hours of that. He had to face the fact that toons just couldn’t do that stuff
like cogs could. Harry sat down and signed his name on papers all day. He
went to meetings occasionally but never really did hard work. For all he
knew, the cogs may have wanted Evina to do math.
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He knew nothing of basic math, let alone things like algebra and
calculus. Why isn’t Harry here being a Flunky instead of me? Being a
lawyer can’t be too hard. You get paid a lot for reading and yelling at
people. Oh yes, I’m sure being a Lawbot must really be better than doing
this. Yet at that moment, he noticed he wasn’t doing anything.
Mr. Alumi happened to be passing Evina’s desk as he was thinking.
“What are you doing here? Are you idling? There’s tons of work to be
done!”
“I’m sorry, sir,” Evina confessed. He considered what wrath the Head
Hunter had planned for him. Being fired didn’t sound like fun. He never
did like being shot from cannons much. He also didn’t like the idea of dip
much. He noticed Mr. Alumi was still glowering down at him. “I was trying
to figure out how to staple, and I got a few done. I promise I’ll work faster.”
The Head Hunter sighed and raised his head to breathe deeply.
“Alright, I’ll forgive you, but this must not happen again! I expect to see
you finished soon.” And with that, he walked away.
Evina sighed with relief and started stapling faster than he ever had
before. There was no way he was going to risk that happening again. “I
must stay focused!” he whispered.
Just then, Simeon walked by. Evina waved at him, making the other
flinch. “Oh, it’s just you. I wish you wouldn’t do that!” he said to Evina.
“I’m already nervous about this stuff without you scaring me all the time!
I’ve had to make calls to all these creepy cogs.”
“Well, at least you didn’t almost get fired like me,” Evina said.
Simeon looked embarrassed. “Mr. Alumi came to yell at me four times
already. I don’t think I’m good at this.”
“I don’t think I’m good at stapling papers,” Evina said.
“I wish there was some way we could switch jobs,” Simeon said
hopefully.
“That’s a great idea! Let’s ask him if we could switch.”
Simeon didn’t enjoy the idea of confronting the Head Hunter again,
but Evina insisted. They marched down to his office together.

CHAPTER 16

A COG’S WORK
Evina knocked, and a voice told them to come in. Simeon shuffled in
nervously behind Evina.
“We were wondering if, we were wondering, we were…” Simeon
couldn’t seem to get the words out. The Head Hunter’s beady little eyes
bore into him.
“We wanted to switch jobs,” Evina explained.
Their boss looked up at him. “Well, that’s quite unexpected. I see no
problem with you two switching. But you must be a more productive than
before or you’ll both be fired.”
“Yes, sir,” Simeon said, and he carefully inched his way over to the
window.
“What is it?” the Head Hunter asked.
“I just wanted to see how high we were,” Simeon explained as his eyes
looked down. He saw clouds, some above the window and some below.
There were countless rows of windows below, and the ground could not be
easily seen.
“Are you satisfied?” Mr. Alumi inquired.
Simeon wobbled away slowly, his whole body shaking. “Yes, sir.”
“I expect to see you all finished with your work soon,” the cog
reminded them as Evina closed the door to the office.
Simeon had to grip onto the gear logo embedded in the door to stand
properly. “I’m kind of afraid of heights,” he said in response to Evina’s
puzzled look.
“That’s what I thought,” Evina sighed. “Why did you have to look
down?”

*

*

*

The afternoon continued just the same as the morning, but now there
was a different task to do. Evina had a list of phone numbers in front of
him. Simeon’s cubicle was surprisingly close to his. He seemed to be a lot
happier now that he was stapling papers. It was just their first day as a cog,
and Evina believed he was really not going to enjoy it any more than he did
now.
Evina believed most cogs would be excited to work on their first day
in the headquarters of Cogs Incorporated. After all, they would be so close
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to the boss, their idol, the chairman. They found him charming, clever, and
classic. They liked him so much that the Sellbots carved his face above the
entrance to their Toontown factory! He was just like any other cog with all
the nasty traits multiplied a hundred times. He was merciless, cruel,
deceitful, and conceited. Evina somehow knew all these things even
though he still had barely spent any time seeing the chairman.
It would only be a matter of time before the toons would be booted
out of this office. They didn’t feel important enough to be working in this
building. Evina longed to be with Harry who always had all the right
answers. It would be fun to work together, he thought. Harry always
knows what to do. He always makes things right, but he isn’t here with
me now. Evina was alone, and Simeon wasn’t all that comforting. He had
to use his mind. Already he noticed that the boss was becoming
increasingly suspicious of them. He considered the possibility that Mr.
Alumi already knew about their plot. Is he going to call the police and have
us all splashed with dip? He started to panic.
Suddenly, he stood up and looked around, trying not to attract
attention. There were normal cogs surrounding his cubicle. They didn’t
notice that he was staring at them. They were just busy and normal like
they always appeared to be.
Then suddenly he saw it. It was a security camera in a black dome on
the ceiling. He knew he had to pretend to be doing something. He had the
impression it was looking straight at him. He went to the water cooler and
got a drink. Is this the correct way cogs fill their coolant tanks? He
panicked and questioned if their hidden identity was already ruined. He
saw the camera. It was definitely looking at him while he drank. He sat
down with his heart throbbing. He was losing control. Panic was the only
emotion he could feel. All the sights and sounds were drowned away.
Everything around him was something terrible.
Then there was the voice of Mr. Alumi coming from around the
corner. “Take them away.”
“What do I do with them?” another cog asked him as their footsteps
got closer.
“Destroy them all! Don’t let any escape in one piece!”
Evina was screaming inside. The toons were counting on him to keep
them safe, and now, he thought, they were all doomed because of his bad
acting. He was about to dive under his desk as the cogs walked by. Mr.
Alumi was talking to a Downsizer who was carrying a box of credit cards.
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“It would be a terrible thing to let one of those fall into the wrong
hands,” Mr. Alumi finished.
The Downsizer nodded. “Alright, boss.” Then he walked away to
another room. The sound of shredding was heard.
The Head Hunter looked down at Evina disappointedly. “What are
you doing? Are you trying to lose your job on your first day? It’s a good
thing I came down to see you. You just can’t seem to stay on task.”
Evina looked up at him. “I’m sorry sir. I was just figuring things out
how things work. I promise I’ll start work right away.”
“Ok,” the boss said, “I’m more patient than most other cogs so I’ll give
you one last chance. Get the work done or you’re fired!” The Head Hunter
looked up at the black dome on the ceiling and sighed. “I wish they would
fix that ridiculous camera,” he grumbled. “I want to know when you’re
working and when you’re not!” Then he walked away.
Evina knew there was something wrong with him. Working in the
office already seemed to be driving him insane. He didn’t know how he
would be able to tolerate this for weeks or months when he was already
falling apart after barely starting any work. He considered the idea that the
thinner air up here might have something to do with his inability to think
straight. Then he became curious as to how the other toons were doing.
Maybe they already slipped up. Any one little mistake, and you’re a dead
duck, he reminded himself. But although he was deeply worried, he
couldn’t allow his fears to stop him from working.
Evina looked at his business cards in the box with his name on them
and the words Cogs Incorporated all over it. I wanted an adventure, and
this is what I got, he thought. He faintly heard his own familiar voice
ringing in his ears.
“This is what I’ve been looking for!”
“What?”
“This is my adventure! I’m going to find out where this note came
from. It must have something to do with the cogs. And I want to know
where the cogs came from! Will you come with me?”
“Whoa! Wait a second! That could be nearly impossible! It could take
years, and we might not even survive! Anyway, I have some work to get
to.”
“Yes, Evina,” he told himself sadly. “You have a lot of work to get to.”
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Evina felt more like a Cold Caller than a Flunky. This was most likely
what Pink would be doing all day. He made some of the stupidest phone
calls in existence. They seemed to have very little meaning, but the
company apparently found them important.
He looked down at his phone list. He only had twelve more calls to
make. He figured he had to get it over with, so he punched in the keys and
waited while it rang.
“Hello?” a confused voice answered.
“Yes, this is Mr. Evina from the Client Communications Department
of Cogs Incorporated,” he said with authority. “I am calling about the new
product we sold to you. We believe in customer satisfaction and—”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah, it’s fine,” the voice shot back, and the cog promptly
hung up. At least Evina could inform his boss that almost everyone seemed
to like their new test product, whatever it was.
There was another moment of ringing, and an annoyed voice shouted,
“WHAT IS IT?”
“This is Mr. Evina from the Client Communications Department of—
” He didn’t have time to complete the sentence before the crazed voice
interrupted.
“GET OFF MY PHONE LINE YOU—”
Evina was glad he hung up before the cog finished what he was
shouting. Some of the phone calls were just plain scary because they made
absolutely no sense at all. Fortunately, there was only one name left on the
list.
There was a lot of ringing, and a rusty feminine voice said, “Hello
there, is that you?”
“This is Mr. Evina from—”
“Ah, don’t cry dear. I got my CDS today, and I’m ready to start eating.
Please come over to my place, and we can have a cup of tea. I insist!”
Evina was frightened the first time this happened, but he knew what
to do now. “Try calling the nearest mechanic at UFJS-2829-4839-0952”
he suggested kindly.
The old cog woman giggled. “What are you doing that for? Come
inside before you freeze your circuits off.”
Evina hung up and jumped out of his chair feeling very much relieved.
It appeared to him that he had finished all of his work. He had never
enjoyed having free time so much. After a minute of stretching, he sat back
down and called his boss. He told him he finished the phone calls. All the
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cogs that could reasonably respond to him said they liked the new test
product.
“Hmm,” Mr. Alumi said. “I would normally give you a lot more work,
but it’s only your first day. Most level 1 cogs don’t find joy in their work
until they get a few promotions. You’re free to go home at five.”
Evina thanked him and put his phone down. He looked at the clock.
It read 4:30. He was a bit disappointed that his boss expected him to
actually enjoy his work after a few more promotions. That was a bit too
much to ask a toon, but he figured he had worried enough for one day, so
he needed a break from his troubles.
He looked around at his little cubicle. It did need some decoration,
but if he got anything that looked too eye-catching, he knew he would get
distracted from his work. The cogs would know he was a toon, and they
would all be dead. It was not a risk worth taking.
Everywhere Evina looked, he saw death. He longed to see something
toony, but he couldn’t find it. He, like everyone else, made the promise to
keep each other out of danger. He decided to call Simeon and the other
toons to see how they were doing.
He picked up his telephone. Because of his work he had come to hate
this particular telephone. Fortunately, he had memorized Simeon’s office
number. The office was SWPK-3847-1102-5859, and Simeon’s extension
was #778036.
“Hi, Simeon, this is Evina again. I am finished making those calls you
had to make. I have to agree with you when you said some of those cogs
were scary.”
“I finished stapling, organizing, and filing those forms two hours
ago,” Simeon said.
“Seriously? Then what have you been doing?”
“I’ve just been playing Tic-tac-toe with myself.”
“Um, no, I don’t think it works that way. Anyway, can you get me the
extensions for the other Flunkies?”
“Sure thing.” It was a good thing Simeon was close to the records
room. He went in and found all the phone data for the toons. He told Evina
all of the toons’ phone numbers.
“Thank you so much, Simeon. I’ll call everyone to see when they’ll get
off work. I’m only glad I don’t have to call any more strange cogs.”
“Wait, it seems I found the office numbers of several important cogs.
The V.P., the C.F.O., and the C.E.O! You won’t believe some of the names
I found in here. Let’s see… Chief Justice… the Chairman!”
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“Phone numbers for important cogs? I don’t believe it!”
“Well, it’s true,” Simeon assured him.
“Wait!” Evina exclaimed as Simeon read the phone numbers. “The
chairman is in there?”
“Yeah,” Simeon replied, “it says here that he’s always busy. You would
most likely need to leave a message, and the phone line is monitored by
high ranking security officials.”
Evina thought for a minute. “Knowing how famous and important the
chairman is, I don’t think he would ever give out his real phone number. I
think it’s phony, maybe even a trap! I need to talk to Harry about this!”
“Alright,” Simeon said, “good luck with that. Just get me out of here
when you can!”
Evina hung up and looked at the new number list he quickly scribbled
down. He picked up the phone again and began dialing Harry.
“Hello,” a metallic voice said from above. Evina was startled and
dropped the phone before he could finish dialing. He looked up into the
eyes of a Micromanager. She was looking at him from over her cubicle wall.
“I’m Michelle,” she continued. “Mr. Alumi told me to keep an eye on you.
It’s something I do quite well.”
Evina was already sick of his boss. He wasn’t happy to have any more
cog relations. “I wish you wouldn’t scare me like that,” he groaned.
Michelle laughed a little. “I wish this wall wasn’t so high. I have to
stand on twenty phonebooks to see you.”
“Well, I have to make some calls. So, I guess I’ll see you later,” Evina
said with a weak smile.
“Oh, do you need any help? This is one of those terrible days when I
don’t have enough work to do.”
“Oh, no thank you. I appreciate your enthusiasm but can do it
myself.”
“You’re just like all the others. You hog all the work,” she rolled her
eyes at him before descending.
Evina dialed Harry again. “Hi, this is Evina.”
“Hi, why are you whispering?” Harry asked.
“My boss has set up cogs to spy on me.” Evina looked up. He was very
grateful to know he could hide without the camera recording his suspicious
activity.
Harry was shocked. “What have you done!? Now there are spies
looking after you?”
“No, no, no, my boss just doesn’t trust me much.”
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“Oh, I see. I was afraid you gave away our identity. I got off work a
few minutes ago after spending all day signing papers. Being a Lawbot is
not that fun.”
“Ok,” Evina said. “I’m going to call the other toons and see if we can
meet at the station to go home, but I wanted to tell you one thing first.”
“What is it?” Harry asked in a weary tone.
“Apparently, we found the chairman’s phone number.”
“Not a chance, I need to look into that. There have been a lot of
strange things happening since we got here. We don’t know why the
chairman stopped the search, but I know he must have a terrible plan set
up.”
“That’s what I was afraid you would say.” Evina set down the phone
with a sickening feeling in his stomach and the face of the chairman in his
mind. He wondered how one cog of such small size could cause such big
trouble. He called the other toons as quickly and quietly as he could.

CHAPTER 17

YOU GOT MAIL
Talking with the other toons, Evina discovered that they had had a
somewhat similar day. They arranged to meet at five-thirty at the capitol
subway station.
Evina walked out of the office he had been working in for what felt
like ages. The Flunkies were marching out together and merged paths
silently as they headed for the elevator. Everything was going as planned.
Zany pressed the down button. The elevator opened with Pink already
inside. Ricky pressed the down button inside, and then they found the flaw
in their plan. They were not prepared to handle the force of dropping from
hundreds of stories high.
“Going down,” the voice announced, and they awaited their potential
doom. None of them had ever gone skydiving before. The elevator dropped
with only minimal braking. They felt as light as feathers. Ricky jumped up
and landed on the floor gracefully. Still, it wasn’t a full freefall, and it was
a less painful feeling than going up. The digital level meter was quickly
dropping. Then they stopped suddenly. Catman entered the elevator when
they arrived at his level. Then they descended again. The doors opened at
the bottom, and they collapsed on the ground. Cogs glanced in with
awkward looks.
They stood up sheepishly and strolled out. They walked across the
polished wooden floor of the lobby to the front door and went outside.
After feeling like they were trapped inside for years, they were finally free.
They passed that same fountain with the crystal-clear water then walked
across the busy street. Then they approached the giant, white marble
structure, the capitol.
With the crowds of cogs, they walked up the steps into the atrium.
They went over to the place Harry planned on meeting them. The train was
leaving as they got there.
Harry stormed over to them briskly. “You’re twenty seconds late!”
“It was our first try, and we didn’t know that the elevator would make
us so dizzy!” Pink defended them.
Harry sighed and leaned back against a wall, rubbing his head. They
looked both ways to make sure no cogs were standing nearby before they
decided to talk. “While we’re waiting for another train,” Harry said. “I want
to hear about your day.”
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The toons looked at each other wondering who would give Harry the
least dreadful story. Zany seemed to volunteer.
“Well,” she began, “we went there and almost got killed by the
elevator going up. Then we went to our offices and got to this large room.
Our boss is a Head Hunter named Mr. Alumi who gave us a tour of the
place. We got our own cubicles and supplies and started making calls and
doing cog work.”
Catman was outraged. “I was counting coins all day!” Several cogs
glanced at them at the sound of his loud voice.
Everyone gave him an angry look before turning attention to Pink.
“Me?” she asked. “I didn’t get to do anything. Everyone wanted to mingle
and get to know me.”
“But they don’t know who you really are, do they?” Harry asked.
“No, sir, they don’t know anything about us. How did your day go?”
Harry suddenly decided his feet looked interesting and stared at
them.
“I noticed you haven’t been in a good mood lately,” Goopy said.
“What’s wrong?”
“I uh, well I think there’s evidence that the cogs are planning
something. They seemed a lot more cheerful than usual. It must be
something bad, very bad. I think their plan is something bigger than any
invasion we’ve seen before.”
Pink gasped. “Do you think the chairman is behind it?”
The train arrived, and they walked over to it as Harry continued. “The
chairman is always planning something rotten. It seems he has a very
nasty history, even among the cogs. His programming is specifically
designed to cause chaos to toons. But I think I know why he called off the
search. The Chairman’s fake phone number, and the cogs’ happy
disposition can only mean one thing.”
The toons looked at him intently, waiting for an answer. “I think it’s
a trap set up for us,” he said. The toons had another rush of fear overcome
them as they stepped onto the train.
“I think he expects us to contact him or do something to reveal our
location. I don’t know why, but there’s no need to be frightened. We just
need to be smart.” He was whispering as they squeezed into a corner, and
the train sped off. “He thinks we will let ourselves be captured, but I think
we can beat him at his own game if we could know how he plays it.”
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The train began to move, and the ride to their apartment at the
outskirts of Cogtropolis was pretty uneventful. They ate more rotten throw
gags for dinner and lay down on their beds (and sofas and floor).
It wouldn’t be long before the money started pouring in, and they
would become rich, or so they thought. Maybe they would never have to
eat throw gags again.
“How did you do with your promotions?” Harry asked them while
filling a cup of ice water.
“I earned ten stock options,” Evina said.
“Twelve merits here,” Pink interjected.
“Me?” Catman said. “I got fourteen cogbucks!”
“I got six stock options!” Simeon exclaimed. “How many jury notices
did you get, Harry?”
Harry looked up with a stunned expression on his face. “I got sixtytwo,” he said. “I don’t think we’re going to make enough money if you guys
can’t earn some simple promotions!” They could each see how stressed he
was feeling.
“But,” Evina protested, “we tried as hard as we could!”
“I’ll throw in my cogbucks to help pay off the loan,” Catman
suggested. “Do I really need to get a promotion?”
Harry looked gloomily down at his feet. “No, I’m just tired and angry.
That can be expected. Our tooniness is draining. We shouldn’t argue, or
we’ll just turn into those cogs even faster. We really need to go to sleep.”
The old rabbit took off his glasses and crawled into his bed. Everyone else
also did so.
Evina looked up at the ceiling. He was tired of elevators, tired of work,
tired of Mr. Alumi, tired of cogs. And although he was sick and tired of
everything, he had only done a single day of work. He didn’t know how he
could handle another week or a month of it. He was just plain tired and
needed some sleep. Sleep seemed like the best answer to every problem.

*

*

*

It was finished. He was pleased somehow but also somewhat
concerned. He looked up at his work. It was gigantic, dark, and metallic.
He knew he was smart, oh so smart, a genius in fact. Nobody in the world
could do it, and yet he had.
“What do you think?” his unfamiliar voice asked.
There was no response but a small squeaking noise.
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“Quite right, I think this should do the trick.” He walked away to a
small spaceship. “Are you coming or not?”
There was more squeaking, and a small object seemed to jump into
the spaceship.
“Don’t worry, I think he’ll come. He has before, and he will again. So
far, my plan is working to perfection.” He slammed the door shut and flew
away.

*

*

*

“Oh no, not the alarm again!” Evina quickly hopped out of bed and
glimpsed the sunrise again. What was that dream about? Who was that
seemingly faceless man? Who was that enemy? He created a giant thing,
a robot! That must have been the monster that created the cogs! Have I
seen something that no other toon has seen before? It’s so clear now! This
was certainly no accident. The cogs were created by that unknown
enemy. Where he is now and what the giant robot did is not important.
We just have to get out of here!
Evina turned off the alarm, and the toons rolled out of bed to put their
cog suits on. “I had the most extraordinary dream!” he announced. “I know
where the cogs came from!”
He heard Pink’s voice. “If it was only a dream, then how do you know
it was real?”
Evina refused to listen to their logic. “It had to be real! I saw it! I saw
everything!”
“Evina, please don’t wake up the cogs,” Harry mumbled sleepily.
“Sometimes our imaginations get carried away.” He shoved a birthday
cake slice into Evina’s hand, then they all walked out the apartment door.
Evina was suddenly filled with hate and guilt. He hated everything he
saw. He wondered why he had to live in such cruel circumstances while
everyone back in Toontown was living happy and clueless. He didn’t
understand why he couldn’t be back at home with them. He felt like such
an idiot for coming on this adventure. Angry, regretful thoughts filled his
mind. Why didn’t I just stay home? Harry was right all along, but it’s
already too late! We’re all going suffer and die because of me!
Many other negative thoughts continued as he rode the subway to the
capitol. He tried to play the dream over and over again in his mind. It has
seemed so real. He felt like he was actually there. He wished the other
toons could see it, so they would understand.
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They arrived at the capitol and exited in the atrium. Harry pulled
them away from the crowds to talk to them.
“First of all,” Harry announced, “I want to let Zany know that her
theory of elevators was true. All the doors here are indeed elevators. I do
not know how big this building is. It’s like a maze that never seems to end!”
Zany beamed and looked back at the other toons as though she had just
won a competition.
Evina wasn’t paying attention. He felt déjà vu. The building felt
strangely familiar. It was like he had lived here in the capitol and forgotten
where it was, but now he didn’t recognize any of its features. It was just a
giant atrium with hundreds of escalators and a subway track going through
it. At the end was that giant door, and all the hundreds of little elevator
doors ran along the sides.
“Everyone, I’m giving you your first assignment,” Harry said. Evina
woke up to reality and looked back at him. “I’m sorry for the way I acted
last night. I didn’t mean to be so rude. Being a cog is a lot harder than we
all thought so your cooperation is crucial to our survival.”
Everyone nodded in agreement. They forgave Harry. They knew that
he was the most important part of their safety. He had helped them
through so much that there wasn’t much he could do to lose their loyalty.
“Yes, your first assignment is to find some useful things,” Harry said.
“If we are to make super gags, clothes, and other items, we need to locate
some of these resources. If any of you obtain any of the following supplies,
please get them at any cost!”
The toons nodded indicating they knew the seriousness of this.
“You must steal, destroy, lie, or buy to get anything that we need. You
must also never be caught for any reason!”
The toons nodded once again.
“We are about to do things no toon has ever done before. We are going
to become the super toons.”
Ricky nervously raised his hand.
“Yes?” Harry acknowledged him.
“Are we really going to get superpowers?” he asked.
“Maybe,” Harry said, “but I doubt it. This is all experimental stuff that
the Toon Council has developed, but I’ve calculated everything very
accurately, so what could go wrong?”
The toons listened intently for him to read the list. “Things that we
need for our experimental toon stuff: Two kilometers of carbonium silk,
twenty pounds of class-x black rubber, one pound of pure pixie dust, half
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a cup of motor oil, seven pounds of siliconium flodine, and two pounds of
titanium.”
He gave one copy of the list to each of the toons. “That’s one thing my
copy machine is good for,” he smirked. “Have fun at work.” Then he walked
into one of the little elevator doors and disappeared.
It didn’t seem likely that the toons would find all these things, but
they were going to look for it anyway. They headed out of the atrium to go
to work again but found a powerful Newsbot was blocking their way.
“It is true that you were talking about toons?” he asked, and Evina’s
heart skipped a beat. He didn’t get to answer before the cog interrupted
him again.
“Well, if you have any information about those scum, please let me
know. I want to write an article in the newspaper about it. I hope the little
beasts get caught and dipped soon or I’ll worry myself to pieces.”
Evina remained motionless wondering if the cog could feel his
incredible fear. He could see the faint, green glow of a dip tube in its jacket
pocket. The cog turned away to leave. “Oh well, see you later.”
Evina looked to Pink and whispered. “Please remind Harry that we’re
having no more private conversations in public.”
Just as they had done before, they left the capitol and headed across
the street to the skyscraper. They entered the elevator and went up. After
another nauseating blast into the sky, the Flunkies wobbled out of the
elevator and into the hallway. They made their way down to that terrible
office again. Mr. Alumi was nowhere to be seen, so they went straight to
their cubicles and found their work already there for them.
The only thing on Evina’s desk was an official-looking document
stamped with the cog logo.
MEETING MEMO:
Dear Mr. Evina,
You have been summoned to attend a mandatory meeting.
When: October 18th from 1:00 PM to 3:00 PM
Where: Capitol building, Conference Room 84091005D
Why: You are needed as a scribe. A very new Flunky is best suited
for the job.
Who: Important Bossbot Committee members and congressional
representatives.
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What: We will discuss plans for permanent toon disposal and the
development of related products.
Sincerely,
Robert Gears, C.E.O
Evina was a bit surprised. It was odd to see they were already sending
him to meetings. He could learn a lot about the cogs through private
conversations with their leaders. But then he thought of some issues with
that plan. What would they really tell a Flunky? Isn’t this a little too
convenient? Out of all the level 1 Flunkies in the world why me? And plans
for the permanent disposal of toons sounds terrifying! Just then, he
remembered that October 18th was the next day. He knew he would have
to tell Harry about it immediately. Now, if only there were some way I
could talk to my boss about the supplies we need, he thought. He found
another note on his desk that he hadn’t noticed before. Apparently, it was
sitting underneath the meeting memo.
Dear Mr. Evina,
I am quite astonished about seeing your meeting memo. I am sorry
if you found my behavior to you yesterday rude. I believe you have great
potential here in this office. I want you to come see me as soon as you can,
so we can discuss your future plans.
If you have any questions or need help with anything for any reason,
please don’t hesitate to ask me. I understand you are a Flunky, and that
Flunkies are new to work. I will try my best to help you the best that I
can.
Sincerely,
Mr. Alumi
Evina was about to burst into laughter. He knew that the only reason
Mr. Alumi seemed friendly was because his newest employee had been
summoned to an important meeting.
Then brilliance struck him. If his boss was really willing to give him
anything he needed, he would give him some of the materials they need
for their super toon stuff.
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He looked at his desk. He had to sharpen a lot of pencils, shred
papers, then see Mr. Alumi to get the supplies for their upgraded gear.
Today might not be such a bad day after all.
And with that, he began his work by sharpening the pencils, one by
one. He was probably going to use one of them at the meeting the next day.
He took the last pencil to sharpen, eager to finish his work. The
sharpener ground, but the pencil didn’t seem to sharpen. He pushed
harder, and still, nothing happened.
Something is fishy about this pencil.
He jabbed it hard into the pencil sharpener, knocking it off his desk.
Amazingly, a third note was revealed under where the sharpener had been.
It was written in fancy, neat handwriting.
Dear Mr. Evina,
I have been keeping an eye on you for a while now. Even though it
has only been a day, I can see you are a hardworking man. I admire your
effort, and I don’t think your boss is treating you with the respect you
deserve. He may be hunting for powerful cogs’ heads, but I am hunting
for yours. I have been searching for someone to assist me with some
tasks. If you could drop by my cubicle, we could talk for a bit and get to
know each other better.
I am working on an engineering project to build the future models
of buildings in Toontown once it i’s eventually destroyed. I would be
thrilled if you could work on it with me (on your free time, of course).
Sincerely,
Michelle Bolt
Evina was afraid that her note might not mean literally what it said.
She seemed to be a hundred times friendlier than the Minglers he had met.
A familiar thought returned to his mind once again.
Why am I not a Sellbot like Pink or a Lawbot like Harry?
Now that he thought about it, being a Cashbot wouldn’t be too bad
either. It would be better working with the stuff that you got paid with. He
could take a coin or two every once in a while. He could collect money
secretly here and there. Nobody would notice what would be happening.
What was he thinking? He couldn’t break the law. The cogs were their
enemies, but still, he couldn’t bring himself that low. Was he already
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turning into a cog that quickly? He remembered the last pencil and the
sharpener that fell on the floor and bent over to pick it up.
A Mail Carrier Servicebot came by and looked through several letters.
Evina picked up the items then sat up. He was not surprised but rather
amused by seeing those strange Servicebots at work. The cog picked out
an envelope and handed it to Evina. He was about to refuse any more mail
until he saw his name was printed on its front. It had a red stamp on it that
said: CONFIDENTIAL. He opened it quickly and read:
The Capitol of Cog Nation
Legal Records Office
Hello, Evina, I just wanted to let you know that I’ve been lucky. I
managed to get all of the supplies we need except the carbonium silk and
the siliconium flodine. I think they might be a bit rare, but they are crucial
to my plan.
I would have given you a phone call, but my phone is broken. I knew
that the cogs had a speedy mail service, so I tried this instead. I hope it
gets to you in time.
It’s so strange how everyone is talking about these rumors of an
important meeting taking place tomorrow. They say it’ll be held here at
the capitol, and lots of important cogs will be there. They also seem
unnaturally happy when they talk about “finishing them once and for
all.” If you have any more information about this, please let me know
tonight.
Harry
Evina groaned again. “What am I going to do now?” he murmured. “I
understand now. I’m going to be finished once and for all.”

CHAPTER 18

FEELING ALONE
Evina stood up and walked to Mr. Alumi’s Office. An infuriated
looking Pencil Pusher stormed out, and the Head Hunter invited Evina to
come in. He tried to avoid looking out the spacious window behind his
desk.
“So, how are you doing?” the boss asked while propping his hands on
his desk.
“Much better than yesterday,” Evina replied, irritably but honestly.
Mr. Alumi appeared puzzled. “Did your work yesterday not meet your
satisfaction?”
“No, not really; I almost got fired, and that’s not very fun, is it?” Once
he said it, he knew it was the wrong thing to say.
The boss tried to hide his anger, avoiding any potential arguments
with his new and possibly most valuable employee. Evina noticed he did a
lot better at controlling anger than most other cogs he had met. “There is
one crucial thing you must learn to be successful, Mr. Evina. Nothing is
supposed to be fun.” He stood up and began strolling around the room in
a slow circle. “We get all our determination to live from our labor. We
understand that working is our life energy. It makes us seem more lifelike
than we really are.”
The boss turned and gazed out the window. “We have accomplished
things that toons could never even dream of, and in reality, we’re just
metal. How do we go so far with so little? To continue our progress and
development, we must never have fun. Sure, we may have temporary
pleasure in a game of golf. A little competition is always nice now and then,
but we do it sparingly. We wouldn’t want to compromise this nation that
we built and become more like toons.”
He spun around swiftly and glared into Evina’s eyes. “We must be
better than those toons. It’s something you will eventually understand.
Toons don’t make good use of this planet. We have proved we are much
more determined to build a great society than they are. We can and will
defeat them. And we will take from them what we rightfully deserve.”
Evina looked into the cold, dark, metallic eyes of the Head Hunter
before the cog sat down again. He wondered if he would experience the
destruction of Toontown soon.
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“So, is there anything I can do to make your experience here more
pleasant?” the Head Hunter finished, looking a bit calmer.
Evina thought as quickly as he could for the things Harry needed. “I
would like to know how to get carbonium silk and siliconium flodine,” he
replied.
The Head Hunter was silent and still, as if he was calculating
something very complicated. “According to my records, carbonium silk is
only made with pure carbonium. It is a substance that has been found only
in the root of the Laff-O-Dil. It is an unusual flower that only grows in
Toontown. The toons’ stupidity is clearly demonstrated as they ignore such
a valuable resource that it is. I don’t know how you’ll ever find it.”
Evina didn’t get the answer he was expecting, but he trusted the other
toons would have better luck.
“Maybe you can find synthetic carbonium,” the Head Hunter
considered. “It’s very expensive, though.”
“Um, thanks,” Evina said happily, “but what about the siliconium
flodine?”
The Head Hunter instantly became amused. “Poor Flunkies, they
don’t know anything. Everyone knows that it’s a very important ingredient
in the cog recipe for dip. I’m sorry to say the dip factory is somewhere
hidden and off limits.” He rubbed his chin and pondered. “Its main
function is to retain and distribute negative energy. I would maybe see a
mechanic. I think they might have some that they use in spare parts.”
Evina could barely contain his excitement. “Thank you so much. I’ll
get it when I can.” He stood up and was about to leave when Mr. Alumi
stopped him. “Why in the world do you need those things anyway?” Evina
froze while he considered the possibility of his boss destroying him. He
was just about to speak when his boss interrupted him. “Sorry,” the cog
apologized, trying to sound friendly again, “I hope you have a good
experience at the meeting.”
Dread filled Evina once again as he left the office. He knew it was all
too good to be true. All the other toons would be inventing superpowers
while he was sitting in a meeting, taking notes on the destruction of
Toontown. He probably needed the super toon supplies much more than
they did. He hated his work with a burning passion. He didn’t know how
much money they had to earn before they could pay for an escape. He
didn’t even have the supplies yet, only a vague idea of where they could be
found. He felt like he had made no progress at all. He was so alone. Nobody
knew exactly how he felt.
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*

*

*

Evina slept on the way home in the subway. It was as uneventful as
before. He had almost gotten accustomed to the sudden ups and downs of
the train now.
He didn’t want to get mad at the other toons. It wasn’t like him to be
angry so much. In fact, usually toons were seldom every angry. He couldn’t
explain it.
When he exited the train, he and the other toons walked to the
apartment and staggered up the front steps sleepily. It was raining again
and awfully cold. He thought it matched his mood at the moment. They
arrived at their room, walked in silently, and sat down at the table. Another
day of work was finally over, and they didn’t know how much more of it
they could take.
“How was work today, Evina?” Harry asked him again. “Did you get
the supplies?”
“Well,” he began to summarize, “I went there depressed, and I tried
my best, but I didn’t get anything because, apparently, carbonium only
grows in Laff-O-Dils, and the synthetic stuff is expensive. And did you
know that the siliconium flodine is an ingredient in dip? We’ll have to get
it from a mechanic.”
Harry was in deep thought; probably considering the amount of
money they still had left.
“Excuse me,” Ricky interrupted their silence. “What are we?
Invisible?”
“Oh no, sorry,” Harry said.
“It seems like we were just dragged along to work and be ignored,”
Ricky continued. “Why do you spend all your time talking with Evina? Are
we just your tools or your backup plan?”
Harry was ready to argue if he wanted it. “It’s just simply the fact that
I’ve known him for a long time, and it doesn’t mean you are any less
important. Everyone here is critical to the success of this operation. I
actually would love to hear about your day.”
Ricky shrugged guiltily. “It was alright but hard.”
Everyone turned to Pink next. “It was okay but extremely boring. I’m
tired of writing tables and graphs,” she said.
Catman rolled his eyes “Oh yeah, I saved the day with my awesome
coin bagging skills.”
“We Flunkies actually did pretty well,” Simeon spoke.
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Zany carefully backed away.
“Are you alright?” Goopy asked her.
“Yeah, I’m fine, but something sort of strange happened today.”
The group became perfectly silent again as they listened to Zany.
Finally, she decided to speak. “I uh, okay, there was this weird cog that
came over to me. I didn’t know what kind he was, but he was wearing a
black suit. He seemed really friendly, and he seemed interested in me. We
started talking about things I liked to do, and he led me to some odd
questions. He almost squeezed the fact out of me that I’m a toon.”
Everyone stood mortified. They glanced at each other then back to
Pink. Then they turned to look at Harry.
“What?” Harry said. “I really don’t know what to say, but he sounds
like a spy to me. I think some cogs are getting suspicious about us, and
they may have sent a cog to investigate. We should remember to be careful
in everything we do to not arouse suspicion. I don’t think they can know
that we’re toons unless we act like them or say it.”
“Thanks, Harry,” Ricky smiled before turning to go to bed. The toons
followed him and got into their regular places.
Harry stood with his mouth open. “I never said it was true! I said
that’s what I think! One day I’ll say something I don’t mean, and you’ll take
it literally!”
“Ah, don’t worry Harry. You’ve always been right,” Goopy assured
him before promptly going to sleep.
Harry sighed and turned off the lights before sliding into his own bed.
They were so tired tonight, and the stress was continually on the rise.
At least there’s only Friday tomorrow, Evina thought. Too bad I have
that meeting to make it my most miserable day ever. He closed his eyes
and tried to relax.

*

*

*

Suddenly, there was an extremely loud bang on the door. “OPEN UP
NOW!” ordered a loud voice. Evina rose out of bed in a mechanical way.
He went over to the door, sweating with fear. The other toons were
snoring, but they didn’t seem to be waking up. Once again, he felt alone.
He opened up the door to see the person he expected. It was a large, tall
cog in a black suit. He immediately seized Evina.
“I’m amazed you made it this far, toon,” the cog smiled and turned
around to see the chairman waiting there in front of hundreds of cogs in
the hallway.
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The chairman was holding a glowing, green barrel. “You’ll be great
with a few chips… and dip,” he remarked before dumping it on him.

*

*

*

Evina woke up in the darkness, flailing his arms like he was drowning.
There were still a few more hours left before the alarm would go off. He
wondered why he had to have all these terrible dreams, and why nobody
else seemed to be having them. He knew the fear was going to come back
each night, and he knew he was dreaming the whole time, but yet it had
felt so real. There was no way he could stop it.
He just had to remember that things were real from the time he woke
up until the time he went to sleep again. If he didn’t remember those
things, then he had to be dreaming. But then the dreams might keep
coming back, no matter how many times he stopped them. He figured he
would just have to forget them eventually. Where his mind could take him
next, he didn’t know. Lying down in bed again he drifted off to sleep.

*

*

*

“I wonder what things will be like when I return, or even if I return,”
the unknown man said.
Something squeaked in response.
“Do you think we’ll live?”
There was more squeaking.
“I guess you’re right. If we survive this, we’ll be killed when we
return… or at least I will.”
The squeaking sound seemed to become frantic.
“No, it’s not your fault at all! If there’s anyone to blame, it’s me! But
we don’t even know if it’s failed yet!”
There was one last screech.
“Yes, I suppose the chances of success are very slim, but that’s what I
had to do. I can only hope nobody gets hurt, at least not permanently.”
There were short squeaks, and the little thing seemed to be jumping
up and down with excitement.
“Yes, you’re right! We’re almost there! And when was the last time
you got oiled? Your squeaking can get quite annoying.”

*

*

*
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The alarm was ringing again. Why does it have to mercilessly jerk me
awake from my rest? Why must I go to that meeting? Who is that man in
the dreams? What is that squeaking thing? I still can’t see clearly what’s
going on! And why does nobody experience it except for me?
Evina leaped out of bed and set out some more rotten throw gags to
eat.
The other toons began to stir. They promised Evina that they would
get the supplies while he was gone at the meeting. Knowing the cogs, they
all assumed it was impossible for a meeting so exciting to them would only
last two hours, especially one involving cogs so important. Maybe the cogs
had already suspected him of being a toon and would get him while he was
helpless and alone. That had to be the reason.
But there was also no way he could avoid going. The cogs would know
the truth for sure if he ran away. He would have to use all his skills to act
as cog-like as he could.
They headed out the door. The rain had stopped, and the streets were
wet. It was so cold that they were afraid ice was hidden there. It was no
longer summer here. The toons back at Toontown probably forgot all
about them. There would be so many leaves everywhere that they would
spend hours raking them.
“I wonder where Harry Oldman went,” Evina imagined some
random toon saying.
“I think he went with that weird duck named Evina to find out where
the cogs were made,” another one said. “Who knows where they are
now?”
“I heard they jumped over the fence and were never seen again.”
“I think they went crazy and lost their minds. No toon can do that
kind of stuff and still be sane.”
“Yep, I agree. It’s probably better we don’t have lunatics like them
hanging around us anymore. I always knew Harry Oldman was starting
to lose it. I voted against him in the last election.”
“And he had to bring those naïve little toons with him too. What a
shame.”
“I hope something bad happened to them. We wouldn’t want them
showing up around here again, do we?”
The real Evina was still alive on the other side of the world, living the
life of a cog. If only they knew what we’re going through! He shouted in
his head. If only they knew the cogs might be close to destroying them!
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Of course, he had no idea how they were going to do it. The powerful
cogs had to work here and were much too important to risk defeat during
an invasion. But whatever their plan was, he was most likely going to find
out about it today, assuming it wasn’t simply a trap.
Mr. Alumi had given him the day off for the meeting, as he had
expected. Evina was going with Harry to wait until the meeting started.
“Going up!” the speaker in the train said as the toons went up. Evina
thought his breakfast might come up too. He was so nervous that he
started shaking. Finally, the train stopped, and they departed.
“Well, uh, good luck,” Zany smiled at Evina.
“Yeah, thanks,” he said drearily as all the other toons walked away.
“Don’t worry Evina, you’ll do fine,” Harry said boldly.
Evina gulped and nodded. He walked with Harry through the glass
atrium. It seemed to go on and on and on forever as they went deeper into
the building. They took one of the hundreds of escalators up to the third
glass floor.
There seemed to be a ton of police scattered around the atrium today,
but especially on the third floor. Evina wondered why there were so many
cogs on this floor compared to the other ones. They were much more
concentrated around an elevator door that all cogs were blocked from
going through.
“I’ll meet you here after work,” Harry reminded him. “The meeting
should be over by then.” He walked Evina over to a bench where he sat
down.
“Wait here until it’s time to go then… just do it. You’ll be fine.” Harry
had kept saying that, but his voice was quivering now. Evina wasn’t sure if
Harry knew what he was saying. Just then, the old rabbit walked away.
Evina was alone. He was a toon amidst hundreds of cogs and police. Harry
walked over to one of the doors, and it closed. He was gone. Evina was the
alone.

CHAPTER 19

THE MEETING
Evina passed the time by watching the cogs walk by and disappear
through doors. The unusual atrium was unlike anything he had seen in
Toontown. He decided to walk over to the center and look over the balcony.
He could see the seven glass levels. Three underground, three above
ground, and the main level. He was amazed at how all the cogs were
moving. They walked smoothly and carefully in perfect relation with each
other. A robot may not seem like much, but when they work in sync they
make something amazing, he thought. The movement of the cogs was
mesmerizing and somehow beautiful.
Evina was reminded of something that he was taught. A famous
Micromanager once said: “A company is like an enormous clock. It only
works if all the little cogs mesh together.”
His eyes were drawn to the wall farthest from the main entrance, the
giant, black door. It was the easiest thing to see because it was even larger
than the door going to the C.F.O.’s vault in Toontown. There were always
several cogs in black suits guarding that door.
Now he understood it. That’s where he had seen them before. The
black-suited cogs were only found in the capitol. That was the type of cog
that interrogated Pink.
Evina reasoned they had to be some sort of secret security for
whatever was in there. The toons would obviously never be able to get
through such a highly guarded area as that. The door guarded by cogs
nearest to him was clearly the elevator to the 84091005 hall or something
like that, the meeting hall he was supposed to go to.
He ate a cream pie slice secretly when he got hungry and looked at a
clock on the wall that read 12:45. He couldn’t believe how fast the time
went by. He was sure it had been moving slowly.
The traffic of the cogs in the atrium didn’t seem to decrease. In fact,
it seemed to increase, especially on this level. A lot of them were trying to
get into the highly guarded door, which looked just like all the other doors.
“No!” a policeman shouted. “This hallway has been reserved for the
secret meeting!” A Newsbot was trying to bring a news crew in, but they
were denied access. Evina decided it was about time for him to go, so he
pushed his way into the crowds.
“Get out of here, Flunky!” one policeman shouted at him.
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“I have to go to the important meeting!” he said.
“Oh… sure you do!” the policeman shot back sarcastically. “Don’t
make me arrest you,” he spat.
Evina pulled the memo out of his pocket to show the policeman.
The cog looked embarrassed as he saw the paper. “Oh, go ahead.”
The police let him slip through into the elevator. He was alone in the
small room. All the cogs were trying to push their way through, and one of
the police turned around and closed the door before anybody else could
get in.
The shouting of the cogs instantly stopped. The only thing left was the
echo ringing in his ears. He was stuck in a little elevator box with a single
light above his head. The sudden silence was a shock to him after the many
hours of hearing cogs talk.
“Going to section 84091005,” a female cog voice said from a speaker.
A gate slid between the elevator room and the door, and the room moved
backward slowly.
“Please hold on tight, keeping all parts in the vehicle at all times,” the
voice continued.
Evina held onto the bars with all his might. He appeared to be in a
prison cell that was moving farther and farther away from the door.
He knew something was about to happen and then it did. There was
a rumbling, and he rocketed backward at an incredible speed. The door
disappeared in the distance. The elevator box was on a monorail track, and
it was shooting through the tunnel like the subway, maybe even faster.
Then he went into a giant, white room. There were thousands of
monorail tracks weaving in and out in hundreds of different directions.
Little elevator boxes like his own were traveling to different parts of the
building. There appeared to be no visible ceiling and no visible floor to the
room. It gave Evina a terribly lost feeling. He wasn’t sure if it was real or
not because it was so indescribably huge.
The elevator was slowing down, and he was no longer held to the gate
by force. He observed all the hundreds of tunnels going through the wall.
Evina wondered how many off-limits parts of the building there were.
There were countless different rails and countless destinations.
The elevator box screeched to a halt, and Evina watched the other
elevator boxes zoom by. He wondered if it was broken.
Then the elevator squeaked and shot up vertically. He realized it had
just switched tracks, and he was now heading up. He felt lost seeing so
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many boxes and rails in a tangle of confusion. The elevator ascended a few
hundred feet up the building before it went through a hole in the ceiling.
Then the elevator stopped again, and it switched to another track. It
went left this time, and Evina was pushed against the right wall. As the
lights passed him on the ceiling in the tunnel, he could catch glimpses of
tracks branching off from the one he was on now. The elevator turned onto
one of them, and then it reached a dead end. It was another door.
The elevator approached the door slowly, and it stopped with a loud
clang. “Welcome to section 84091005: private conference rooms,” the
voice said as the gate started to slide away.
Evina noticed that there was no doorknob on the inside of the door,
and he began to panic. He was about to attempt kicking down the door
when it clicked and opened automatically. He fell out onto the hallway
floor, and a security guard stood there looked down on him. He was miles
away from the atrium, but the whole journey took only about a minute and
a half.
He stood up awkwardly and closed the elevator door. He was in a
long, narrow hallway. There were no windows, so he knew he was deep
inside the building, and there was no way to escape. Everything was made
of black marble, and the only light came from a few dim lights in the
ceiling, making him feel even more nervous than before.
He looked at the security guard who was still eyeing him suspiciously.
“Get under the scanner,” he said, and Evina obeyed.
It was the same process as the airport. He was scanned for weapons
and dangerous materials. After a bit of whirring, it was complete.
“And now for the toon test,” the cog said dully as he picked up a
glowing, green dropper. Evina’s mind screamed. He wondered how he
could have forgotten about the toon test.
“Some cogs have submitted complaints of scars on their arms,” the
cog informed him, “so we’ve diluted it to one-tenth strength. It should still
have the same effect, though,” he said.
The cog pulled away the sleeve on Evina’s left arm. He placed a single
drop of the dip solution there. Intense pain suddenly seared through
Evina’s arm, and it began to spread. It instantly burned him, and he felt it
sink like a nail being hammered deep into him. “It doesn’t look like you’re
melting that much,” the cog said. “You can go. It’s in room D,” he told him.
Evina tried to smile and walked away. The dent in his arm was
growing wider and deeper. He felt a hole forming in his arm. He ran down
the empty hallway as quietly as he could. Luckily, the guard wasn’t paying
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any attention to him. He looked at the sign on the nearest door. It was the
maintenance room. He ran inside, turned on the sink, and put his arm
under the stream of cold water. The burning feeling instantly went away,
and Evina sighed with relief.
The room appeared to be empty. He looked up at the mirror to make
sure nobody was coming in. His face was covered with sweat. Then he
hesitantly pulled up his sleeve to the light. He nearly screamed from the
shock. There was a large hole that cut completely through his wrist. If the
dip was full strength, he knew he would be completely melted away by
now. He pulled his sleeve down as low as he could so nobody would see it.
Then he walked back out into the hall.
The guard was still standing there. He still didn’t seem to notice that
anything was wrong. Evina went further down the marble Hallway until
he saw a door with a golden Conference Room D engraved into it. This was
the room. He opened the door a crack and peeked inside. There were
several cogs quietly gathered around a long, polished wooden table in a
black room. A spotlight was shining on the table. At the end of the room,
in the shadows, was a silver gear mounted on the wall.
He opened the door all the way and courageously marched inside. It
was just as dark as the hallway, almost scary. He pretended he was alone
and tried to ignore the cogs that were staring at him. There were a few level
50 Lawbots, but almost all of them were wearing black suits. One of them
silently pointed to an empty seat on the left side of the table, and Evina
took it.
“How are you?” one of the black-suited cogs asked.
“I’m fine,” Evina said; he hated how everybody was so terribly quiet.
The only noise heard was the deep humming of the air vent above. All their
attention was focused on him.
“I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. Evina,” the same cog replied. “I am the
secretary of the UCN Department of Security.” He put his hand across the
table, and Evina shook it lightly, so he wouldn’t reveal the hole in his arm
to everyone.
“I wonder where Bill is,” another black-suited cog remarked.
“I wish he didn’t have to come,” the Secretary of Security said. “We
don’t need to hear his ridiculous theories and pointless monologues. This
is no place for the talk of commerce. Bill acts like he’s the president.”
The door opened, and the chairman came in with two policemen. “Did
I hear someone call my name?” he inquired in the familiar eerily deep
voice.
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Evina’s nightmare had come true. The terrible cog with his evil,
piercing eyes was here. He knew it was bound to happen sometime, and
now it was true. He hoped the meeting would be short, very short. He
couldn’t bear to be in here with him.
“Hello, Bill,” another black-suited cog addressed him.
“Good day, cabinet members,” he replied drearily as he and his
guards walked over to them.
Evina thought he felt a wave of evil rush over him as the chairman
walked by. He tried to remain motionless, but he couldn’t stop quivering
from fear.
“How is the president doing?” the chairman asked nobody in
particular. “I haven’t talked to him for a while.”
“He is doing just fine, Bill,” an irritated Secretary of Security spat.
“Now, may we begin?”
“Now, now,” the chairman said irritably, “we haven’t even taken role
yet!” The chairman snapped his fingers, and there was a cloud of smoke.
It cleared away quickly, and Evina saw a typewriter had appeared in front
of him. The Secretary of Security now had a sheet of paper in his hands.
The Secretary of Security gave the chairman a loathing glare before
reading the paper. “We begin this meeting on October 18 th, year 15 of the
cogs. Secretary of Security for the United Cog Nation, Thomas Tin, will
preside. We apologize for the mistake on the meeting memo. This
conference will end at five o’ clock, not three. I will now take roll. Secretary
of State is present. Secretary of War is present. Secretary of the Treasury
is present. Secretary of Security is present. All congressional
representatives are present. Mr. Evina, the scribe is present. Special guest
William Gears, Chairman of Cogs Incorporated, is present, and Robert
Gears, C.E.O of Cogs Incorporated is…”
Everyone looked around, but the C.E.O was obviously not there.
“…not present,” the cog finished.
Just at that moment, the door swung open, and the C.E.O. came
rolling in. He was on a smaller platform in order to fit through the door.
He wasn’t wearing his usual golfing outfit but instead a formal Bossbot
suit. Evina was not used to seeing the C.E.O. without his hat.
“I apologize for being late, Mr. Gears,” Robert said.
“That’s alright, son, we’re about to begin,” the chairman told him.
Robert rolled over to a corner and waited.
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Mr. Tin looked like he was going to explode with impatience. “All
members are present. The conference will now begin. All guards are
dismissed.”
The guards that came in with the chairman left and locked the door
behind them. The chairman took a seat at the end of the table and waited
for the Secretary of Security.
Mr. Tin was an odd-looking cog. He looked kind of like a Flunky with
smaller glasses. He had black hair and gray skin, and he was much taller
than real Flunkies. “Who invited you, anyway?” he demanded of the
chairman.
Bill smiled smugly. “You did, of course! We are here to help develop
products that could aid the government. I believe we are all working
toward the same goal. Isn’t that right, son?”
“Yes, sir,” mumbled Robert.
“And please do not be late again,” Bill said sternly. “I am not pleased
with cogs who don’t keep their promises. You remember what happened
last time, don’t you?”
Robert looked at Evina in his Flunky suit and shuddered. “Yes, sir.”
Mr. Tin let his anger go. “Mr. Gears! This is my meeting! You don’t
run the nation, you know!”
“I believe we are all aware of that, Tom; however, I seem to be
benefitting this nation much more than anyone of you.” The chairman
seemed to remain calm the entire time. He seemed pleased with himself.
He knew nobody was going to argue with him.
“Let’s get started. Begin typing, Mr. Evina,” ordered Mr. Tin.
Evina immediately ran into a problem. All the letters were in the
wrong order. He couldn’t figure out why the keyboard began with the letter
‘Q.’ He typed as fast as he could but could not type everything that they
were saying.
“First of all, it is my job to keep everyone in this nation safe. Sure, we
all know that a group of toons trespassed on our lands, but nobody should
fear. After talking with the president, we finally have a plan.” Mr. Tin
waited for anybody to comment, but they didn’t, so he continued.
Evina was trying to type, but he had the feeling that the chairman was
staring right at him. He didn’t look up from his work, but he was sure of it.
He felt the piercing glare penetrate his body. Nevertheless, he tried to
ignore it and act normal. After all, he wasn’t wearing any gloves. He knew
the chairman couldn’t possibly know he was a toon. It was impossible. Or
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maybe he was special in that way. If he could see him as a toon, then why
wasn’t he doing anything?
Mr. Tin talked for a very long time, mostly about cryptic things he
didn’t understand. “And so, with Operation D.R. underway, we have little
to worry about. There really is no need to explain it further,” he finished.
Evina stopped typing and cleared his throat. “Mr. Tin, what is
operation D.R.?”
Tom paused for a second. “It is a very confidential operation,” he said
coldly. “We do not speak of it out loud. You have no right to know what it
is.” He turned his attention back to the other cogs. “The workers in our
secret facility are working day and night to complete it. We’ve never before
accomplished so much work so efficiently.”
“So, how long do you think it’ll be before it’s finished?” Robert asked.
“It’ll be ready in about a month,” Tom answered.
“A MONTH?” Bill cried with outrage. “Isn’t that a little dangerous?
You know there are toons at large!”
“That’s because you stopped the search for them!”
“I assure you, I have my reasons.”
“It was illegal. You had no right to do that! Only I am authorized to
make decisions regarding national security.”
“Not anymore,” Bill finished and folded his arms.
Mr. Tin knew he was not going to win any argument with the
president’s favorite pet. Bill was trying to make him mad, and he wasn’t
going to let it work.
“Do you have any better ideas?” Mr. Tin demanded.
“As a matter of fact, I do,” the chairman said. “I think you should
finish it sooner than a month unless you want to spend the rest of your
existence as a cube of scrap metal.”
Evina thought he could feel the heat from Mr. Tin’s anger. “Words
can’t describe my hate for you!” he shouted.
Bill obviously found him amusing. “Thank you, Tom, that’s what I was
hoping you would say.” He got up and walked to the door. The guards were
there to escort him away.
“Forget about him, Tom,” the Secretary of State said.
“Thanks, Jim, I’m fine. I only wish Congress passed a law against his
monopoly.” He looked toward the Lawbots. “Well? Why didn’t you!?”
The Big Wigs shrugged. “We never knew what Bill was capable of,”
one of them replied.
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Mr. Tin looked at the wall for a long time without moving. Finally, he
spoke. “Let’s hope this plan works. We cannot afford to fail. The meeting
is over.”
Evina stood up and removed the stack of papers he had typed. He
didn’t record all of it, and it was full of typos, but he wasn’t sure if that
mattered. Most of the meeting was arguing. The time went by much faster
than he thought, maybe it was wishful thinking, but what he was really
concerned about was what the cogs seemed to be planning. It seemed to
him that they had something in the works that no toon would ever suspect.
He was about to leave when Mr. Tin spoke.
“Thank you for your work, Flunky… I mean, Mr. Evina. Because of the
importance of this meeting, I think you deserve about five hundred Stock
Options.”
Evina sighed with relief. If nothing else, he had some good news to
tell Harry. He decided to not get on the tiny elevator with the chairman but
to wait for the next one instead.
Bill gave the duck that terrible, piercing glare again until the moment
he and Robert disappeared behind the elevator doors. Evina knew there
had to be a reason for this. The chairman suspected something. Maybe he
already knew who they were and was just waiting for the right moment to
attack. His heartbeat slowed down a minute after the doors closed, but he
felt no safer than he was before. He hit the button and another elevator
arrived shortly. Hopping into the little box he awaited his ride back.
“Going to the Atrium,” the voice said.
Evina had a lot of things to tell Harry. This news would keep them
busy for a very long time.

CHAPTER 20

A STORY OF FOUR COGS
Evina glanced at his arm on the ride back to the atrium. He couldn’t
locate the hole that had been there just a few hours earlier. He figured it
must’ve healed quickly and tried to forget all about it. The crowds at the
entrance to the elevator were even worse than before. People unexpectedly
pulled him close to them and threw him around.
“Are the toons going to be destroyed?” some old cog demanded
impatiently.
“If they aren’t gone soon, I’ll fall apart. They are killers!” another one
spat.
Evina forced his way through the crowds of cogs as a black-suited cog
came up to them.
“The entire meeting is strictly confidential,” he informed everyone
while adjusting his glasses. “Isn’t that right, Flunky?”
Evina nodded and slowly backed away.
“But rest assured,” the black-suited cog continued, “their plan will not
fail! And even if those toons try anything tricky,” he paused and whipped
out a tube of glowing dip, “we’ll be ready for them.”
The cogs began to cheer now. They skipped merrily away to their
offices. It was a very odd thing to see.
The atrium was beginning to clear away except on the main floor. The
chairman was walking to the gigantic door with a thousand cogs following
him, and Newsbots snapping pictures. He turned to them and said
something before he cracked the door ajar and disappeared behind it.
Evina wondered where he was going and what was behind that door.
The crowds dispersed quickly and quietly. Evina was almost
completely alone again. He looked at the clock on the wall. It was about
half an hour before Harry would get out of work, so he decided to take a
look around.
Surely, I’m not the only one here, he thought. There were several
black-suited cogs guarding the giant door while talking into their little
headsets. They’re the security like the high laff toons that roam around
Toon Hall. Evina reasoned. Maybe that door leads to the president of Cog
Nation. And I don’t even know a single thing about this president.
His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps on the tiled
floor behind him. It was Harry. He looked very glad like he was relieved to
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see Evina was still alive. They began to walk toward the exit together. The
sky was foggy, and the air was chilly.
“I got out of work early today,” Harry answered to Evina’s bewildered
expression. “The office didn’t need me to sign too many papers today, so I
just sat there most of the time. I was worried about you all day. Now, how
was the meeting?”
Evina was a bit afraid to say. “It was ok,” he said. “Uh… it was actually
a bit strange. The chairman was there.”
Harry stopped walking. He breathlessly turned around toward Evina
slowly. “The chairman?” he asked with utter disgust. “Why the heck was
he there? I thought it was a government meeting!”
Evina shrugged. “But they’re planning something awful,” he informed
him as they walked out the door.
“And just what might that awful thing be?” Harry asked hesitantly.
Evina looked up to him sadly. “I’ve taken an oath to not tell anyone.
If I do, they said they’ll destroy me, and whoever I tell will have their hard
drive erased. Then they’ll find out we’re toons because we don’t have hard
drives, and we’ll be dipped.”
Harry appeared to be pensive for a while. “I wonder what that awful
thing could be,” he said, smiling lightly. “I know you can’t tell me so uh…
let’s just go into this dark alley here and not talk about it.”
They ran into the alley and hid behind a dumpster. It was that same
alley with that door with the golden gear picture painted on it, the locked
door to the windowless building. “What is it?” Harry whispered
impatiently.
“I’m really not quite sure,” Evina admitted with a weak grin. Harry
frowned. “But the cogs called it Operation D.R., and they say it will
permanently rid the entire world of toons.”
Harry was thinking again. “That’s strange,” he admitted. “I don’t
know what that could mean, but why was the chairman there again?”
“I suppose he was there to make the other cogs angry. The Secretary
of Security was there, and he was furious to see Bill.”
“Bill?” Harry asked.
“Yes, the chairman,” Evina said.
“Oh, alright, I’m just sad to think that the cogs might be further in
their plans than we thought. I hope it doesn’t work… whatever it is.”
“The chairman says they must finish it in less than a month,” Evina
whispered, afraid of Harry getting upset.
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They stood up and walked out of the alley and into the street. Harry
didn’t seem to be angry anymore, just extremely depressed.
The entire time they hadn’t noticed the dark figure that was also
hiding in the alley, listening to everything they had just said. It pulled out
a phone and called its leader. “The subjects have left the alley, sir,” it
whispered in the shadows. “They’re heading toward the Cogs Inc.
headquarters.”

*

*

*

“If all of Toontown gets destroyed,” Evina continued, “I wouldn’t
know how to react. It’s just too terrible to imagine!” He and Harry walked
into the entrance of the needle building.
“I feel the same way, Evina, but I don’t want to hide in Cog Nation
forever. We still don’t know what we’re going to do to fix all of this. I only
hope Clara won’t get hurt.”
“Clara?”
“Clerk Clara, my wife,” Harry said. “We’re tough together, we can get
through almost any problem. I know how to manage most crises because
of my counseling. I have Toon Council experience. She has the record for
the most powerful trap doors in Toontown. But this might just be too much
for us, for all of us. We might have to face the truth: we can’t win against
an entire nation of vicious robots.”
Evina disagreed. “I personally think anything can be done no matter
how bleak things look. I remember a lot of things we did that were
considered impossible for anyone else.”
Harry smiled. “I like your optimism,” he commented, “but I’m not
ready to take on twenty billion cogs.”
They decided not to talk anymore because of the cogs that could
overhear them in the building. They stood in the lobby and, soon enough,
the other toons came trudging out of the elevator, looking very depressed.
If they didn’t get their super toon stuff soon, the transition to becoming
cog-like was going to damage them permanently.
Harry beckoned them over to him. They approached him slowly and
looked up at him. They were just like sad toons, but there was no
playground to go back to. Evina figured that this sadness would have to
become a normal part of everyday life for them. But fortunately, it was the
weekend, and they would have some time to relax.
“That day went slower than molasses in the Brrrgh,” Zany moaned,
leaning against the wall of the skyscraper.
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“How many black-suited cogs did you see?” Harry asked them.
“I saw several of them in my office,” Catman said. The rest of the toons
sleepily nodded their heads.
“I think it’s obvious now,” Harry concluded as he gestured for them
to start walking. “Those cogs are spies, they’re secret agents. The chairman
has plenty of them that I’ve seen, and they guard the capitol building all
the time. I have a bad feeling that they know we’re the toons and that we’re
trying to do something here. We have to act fast before it’s too late. But the
real question is why they haven’t destroyed us already?”
They passed the street and the large building with almost no
windows. They went into the capitol again to get on the subway. Several
cogs had gotten off work, and they were demanding the hear the meeting
results were from the secret service cogs.
Evina, hoping nobody would recognize him from the meeting, slipped
into the back of a train car with the other toons as it sped off.

*

*

*

Evina wondered why all the toons were begging him to be quiet. They
quickly looked both ways after exiting the elevator on their apartment
floor, and then they dashed to the door. Harry glanced around suspiciously
as he unlocked their door as quietly as he could.
The room was completely changed. It was like a factory. There were
tubs with strange looking liquids boiling in them, and tables set up around
the room. The beds had been put up against the wall, and the curtains were
shut.
Harry took extra precautions to make sure the door was locked before
they all took their assigned positions.
“Put on an apron,” Harry instructed Evina who grabbed one and put
it over his cog suit. “Now, please check the rubber,” he said, pointing to a
tub of slowly churning, black liquid.
“It smells like new tires,” Evina observed, “and it’s thick and black.”
“That sounds about right. Now, turn off the fire,” Harry said.
The other toons had their own jobs at their various stations. It was
incredible what they did without letting the hotel staff know about it.
Ricky and Rocky were making a metal mold around the table. They
had traced their body sizes on paper and were trying to make the mold the
same size.
“Ah,” Simeon said, “now I remember these things!” He held up a
pencil with dignity.
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Evina was kept busy making sure the carbonium threads wouldn’t get
tangled. They were being woven into tiny, silk strings that were wrapped
around empty spools on a machine Pink was operating.
Pink whistled as she continued to examine the mold and its precise
shape. When everyone was satisfied, they poured the mixture of molten
rubber and siliconium flodine into the mold. Goopy, Rocky, and Simeon
worked hard at flattening it out to the exact shape, and then they peeled it
off like a banana peel. They repeated this, making two pieces of rubber for
every toon’s mold. They had a large stack in the corner where it cooled into
dark, strong, material.
After an hour or two, the machine stopped spinning the threads, and
they ran out of rubber. They were finished with making all their supplies
and celebrated as loud as they could without drawing the attention of the
cogs in other rooms.
Harry leaned against the side of a tub, and it folded like a sheet of
paper. When he was done folding up all their tools, he placed them in his
bottomless pocket and lowered the beds from the walls. The room was all
cleaned up.
Zany flung the curtains open to reveal another dark night. Although
the stars could not be seen, the tiny lights in the windows of the
skyscrapers created a twinkling effect. The toons took off their cogs suits
and got ready for bed.
They were all eager to get new supplies, considering the condition of
their old ones, and the condition of the clothes they were wearing. They
lied silently in their beds watching the lights on the city.
“You won’t believe the things you can find at the junkyard. Who knew
there was so much surplus industrial equipment for us to use?” Harry
remarked.
The other toons didn’t respond, because they didn’t seem to be in
their right minds. They got a lightheaded and dizzy feeling. They began to
feel slightly nauseous.
The smell of the rubber and other chemicals made them feel strange,
and images flashed before their minds. They wondered if it was the lack of
sleep or even the madness of becoming a cog.
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, and whoever was there let
themselves in. The chairman strolled inside and shut the door. He sat
down on at a table in front of them with a grin.
Evina wondered how it was possible for his rigid face to grin that way.
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The chairman looked at the toons for a minute before pouring himself
a glass of ethanol.
The toons thought it was an unexpected and marvelous occasion to
have the chairman here.
Who cares about all the people who say he would kill us. He’s our
friend now, Evina thought.
They remained lying on their backs for quite some time while the city
outside remained still.
The chairman broke the silence. “What a delightful smell, it reminds
me of the Sellbot Factory.”
“Oh, you like our rubber?” Harry asked. “We’ve been doing things you
never would’ve expected us to do. We’re developing superpowers.”
The chairman appeared to be extremely interested. His eyes opened
so wide, you could see them glow silver in the moonlight. “You’re right.
I’ve monitored every move you’ve made since entering the city, but I never
expected you would get here in the first place. How did you get to
Cogtropolis, anyway?”
Zany laughed. “It wasn’t easy, I tell you. We had to cross mountains,
fight molders, and do all sorts of other things.”
The chairman’s grin disappeared. “My son was right. He always used
to say, ‘the chairman won’t be happy about this’ whenever the toons
sabotaged his clubhouse. I still can’t believe you got past those molders.
We had hundreds of them out there, and they hardly tried to stop you.”
“Hundreds of them?” Simeon smirked. “Then they must be cleverly
disguised.”
“I find them a bit strange and abnormal,” Bill said while pouring
another glass. “I never really liked the idea, but my son insisted on having
them. He begged for days on end for those strange mole people to guard
his golf courses.” Everybody laughed like maniacs.
Evina’s head spun around and around. “I’m glad we made it here,” he
chuckled, “otherwise, we would have to stay home and be clueless for the
rest of our lives.”
“Too right, you know,” Bill agreed. “It’s much better to die for
Toontown than to sit around doing nothing useful.”
“Yeah,” Pink said, “I always wanted to be known for something…
something really important.”
“Oh, but you will! Toontown will honor you forever, or at least until
we destroy it. You are much more important than anyone I know.”
“Oh, really?” Harry asked incredulously.
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Bill looked offended. “Why certainly! Take the V.P. for example. I was
so disappointed when my son said he was hiring him for his Vice President.
The company had to pay for him to get all his upgrades and gadgets. Now
all he does every day is sit around doing promotions. He gives out
promotions way too easily. I mean, only fifty-five hundred merits for a high
Mr. Hollywood promotion!”
The toons watched him with interest as he poured a third glass of
ethanol.
“We gave him eyes in the back of his head, hoping it would open his
mind to a greater understanding, a new perspective even. I thought he
would see our side of the story. Sadly, he hasn’t done a thing but hide in
his office like a coward. He’s always afraid to fight toons.”
Catman laughed. “Is that so?”
“Oh yes, he believes peace is the only way to go. He spends almost no
money on security. It’s embarrassing. What a sad excuse for a cog that man
is.”
Evina tried to think through all his dizziness and found a bit of
sympathy for the Vice President. It must be hard for him to be put back
together after being defeated over and over again. But no! He is a cog,
and cogs get what they deserve! Maybe it’ll teach him a lesson about
trying to take over Toontown.
The chairman continued. “And as for the Chief Financial Officer… he
gets so angry all the time. I think he’s really mastered that obsession with
money, but he’s become almost too greedy. Then he loses everything when
the toons break in and hit him with a train.”
Everyone laughed hysterically. Seeing the C.F.O. getting hit by a train
again seemed extra amusing tonight.
“Usually, only his cash register head remains in one piece,” Bill said.
“Then he goes back to his vaults and hugs bags of coins again. I have to
admit he’s better at promotions, but he does the most idiotic things.”
Evina felt like he was going to go back to sleep, but he tried to stay
awake and listen to the chairman. “What kind of idiotic things, Bill?”
“Oh, not much,” he replied sarcastically, “just putting a train rail
without traffic lights outside the door of an emergency exit. Then he makes
his guards stand in the mints all day without doing any work. He does
disappoint me with his lack of leadership skills too. He gets mad whenever
he has to do something he doesn’t like. If I tell him I need to experiment
on eighty Robber Barons for an explosives potency test, I mean it! It’s just
another bad choice my son made when choosing his companions.”
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The toons now howled with laughter at the C.F.O. as the chairman
poured the last half glass of ethanol from the bottle. Evina, however,
started feeling sad for the C.F.O., even though it was completely unnatural.
He tried to push the sympathy out of his mind.
Bill examined the inside of the bottle to make sure there was none
left. “There weren’t many cogs back in the day, so my son didn’t have a
great variety to select from.” He set the bottle down with disappointment
and changed the subject. “The Chief Justice is an absolutely ridiculous
character. He is even better at promotions, keeps his HQ clean, and
maintains order… but he’s blind! He can’t tell the difference between an
oil can and a stick of dynamite!”
Some of the toons fell off their beds with laughter.
“I tried to convince the president about him, but he refused to listen
to me. Perhaps he sees something in the Chief Justice that I don’t. He sits
there in his courtroom, idle all day. He actually hates trials and makes his
verdicts without thinking them through. Why would he let the toons walk
away again and again?”
The toons laughed more until they hurt. Their heads spun faster, and
they didn’t understand why everything was so funny to them.
“Please, let’s not even discuss the lack of security. We all know
spotlights don’t repel you toons very well. It just becomes annoying. He
lets you in, thinking you’re his jury and never even checks to see who you
are.” The chairman rolled his eyes.
The toons stopped their excessive laughter and got back up onto their
beds. They watched the chairman with such curiosity like he was a doodle
doing a rare trick.
“Now that I think about it, my son hasn’t exactly been very productive
either. I’ve tried my best to lead him the right way. I programmed him all
by myself to help me with the business. Even to this day, I never had the
chance of making him a decent face, still debating if he deserves it. It’s sad.
His childish, incompetent behavior has truly disappointed me.”
Bill got out a pair of wire cutters and fumbled with them
absentmindedly. “I don’t think the president would mind if I let a few of
the cogs go,” he said with a smile. “After all, it’s for the greater good. I’ve
already proven I’m worth more than those fools, more than the cabinet,
more than anyone in the world.”
“You’re even better than the president?” Rocky asked him.
Bill looked back at him with surprise. “No… oh no… don’t you realize,”
he said, gazing with his silvery eyes into Rocky’s face, “that the president
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made me? I am the first cog made with his machine! I owe everything to
him. Together, with his leadership skills and my business skills, we will
rule the world!”
Harry looked out the window into the dark night. “I think it’s time for
us to go to bed, Bill. Can we get some rest?”
The chairman stood up. “Of course, you can get some rest, but it’s not
the kind you were probably expecting. Yes, Mr. Oldman, I think it’s best if
we do it now.”
“What do you mean?” Harry asked with his mouth wide open.
“I mean, it’s time for you to become famous, at least for a little while.
I will have to kill you all.” He snapped his fingers, and black-suited cogs
came into the room with a barrel of dip. “You can’t deny it. You came
willingly into this nation,” the chairman taunted. “You are heroes, and
you’ll be remembered as such, dying for the cause of your little colorful
spot on the map. We cogs will rule the world, and you’ll have rest from all
your troubles.”
“But what about Clara?” Harry protested.
“I wouldn’t worry about her. Once operation D.R. is ready, she’ll be
with you again.”
“Ok then… let’s get it over with,” Harry said with defeat.
“That’s right,” Bill smiled. “You toons have surprised me. You’re more
skillful than any cog I know, even those buffoons working at the capitol,
but I still have to kill you. It’s my job. I’m a cog. It’s in my nature. I’m
programmed to do it. You don’t have a choice. So, I hope you enjoy your
fate.”
There was a flash of neon green, and Evina felt like he was drowning.
He was falling through a green lake of infinite depth, and the faces of four
sad cogs appeared in his mind before everything faded away to nothing.

CHAPTER 21

BLACK SUITS
Evina was awake. That was the worst dream by far! What in the
world was all of that about!? He felt like his head was spinning again, and
a warm paw was on his forehead. It was very furry. It had to be Pink.
“Are you alright?” she asked in a dreamy voice.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” he replied. “I had the craziest dream last night.”
“I know,” she said. “We all had the same dream. It felt so real. Harry
said we should have let the chemicals in the air go out. Any more exposure,
and we would have been in serious trouble.”
Evina tried to get up, but his vision was blurry, and he felt nauseous.
“It has to be real,” he said, “because everyone saw the same thing.”
“Really, Evina,” she giggled. “Do you really think the chairman would
do that?”
“No, but I think he was right about the four cog bosses. Living a life
in Toontown and having such a rotten boss must be hard on them.”
“Hard on them?” a voice shouted. It was Goopy. “This is hard on me.
The cogs have blocked off all communications and connections with the
outside world. Did you ever think about us? The cogs totally deserve
whatever’s coming to them.”
A few other voices were heard saying similar things to what Goopy
had said. Zany came over and told Pink to leave Evina alone. He was tired
and still wasn’t thinking properly.
“You’ve been asleep for a long time,” Zany said, “even longer than me,
and I sleep a lot!”
“Oh, well I’m sorry if I scared you but… why is it so cold in here?” he
just realized he was freezing. He was beginning to see things much better
and could make out the light blue figure of Zany.
“It’s snowing outside!” she shouted, and several toons shushed her.
“We need to let the poisonous gasses out,” she continued in a quieter voice.
Evina shook his head and struggled to get up. He was beginning to
feel better, yet he was still a bit weak and groggy. There was a lot of white
seen outside the window. Most of the toons were sitting down with
blankets around themselves. They were examining the pieces of the black
suit.
Evina was quite interested. They were really stretchy and seemed to
look comfortable.
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“It’s capable of handling really cold and hot temperatures,” Harry
explained. “It is also extremely flexible and repels water and dirt. It doesn’t
get in the way of movement, so we can move quickly, and it can be
concealed under cog suits easily just like anything else. It’s quite an
amazing recipe I’ve developed. We should start sewing today.”
The toons had more of those terrible throw gags for breakfast before
closing the windows and turning on the heater. It smelled much better.
They quickly made everything in the room look the way it should figuring
it would be impossible for the cogs to discover what they did the previous
day.
Since it was their day off, they decided to finish their own work. It was
too cold outside to do anything else, and there were no cog tourist places
that they were interested in anyway.
They turned on the TV to see what the latest news was. It was just the
kind of stuff they were expecting. A lot of stock reports, more random
business talk, and finally a picture of Evina walking out of the capitol.
“Yesterday,” a Newsbot announced, “there was a big meeting at the
capitol. The chairman of Cogs Inc. was confirmed to be there, so it is
believed to be of great importance. From what we are told, it was about the
destruction of toons.”
“Yes,” a Mingler in a light brown Newsbot suit said, “we are all hoping
our troubles will be over soon. There is something to look forward to this
winter. I’m Jill.”
“And I’m Howard!” the anchorman said with extra enthusiasm.
“And this is live six o’ clock news from Cogtropolis. We’re turning the
time over to Larry for our weather report.” They said in unison.
Larry was a Telemarketer with a Newsbot suit on. “We’re looking at a
huge snowstorm today, rather early for this time of year.” He was pointing
a finger at a massive map of Cog Nation behind him. “As you can see, there
is about twenty centimeters of snow from Cogtropolis to Steelberg and lots
of freezing ice in the northeast end of the nation. It is zero degrees here at
the meteorologist tower, and it is expected to stay this way throughout the
next week.”
Harry turned off the TV, looking disappointed at the weather and the
cogs’ enthusiasm in their plan to destroy toons.
The girls sat down at one end of the room as Harry taught them how
to knit gag bags. It was tricky, but they eventually got the hang of it.
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Evina, Simeon, Goopy, and Catman were to start sewing the toon
molds together to make the suits. It wasn’t the best method, and not the
prettiest, but it still worked.
Harry assigned himself to supervise everything. Ricky and Rocky
were assigned to find some edible food. They were running low on throw
gags, and even when they had some they were starting to taste disgusting.
“Yes, Harry sir,” Rocky said while proudly saluting him. “If there is
any edible food within a dozen kilometers, I’ll find it!” He and Ricky
walked out the door with their disguises. “I wonder if we’ll find some
burritos.”
The gag bags were hard to make because they were difficult to knit in
the right pattern. They had to be super-sized to hold a lot of gags.
Evina was almost finished with Ricky’s suit. He examined it and
noticed how it shined brightly. It gave him a new sense of hope. “Harry,”
he asked, “why do the cogs use the metric system?”
“They don’t want to use the toons system,” he said.
“Oh yeah, right,” he said feeling embarrassed, but at the same time
trying to remember how he had known about the metric system in the first
place.
He took a pair of scissors and cut off the edge where he had sewn. He
smoothed it with a file and sealed it with some paste. He looked at it
proudly and admired this piece of art. He would have worn it, but it looked
way too small.
The time went by fast as the toons worked hard. It was tedious, but
they were eager to see the results. Rocky and Ricky came back around
lunchtime with some tasty looking food. It was also Earth food supposedly
from a place called Mexico. All the burritos had already been eaten by
Rocky, but there were some other things to try out. After they had satisfied
their appetite, they finished up their work.
The girls were finishing the top of the gags bags and inserted a
drawstring. The rest of the suits were trimmed and sealed, and they
glistened like clean oil. Evina laid his own suit down on the table delicately
and picked up a taco. He had spent extra work on his own, and it looked
absolutely marvelous. He couldn’t wait to try it on. Soon they were
finished, and everyone stopped what they were doing.
Harry brought forth an old, rusty washing machine that made large
clunking noises when they put everything inside. They readjusted the
furniture while their stuff was being washed, and they swept the floors of
all the debris they had left behind. All equipment was taken apart and put
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into Harry’s pocket. Soon they were done with everything and ready to see
their results.
The washer stopped when they were done making the room clean,
and Harry pulled out all the gag bags. They were magnificent. They could
carry literally hundreds of gags. Each toon shoved their new bag into their
own pockets.
Then Harry reached in deeper and pulled out the black suits. They
had shrunk even smaller than before. “Don’t worry,” he said to answer
their shocked expressions. “You’ll be surprised that it still fits.”
They each took turns to change clothes in the closet. Goopy went first.
After a minute, he came out looking something like one of the guard cogs,
except not really. He looked very nice and comfortable, which was odd
considering the suit did not appear like it would breathe. “This thing
actually feels great!” he said. “I feel like a toon again.”
Soon everyone had on their suits. It made them feel so free and clean
and strong. They were not tight but seemed to move freely as they did.
Harry kept rambling about how it had some ingredients in it that made
them feel special. He also added a dash of pixie dust too. They no longer
felt depressed by their hard week of work.
Something wasn’t right, though; something was still missing. There
was a large glittering bowl on the bed that they had not cleaned up. Harry
put his hands in the bowl and removed a pair of black gloves for everyone.
“I don’t think the cogs will be able to sense the magic in these gloves,”
he said. “I’ve cloaked the magic radiation with siliconium flodine and put
them in pixie dust for extra power.”
Everyone tried them on and noticed the immediate effects of the
magic. The influence of the cogs was fading. They jumped up and down,
feeling like they had been born again. Their money was growing; they had
special supplies, food, and everything else they needed. They would have
such an amazing story to tell the other toons once they got home.
Evina checked the pockets of his old clothes to make sure he didn’t
leave anything valuable in there when he got rid of them. Most of it was
just really old trash.
He pulled out a few slips of paper with the word help written on them.
Suddenly, he was reminded of the reason this adventure was started in the
first place. He remained curious about who wrote them, although there
were still no clues to give him any information about it.
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Then he hit something else. It felt like a heavy folded piece of paper.
He removed it and examined it. It was his portable hole. It had been so
long since he had used it.
“Aw,” Harry said, “I see you’ve found your hole. Too bad it won’t work
here.”
“Have you ever tried it before?” Evina asked him.
Harry looked surprised that Evina would ask that. “Well… no, but it’s
not supposed to work.”
“It can’t really hurt to try, can it?”
Harry thought about it for a minute, but the toons had already
followed Evina out of the hallway, and Harry ran after them.
“I think this might be risky! After all the work we’ve done to hide, you
really want to try this?” Harry sounded betrayed.
For a minute now, Evina had felt the amazing power of the suit and
the gloves, but it only gave him a small glimmer of hope. He needed to be
a real toon again, to feel the way he had been before, and to be able to let
go of the anger and depression. This was his chance to go home where he
belonged.
He led the toons into a janitorial closet. He assured Harry things
would be alright as all the other toons wished him luck. He unfolded the
hole and pressed it against one of the walls.
I want to go to Toontown, he thought, and the hole was no longer two
dimensional. It was a tunnel that went through the wall. He stared at it,
hesitating slightly whether he was actually going to go in.
Then he took a deep breath, climbed inside it, and fell. The light from
the hall disappeared as the hole closed up. It had been so long since he had
felt this sensation. He was speeding through nothingness. He was falling
and didn’t feel it. It was that whooshing feeling he got as the wind flew by.
He loved to feel free again.
This is odd, he thought. The traveling seems to be taking an awfully
long time. Usually, I would be in Toontown Central right now. Is it slow
because I’m on the other side of the world? Then he stopped falling. He
had broken through the ceiling of the closet and toppled onto the other
toons. They didn’t seem happy to have him crashing down on them
unexpectedly.
They scurried back to their room to get some pixie dust and make
themselves feel better. Harry shut the door and turned to look at them.
“Now that I think about it, that was a really stupid idea! Besides being
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painfully pointless, we could have been caught! The cogs could have
detected that shockwave it produced!”
“I doubt it,” Evina objected. “If they detected it, the cops would be
here by now.”
Just then, there was a rapping on the door. All the toons got on their
cogs suits as fast as they could, hid the bowl of pixie dust, and ran to the
door in only a few seconds.
“Hi there,” the old Mover & Shaker said as he came in. “I’ve had
several sudden complaints from other cogs on this level of loud noises,
funny smells, and a magical disturbance. They said it feels like a toon is
here.”
The group looked at him like he was kidding although they knew he
was dead serious.
“Continuing this behavior may result in fines and perhaps a police
investigation. You have gotten all our residents stiff with fear. I don’t know
what’s happening, but if I get any more complaints, or if there is any more
magical disturbance, I will call the police.”
He marched back toward the elevator muttering “If I didn’t know any
better, I’d think you were toons!”
Everyone forgave Evina because they wanted to see what would
happen when he teleported. They wanted a little hope that their situation
wasn’t so bleak that there could be a way out of this place. But they didn’t
want to cause any more magical disturbance with their tooniness, so they
reminded themselves to try and act like cogs again. They had a new
advantage now. They could be as sneaky as spies now. They felt a little
stronger, a little less vulnerable. Evina remained optimistic and smiled.
It’s time to beat the cogs at their own game.

CHAPTER 22

THE INVITATION
The toons enjoyed their new black suits for a little while longer before
getting ready for bed. They had to admit that Evina’s magical disturbance
was a bit dangerous, but in Cog Nation danger had become a part of
everyday life.
The sunset was beautiful. The last bit of light glistened off the
skyscrapers outside the window. Then the endless sea of gray disappeared
as Simeon shut the curtains, and they went to their beds.
Surprisingly, Evina didn’t have any dreams. He tried his best to find
the face of the person from his previous dreams, but he couldn’t figure it
out.
Then, suddenly, he saw a toon. He couldn’t tell what species he was,
but he somehow seemed familiar. The toon silently handed Evina an
envelope with a golden seal, and Evina took it. Before he could open it, he
woke up.
The day was Sunday, exactly two weeks after they departed Toontown
Central. It was a calm day without the terror of office work. Many cogs
stayed home to recharge their batteries and rest for the upcoming week.
The snow had piled up high, so they didn’t even think of going
outside. Most of them tried instead to think of things they could do with
their suits and figure out what their next secret plan would be.
“First of all,” Zany began, “I want to know about this president guy
and why he does everything the chairman asks him.”
Nobody had an answer except Evina who had been looking for a
chance to tell everyone. “In the dream, the chairman said he was the first
cog made from ‘the machine’.”
“Why do you still believe in that stupid dream?” Ricky scoffed.
“Because I know it means something!” Evina shot back. “I think it
represents death. I think it means we are the reason Toontown is ending.”
“Toontown is ending because we came here?” Pink asked with a
puzzled look.
“Yeah, from the meeting, I think they said Operation D.R.
commenced right after we arrived.”
Everyone looked at Harry for an answer, and he waited to make sure
nobody else was going to speak before he said anything. “It’s an interesting
theory, but I think the dream might have been symbolic; it’s the shape of
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our fears. Or maybe it just means nothing. We were all scared of the
chairman, so the dream just came by coincidence.”
Evina looked disappointed again. It felt like they were never going to
figure anything out. “Well, I think we should go and discover more about
this president,” he said, “because we still don’t have anything else to go on.
I thought we were going to know where the cogs came from by now. I
thought we would have completed our original goal!”
“Well,” Harry explained, “I think it’s obvious that the cogs come from
a machine. Where else could they come from?”
“We just have to stop that machine. Why didn’t we completely destroy
the Sellbot Factory?” Simeon complained.
Harry looked puzzled. “Uh… you all know the Sellbot factory doesn’t
make cogs, don’t you?”
The toons looked betrayed. For years, they had assumed or been
tricked into thinking that cogs were produced at the factory, even though
it was obvious they didn’t really originate there.
“Have you actually looked around the factory or did you just defeat
the cogs?” Harry asked them.
“We just defeated the cogs,” Ricky admitted.
“Well, being a member of the Toon Council, I thought it was my duty
to take a look around. Apparently, the Sellbot factory only makes office
supplies and spare parts for cogs working in the Toontown area. There
really is nothing special there.”
“Really?” Goopy said with his eyes popping out.
“Oh yes,” Harry said, “there are no hard drives made, No CPUs, no
metal plates, only office supplies and spare suit parts.” The other toons
looked a bit embarrassed as Harry continued. “The Sellbots use that
factory to make the stuff they sell to cogs in Toontown. That’s what they
do. It would make sense for them to make their own products in their HQ.”
“Oh,” Pink said, “we thought they started there because it was the first
cog HQ.”
“No,” Harry said, “it wasn’t the first HQ created, it was just the first
one discovered. I was fishing in my favorite spot on Oak Street when I
heard a strange noise coming from the end of the street. It sounded like a
metal clang. I went to see what it was, but I tripped on a rock and fell
through the hedge. When I stood up and looked around, I saw that there
were countless Sellbots on the other side in this eerie, dark place. I
immediately went back to report it.”
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“Oh, I get it,” Catman said. “The Toon Council built the tunnel to let
toons go in and slow down the Sellbots.”
Harry nodded, stood up, and faced the window. “I’m sorry,” he said.
“I now wish that we had brought the whole Toon Council with us here.
Maybe we would think more reasonably working together. They probably
don’t believe we still exist.” He looked toward the ground slowly and sadly.
“I’m not the toon I used to be. I know it’s only a matter of time before I’m
gone, and you’re on your own.”
Evina ran up to him. “Please don’t say that, Harry. You will live. We
all will.”
Harry looked back at Evina with an unrealistic smile. His face looked
as grave and solemn as ever. “Thanks,” he said weakly. “After I discovered
the Sellbot Headquarters, people went berserk trying to find the other
ones. Yet nobody actually found out where the cogs originated, at least not
until now. Now we know that the first cogs were made here in Cog Nation.”
The rest of Sunday passed, and the toons didn’t do very much. They
tried to brainstorm what to do next, but they couldn’t figure out anything
except going back to work and paying off their loan.
They didn’t want to go out in the weather in search of food, so they
had more throw gags for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. They began to
wonder if the cogs at the dump would ever become suspicious about where
all the rotten gags were disappearing to.
Below their building, they could see the tiny city streets being plowed
by little black dots. Unfortunately, tomorrow they would have to go back
to work. Another week of pain was coming, and they couldn’t do anything
about it.

*

*

*

“One down… and eight hundred seventy-nine more to go.” Evina was
at his desk stamping papers with the Bossbot seal. There must be a lot of
applicants this week, he thought. It hadn’t been long since he signed one
of these. It was only last Monday, yet it felt long ago.
Sometimes he noticed himself sitting idly and daydreaming, then a
cog would walk by his cubicle, and he would suddenly snap out of it. At
least he was learning to do it less frequently.
The water cooler reminded him of Donald’s Dock. The water was
always so fresh and cool there. Where was all the clean water coming from
here in Cog Nation?
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The shining light above his head reminded him of the gardening that
he did under the warm summer’s sun. Harry always gave him the jellybean
combinations, so he never had to figure them out himself. He considered
what great time and effort the farmers put into their work.
Speeding by on a black roadster, and listening carefully, he might
hear the sound of the wind bending the delicate blades of wheat.
Sometimes he would catch a glimpse of farmers planting seeds. They
seemed to enjoy working. It was an easy job with the help of technology,
but he still wished he could be a hard worker like them. He wanted to feel
like his life was worth something more.
He used to race through the big, red barn and feel the cool air rush
through his feathers before going back out into the sunlight. The urban
races were fun too. He would fly through the city streets as fast as
lightning. What city could that have been, anyway? It’s obviously not part
of Toontown Central.
And then there was Goofy. He was a great guy. Most toons never paid
him much attention, but he would often stroll in and greet everyone in the
wackiest ways. What great toons those Toon Council members were. They
worked in that giant, shiny Toon Hall. Evina went in there all the time to
talk to Harry and almost seemed to be a permanent part of their day.
It must be a very old building, that Toon Hall. I have seldom seen
buildings built like that anymore. The newer buildings were much more
rushed during construction. Some of them were tilted because of their
poor workmanship. Most of them creaked and let the rain come in
through leaks in the roof. Some of the pillars were not quite symmetrical
or even vertical for that matter.
Why would they even do such a thing? Sure, Toontown doesn’t have
the best architects in the world, but they don’t seem like they even care.
Why would I want to go back there to see all of that again?
The fences were so childish. It made it look like the toons needed to
be reminded to not wander too far away from the streets. Everything
seemed to be bulging. They overstuffed the furniture and put a painted
rubber layer over it. It didn’t look realistic at all. Why was stiff and ugly
such a common theme in Toontown? Did they not have other resources?
Then I heard Mr. Alumi talking about how the toons have plenty of
resources and never make good use of them. Are they really that dumb?
Do they really care about anything that they use in Toontown?
Whatever is going to happen, there is no need to rush back to that
place. We can take our time. After all, the toons probably don’t want us
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back. Nobody stopped us from going. It’s much better to sit here for the
rest of my life and work.
“Uh… Mr. Evina?” a cog’s voice spoke.
Evina was shaken awake from his thoughts. He forgot about work
again, and now he was surely going to get fired. But luckily for him, it was
not Mr. Alumi who had spoken. It was a mailman. He looked at Evina in a
funny way and dropped a letter on his desk before leaving.
Evina doubted it was a bill. All bills and paperwork of any sort were
sent to Harry. And Harry’s phone couldn’t be broken again. Anybody
would call him if they needed him.
The letter looked like it was very important. It was sealed with the
image of a shiny, golden gear. It actually was addressed to Evina. It had to
be for him, and it had to be bad. There was nothing else to think or say or
do. He just stared at the letter, too afraid to open it.
He finally picked it up with caution like it was contaminated and
dropped it in the corner of his desk. It was best if he decided to continue
with his work and forget about it now. If it were really urgent, he assured
himself, they would call him for sure.
He stamped faster than he ever had before. He stamped even through
his daydreams. The stamping became an instinct that day, and it almost
seemed like fun. It was several hours and a few cups from the water cooler
later that he discovered he had run out of forms. He was finished with his
work on time! That was a first for him, and he was proud of it.
He relaxed for a moment and put his feet on his desk, letting the
bright artificial light shine on his face to make him feel even more relaxed.
Although he had stopped stamping, his hand felt like it was still moving.
He imagined himself stamping golden gears on envelopes.
He opened his eyes for a moment and saw the face of a Micromanager
looking down at him. “Hi, Mr. Evina!” she greeted him. “I thought you
were coming over here last week. I’ve waited all weekend for you.”
“Well, I’ve been a bit busy lately,” he said, trying to find any believable
excuse.
“Really? You don’t look like you’re doing much right now,” she teased.
“Why don’t you come over to my cubical for a moment?” Evina could not
find any way to escape so he surrendered. He walked around the office to
her cubicle. He had forgotten all about this arrangement, and it didn’t
make him happy to remember.
Her cubicle was similar to his. There was a gigantic stack of phone
books next to her chair that she stood on to spy on him. A vase full of
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strange gray flowers was on her desk alongside a computer with lots of
numbers on its screen.
“I’ve been watching you,” she said.
Evina wasn’t pleased with being woken up from his daydreams for
this. “Did it ever occur to you that some people might find that a bit
disturbing?”
She laughed lightly. “I’m sorry, but I just wanted to have you work for
me. I’m what you might call ‘wealthy’ now, and I was thinking about
starting my own business. I want a nice five-story building in Toontown.”
Evina pretended to be interested. “Why in Toontown?”
“Oh, I hear a lot of things about it. It’s supposed to be dangerous and
strange. I would love to live in a place with thrilling adventure, and it
would also be a great place to perform my research.”
“But it’s very colorful. We cogs don’t like color, right?” Evina finished
the sentence wondering if he should have spoken at all.
She smiled and put her hands behind her head, leaning back into the
swivel chair. “You’re a very strange man, Evina. There is a reason I still
stay in my office. Yes, I’m a bit afraid of those toons and their terrible,
deadly humor, but things are going to change soon. We should be much
safer after the government’s plan to rid the world of them.”
Evina swallowed back the fear of that idea. “Oh, well that’s great,” he
said, noticing the nervous quivering of his voice. He cleared his throat.
“What kind of work do you do? I’m just a Flunky, you know.”
“Oh… just really easy stuff,” she said. “Trig and calculus and computer
programming. I’m making the Cog Nation of the future; didn’t I tell you?
When Toontown is destroyed, we’ll have a lot of construction work to do.
It’s a wonderful new frontier full of opportunity, and I don’t know why any
cog wouldn’t want to invest in its development.” Evina felt uneasy with the
confidence in her voice.
She turned to her computer and pressed a few keys. An image of
several cities came up. It was a very realistic model of the future.
“That looks great,” Evina said, trying to hide his real emotions.
“Yeah you can do a lot with this simulation program,” she said. “Let
me show you what some of the future security plans are.” Evina watched
intently as she added some toons on the street. “Ooh, this is a good one,”
she assured him as a cyan rabbit walked over a manhole.
The rabbit was completely destroyed by a giant snare that appeared
out of nowhere. It had the longest, sharpest teeth he had ever seen. Some
of the next things he saw were too gruesome to describe. She showed him
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lasers with the power to blast through steel, and there were trap doors that
opened up into beds of nails or a pool of dip.
Evina began to sweat, even though the black suit he was wearing
underneath was keeping him cool. He continued seeing more weapons: dip
guns, spinning blades, and an assortment of other cruel ways to eliminate
toons.
“We hope,” she said, “that the toons will never come back again, and
we’ll never have to use those. But you can never be too safe, they say. So,
what do you say? Are you going to help me?”
Evina was hesitant to answer. He knew there was no way he could get
out of this easily. She was so close to his cubicle and would bother him
about this forever. But he was certain that help with work wasn’t the only
thing she wanted. She liked him, a little more than he would have
preferred. He was about to say no when a yes slipped out.
“Thank you so much,” she said with a smile.
Evina didn’t know how there could be anything about him that a cog
would like. He instantly regretted this decision though saying no wouldn’t
have been any easier. He stood up to leave.
“Where are you going?” she asked.
“I… I think I need to go talk to my boss,” he said.
“Ok, well I guess I’ll see you tomorrow then,” she said.
Evina tried to smile as he walked away, but he knew it looked terrible.
He went back to his desk to get the stack of papers, but he didn’t dare stay
there in case he was being watched. He didn’t want to know what it was
like to feel the wrath of a furious Micromanager.
He walked to Mr. Alumi’s office, still intent on turning in his work on
time. The door was open, so he walked right inside. Mr. Alumi was sitting
at his desk. A Big Cheese level 40 was standing with his arms folded in the
back of the room.
“Hello, Mr. Evina,” the Head Hunter said as he looked up from his
desk. “I would like to introduce you to Mr. Swiss, my boss.” He indicated
to the other cog. “It’s just my annual performance review. So, what do you
need?”
Evina set the very heavy stack of papers down on the desk, and the
Head Hunter looked up at him skeptically.
“Is it finished?”
“Yeah,” Evina said. “I stamped them all.”
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Mr. Alumi flipped through them like a giant textbook of identical
pages. “That’s a first,” he remarked. “I never expected you to finish the job
on time. What are you going to do now?”
“I don’t really know,” he admitted.
The Head Hunter got a very large box from under his desk and
handed it to him. “Since you have plenty of Stock Options for a Pencil
Pusher promotion, I think you ought to have this. Practice makes perfect.”
Evina struggled with the box as he stood up to leave. He had no idea what
was going to be inside. “Oh, and don’t forget that the C.E.O. will be in town
next Monday.”
Evina nodded and made his way out the door. It took him a while to
reach his cubicle. He couldn’t see anything in front of him and ran straight
into a Yesman, knocking the smile right off the cog’s face. Other times he
hit walls. When he was frustrated enough to put down the box, he realized
he was already at his desk.
He cleared everything off his desk except the letter. It haunted him
with its shiny, golden seal and the elegant handwriting addressing him on
its front. When he opened the box, he was disappointed to see thousands
of pencils waiting to be sharpened. “I hate Mondays,” he grumbled.

*

*

*

Evina arrived back at the apartment later that day. The sharpening
actually wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be. Maybe he was learning to
accept it more easily. If it meant continued employment, then he certainly
needed it. He jumped out of his cog suit and slid into bed in his black suit.
He thought about how they now had super powerful supplies and
hundreds of gags in their bags, yet they still didn’t know what to do with
them.
Then Evina thought about the letter he still had. He remembered that
it had been the same letter that he saw in his latest dream. This did not
make him feel any better about it.
None of the other toons knew what else to do, so they wanted to go to
straight to bed. They seemed to be getting more and more depressed every
day. Every morning they awoke weaker than before. This continued to
happen even though the black suits and gloves were helping them a lot.
Even Harry was miserable. It wasn’t until dinner time that anybody spoke.
“Well,” Evina said, startled by hearing his own voice after such a long
time, “I got enough Stock Options for a Pencil Pusher level 3.” Everyone
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looked at him then stared back at their food. “I think I might get a raise,”
he continued.
“That’s nice,” Harry said in a monotonous voice, still staring down at
his fruit pie slices. The silence was distressing. He had to do something
that would break this awful tension, something that would give them hope
and something to do. He finally decided to open the letter. He removed it
from his pocket. The other toons glanced at it for a moment before shifting
their attention back to their food.
Evina opened it delicately and removed a pristine sheet of paper.
Unlike most of the letters he had seen before, this one was written in very
good handwriting. He read it to himself, expecting it to be something
incredible.
Dear Mr. Evina,
I would like to invite you and your friends to dinner with me on
Friday. You look like very hard workers, and I would like to get to know
you better. I understand you are all new to Cogtropolis, and I feel it is my
obligation to help you.
Please, do not be frightened by this letter. I do not wish anybody
harm, but I believe there are several things that you ought to know.
If you value your life as much as I do, then I suggest you come to
1013 Capitol Court at 8:00 PM on Friday, and don’t forget to bring this
letter with you. It’ll be your ticket to get in.
Please keep the contents of this letter completely confidential.
Sincerely,
Mr. M
Oh yes, the letter was incredible; it was incredibly startling. They
know we’re toons! They found us! It’s a trap, I know it is! He dropped the
letter on the table and gasped.
“What’s wrong, Evina?” Harry asked in response to Evina’s terror. He
took the letter and adjusted his glasses to read it. “Oh dear,” he said
gravely, looking up at them with fear in his eyes, “this isn’t good at all.”

CHAPTER 23

A NEW BOSS
It was Tuesday, and the alarm commenced its daily ringing. It wasn’t
as bad because the toons were used to it, and they no longer got nightmares
that kept them from sleeping well. The thought of Mr. M didn’t seem to
worry them as much as they thought it would because they were sure that
they would be able to think of some good plan to avoid it before Friday
arrived.
“Mr. M,” Harry muttered. “It’s a cheesy way of hiding his real identity.
I think it’s safe to call him untrustworthy; however, I don’t know what to
do about it. He sounds pretty serious.”
Evina looked at himself in the mirror. He looked strong, bold, and
brave in the black suit, but he felt afraid and weak. There wasn’t a
reasonable way to escape this Mr. M. His luck couldn’t save him from the
Micromanager. It couldn’t save him from the chairman. It couldn’t save
him from the man in his dreams or whoever the president was. So, how
could he trust luck now?
How could I have fooled myself for so long? They call this the ‘Great
City,’ but there’s nothing great here for a toon. The only reasonable thing
we could do now is collect our money and run back home. We already
took our chances. We already completed our mission of finding the origin
of the cogs. They started here in Cog Nation. What’s the big deal about it?
No matter what Operation D.R. is, we won’t ever stop it, no matter
what we trick ourselves into believing. Mr. M probably knows that we’re
toons. He’s just a simple lure into a more elaborate trap. If we really
‘valued their lives,’ we would get out of here.
Maybe it was their obsession to be seen as important, perhaps even
famous. No other toon could have done anything of this magnitude before.
Maybe it was their pride. Maybe it was a genuine desire to do something
to save others. But whatever it was Evina was certain it was wrong. He
knew they would die if they stayed here, not that fleeing was any safer.
So, why not stay? If we’re probably going to die either way, it’s
better to at least try to do something than surrender to the cogs. The
chairman was right. The dream was right. We have to try to save the
world.
What a stupid idea. There’s no way we can defeat Cog Nation. Our
plan must be logical, it must make sense. We’ll just play along until
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Friday. We have the whole week, after all. Operation D.R. won’t be
finished until next month, at least they said. We’ll figure out something
by then… I hope.
They slipped on their cog suits over their toon suits as usual and went
to work. Evina almost forgot about having the Micromanager as a boss
now. What an unfortunate mistake that was, he thought. The best thing
he thought he could do was to mess with the Micromanager’s plans for the
new nation, so things won’t be so good for the cogs in the future. Then he
dropped that thought. That won’t work. She watches my every move; she
always knows what I’m up to.
The train rocketed out of the ground and into the sky. They were no
longer affected by it anymore. They pulled into the glass station in the
capitol. They were different now. They had flexible, heat resistant, magical,
toony ninja-like suits. They waved goodbye to Harry and walked to Cogs
Inc.

*

*

*

“Subjects are now visible, sir,” a dark figure whispered into a
microphone as it hid in an alley.
“Don’t lose track of them,” a deep and terrible voice spoke. “I believe
it’s almost time.”
The dark figure turned its attention back to the street. “Subjects are
passing the G.G.H. All recorders are now activated.”

*

*

*

Evina sleepily slid into his chair by the desk. There was a lot of stuff
on it, most of which had his new boss’s name on it. Within a few moments,
Mr. Alumi came up to him. His mouth opened, but he hesitated for a
moment.
“I am really pleased to see you have accepted a job with, uh… Ms.
Bolt,” he said in a very monotonous voice. The Micromanager peeked up
over the cubicle wall and waved at him. Mr. Alumi pretended to ignore her,
and he continued. “She now works with the engineering department at the
Sparx building.”
Evina tried to seem pleased although he had no idea what that meant.
“Where would that be located?” he asked.
“It’s right by the Southwest Marketing Office. It’s where the V.P.’s
main office is.”
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“I thought the V.P.’s office was at Sellbot Headquarters in Toontown,”
Evina said.
The Head Hunter looked puzzled. “In Toontown? No, that’s just their
local office. Only the toons would be foolish enough to think the cogs
would put their real headquarters in Toontown. The Sparx building is the
true Sellbot HQ.”
“Oh, okay,” Evina said with embarrassment.
“Be easy on him,” the Head Hunter told the Micromanager. “He’s just
a Flunky.”
“Yeah,” she admitted, “I could be easy on him. But with a push in the
right direction, he could become greater. Don’t forget, he was the one
invited to go to that big meeting. He has a lot more potential than you
think.”
Alumi gave her a contemptuous look. “The Flunky is still mine until
Thursday!” he said before quickly scurrying away.
The Micromanager smiled down at Evina in a peculiar way. “Just
forget that idiot; I’m opening my office in just two days. Then you’ll never
have to come back here again!”
Evina wondered how he was going to like having to work for her. It
didn’t sound like something he would enjoy at all. He would have to travel
alone and work farther away from all the others. It’s not as though he loved
being here working so close to the chairman, but change was scary. Evina
was not like any other cog.
Whenever someone mentioned the chairman, everyone would jerk
their heads toward the source of that voice. If I were a cog, Evina thought.
I guess the chairman would be my best friend. Ms. Bolt isn’t the only one
who keeps the latest picture of Bill on her desk. To serve him, to be his
slave seems to be so exciting to them. It’s like their ultimate goal.
Ms. Bolt had told Evina about this during one of their previous
meetings. She said that with every new cog being built, the mechanics
install this strange software titled Corporate Pleasure. It contains the
details and all the data necessary to do anything the boss says. And what’s
even more surprising, it makes them actually enjoy doing it. Evina didn’t
know if this was really true, but it was the most logical explanation he had
heard. How could someone program emotions and feelings into a robot?
They can’t really think for themselves, can they?
He passed the time by doing nothing. His thoughts seemed to be the
only good thing he had left. He tried to keep himself entertained as long as
possible.
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After work, he walked the familiar route to the capitol with the other
toons at his side. They met Harry and went home. But as they had feared,
they still had not found a way to get around the Mr. M problem. They did
value their lives a lot. The only explanation they could think of was that
Mr. M knew they were toons.
“Maybe there isn’t a way to get around this,” Zany muttered. “I don’t
know about you guys, but I think we’re going to be doomed either way.”

*

*

*

It was Wednesday, Evina’s last day of work in the tower. He could
barely concentrate. His new boss was going to show him around the new
office that afternoon. His work at the moment consisted of filling out some
last-minute paperwork and cleaning up his cubicle so another cog could
use it. He received an old briefcase from the pile of surplus office supplies
to carry his stuff with him. After hastily stuffing everything inside it, he
marched to his new boss’s old cubicle.
It was odd that he had begun to get used to the place, even though he
had only worked there for a week. He felt safer knowing there were other
toons nearby. That was a very comforting memory compared to this new,
unpredictable adventure ahead of him.
Now that he thought about it, Harry’s job didn’t sound that appealing.
Neither did Catman’s or Pink’s. He had fantasized about a better job when
there probably wasn’t one. His life in this office had not been as bad as he
imagined at the time. He had forgotten that he was not the only one
suffering. How could I forget how everyone else felt? It was my fault,
after all, that brought them all here. We’re at the capital of the savage
nation that covers half the planet because of me and me alone.
It was an awful lot of work to risk his life and come here just to find
out where the cogs came from. He wanted to learn more and make his
difficult time more productive. He wanted to do something, he had to do
something. His mission was to find a way to escape the Micromanager and
the Mr. M trap as well. Then he needed to learn more about the cogs. There
wasn’t any point in coming to Cog Nation just to run away empty handed.
After knocking on the door embossed with the gear, Mr. Alumi’s voice
was heard. “Come in,” he said.
Evina walked inside and saw the Head Hunter with his arms up on
the desk as usual. He stared his most piercing glare into Evina’s face.
“Hello, sir,” Evina said.
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The boss did not seem very content with letting Evina go. It surely
wasn’t Evina’s work quality that made him valuable. It must have been that
hidden reason why he was chosen for the important meeting. “I hope you…
enjoy your time with Ms. Bolt. You’ll become a very diligent, hard worker
for her. I’m sure you’ll get along just fine with the Sellbots.” Nothing he
said was very convincing.
Evina handed him his papers, and the cog took them with
unnecessary force. Evina got one last look at the cog’s face and the clouds
floating outside the large window behind him before turning to leave. He
walked as fast as he could to Ms. Bolt’s cubicle. The sooner this was over,
the sooner he could stop thinking about the past, the sooner he would
hopefully be happier.
All her junk was already packed into several bulging suitcases. “Can
you help me take these down?” she asked. Evina nodded and struggled
with two of them, realizing he did not have the robotic strength she
possessed.
He left the office for the last time and looked back with a final glance
to remember it. He knew where all the other toons were, and he longed for
them to come with him. His new boss tugged at his sleeve, and they left.
They walked down the silent hallway. Evina tried to keep up with her
swift pace but almost tripped. She pressed the down button, and they
waited for the elevator to come. It appeared to be coming down from a
much higher part of the building. When it stopped, the elevator opened to
reveal two black-suited cogs with the chairman in between.
The Micromanager was so surprised, she immediately dropped her
things.
“I didn’t know you would be here,” she said.
A guard put its hand forward to keep the door open, and the chairman
spoke. “This is my office building, you know. Are you coming down?”
Ms. Bolt was stunned for a moment. “Oh yes,” she said in a voice
higher than usual. She swung the suitcases into the back of the elevator,
and Evina had no choice but to follow her.
The doors closed, and the dark, evil feeling returned to his mind.
Evina was close enough to touch the chairman, and it was terrifying. The
invisible eyes bore into him once more. If he knew that Evina was a toon,
why didn’t he just seize him now? He felt as though his life was fading
away.
The Micromanager was gazing at the chairman lovingly. It was the
first time Evina had seen a cog smile in real life.
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“Oh yes, you’re that scribe from the meeting,” Bill remarked.
Ms. Bolt turned her attention away from the chairman and scowled
at Evina.
Evina was sure that she was wondering if he could be more valuable
than her in the chairman’s eyes. She was envious. Why was it that he
seemed to attract trouble like a magnet? Once the elevator reached the
bottom floor, the doors slid open. Evina hurried out before any of the
others. He could not bear to be near the chairman any longer.

CHAPTER 24

DUST AND DEPRESSION
Evina waited for Ms. Bolt to come. She eventually left the chairman
and led the way to the subway. This was his first time on the train without
the other toons.
Fortunately, the ride to the Sparx building was uneventful. Evina was
mostly desensitized to being around normal cogs, yet it still felt so weird
to be alone without the toons. The train went beyond the stop where they
usually exited for their apartment. Instead, they got off near the place Pink
had tried to get a job before. It wasn’t too far from the airport.
The Micromanager scurried out, and Evina still struggled to keep up
with her with the suitcases in his arms. She seemed to be striding away
from the Marketing Center and the airport. It was an area that Evina had
not seen before. After several minutes, he noticed the buildings began to
thin. They were positioned farther and farther apart from each other.
They followed a crowd of Sellbots to the left and walked down a wide
path that led them to a wide building. There were sculptures of famous
Sellbots at the center of each fountain, surrounded by wide fields of gray
flowers. The spacious structure loomed ahead with the Sellbot logo at the
top.
“That’s the vice president’s office,” the Micromanager remarked,
pointing to the top of the building. “This place is old. They recently had to
replace his elevator, so it could hold more weight,” she smirked.
As they approached the plaza, Evina felt a lot more insecure. He stuck
out like a sore thumb. And it wasn’t just the fact that he was a toon, but he
and his boss were the only ones that weren’t Sellbots.
A large, silver sign was mounted above the new sliding glass doors. It
read:
Cogs Inc.
Sellbot Headquarters
“Marketing is the spark of life.”
Jared Sparx (V.P of Cog’s Inc.)
“That pretty much explains the Sellbots in one sentence,” Ms. Bolt
murmured as the doors whooshed open. Evina saw how she was right. The
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entire building looked very old. It was surely as old as the V.P. himself, if
not older than that. This place was probably around even before the cogs
if that was possible.
“If you think this is old,” the little cog said, mysteriously answering
Evina’s thoughts, “then you should see the First National Bank where the
C.F.O. is. And the old Courthouse of the Chief Justice has seen better days
too. It’s because of many reasons like this that I am proud to be a noble
Bossbot.”
The two of them marched up to a Two-Face behind the front desk.
The cog grinned. “Hello, and welcome to—”
Ms. Bolt held her hand up to silence him. “We don’t need any
introduction. Just tell us where the engineering department is.”
The eyes of the cog on the other side of the desk narrowed. “Oh, you’re
that special lady who is trying to revolutionize the infrastructure of the
nation. And just who is that Flunky with you?”
The Micromanager glowered up at the cog behind the desk. “This is
Mr. Evina. He is also one of these so-called special cogs… AND HE HAS
THE POWER TO FIRE YOU AT WILL!”
The Two-Face trembled with fear and wordlessly pointed to a hallway
behind him.
“Thank you,” Ms. Bolt sighed as she tugged at Evina’s sleeve in the
direction of the hallway. “Those Sellbots make me sick. They think they’re
so cool and smart. When are they ever going to learn a few manners?”
Evina knew better than to respond to that sarcastic, rhetorical
question. He wondered if Ms. Bolt was right about his ability to fire people.
Then he was dragged through a door into the engineering department.
There were several other Bossbots there. He saw Flunkies and Pencil
Pushers working, and some Big Cheeses and Mr. Hollywoods who were
chatting in the corner.
Ms. Bolt walked quickly to the other end of the office without
speaking a word to any cog. There was a locked door without any lights on
inside.
She let go of Evina, and he dropped her bags. Then she pulled out a
silver plaque that read:
Michelle Bolt Civil Engineering
Cogs Inc.

DUST AND DEPRESSION

172

She also whipped out a hammer and some nails and hammered the
plaque into the door. Once she was finished, she shoved the tools into
Evina’s hands and pulled out a key. She unlocked the door and swung it
open with unnecessary force. Evina was enveloped in a large cloud of thick
dust from the opened room.
A curious Cold Caller came by to see what all the commotion was
about. “Do you need a vacuum cleaner?”
“Yeah, sure,” Ms. Bolt replied without looking at him. The Cold Caller
returned within seconds, and she took the vacuum, shoving it toward
Evina.
Once inside, he realized much work was ahead of him. He had never
imagined having to vacuum this much in his entire life. It was a fairly large
office that clearly hadn’t been used for many years. There was nothing
except for some old, worn-down desks standing gloomily in a corner.
As he was vacuuming around some of the desks, he reached what
appeared to be a short wall. It was about as high as his waist. No lights
were turned on, so he didn’t know what was beyond it. He was about to
jump over it to start vacuuming the other side when Ms. Bolt gasped.
“What it is?” Evina asked with one leg already hanging over the other
side of the wall.
“I don’t think you want to be climbing over that little wall.”
“Why not?” he demanded.
She rushed over to the light switch and flicked it on. There was some
flickering, then all the lights flashed on. Evina got a sickening view of the
other side of the wall and quickly pulled his foot away.
If he had gone over, he would have fallen into a seemingly bottomless
hole. He had to stare at it for a few seconds to be sure he wasn’t dreaming.
It was a very familiar room, one that was identical to the middle floors he
had seen in cog building in Toontown. The ironic thing was he was not on
the platform down below. He was a cog in one of the office rooms along
the walls. Nothing had made him feel more homesick than this.
The Micromanager interrupted his nostalgia. “This is the standard
small office design. You probably knew that, right? It would be a shame to
lose you, and I don’t really feel like making an emergency trip to the
mechanic. Why don’t you take the elevator down to the center platform
down there and vacuum up?”
Evina nodded and headed in that direction. He reached the old
elevator and waited for it to arrive. He wondered how many times he had
nearly died since he arrived at Cog Nation.
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The elevator opened with a ding and released another cloud of thick,
gray dust. Evina tried to muffle his toonish coughs. He vacuumed the
interior of the elevator as he went down. This was an experience so strange
to him, riding the elevator of a cog building he felt he knew so well.
He continued to vacuum for several more hours. The gigantic office
room continued to make him feel like he was back in Toontown. His silly
concerns that had worried him before were fading away. He longed to be
back home. For all he knew, he could’ve only been an elevator ride away
from Polar Place. Instead of fighting cogs in the building for toontasks, he
was vacuuming.
Did the black suits really help them at all? They still seemed to be
depressed, even though they were wearing gloves now. Maybe the bad
effects were slowed down just a little bit, but still not very much. Evina
considered the possibility that he was affected by this more than the
others. Maybe it was the guilt from feeling like he was responsible for them
being here, but other things couldn’t be explained. Why was he the one
having the strange nightmares that none of the others had seen? Why was
he learning about the cogs’ fancy vocabulary and way of life so rapidly?
And most importantly, why did he feel like he couldn’t control his anger so
often? Was something strange happening to him?
One of the elevators suddenly opened, and it disrupted his thinking.
Cogs had arrived from the level below. They approached him. It was like a
battle he had fought weeks ago, but he was on the wrong side of the
platform, and he thought the cogs were coming up to complete their task,
to defeat him. But their frowns turned to looks of admiration as they
examined the room.
“This isn’t that bad, Flunky,” a Money Bags said, rubbing his chin.
“I’m here to take care of Ms. Bolt’s finances, and I found that the level
below is absolutely filthy. Go down and vacuum the ground floor.”
Evina stood there awkwardly for a moment, not sure if he had heard
the words through his deep thinking, but he did as he was told and boarded
another elevator. When he arrived at the bottom floor, he was hit with yet
another cloud of dust. The vacuuming felt like years to him. All he did was
clean dust all day. After cleaning the floor below, he went farther down to
the boiler room. Nothing was under the boiler room except a street in
Toontown, so he had no idea what to expect.
As he exited the elevator, he saw he was standing in a parking garage.
All the dreams of being back in Toontown disappeared. He was still
trapped in Cog Nation.
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Someone had already put a Bolt Engineering sign above the bottom
elevator door as well. Cogs came out from behind him after moving the last
bit of furniture from the old office. They loaded it onto a moving truck and
climbed inside. Evina thought he knew what was coming but, before he
could move away, he was hit with a thick cloud of black exhaust. His eyes
stung, but he still saw the trail of smoke moving as the old truck
disappeared in the distance.
“Well, at least I finished vacuuming,” he said optimistically to
himself, wiping some of the soot off his face and taking a deep breath of
dirty air. The elevator opened behind him again.
A few of the cogs that had come to see the new office exited the
elevator with Ms. Bolt.
“Wow, I didn’t know it was six o’ clock already!” she said. “You can go
home now, Mr. Evina. I think our new office is all cleaned up and ready for
work. I’ll see you at the opening ceremony tomorrow. It’s going to be a big
day!”
Evina followed the Micromanager out of the parking garage to the
entrance of the Sparx building, and they went their separate ways. It felt
awful to know that every cog was staring at him. He was covered in dust
and soot from head to foot and, worst of all, he forgot which way the
subway station was.

*

*

*

He arrived back at the apartment around eight o’ clock feeling
extremely fatigued. And even worse, the other toons didn’t seem very
happy about him being late.
“What happened to you?” Pink hollered. “You look like a chimney
sweeper!”
“You scared us half to death! We thought for sure something bad
happened to you!” Catman cried.
Evina stared straight ahead, trying to ignore them. He was too tired
to retaliate or explain his day. He could barely feel his legs. “I got lost… It’s
such a long story,” he said quietly. “I’m sure you wouldn’t want to hear
about it.”
“Um… ok,” Harry said, still sounding confused. “When you’re all
cleaned up, grab some leftover throw gags that we found today. They’re in
the fridge.”
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Before Evina left to go to the kitchen, he remembered something he
wanted to ask them. “Could you guys come to my new boss’s office opening
ceremony tomorrow?”
Everyone paused, staring back at him blankly. Ricky was the first one
to speak. “It’s not that we don’t want to support you but… we need to
continue getting money to pay off that big loan. And we need to figure out
a plan to avoid Mr. M.”
Everyone else nodded in agreement.
“Well, you’re going to come anyway!” Evina said hotly, his patience
finally gone. “Something tells me this is going to be something big, and I
don’t think I’ll be able to handle it by myself.”
The other toons didn’t argue. They just finished their meal, cleaned
up, and went to bed, as usual, dreading whatever the next day might bring
them.

CHAPTER 25

A CATASTROPHIC CEREMONY
The alarm woke them up again the next morning. Evina climbed out
of bed and stretched sleepily. He was almost disappointed that he hadn’t
had a dream about that mysterious man for several days now. He had a
hunch that it was the key to something important he needed to figure out.
It was Thursday. Ms. Bolt was going to have a huge ceremony for the
opening of her new office, although Evina knew nothing about it except its
location. He had also heard a rumor that the V.P. was scheduled to speak
there before he returned to Toontown.
The toons had finally come to a conclusion. There was no way to avoid
Mr. M. When Friday night would come, they were just going to play along.
They remained certain that they had no friends in Cog Nation, but they
had to do it if they really valued their lives. They began to put more faith
in their black suits that were working almost as well as they had hoped so
far. If something went wrong, maybe they would have the agility and
strength to run away.
Today was one of the weirdest days they had seen since they arrived
in Cogtropolis. There was a layer of snow and ice on the streets, yet it was
also a warm day. The sun was as bright as ever. The light’s reflection off
the buildings, and the snow was blinding.
“So, where is this ceremony going to be?” Harry asked.
“It’s at the Sparx Convention Center. That’s about a block away from
the real Sellbot HQ,” Evina said, reciting the address in his head.
After breakfast, they left the apartment and walked out into the street.
A few minutes of time passed, then they climbed onto a smelly bus and
traveled to Sparx Street.
They arrived at the convention center just moments before the
ceremony began. It was a large, round building with a glass dome on the
roof. The doors closed behind them as they walked inside. While the
Micromanager approached the microphone to speak, the toons scurried
over to their seats and sat down.
A security guard walked over to them and whispered in Evina’s ear,
telling him that he needed to be up on the stage.
“Welcome, everyone! Thank you for coming!” Ms. Bolt greeted the
audience enthusiastically. The cogs were not staring at her; they were
staring at Evina. He was running up to the front as fast as he could.
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“I am proud to finally be opening my new workplace. My colleagues
and I have worked very hard to get this thing together, and we are satisfied
with the result,” she continued.
Evina looked for an empty seat while his boss wasted time at the
microphone. Unfortunately, the only one he could find was placed next to
the V.P. He sat down, feeling stupid compared to all the other intelligent,
powerful cogs working with Ms. Bolt.
“So, once again, thank you for coming today. Cogs Inc. Vice President
Jared Sparx will speak to us next.” Then she stepped down and took her
seat.
The V.P. rolled up to the microphone, showing the smiling side of his
head to the crowds. “I am so proud to have Michelle opening her office.
She’s not such a bad cog for being a Bossbot. Uh, I know Bill was supposed
to come and speak as he usually does during these very special occasions,
but apparently, he is busy with the secret project. So, what I’m trying to
say is, I am proud to have her, along with her coworkers and friends, to
join our engineering department. With noble cogs like these sitting up
here, we can be confident that profits will soar, and the toons won’t stand
a chance against us!”
The many cogs down below were applauding, but Evina was only
paying attention to one detail. The V.P. appeared to be really nervous
today. His voice shook noticeably whenever he mentioned the chairman.
It was almost as if that insane dream they had seen was true. But they were
under the influence of noxious gases when they saw that stuff; it was
nothing but nonsense. It had to be. The chairman wasn’t actually planning
to destroy the V.P. and the other cog leaders like that. It was inconceivable
to think he would do that.
Evina was sweating in his seat, nervous of all the strange cogs staring
at him. He was also getting very hot. The blinding sunlight coming in from
the glass roof was shining on him. Ms. Bolt, however, was acting quite the
opposite of Evina. She was soaking up the sunlight and the audience’s
applause like a sponge. She grinned arrogantly, looking very pleased with
herself.
Evina changed his focus to examining the architecture of the building
more closely. It seemed odd to him that it was almost entirely made of
glass. It was only supported by an intricate, thin steel frame.
The cogs in the audience were smiling. Some of them even looked like
they were about to laugh. Evina suddenly felt like a comedian under a
spotlight. He started to forget what this ceremony was actually about. He
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feared that Ms. Bolt would tell everyone about this Mr. Evina she had met.
It wasn’t unrealistic to think they had all come just to admire him as an
oddity.
Just as he thought this, another worry came to his mind. There was a
possibility, however unlikely, that the Micromanager wanted him to speak.
He had never been good at public speaking, and he feared it would be
much worse with an audience of cogs instead of toons. Would they even
want to hear from a simple Flunky?
A Telemarketer with a Servicebot suit strolled up to the microphone
and gave a speech. He droned on about cogish things that Evina didn’t
even begin to understand.
Evina was so busy trying to keep his mind away from the ceremony
that he almost didn’t notice the Micromanager tugging at his sleeve. Her
little habits were beginning to annoy him. He didn’t know how he was
going to deal with the annoyances of having her as his boss.
“I’m going to need to talk to you… alone,” she whispered in his ear.
Evina stood up and followed her quietly off the stage and into a small back
room behind the stage. The tone of her voice sounded serious. This
terrified him more than anything else that day.
The lighting in this room seemed dark compared to the sunlight of
the stage. He couldn’t see anything until his eyes adjusted. Then he noticed
that the Micromanager was gazing at him in a peculiar way while he stood
under the glow of the small light above.
Ms. Bolt locked the door. Evina didn’t know what would come next.
It was unusually quiet. She shifted her attention to her feet. She was
speechless, although her mouth struggled to say something.
“Um, I am surprised that we made it this far. I never expected
business to turn out this way.” She slowly gazed up at him then suddenly
looked away and sat down in an old chair in the corner. She gestured for
him to sit next to her. There was a long pause before she spoke again.
“Bill is a very amazing cog… man. But I’ve never realized until now
how busy he is. I should’ve realized long ago that it was never meant to be.
After all, there are billions of cogs out there. What was I thinking?”
Evina was feeling a little uncomfortable. He didn’t exactly understand
what she was trying to say, but he had an idea.
“The first time you walked into Alumi’s office, I knew you had
something special. I felt like that special thing is what I needed. It’s what
I’ve been looking for.” She began twiddling her thumbs. Evina’s heartbeat
was clearly audible in his ears. “I don’t really understand how it could have
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happened,” she continued. “It’s… not really natural. I’m sure you know
what I mean. I’ve never felt anything quite like this before.” She slowly
turned her head to make eye contact with him.
Evina felt the temperature of the room rapidly rising. “I, uh… I ddon’t know w-what you’re talking about,” he stammered, trying to back
away from her.
“Oh, I’m sure you do,” she insisted while leaning closer. “I’m in love
with you, Mr. Evina. I can’t explain it but it’s true.” She was getting
unbearably close now.
Evina’s nightmare was once again unfolding. It was emerging from
within him to strike again. He knew what he had to do. “It’s not true!” he
shouted.
“And why not?” She jumped up from her chair.
“Because,” he said nervously, starting to grip the collar of his cog suit.
He knew the time to act was now. He couldn’t let this conversation
continue. The pressure was building. Another chance to test his luck had
arrived. It was inevitable. Finally, he leaped out of his chair. “I’M A
TOON!”
Evina ripped off his cog suit and watched the look of horror on the
Micromanager’s face. He didn’t wait for her reaction, but he reached for
his gag bag. He was better in his black toon suit. He was free. He was able
to move, ready to fight, and ready to escape and run for his life.
“YOU LOATHSOME MONSTER! YOU EVIL FIEND! I WILL
DESTROY YOU!” she screamed with malice. Her eyes were fixed on Evina
as she made a very quick semicircle around him to reach the door. He
splattered a cake in her face with all his might, but she managed to swing
the door open before exploding.
Everyone in the audience witnessed the explosion, and Evina
accidentally stumbled out onto the stage. The cogs turned their heads
around to see him emerging from the dark room. The Micromanager’s
pieces were scattered on the floor. The toons were exposed once again.
The audience jumped out of their seats and fled.
“HELP!” Evina hollered. Immediately the other toons ripped off their
cog suits. Security guards ran to lock all the doors and trap them inside.
Everything was absolute chaos.
The V.P.’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. “Toons in disguise? Oh
no! Not here! Not now!” He backed away and started hurling large gears
at them.
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One of the giant gears hit Evina in the leg, but he was still able to walk.
It bounced off his suit without hurting him too much.
A couple of cogs surrounded Simeon and Goopy. They were hurling
everything within reach at the toons. Goopy kicked away one of the flying
chairs and threw a cake at another cog who was also about to toss a chair.
Simeon followed Goopy through the crowds of enraged cogs to help
the girls.
Zany and Pink were in combat with several powerful Sellbots that
were throwing vases, tables and drinking glasses at them. Fortunately,
they were able to dodge the flying objects and their exploding fragments.
Harry was fighting the security guards. He wasn’t as fast as he once
was, and part of his toon suit sleeve was blasted off by a sadness gun. Then
another guard smacked Harry in the face, and he collapsed.
Harry tried to get to his feet, but he didn’t see the Bean Counter
standing right over his head, about to strike him with an ethanol bottle.
Before the cog could hit him, though, Catman landed on his head. The cog
fell down and exploded.
“Thanks, Catman,” Harry gasped.
“It’s no problem at all. I’m just doing my duty!” Catman gave Harry a
wide grin.
“Hey everyone, look over here!” Rocky exclaimed. He threw a
skelecog arm at a large window, and it shattered. The rest of the glass dome
started cracking. The toons dashed over to him. They tried to jump over
the power trips that the guards were relentlessly firing at them. Some of
the remaining cogs continued hurling things at them until they had all
climbed out the window to escape. Ricky grinned and tossed something
red into the window behind him before they ran away.
The V.P. was disgusted. He pushed heaps of broken cog parts off of
him as he saw something fall from the sky. It landed inches from him. It
was a large bundle of Ricky’s special dynamite. The cog stared down at it,
unbelievingly. “What the—”
The glass building exploded. Flames, cog parts, and millions of glass
shards erupted into the air. Time seemed to slow down as glistening pieces
soared through the sky, like sparkling mist. The guards that kept the doors
locked were blasted apart. The huge steel frame collapsed. Billows of dust
rose from the heap of rubble that remained.
The toons stopped to catch their breath. Many cogs that had been
walking by stopped and screamed when they saw the toons. Others just
stared at them in disbelief.
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Just then, dozens of police cars raced toward them from every
direction and screeched to a halt right in front of them. Helicopters were
descending from the sky. Legions of policemen ran at them with their
blasters pointed. The red and blue lights flashed intensely in their eyes. A
loud voice from a helicopter above shouted to them. “Put your hands up!
Surrender now!”

CHAPTER 26

A STORM APPROACHING
Surrender was certainly not an option. The toons turned around and
darted behind the remains of the building. Several shots from sadness
blasts nearly hit them, but they were quicker than before. Fortunately,
there was a small side street behind the rubble that would lead them to the
subway.
“Darn,” Goopy spat after seeing the blocked street. Police were
coming at them from both directions. It would only be a matter of seconds
before they were caught. Everyone began to panic, looking for a way to
escape, but Goopy was examining the wall nearest them.
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Pink screamed.
“It’s been a long time,” Goopy said in a sad voice. He looked like he
was unaware of the chaos.
“WHAT DO YOU MEAN? ARE YOU CRAZY?”
Evina didn’t know what was going on. This certainly wasn’t the time
and place to be admiring walls. They only had moments before the police
would reach them. If Goopy was in a trance-like he was in the desert, then
they were in big trouble.
Then Goopy waved his hand over the wall. “Do you trust me?”
Everyone shot nervous glances at him as the cogs climbed over the
pile of rubble right behind them. “I do!” Evina shouted.
Goopy was becoming pale. “Hold onto me!” he ordered. All the toons
put their hands on his shoulder. Then he hit the wall with his fist.
There was a loud crack. The wall appeared to tear apart. There was a
gray emptiness behind it, and they were immediately sucked into it.
They were traveling somewhere fast, although they didn’t know
where. They couldn’t breathe. They were being flushed down a whirlpool
of what looked like murky water. Finally, they fell onto the floor of their
apartment.
The toons stood up, gasping, and rubbed their heads. It was a little
painful. They had a few cuts and bruises from the fight, but it really wasn’t
much.
“What the heck was that?” Zany cried.
“You mean you don’t know? It was a glitch, a crack in the corner of a
building that opens into the gray zone. It’s a good thing I found it.”
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Harry patted Goopy on the back. “It’s nice to know that we have
someone with us who has a master’s degree in glitches. I never thought we
would need it!”
Each of the toons took turns to thank Goopy for their narrow escape.
“It really was nothing,” he insisted. “I’ve done harder things than that.”
“Everyone did a great job,” Simeon said. “We actually make a pretty
good team. I didn’t think we would get out of there in one piece.”
Ricky turned on the TV. All of the news headlines were about them
again.
“Look at this!” an anchorman exclaimed. “The V.P. was actually right!
The toons have cog disguises! Unfortunately, he was destroyed by the
blast. This is the only time the V.P has been destroyed outside of
Toontown.”
Another Newsbot appeared on the screen, standing in front of the
rubble. “This is the place where the toons were reportedly seen running
away. They completely destroyed the Sparx Convention Center. Engineers
say the toons must have escaped using some sort of glitch. They were
extremely lucky to have stumbled upon one. There are very few glitches in
Cogtropolis that are big enough for a toon to enter. The Buildbots haven’t
been fixing them, because of their recent strike, but they are currently
making plans for an operation to seal all known glitch tears and prevent
another stunning escape like this.”
“Yeah,” a third Newsbot said, “they are clearly more intelligent than
we first believed. Even our experts never suspected an attack of this
magnitude. Their close escape was frightening.”
“But at least we have their suits that they carelessly left behind,” the
first Newsbot said with relief. “There shouldn’t be any more phony
disguises. In other news, there have been recent claims from the
government that say there is a dip deficiency. Dip tubes will no longer be
manufactured. No further information was provided. So, if you see a toon,
contact a law enforcement officer. They have some dip rations if needed.”
The screen switched back to the second Newsbot. “This just in: There
are new orders from the government directed to all citizens. Never search
for the toons again. I don’t know of anyone who has a clue what that
means, but I’m sure the president has always known what is best for us.
Remember not to worry, everyone. Trust our leaders and they will protect
us.”
Harry turned off the TV. “I’ve seen enough!” he declared.
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“Well, that stinks!” Ricky griped. “Now, what can we do without our
disguises?”
Harry quickly pulled out several suits from his bottomless pocket. The
toons were amazed. “I somehow managed to grab these during our last
little battle,” he said. “They’re not in the best condition, but they’ll have to
do.”
They each got a suit to try on. It looked like they had outsmarted the
cogs once again. They might even have a fair chance at surviving in the
future.
“Uh, guys,” Evina said nervously, “I think we forgot something.” He
held up the Mr. M note, and everyone turned around to look at it. It was
that dreadful feeling again.
“We got our paychecks, and we have all the money we need to get out
of Toontown!” Catman insisted.
“The Cashbots track their money,” Harry said. “The debt collectors
would never let us board an airplane without paying back our loan.”
“You don’t know that! We could escape them again. We know where
the cogs came from. Our work here is done! Why stay?”
Harry and Evina thought about it. They had completed their original
goal, and now did seem like the perfect time to leave. The cogs were
ordered to not look for them. They could avoid Mr. M altogether and get
out of here before they were caught and dipped.
“No,” Harry said, and Evina stood by his side.
“Are you crazy?” Pink asked.
“We are all going to die! Let’s get out of here before things get any
worse!” Ricky shouted.
“No, I agree with Harry,” Evina said, “and do you know why?”
Everyone was puzzled. They wanted nothing more than to get back to
Toontown. No toon could enjoy being a cog. It was amazing that they had
survived even a week of it.
“Yes, so we know where the cogs came from,” Harry said sarcastically.
“So, what? It’s an awful lot of work to travel around the world just to figure
that out. I think we all know now what we are truly here for. There are
several things that I want to answer, but first I want to remind you of your
promise. When we were out in the desert, we said we would do everything
we could to keep Toontown safe. Attempting to run back home is foolish,
and with this news, it would make us look like cowards. We were destined
to do this. We need to prove to the cogs, like the chairman in the dream
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said, that we are better than they are. We will find out who sent us millions
of papers calling for our help. We will save Toontown or die trying.”
Everyone looked like they were about to go back on their promise.
They didn’t know what to say. Things suddenly got much quieter.
“I’m not a person who is going to go back on my promise,” Harry
continued. “I would rather die as a hero than live a short while longer as a
coward. We must do what we know we’re capable of!”
The look on Ricky’s face was fierce. He clearly didn’t feel the same
honor and duty that Harry had.
“Ok, so it’s decided,” Simeon said with a cynical tone. “We are all
going to die trying to save Toontown from this… Operation D.R. And we
don’t even know a single thing about Operation D.R.!”
“Except the rumor that it’s going to destroy Toontown. Why does it
matter to us? We’re already scheduled to die tomorrow evening at eight,
am I correct?” Ricky laughed.
“We don’t even know if Mr. M is an enemy,” Evina protested. “He
might be someone who wants to help us! He might not even know that
we’re toons!”
“We have no friends here!” Ricky shouted. “We’re on the other side of
the world from Toontown. Everyone here is desperate to see us melting in
a pot of dip! Maybe I value our lives more than anyone else in here! Haven’t
we done enough?”
Evina couldn’t fight him anymore. He stormed over to the window
and stared out into the now cloudy Cogtropolis sky. The sun had been
blocked by a few clouds that seemingly came out of nowhere. Everyone
was contemplating what the consequences would be if they didn’t go to see
Mr. M.

*

*

*

“Are you absolutely sure that it’s correct?” the dark voice asked.
The figure in the alleyway checked the scanner. “Affirmative, and I
don’t think it will be long before it happens. It could be tomorrow or
Saturday.”
“Are you absolutely sure? I don’t have all the time in the world, you
know.”
“Yes, sir, I’m sure of it. If all of our data is correct, they will come.”

*

*

*
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The toons ate throw gags for lunch again. They needed to pay back
their loan the next day to get that threat off their chests. Then they could
not afford to waste any more money. They were bored and depressed. They
had nothing to do. And even if they had some idea of what to do, they
would be too nervous to do it. Tomorrow they would meet Mr. M.
Goopy started up his laptop. He discovered that the next flight to
Sparksville was in half an hour. They couldn’t get there in time. The flight
after that would be on Saturday, and Mr. M would probably get them by
then if they didn’t go to see him.
Evina felt like he had to go somewhere. He couldn’t bear sitting idle
anymore. Being caged up in the room was just too much to handle. He
needed a place where he could be alone to think.
He walked out the door without telling the other toons what he was
doing. He found a staircase and walked all the way up to the roof.
Strolling over to the edge, he sat down, letting his legs dangle over. It
was not a very tall building compared to others around, but tall enough to
make the cogs below look like ants. In the distance, he thought he could
see the Cog’s Inc. HQ building.
The sky was very cloudy, and it continued to darken. Cogtropolis was
a city of black onyx. It appeared to him like an endless field of glimmering
black stone. Even the snow had turned into black ice. Hundreds of spikes
protruded from the ground. They were the buildings of Cogtropolis. Even
from the roof, he could not see the boundaries of the city. He felt trapped,
but he had comfort knowing he was a little closer to the sky. Somewhere
up there was the sun, the same sun that shined down on Toontown every
day. It was not yet night, and although the clouds blocked it, he knew it
was still there.
Looking back at the day’s events felt like reliving a nightmare, one
that was too strange to be real. He struggled to accept it had actually
happened. He felt alone, more alone than he had ever felt in his life. He
didn’t feel like part of the crowded city, and he even felt distant now from
the other toons.
A breeze rushed over the tops of the buildings. Evina heard nothing
but the wind. He felt safe here, very safe, and very alone. He took off the
spare cog suit he was wearing and stood up in his black toon suit. The wind
ruffled through his feathers. It was a surprisingly warm and comforting
breeze.
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Those were the days. He was alone in Toontown Central. He was so
bored. He probably got more sleep during the days than the nights. The
warm wind blew, and the trees bent. He liked the cool shade of the trees.
Going to fight the cogs was a bit boring after a while. It was just the
same thing over and over again. Why did we break into the Sellbots’ office
supply factory, defeat a guard in the control room, run back to an HQ
and get some jellybeans or a piece of cog suit? Cog suits are
uncomfortable. The toons back in Toontown should try them on for a few
weeks instead of an hour and experience what it’s really like. What is this
I smell? Is it salt? Is there an ocean nearby?
Thinking of Donald’s Dock brought back many fond memories too.
How long would it be before he got back to Toontown? Would he ever see
it again? Would he be welcomed there after all this time of slowly
transitioning into a cold, hardened businessman? Would he ever be safe
or happy? These questions ran through his mind, and he opened his eyes.
He looked over the edge of the building “Yep, I’m still here,” he
murmured. “That would be a big drop.” He turned around, lied down
against the concrete roof, and gazed up at the dark clouds. The roof was
surprisingly clean, washed clean from the recent rain. He had a
temperature resistant suit on. No matter what surface he would lie on, he
wouldn’t feel hot or cold. Everything would be soft and comfortable.
Clouds gently swirled like a dark sea in the sky.
When you’re away from home, you take the little relaxing moments
for granted. When you’re in Toontown, there’s no Chairman, no work, no
fears, no nightmares about your fears, and nothing accomplished. The
toons do nothing good and nothing bad because they can’t understand
either. They are always in a neutral state. They don’t know enough
sadness to enjoy the happiness. This sounds familiar somehow. Where
have I heard it before? When you’re at war, things are quite different.
Everything is demanding your life. A minute of relaxation is heaven.
Evina sat up quickly. “War!” he said aloud. It was something that he
hadn’t given much thought to before. It was one of those things that toons
never dealt with before. They had never been tempted to be dishonest or
violent because their lives had been perfect. But now their lives depended
on it. This was the complete transition from innocent to savage. This was
the final transition from toon to cog.
Evina stood up now and thought about it. “War,” he said again, slowly
pacing the roof. “This is war.” He looked over the edge and saw the millions
of tiny enemies below. “We’re doomed,” he sighed.
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He felt a hand on his shoulder and was scared half to death by it.
Twisting around he saw Pink standing there.
She paused a second before she spoke. “I’m scared.”
“Me too,” Evina said.
“Are you sure we can’t leave now?”
“We can’t,” he confirmed, turning his attention to his feet. He didn’t
want to see the tears welling up in her eyes. Ms. Bolt had proved to Evina
that the toons had missed something. She was a robot, and yet she had
loved. She felt emotions. How was that possible? What kind of monster
would have started all this? Who was the dirty fiend who built that
machine? He had to learn it for sure. He was desperate for answers, and
he had a feeling that maybe the mysterious Mr. M would be able to answer
them. Besides all that, he would never forgive himself if he let Toontown
suffer the result of Operation D.R.
“We’ve known each other for a while now, ever since we bumped into
each other in Toontown Central,” she sobbed. “You are just like a brother
to me.”
He hugged Pink as the first raindrops began to fall. “I know, but we
can’t quit now. This is war.”
Thunder echoed in their ears and shook the ground. The sky began to
grow even darker. A storm was approaching, and when it hit it would be
strong.
Evina was reawakened to the present situation. He no longer cared
about going home or going to work. That was not important. Nothing was
important. He thought about the horrible things looming ahead of them,
the dangerous things they would have to do, the horrors they would have
to witness in order to save the world.
It rained, and it came down hard. The sky around them slowly faded
away from their view. Two toons stood on the roof of a building, a building
in a great city that they could not see, thinking of the tremendous war they
were about to fight.

CHAPTER 27

THE GOLDEN GEAR
“I don’t have a good feeling about that,” the man said. He spoke in a
large room, but the whole picture was too blurry to see its details.
A faint squeaking sound was heard again.
“It feels like history is about to repeat itself. This has happened
before, although it was many years ago. I hope we can escape the enemy
this time like our ancestors did before.”
There was a sad squeak. Hope seemed to vanish.
“Do you think we should go back now?”
There was silence.
“Do you think they’ll kill me?”
There was more silence.
“I might deserve it. I can feel the regret now stronger than ever. I did
what I did because I wanted to help! I was too blinded by my anger to see
a better way to act. Through these lonely years, I haven’t been able to do
anything to help them. All I can do is hope that everything turned out
alright. Or what I mean to say is that I’ve been hoping it didn’t turn out
alright, and then everything will become alright. You know what I mean,
right?”
The squeaking had been coming from a large swivel chair. Something
jumped out of it, but the scene still had too much interference to see
clearly.
“I’ll tell you what,” the man said. “We’ll start heading home now. I
have a feeling the time is coming soon. If we change our minds, we can
always turn back. After all, it was so long ago that I’m sure they won’t even
remember me.”
The blurry image of the squeaky thing shook what appeared to be a
head.
“You’re right. Nobody has forgotten me. I’ve changed the future
forever, and nothing can make it go back to the way it was before—”

*

*

*

The alarm was ringing. Evina had experienced another dream. He
had hoped he was rid of them by now. It was strange how they kept on
coming back, and they always involved the man and the squeaking thing.
Each time he saw one of the dreams, the picture got clearer, but it still
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remained a little blurry. If only there were a way he could bring it into
focus.
The worst part was that the toons never understood his dreams.
When they weren’t in the best mood, they would laugh at him. So, he
decided to stop bringing up the subject.
He still suspected that the dreams weren’t simply a tale of the
subconscious mind but rather something that was real. He could swear
that the man and the squeaking thing were real, and that they were either
friends or enemies, not neutral to him. He was absolutely certain that they
had something to do with him; otherwise, he wouldn’t be seeing them.
Nevertheless, he had much more important things to worry about.
Today was Friday, the day that they were supposed to visit the individual
known as Mr. M. After this meeting, if they survived, they would decide
whether it was reasonable or even possible to continue their plans to stop
the cogs.
Like other days, everyone put on their cog suits and grabbed a few pie
slices for breakfast. The rotten throw gags didn’t bother them anymore.
They would never have guessed how many confiscated gags from sad toons
were carried here in the pockets of cogs.
They had no intention of going to work as they had too much to do.
And since the city was so shaken up by the incident of the previous day,
many businesses were closed. They probably wouldn’t be missed.
The first thing that they needed to do was return their loan. They took
the next bus to the old bank. When they walked inside, they saw the same
Loan Shark waiting for them there.
“That was fast,” the cog remarked, “too fast if you ask me. Now you’ll
have a fantastic credit score! Why do I always get the smart guys?” he
grumbled to himself as he took their money.
They had about twenty thousand cogbucks now. Most of it was from
Evina’s day at the meeting; the rest they found in the pockets of the stolen
suits they were wearing. They could go home tomorrow if they wanted to,
even though it would still be difficult to remain hidden, and they knew they
wouldn’t. They felt obligated to stay and continue their dangerous quest.
The next stop was Cog Standard Wear. “We need to make a good
impression on our host,” Harry said. “Dressing formally will show our
respect. And if he’s an enemy, it might make him think we’re actually cogs
and not toons. They probably believe that toons would never dress up this
fancy, even when the occasion is extremely important.”
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*

*
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Evina looked at the mirror. He pulled his bowtie tight and made sure
everything was in proper order. It was unusual to see a toon in a tuxedo.
His feathers were combed back, he had his bill polished, and he looked
perfectly spiffy. Feeling satisfied, he opened the dressing room door and
stepped outside.
“That sure took you long enough,” Ricky grumbled. All the toons
looked prepared for a fancy dinner. It took them a while to get home. They
were extra careful not to step in any puddles from the recent rainstorm. It
was cold again, and the puddles would soon turn to ice.
Harry took their minds off Mr. M by trying to explain some weather
patterns. He taught them that the winds and water from the arctic were
blowing down on Cogtropolis and nearby areas. It’s a strange phenomenon
that happens every once in a while. It makes the autumn feel like winter.
Only now, on the roof of the apartment, did Evina remember that they
were still in the desert. The air currents up there were warm and dry.
Unfortunately, they missed the bus and had to wait for another one.
They wondered if they would ever risk going back to work. They had to do
something about it. They could’ve resigned if they weren’t staying any
longer.
They arrived at the apartment late in the afternoon. They tried to eat
as little as possible because they were supposedly going to have a gourmet
dinner with Mr. M, and even if it was a trap, they wouldn’t live long enough
to need to eat.
It was assumed that Mr. M. had a Cog Digestive System installed;
therefore, he was rich. He made it sound as though they were going to eat
food and not have to guzzle octane.
The day wore on as they waited for the time to arrive. They were too
nervous to do much of anything. Evina was so bored that he decided he
would tell everyone about his dreams again. They tried to ignore him, just
as he knew they would. Nobody seemed to believe they meant anything
significant. And before they knew it, it was seven o’ clock.
They left the apartment, possibly for the very last time. Then they
walked calmly to the subway station. Most of the cogs had returned to their
homes by now. There were not many outside.
They got on the subway and rode to Capitol Court, the same stop they
get off at when they go to work. The subway didn’t have that many cogs,
but the journey seemed much longer than normal. Simeon looked like he
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was about to turn and run away, but the toons dragged him out with them.
They left the train and the capitol. Then they saw something amazing.
They had never been to the capitol at night before. The windows were
glowing, and the giant stone pillars were illuminated with spotlights. The
Cogs Inc. building was also lit up, and a bright beacon shined from the top.
Most cogs had left the office, but the toons could trace a line of little lights
up into the sky before they blended in with the stars.
Harry sighed. “Let’s go.” There was only one significant building
nearby besides the headquarters and Cogs Inc. They went up to it and saw
the number on the wall. “1013,” Harry said. “This must be it.”
It was the same brick building without the windows that the toons
had walked by every day. Evina remembered he hid in this alley with Harry
when they talked in secret. It was full of garbage, and a dim, flickering light
hung above the grimy door with the golden gear painted on it. It was odd
to think how anyone meaningful could live in a place like this.
They were too afraid to do anything yet. This place seemed shrouded
in darkness. Slowly, they walked into the dirty alley with their formal
clothes and stood under the light. They looked to the left and to the right.
Nobody else was around. They were alone. Evina stepped up to the door.
He hesitated for a second, listening for a sound. There was only the
electric flickering and buzzing of the light overhead. Then he put his hand
up to the door and rapped three times on the image of the golden gear.
There was a strange echoing bang heard inside. They waited, and every
moment was painful. They waited for someone or something to come to
the door.
A little rectangular window slid open above the picture of the gear,
and a pair of intimidating eyes glared down at them. This terrified the
toons. Evina hastily dropped his hand in his pocket and fumbled with the
note that Mr. M had sent them. He held it up a safe distance from the door.
The eyes quickly scanned the note under the light, and the little
window slid shut. A moment later, there was a click, and the entire door
swung open. They saw a long, clean, bright hallway ahead of them.
Harry decided to go inside first, and the other toons followed closely
behind him. Simeon rushed in at the last moment before the door swung
shut on its own.
They appeared to be all alone in the narrow hallway. There was a
thick, red carpet lining the whole length of the hall. The wallpaper had an
intricate golden pattern, and the ornate lights lit up the area like the sun
lit the afternoon sky. This was not what they had been expecting, but the
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scary truth was that they were still alone, and they would probably not be
able to escape if something bad happened.
The entire hall was empty except for some simple decorations. There
were no windows and no doors except the one behind them and one on the
opposite end that looked like an elevator. The atmosphere seemed
interesting but ominous, and there was nothing they could do but play
along. Simeon, who was in the back, kept looking over his shoulder to
make sure that nobody was following them.
As they came near the elevator, it suddenly opened with a ding. It was
decorated similarly to the hallway. They stepped inside nervously, and
once Simeon came in, the elevator closed itself. There were no buttons in
the elevator.
They felt themselves moving upward, and it was quick but smooth.
Light jazz music played from a speaker above. When they finally reached
the top, the elevator doors opened.
The sight was unbelievable. They stepped out into a huge, lavish
room. There was a wide, spiral staircase that went up to many other levels.
Huge paintings of famous cogs were hung on the walls. Rare rugs and
assortments of fancy furniture met their eyes. The image of a giant golden
gear decorated the wall in front of them. The toons had never before seen
such a colorful place in Cog Nation. It was fit for a king. The lights were
turned off on the opposite end of the room, so they couldn’t see anything
too far away.
Now the elevator doors closed, and the lights dimmed. They now
suspected they were in danger. Pink grasped Evina’s arm tightly, and the
other toons stopped breathing.
They heard nothing at all for a little while, and then there were light
footsteps coming down the staircase. In the dim light, they saw a short,
shadowy figure approaching them very slowly. In one of its arms, it carried
a cane. The figure spoke to them. “Welcome, toons… I am Mr. M.”
It was a familiar voice. Evina was sure he had heard it somewhere
before, maybe in an old movie.
Harry was quivering he shook his head. “No… it can’t be!” he gasped.
“It most certainly is,” the voice laughed. The rest of the lights turned
on to reveal an old, white duck in a custom-made Cashbot suit. He wore a
top hat, and he leaned against the cane by his side. “Welcome to the Golden
Gear Hotel! Mr. Scrooge McDuck,” he said bowing to them, “at your
service!”

CHAPTER 28

THE PRISONER’S TALE
Harry and Scrooge made eye contact. “IT’S YOU!” they shouted in
unison.
Harry ran up to Mr. McDuck and shook his hand vigorously. “I can’t
believe I’m seeing you!” he cried. “It’s been years!”
“I know it has,” Scrooge said. “It’s been many years since I’ve seen
another toon, let alone a familiar face.”
The other toons stood still, staring at someone they had been taught
was lost forever.
“Where are my manners?” Scrooge said, slapping his forehead.
“Please, come in and enjoy yourselves!” He clapped his hands once, and
the remaining dark parts of the room lit up. To their left, there was a dining
table with elegant food set on it. It looked so appetizing compared to the
rotten cakes they had eaten exclusively for so long.
As the toons walked over to the table, Catman chose to speak. “I’m
confused. Would you mind giving a full explanation of what’s going on?”
“Oh, it’s a very long story,” Scrooge said as they sat down. “Please sit
down, and I’ll tell you as much as I can.” As they began eating, he got ready
to tell them his story.
“It all started a long time ago,” he said. “I was on my way to do
something about fifteen years ago. I don’t quite remember what it was.
Maybe I was visiting someone? I’m fairly sure the cogs erased that part of
my memory. I only remember screaming after seeing something terrible.
I seem to have forgotten everything that happened for the next few weeks
or maybe even months.
“I woke up with a robot standing above me. I was in some kind of
hospital. It was in Cogtropolis. The city wasn’t very large back then. Many
of these buildings weren’t there at the time. I was escorted by other robots
to this tower. It was one of the first buildings built. I was told that I was in
Cog Nation, and that these robots called themselves cogs. They said that
their mission was to eliminate all the toons and establish their empire
throughout the rest of the world. I was shocked. They told me this building
would be my secret home, and that they wouldn’t destroy me because I
might be worth something to them in the future. I was ordered to never
reveal my identity to any cog.
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“Over the years, I grew accustomed to the cog traditions. Cogtropolis
was built up around me. One day, I heard about the discovery of a Sellbot
place in Daisy Gardens. All the cogs were losing their heads! It was a huge
blow for them. They announced they were going to try harder to keep the
other cog places hidden, mentioning how they underestimated the toons
and their intelligence. They had a security device put in me, so now I can’t
wander out of the boundaries of Cogtropolis or an alarm will go off. I’ve
never been foolish enough to try it, though.
“Whenever something big or important happened, my captors tried
to keep me ignorant. It was a fruitless attempt. They want me to know as
little as possible because I am their prisoner, a dangerous one in their
minds. Why they still keep me alive I cannot say, even to this day. I figured
that by now, nobody back at Toontown would remember me. I don’t even
remember much of it myself. I was given every luxury I ever wanted, and
yet, I despise this wretched life. It’s incomplete without others to share it
with, or something like that.
“But all of that changed when I heard the news of toons a week or so
ago. The paper said that they could be in the city. So, I decided to go out
and about.
“I considered the possibility that someone might find me and rescue
me from here. Then I caught a glimpse of you defeating that Name
Dropper by the airport.”
“How did you see us?” Harry asked.
“Cog disguises work well on cogs, but a toon can see another quite
plainly,” Scrooge replied. “I haven’t turned into one of them yet, you know.
I marveled at the fact that you were here. I studied hard to find your
address and send you that letter. I was afraid it might be intercepted so I
had to be very cryptic about it. Sorry about that. I never intended to scare
you. I’ve been getting interrogated by many cogs lately including the
Chairman himself. They’ve all been asking me the same question: if I knew
where you were. But I honestly didn’t know the answer until just last
week.”
“Wait,” Pink interrupted, “I thought the Chairman canceled the
search for us. We thought he didn’t want to find us.”
“I am just as clueless as you are,” Scrooge said, “but I’m sure he still
wants to find you. Though I wish I could tell you more, that’s all the
information I have.”
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It was amazing what we never knew, Evina marveled. All this time,
a toon was being held here in Cogtropolis. It’s astonishing, a toon on the
other side of the world for fifteen years!
“I don’t understand how you could’ve survived!” Simeon exclaimed.
“Why haven’t you gone insane?”
“Who’s to say? Sometimes I think I have gone mad. For all I know,
you could be a figment of my imagination.”
They sat in silence, thinking over all that they had learned.
Then suddenly, Harry jumped up and glared at Scrooge with insanity
in his eyes. “How do we know that you are who you say you are?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“Maybe you’re a figment of our imagination!”
“I assure you I’m not.”
“Oh, so you exist! But how do we know you’re not working for the
cogs? How do we know you’re not a cog yourself? An undipped toon in
Cogtropolis is absolutely absurd! Everyone knows that!”
Scrooge lifted his cane at pointed it at Harry’s face. “For all I know,
you could be imposters yourselves. Maybe this is something the cogs set
up to torture me further than they already have!”
“How could we be such fools?” Harry shouted, rolling his eyes up at
the ceiling. “Look at this place! Look at him! We cannot fall for any of their
devious plans. We refuse to be puppets for the cogs anymore!”
There was plenty of contention. Both Scrooge and Harry were yelling
and moving closer to each other every moment.
Catman rushed up to stop the fighting. He tried to get between them,
but his attempts were fruitless. Harry finally succeeded in pinning Scrooge
down on the floor. The old men stared at each other for a long time. What
they were thinking, the other toons could only imagine.
“I’ve been through far too much to fall for a trick like this!” Harry said.
“But what if I really am a living toon?” Scrooge asked him, struggling
to smile up at the angry rabbit. “What if I can help you with what you’re
trying to accomplish? What if I can get you out of here? What if I know
something important that you don’t know? What if I’m your only hope?”
Harry continued to stare down at Scrooge, and Scrooge continued to
smile feebly back up at him. There had to be a choice.
“So, what’ll it be?” Scrooge concluded.
After a moment, Harry stood up and helped Scrooge to his feet. The
old duck wiped the dust off his Cashbot suit and returned to the table.
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“What interesting manners you’ve picked up,” Scrooge muttered. “I
am a toon. I am the one and only Scrooge McDuck. I have lived here for
fifteen years, and yes, I do know something you don’t know.”
Peace returned to the room. Catman scratched his head with his
robotic arm, looking confused.
Scrooge paused a moment and took a deep breath with his eyes
closed. He leaned back with his arms behind his head. A large burly cog
with no suit came up behind him, and all the toons gasped. The duck
looked up and smiled. “Ah, let me introduce you to my butler, Frederick.
He looks intimidating, but he’s really a gentle giant. Fortunately, he’s not
all that intelligent. He probably doesn’t even know the difference between
a toon and a cog, so don’t worry about him turning you in to the police.”
The toons waved at him cautiously. He stared back blankly with the
eyes that looked at them through the door in the alley. Then he turned
around and lumbered away slowly.
Scrooge continued. “And let me tell you something else interesting. I
bet you wouldn’t even be here in Cog Nation if it wasn’t for me.”
“Oh, why is that?” Goopy asked.
Scrooge leaned forward and pulled something out of his suit pocket.
It was a small slip of paper that he handed to Evina. The group gathered
around to take a look at it.
HELP!
It was the same paper that Evina found flying around Toontown
Central. There were millions of copies of this note floating around the
world.
“I certainly hurt my handing writing all of those. Sometimes I would
get on the roof and release them when the warm wind was blowing toward
Toontown. Sometimes, I would hide them in cogs’ pockets. Sometimes I
would load them onto airplanes going to Toontown. It was silly of me, but
it seems it worked. The truth is that I knew someone would find one and
come looking for some answers. I knew that at least one toon would find a
note eventually. I knew that they would discover that it wasn’t from
Toontown. So, I suppose it was a trap, and you fell for it. You came here
to rescue me. I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to stay here before
something dreadful happens.”
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The toons looked at one another with sad, confused looks. Pink
decided to speak. “If you think we came here to rescue you, then you’re
wrong. We’re unsure if we’re even going to survive.”
“You will survive,” Scrooge said as he brought a drink to his mouth.
“I know that you can and will save Toontown.”
“What do you mean?” Rocky asked hesitantly.
“I mean, you will save all of Toontown from the cogs. You will conquer
them.”
“You mean, stop the cogs once and for all?” Ricky inquired.
“Yes,” Scrooge grinned.
The silence that followed was frightening. It had never been that quiet
before since the toons arrived at Cog Nation. For all they knew, they could
have gone deaf.
“There are more than a hundred billion cogs out there,” Harry said in
a hushed voice. It was a statement. It was true. “You and I both know that
it’s impossible to fight that. Out here there are no silly happy endings.
There are no heroes. There is no place that’s safe. There is nothing to be
happy about and no hope at all!”
Scrooge continued to smile. “Nothing is impossible,” he said. “Our
mere existence is proof enough.”
The other toons just sat there, not knowing what to do, think or say.
“Have you ever considered how cogs could feel emotions? Isn’t that
impossible?”
They were still unable to respond but sat silently listening.
“I can’t tell you how I know, but I do know that you can do it,” he said.
“This is all I may tell you: There is a president, and this president has big
plans. These big plans involve the total destruction of every living thing in
this world. These plans are very well thought through and nearly flawless,
but not completely. No plan is completely flawless.”
The toons were holding their breath in fear.
“I’m afraid you don’t have much time,” Scrooge sighed and looked up
at the ticking clock. “Everything that we know and love is in danger. There
is no way out of this. If you can’t find the flaw in the plan, or if you fail in
any little detail, in any way, death and destruction are inevitable for us all.”
He looked up at the ceiling and stroked his bill. “But, if you choose to do
nothing at all, we will also die. As you see, there really isn’t another
option.”
Still, the toons did not speak. The only sound they heard was in their
heads. It was their hearts beating the drums of death.
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“The fate of Toontown lies in your hands,” Scrooge spoke, gazing
sincerely into their eyes. “I wish you the best of luck. I know you promised
to do your best. You are the chosen toons, and nobody else can do this for
you.” There was no more smiling. There was no joke. He looked as grave
as a cog.
The chairman’s face flashed into their minds. The toons knew that, if
they were to live up to their potential, they would have to fight this war.
The chairman would never give up without a fight.
Logic told them this was impossible. There was no way they could do
it. They had no plan; they had no hint of anywhere to begin. In Cog Nation,
there were no happy endings. They knew that they were meant to die, and
absolutely nothing could change that. But they still had to fight.
“Are you ready to save Toontown?” Scrooge asked.
The terrible silence continued until Evina rose from his seat. “Yes,
and it’s not a responsibility that we take lightly.”
“That’s nice unless you want to surrender to them, or come play a
game of golf,” Scrooge said, “that’s fine with me.”
All the toons jumped out of their chairs and shouted together, “No!”
“Well then, farewell! May we meet again someday! I’ll tell the butler
that you’re always welcome to visit me… if we ever get the chance again.”
Without another word, the toons boarded the elevator, and Scrooge
smiled at them nervously until they disappeared behind the golden doors.

CHAPTER 29

ABOVE THE CLOUDS
The toons exited the Golden Gear Hotel as quickly as they could.
Harry pulled them back into the alley where he thought nobody could see
them.
“Everyone, please listen,” he begged them. “Many years ago, toons
from Earth came to this world to start a new life. It would be a disgrace to
them if we surrendered now. We will fight this war until the end.
Tomorrow, we will go to work and offer our resignation. The cogs will get
suspicious if we don’t go to work. After that, we will return to the
apartment, and I will tell you my plan. It’s not a very good plan, but it may
improve with time.”
“Can you tell us the plan now?” Zany asked.
“Uh… no,” Harry smiled. “Let’s go get a good night’s sleep first. That’s
the most important thing right now. Without rest, we will have terrible
reflexes, and we won’t be able to think properly.”
The toons started to go, but Harry stopped them again. He held Evina
against the wall and whispered in his ear. “If anything happens to me, you
are the second in command.”
“I understand,” Evina replied somberly, “but I hope it will never come
to that.”
Harry opened his mouth to respond but decided against it. Then
together they walked back to the subway.
“Don’t you ever get the feeling that you’re being watched?” Evina
asked. The other toons nodded.
A pair of eyes had been spying on them in the dark from behind a
dumpster. It whispered into its communication device. “Tomorrow.”

*

*

*

The alarm was ringing, waking them up early in the morning. The
toons knew that they had much to do today. There was no time to waste.
They ate their usual rotten throw gags for breakfast and jumped into their
cog suits.
It was a very cloudy day. They got onto the subway and headed to the
capitol. But for some strange reason, Evina had a feeling that something
bad was going to happen, and it was going to happen very soon. He didn’t
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want to tell the other toons, because they already had plenty of other
worries on their minds.
The train rocketed into the air, and they walked briskly to Cogs Inc.
HQ. Many cogs were walking in with them. They got on the elevator to go
to Mr. Alumi’s office and turn in their resignations.
The elevator ascended. Evina told the toons about his suspicions. “I
really have a bad feeling about this,” he said. “Something terrible is going
to happen. I just know it!”
Harry shook his head. “You must still be shaken up about Scrooge last
night. Relax. You’ll find that my plan is pretty easy. There’s nothing to
worry about right now.” The elevator stopped, and the doors opened with
a ding.
From the very first moment, they know something was wrong. It was
unusually quiet up here. There was not a single sound. They hurried along
to the office and opened the door. A shocking sight met their eyes.
The office was completely empty. Not a single cog was there. Not even
Mr. Alumi was there. How could every cog in the whole office get the day
off? And strangely enough, the lights were still turned on. A giant sign
hung in front of them, stuck to the side of a cubicle. It had a huge number
scribbled in red ink, 786.
The other toons were beginning to think Evina was right. It was very
strange to walk into an empty office and just find the number 786. What
was that supposed to mean, anyway?
Then Evina got a sudden idea. “Follow me,” he said. They rushed back
to the hallway and called for another elevator. “What is the highest level of
this building?” he asked them.
Each of the toons started scanning the buttons on the walls. The
highest number that they found was 785.
“Let’s go there,” Evina said as he pressed the button. The doors
closed, and the elevator ascended very rapidly. There was a slight creaking
noise as the elevator tried to go faster than it normally went. It continued
to accelerate toward the sky. Events were getting stranger all the time.
Then the elevator finally stopped on level 785. They were dizzy at first.
The air pressure was much lower at this elevation. After resting a moment,
they sneaked out of the elevator. They were in a long, abandoned hallway
with the lights turned off. Only one remained on, and it cast enough eerie
light to let them navigate. This entire level seemed to be empty as well.
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Evina was determined to figure out what was going on, even though
he was extremely nervous. He sprinted down the hallway, looking at the
different doors. Near the end, he found a door that read:
William Gears
Chairman of Cogs Inc.
The chairman’s office was here, but it didn’t look like he was present.
The toons were puzzled. It looked as though all the cogs were taking the
day off, but they knew it couldn’t be true.
“We’re not there yet,” Simeon reminded them. “The sign said 786, not
785. We still need to go higher. That means we need to go… up to the roof!”
They couldn’t wait any longer. The fear was too much for them to
bear. They had to find out the truth for sure. Evina found a ladder at the
end of the hall. The toons climbed it and crawled out a hatch door onto the
roof.
One by one they emerged from the building and arrived in absolute
serenity and silence. Evina slowly paced the huge roof. The sky was bright,
and the air was cool. There were no more dark clouds above them. They
could see the sun.
It was like nothing they had ever witnessed before. He peeked over
the edge and saw the clouds like a fluffy white blanket below them, or
maybe it looked more like a white meadow. The building went down and
down until he couldn’t see any father. It was ridiculously high. He felt a
little queasy at the sight, but it was still amazing. Cog Nation felt like
another land far away from here. They were free. All of their troubles were
hidden below. He could breathe and enjoy perfect relaxation. Nobody
wanted to move or say anything to ruin the peace. They were in heaven, or
so they thought.
They felt so comfortable that they took off their cog suits and enjoyed
the cool and relaxing sensation. They stood above the clouds in blissful
peace, forgetting all their troubles ahead of them.
Then the peace vanished in an instant. Evina immediately knew
something was wrong. He felt an eerie chill sweep over him and
overwhelm his senses. A wave of evil engulfed him. He spun around and
let out a horrifying scream of terror. “NO!!!”
The chairman was standing near the hatch on the roof. He wasn’t too
far from them. He stood absolutely still, staring at the toons exposed in
their black toon suits.
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At first, they hoped it was another dream, but they quickly realized it
was not. Only the chairman himself would bring such a feeling of hate and
misery to reality like this.
The perfect world around them had been tainted. They forgot where
they were. They forgot how to move. All they saw was the chairman. Time
was still, and the air was frozen.
The cog took a small, slow step forward. “Hello, toons,” he quietly
spoke. The deep words rang in their ears.
“Hello, Mr. Gears,” Evina replied. The rest of his body was still
paralyzed with fear and hatred. He almost forgot that he had a body. It was
as stone. “May I ask,” he continued, wishing he had not. The Chairman
rotated his head toward him. “Why did you cancel the search for us?”
There was a squeak as a grin stretched across the chairman’s face,
perhaps for the first time in his life. “It’s simple,” he said. “Oh, that’s just
one of the many things I did. I had to jump through hoops to make sure
nobody would find you. Do you want to know why?”
The toons were listening avidly but were still confused and unable to
move.
“I had to have the pleasure of destroying you all by myself!” He roared
a wicked, metallic laugh that pierced the toons hearts and shrilly echoed
in their ears. It was like fingernails on a chalkboard. It drained their souls
of all strength, happiness, and hope.
Although they didn’t know how, the toons suddenly received the
ability, and they charged toward the Chairman. The cog was, however,
faster than they thought. He clapped his hands together, and in a bright
flash of light, the toons collapsed to the ground. They felt as though they
had been kicked in the face.
The cog walked over to Harry and lifted him off the ground by his
throat. “You toons are no match for us!” he mocked. “There is nothing you
can do to stop this great nation!” Goopy and Catman tried to stand up, but
the cog hurled Harry at them and easily knocked them back to the ground.
Evina and the other toons were throwing all their gags at the
chairman as hard as they could. Cream soiled his gray suit, and he turned
to them with a loathing glare. “You toons and your gags,” he scoffed. “Do
you actually think you can defeat me with your silly toys?” He reached
down to pick up Pink.
“Don’t touch her,” Goopy gasped, struggling to get up again.
The chairman ignored Goopy and punched Evina away with his
remaining hand. Evina fell unconscious. The cog then turned around and
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picked up Rocky with his other hand. “Who might this little beast be?” he
asked.
Ricky switched to using squirt gags. Zany, being the most skilled of
the toons in combat, except Harry, changed to using drop gags.
A safe plummeted out of the sky and hit the chairman in the head. He
dropped the two toons but turned around and power tripped Ricky. “I
guess I underestimated your determination, but you need to learn when
it’s time to give up!” The remaining toons struggled to get off the ground.
“I have a few tricks of my own, you know.” With a snap of the cog’s fingers,
the toons cried out in pain as some mysterious force fell over them. Now
everyone was on the ground.
They had gone beyond sadness. They were too weak to move. Their
view of reality was fading.
“What’s wrong?” the chairman taunted them, kicking Harry
carelessly along the roof. “Are you too weak to fight? Are you giving up so
soon? What kind of idiot would send this disgrace, this old toon, to
challenge me?”
Evina didn’t know how, but he pushed himself beyond the limits. He
rose up slowly, using effort that he didn’t know he possessed. Before the
chairman could strike again, he used all of his fingers to press every trigger
box at once. All of his drop gags fell from the sky one by one. The chairman
was crushed under tons heavy metal. He couldn’t take the force of all of
them at once but still struggled to get to his feet. Before the cog could stand
up again, Evina pulled out his last birthday cake and hit the chairman
straight in the face.
The cream slowly slid off the cog’s gruesome, silvery face. “What’s
wrong?” Evina asked. “Are you ready to enjoy a laugh? Are you ready to
admit that there could be somebody better than you?”
“Never!” the chairman bellowed. There was mechanical whirring as
he fought to stand up under all the crushing weight of the drop gags.
Evina fell down because of the lack of energy, but he managed to light
a bundle of dynamite and toss it in front of the chairman’s face. It
exploded, and all the drop gags flew away in the fireball. Dirt and dust rose
up. Soot covered the chairman’s face.
Then suddenly the eyes of the Chairman opened. They were bright
and silver. Evina’s mind was taken back to the vision that the toons had
shared. He knew now that everything the chairman had said that night was
true. It was not just a simple dream. The chairman had always known that
the toons possessed something he didn’t, but his desire to find them and
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destroy them singlehandedly was too much to resist. And he had planned
to eliminate the other four cog bosses to gain more power.
After a moment’s pause, the cog reluctantly examined his own body
and saw how ridiculous he looked. Then he turned back to Evina. He began
to laugh, and it sounded awful. He was malfunctioning. With a bang, he
fell onto his back and looked up into the sky with unfocused eyes.
Evina’s vision was going away due to his weakness. He couldn’t see
anything clearly, but he crawled up to where the Chairman lay. He gazed
into the face of the very first cog, the cog that he had feared more than
anything else.
“You have defeated me,” the cog admitted, “but don’t celebrate yet.
You’ve brought an even worse fate upon yourselves. The president will
seek revenge. The business… Cogs Inc. will die without me. The C.E.O…
can’t do everything on his own. I won’t be here to witness the destruction
of Toontown… but you will!”
The Chairman collapsed into hundreds of pieces, and a cloud of
smoke rose into the air. A giant gear slowed to a stop after its many years
of spinning and fell out of the cog’s chest.
Evina was horrified. The fear welled up inside him again even
stronger than before. All at once, the knowledge of what he had done sank
into his mind, and it was impossible to believe. He held up the magnificent
gear and placed it on Harry’s chest. He knew Harry deserved this much
more than he did. He was the reason they had survived this far.
The toons were on the ground and scarcely breathing. Evina was
starting to faint, struggling to take in every breath. He didn’t know how
much longer he would survive.
A small, jeweled gear rolled out of the chairman’s pants pocket. It
looked very fancy and strange. Evina picked it up and put it in his own
pocket. He had a feeling that it was something very important, or else the
chairman wouldn’t have been carrying it.
Evina was almost blind now; everything was a blur. He could barely
move or speak. He called out for Harry. “I assume you have to change your
plan now,” he gasped.
Harry was barely stirring. “No, Evina… I have no more plans,” he
whispered. “I only know that we’re doomed. Do you have any idea what
we’ve just done?”
“I know,” Evina whispered, “the war has begun.” He heard the wind
blowing, and through his eyelids, he saw the cog suits fall off the roof. Now
they had no more disguises. There was nothing he could do about it.
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Although he was much too weak to walk, he tried to do it anyway. One step
forward, and he fell off the edge of the roof.
He had no energy remaining to scream; he plummeted through the
clouds, unable to see what was happening. All the colors and objects
danced wildly before his eyes. He fell further, and further, and there
seemed to be no end. His body tumbled and turned in the wind. He was
barely conscious. His eyes closed, and everything was gone.

CHAPTER 30

NEW PLANS
“I don’t believe it!” someone yelled. It sounded like the voice of a cog.
“You mean the chairman was actually destroyed… by some toons?”
“I don’t understand it either,” another cog voice spoke. “Nobody
doubted he was indestructible. Something bizarre must’ve happened.
Something must have made him laugh.”
“And he’s tricked us from the beginning. It’s amazing how many
stupid things he tried. His bodyguards have already spilled all of the
information regarding his secret plans. I can’t believe the truth is finally
being revealed after all this time. They say he convinced the president to
stop the search because he wanted to defeat the toons himself. I mean, he’s
even had cogs hide in alleys to spy on them and figure out where they were
going.”
“Wow… do you think he malfunctioned? I’m sure he was never
programmed to act that way.”
“I’m not sure. It’s been fifteen years. Anything might’ve happened to
him, but now he’ll never be able to tell us his side of the story. It looks like
the damage is simply too much. He’ll never be repaired. Have you ever
wondered how the C.E.O. will feel about this?”
“The C.E.O.? About an hour ago he admitted he hasn’t done anything
useful since he was created. He said that his father told him everything he
needed to do since he was promoted. All he ever did was play golf.”
“What!?” the other voice shouted in disbelief. “What are we going to
do now? If the C.E.O. won’t do anything, then who will? Someone needs to
talk to the president.”
“I heard that the president is aware of everything, but he hasn’t done
anything about it yet. The word spreads fast around here. As long as the
news doesn’t get to Toontown, we’re alright.”
“Why Toontown?”
“If they found out their toons killed our chairman, they’ll celebrate.
They might even send more toons into the nation.”
“You’re right, that wouldn’t be good. I wish the president would finish
that special operation he’s been working on; then, we wouldn’t have to
worry about them anymore. But I still have one more question. How did
the toons get into the nation without any real identification?”
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“The goons at Sparksville were found buried by the sandstorms. And
there’s a rumor that one of the toons might actually be…” the cog paused
nervously, “part robot.”
Evina opened his eyes. He was still alive, but quickly wished he was
still asleep. Every inch of him ached. He had fallen into some shrubs
around the perimeter of the building and was hidden from view. But
although the cogs couldn’t see him, he knew something was wrong. He was
paralyzed and completely flattened. He tried to hold his breath and reinflate himself, but it didn’t work.
There were footsteps. A police car had just arrived, and a policeman
joined the conversation on the other side of the shrubs.
“I got news for you two. We asked the president again if the search for
the toons should continue, and he said no.”
“What the heck? I hope he’s not going to try the same thing as the
chairman,” the first cog remarked.
“No, the toons couldn’t possibly reach the president, and even if they
did, he’s perfectly capable of taking care of himself. He’s literally a billion
times stronger than the chairman ever was.” The policeman got back into
the car and drove away. Then the other two cogs started a heated
argument.
“So, is the president just going to let them stay here? Does he think
the toons are our honored guests? They came here to destroy us! They’ve
already destroyed the chairman! Is he really going to let us be torn to
pieces while he relaxes in the comfort of his office?”
“I’m not sure.”
“He can’t do that!”
“Look, if you have a problem with the president’s plans then you can
go talk to him yourself. But I’m not foolish enough to try.”
There was silence for a moment. “I just decided that I’m fine with it.
The president can do anything he wants.”
“That’s what I thought you’d say.”
Evina was looking out through of a hole in the bush. The two cogs,
who were also policemen, walked into the front entrance of the skyscraper.
They came out a minute later with some other police, carrying a large black
box with the remains of the chairman inside.
Evina was a little relieved. The cogs had confirmed the fact that the
toons were not caught. They had to be safe somewhere. He assumed they
went back to the apartment because there wasn’t anywhere else they
could’ve gone.
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Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do now. He was too weak
to move, and all the cog suits were lost. He had to wait until the night
before he had any chance of sneaking back to the apartment alive.
He estimated it to be sometime in the late afternoon because of the
light above him in the sky. He had been knocked out for several hours.
He reached out for his gag bag, but his arm hurt too much. After half
an hour of deep breathing, he almost finished re-inflating himself. He
found a squished cream pie remaining in his bag and ate it. His strength
along with the magical toony feeling came back, but it wasn’t as strong as
before. He was grateful that he had the black suit still completely intact. If
he hadn’t been wearing it with its toony protection, he could have easily
died.
After a few more hours of waiting and resting, the shadows of the
buildings crept over the streets, and the sky darkened. Evina carefully
crawled out of the bushes and hid against one of the dark walls of the
building. Fortunately, nobody saw him.
He spent a few more minutes looking for some more edible gags in
his bag. So many of them had been used up on the chairman, but he knew
he needed more energy if he was going to make it back to the apartment
alive.
Before long, it was dark enough for him to travel. Although he was
extremely nervous, he was certain no cogs could see him if he moved
carefully. Looking around, he wondered which way would be best to go. “I
wish there was an easier way,” he whispered to himself while leaning
against the wall. Without warning, suction cups popped up on his hands,
elbows, knees, and feet.
“Harry put more gadgets in here than I thought,” he mumbled. He
began by climbing up the wall of the skyscraper he fell off earlier that day.
He worked his way behind it and around to the other side, so he would be
completely out of sight from the bright plaza. Obviously, he wanted to
avoid being seen under any lights.
But the capitol is the perfect place to go. I need to latch on the top of
one of the trains to go home. He looked both ways to make sure no cogs
were coming then dashed across the street to the capitol. He didn’t dare go
inside, though. The lights were too bright, and he would be seen instantly.
He chose to wait near the tracks outside. When the train dived
underground, he would jump down and latch onto it with the suction cups.
It was extremely risky, but it was his only idea. The fact that the suit had
saved his life once already was comforting.
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Soon enough, lights could be seen approaching him from the capitol.
A subway came rolling down the rails toward the tunnel. It kept falling
lower and lower, and then Evina jumped into the tunnel right behind it.
The timing was just right. The suction cups stuck to the back of the last
car. He used all his might to climb up onto the roof. Then when he got
there, he stuck all eight suction cups on the roof and rested. It was strong
enough to hold him there.
He felt worried now. What if there isn’t enough clearance for me to
be up here? And what if I don’t find the toons back at the apartment? But
it was very late at night, and he was exhausted. Even though the train
rattled, he felt secure. So, he relaxed and watched the lights in the tunnel
zoom by. He closed his eyes. Just moments later, he was abruptly
awakened by the jets of water that sprayed the train clean as it sped by. He
could see brighter lights ahead. The train was approaching the first station.
As the train slowed down, he did his best to safely climb onto the
opposite side of the train from the doors. There was a chance that someone
could see him up there. When the train stopped, the doors opened. For a
minute, he heard cogs getting in and out of the car. Then it started moving
again. He climbed back onto the roof before the train accelerated too fast.
The tricky part was figuring out how to get off the train at the next
station. After a few minutes, he arrived, and he had only seconds before it
left to some other part of Cogtropolis.
He crouched low on the roof, waiting for all the cogs to get on and off.
Then the train began to move again. He jumped up and suctioned to the
ceiling of the station. The train sped away, but luckily, he was still there,
hanging on the ceiling, and none of the cogs seemed to notice him.
He crawled as quietly as he could along the ceiling to the stairs that
went up to the street. When all the cogs walked away, he jumped down and
dashed across the street to the apartment. It was a miracle that no cogs
saw him, not even the Number Cruncher walking on a sidewalk nearby.
Now Evina proceeded to climb up the wall of the apartment. It took a
lot of strength. He was growing weaker all the time. He counted the
windows that he passed until he was sure he was at the 89 th level. Never
once did he dare look down. Wearily, he knocked on the window, hoping
it was actually the right one. A pair of eyes peeked through, and then the
curtains were parted.
Pink opened the window and let Evina climb inside. He was breathing
heavily. There were many times that day he expected to die, but he was
grateful that it was finally over now. Being home was such a comfort. And
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before anyone could bother him with questions, he collapsed and fell
asleep.

*

*

*

“I wonder what this could be,” the voice said. Several lights on a
communication device were blinking. Evina was seeing everything from
the eyes of the man, and he felt like he was actually present. His
surroundings were no longer blurred anymore but very detailed. Of all the
visions he had seen, this one was the clearest. He appeared to be seated in
some kind of strange transportation vehicle. Outside the windows, there
was nothing except a black expanse with thousands of little glowing dots.
This must be the tooniverse, he thought. The dots were planets and stars.
A nervous squeaking was coming from the other chair, but it was
turned away from the man, so Evina could not see what it was.
“I haven’t received a call for years,” the man remarked. He hesitantly
picked up the communication device and spoke. “Hello? This is the master
speaking.” There was a pause. A voice was coming out from the
communication device, but Evina could not hear it properly. Maybe the
interference was too strong, or maybe it was encoded. “WHAT?” the man
cried out. “Um, please don’t panic, I’m on my way right now!” He turned
off the communication device nervously. “Take us into hyperspace!”
There was a little bit of squeaking, then the spaceship blasted forward
at such a speed that the stars outside the window stretched into thin white
streaks.

*

*

*

Evina woke up, spluttering. Rocky had just sprayed him with a seltzer
bottle. He jumped up off the floor, and the water dripped from his suit.
“What was that about?” he demanded. He was also angry that his vision of
the man had been disrupted.
“We let you sleep, but now we want to have everything explained,”
Harry said.
Evina went to the table to sit down. He was grateful that the suit kept
him dry because it was another frigid morning. “Well, where should I
begin?” he asked. “I got this really strange feeling when I defeated the
chairman. I felt like I was using strength that didn’t exist inside me. Then
the suits blew off the roof. I fell off the roof trying to grab one of them. I
passed out before I hit the ground.”

NEW PLANS

212

“That explains why you’re slightly flat,” Catman said.
“Yeah, but aren’t you glad that I made it here safe?” Evina said.
“But we’re not safe,” Harry said, causing Evina’s smile to disappear.
He looked more dismal now than ever before.
“But I heard the cogs say that the president isn’t allowing a search,”
Evina protested. “We must be safe!”
“Oh, but they’re infuriated! They’re rebelling against him. They are
going on a huge hunt for us, anyway,” Harry said.
“And how did you get home without a cog suit?” Zany interrupted.
“I used the suction cups on the suit to latch onto the roof of a train.”
“There are suction cups on the suit?” Zany gasped with amazement.
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you all the things I put in those
suits,” Harry smiled, but he immediately became serious again. “Now, we
have no more time to waste. Let’s finish the job. Goopy, I want you to find
out precisely where the cogs are being built.”
The purple dog looked at Harry then obediently opened his laptop
without a response. After a minute of typing, he said, “I hacked into a
security camera at the capitol to track all the cogs entering and leaving
each day. And all the data says there are a lot more cogs exiting the capitol
each day than the number who enter it, several thousand more!”
“I think that’s our answer,” Harry said. “Now, I want you all to stand
up in a line.” The other toons stood up and formed a line as ordered. “We
are going to do the impossible,” Harry announced. “Now, as you may
imagine, a task that is considered impossible will be quite difficult to do.”
He walked up Pink, the first in line. “I see great potential in you,” he said.
“Do the very best you can.”
She smiled. “Thank you, Harry.”
Harry turned to Rocky. “This is no time for laziness.” Rocky looked
up from his burrito and made eye contact with Harry. “You will do the best
you can, right?”
“Yes, I promise.” Rocky saluted him.
Zany was next in line. “You are our most experienced toon, except for
me, of course. Keep your concentration, and you can conquer.”
“I won’t let you down, I promise!” she answered.
Then Harry stood before Ricky. “Your explosives may prove useful,
but we’ll have to be sneaky and quiet in there.”
“Ok,” he said, “I’ll make no noise! I’ll be as sneaky as a weasel!”
“Goopy, do everything you have to do. Hack, glitch, or whatever else.
Just make sure we stay alive.”
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“I will, sir.”
“Simeon,” Harry addressed him with a smile. “Stay positive and
follow my orders. Everything will be fine.”
“Yes, sir,” Simeon said with uncertainty.
Catman looked Harry straight in the eye. “What about me?”
“Forget about that robot arm,” Harry said. “It doesn’t make you a cog.
What matters most is what’s on the inside, not the outside. You can be a
hero again. I know you can do this.”
“Thank you, Harry. Of course, I can do it. I am Catman, the hero of
Toontown!”
“Not yet,” Harry reminded him, moving to Evina, the last one in the
line. “Lead them to safety when I’m gone.”
“But nothing bad will happen to you!” Evina insisted.
Harry didn’t listen to him but turned around to speak to them all at
once. “Are you ready?”
“What about the cog suits!?” Zany cried.
“The cogs are not that stupid now. They’re taking extra precautions,
especially at the place we’re going to break into. It doesn’t matter whether
we are in cog suits or toon suits. We need to be invisible, not disguised.”
The group looked nervously at Harry, and he looked back at them
with determination. “For Toontown!” he said.
“For Toontown!” They cheered as energetically and quietly as they
could.
“So, can you guess what the new plan is?” Harry asked them.
“The capitol,” Evina said, “behind the big, black door.”

CHAPTER 31

BEHIND THE DOOR
“So… are we going to go now?” Rocky asked excitedly.
“Certainly not!” Harry exclaimed. “The cogs would expect us to be at
the capitol right now! We need to set a decoy on the other side of
Cogtropolis to lure the guards away from the President. Then it’ll appear
like we’re running away from them.”
“And just how are we going to do that?” Ricky said cynically, propping
his legs up on the table.
“Well,” Harry said, “there is the obvious duck decoy we can use. I just
called Mr. McDuck, and he has agreed to cause some chaos over on the
other side of town.” Harry sounded happy, but he grimaced at the same
time.
“What’s wrong?” Pink asked. “Isn’t that a good thing?”
“Well, uh… Scrooge told me that the cogs tried to get information out
of him. And I think they know he’s been helping us. It was a really awful
experience, but he never told them a thing about us, and he’s still alive.
He’s our hero.”
The toons felt guilty for the pain that they had put Mr. McDuck
through. He had lived a hard life, a prisoner in Cogtropolis for fifteen years
without another toon around.
The thought of someone being all alone reminded Evina of his strange
dreams. Almost every night since they arrived at Cogtropolis, he had heard
the voice of that man and the squeaky thing. But last night Evina saw an
actual place, and none of this made any sense. The man, the spaceship,
and the stars made him so confused. He wondered why he didn’t have any
more dreams about the cogs. Those dreams were logical. The chairman’s
face alone would give nightmares to any toon that saw it. But these bizarre
visions didn’t make sense in any way.
The toons sat around in the apartment all day. They played games,
watched the TV, and ate plenty of food. Everyone needed to rest to be as
strong and healthy as possible.
Fortunately, there was not much said about them on the news. They
saw the chairman’s memorial services. Afterward, the cameras pointed to
the C.E.O. being interviewed by a Newsbot.
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“Hello, Mr. Gears. The whole nation’s been talking about you, and I
can speak for all of us when I say we expect great things from you. How do
you feel about being both C.E.O. and chairman of Cogs Inc.?”
“I uh… well, it’s a great responsibility. I will always remember my
father,” the C.E.O. answered nervously.
“Oh, it certainly is a big responsibility. Do you have anything else to
say?” the Newsbot asked.
The C.E.O. hesitated. “I don’t have to worry about being fired now, I
guess.”
“But Mr. Gears, everyone is dying to know: what are your latest
plans?”
“Plans?” There was a long moment of silence. “I… I was not
programmed with that data.”
“You must be kidding! You should have been programmed better than
any cog because the chairman did it himself!”
“I… I… I… don’t know what to do.”
The cogs in the audience were trying as hard as they could to stop
themselves from laughing and malfunctioning. The C.E.O. was becoming
a deadly weapon to them.
“Could you explain to me,” the Newsbot demanded angrily, “how you
led this corporation before Bill was destroyed?”
“Well… he pretty much told me everything I needed to do. I just
played golf most of the time.”
The interviewer looked like he was about to cry. “So, what are you
going to do, Mr. Sparx?” he yelled at the V.P. nearby.
The boss of the Sellbots was unprepared. “Mike and I need to… have
a little conference with Bob,” he said.
The V.P and C.F.O. left the room, dragging the C.E.O. behind them.
“This is not good news,” the Newsbot announced. “After fifteen years,
we may finally see the end of Cogs Inc. But hope is not lost yet! Penny
Pinchers and Tightwads continue to buy stocks even at this moment. They
have faith that—”
Harry turned off the T.V. “The end of Cogs Inc. is pretty much the end
of the cogs,” he said. “The president will have to establish a new
corporation or two to keep the economy alive.”
“So, do you think the cogs will stop invading Toontown?” Rocky
wondered.
“No,” Goopy replied from behind his laptop. “The president would
continue the invasion even after the company ends. He probably has
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complete control over the creation of the cogs. I mean, we’ve already seen
how many more cogs, especially weak ones, come out of the capitol than
those that go in.”
The toons ate lunch and dinner, feeling tenser as each minute passed.
Then they went to bed early to get ready for the big day ahead of them.
For hours, they sat in the dark, unable to relax enough to fall asleep.
They were so scared of going to the capitol. But Evina was also worried
about his dreams. I’m afraid of seeing that man again. Evina pondered. I
want to know who he is, but I’m afraid the truth might only disturb me.
Just after he thought that, he finally fell asleep.

*

*

*

“Ah!” the man shouted. Evina could see him perfectly clear from his
reflection on a glass surface. He looked like a strange kind of cog. He was
dressed from head to foot in a very shiny, white suit. A silver gear was
embroidered on the suit’s front. His matching helmet had a voice speaker
and a black screen with many little blue lights that formed the shapes of
eyes.
He jumped up from his chair and nervously paced around the control
room of the spacecraft. “I can’t get over it! I knew this was going to
happen!” he muttered. “What are they going to do when I get back there?”
The other chair was still turned away from him. Evina never got to
view what was sitting there. Some squeaking and beeping responded to the
man’s question.
“Do you think it was worth anything?” he continued. “I was only
trying to help. Sorry for trying to justify it. I understand what I did is
wrong, and I’ll have to face the consequences now, no matter how severe.”
There were some more squeaking and beeping.
“So… I’ll either be executed or locked away forever. That’s what I
thought. That is… unless it did work.”
There was one shrill squeak.
“No? Well, there must still the slightest possibility that my plan
worked. Perhaps that’s what they are so worried about. That would be
great!”
The other chair turned around. A miniature version of the man, about
half a foot tall, hopped off in its tiny white suit and helmet. Evina had no
idea what it could be inside. It continued to squeak as it walked to a wall
and pressed a combination of buttons.
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“You never had faith in me,” the man said. “But I still have faith that
it worked. It had to have worked!”
The ship slowed down. The man and the short squeaky thing walked
into the airlock. They each put on a backpack, the man opened the hatch,
and they jumped out into space.

*

*

*

Evina woke up very early in the morning at the sound of the alarm.
He was sweating. There was so much for him to think about, but
unfortunately, he couldn’t afford to spend any more time working out the
meaning his visions. Today the toons were going to break into the capitol.
Still, he knew some parts of the dream sounded familiar to him. He
racked his brains and tried to bring himself back to fifteen years ago. The
apartment was out of view as he recounted his memory.
There was screaming as the sky darkened. Cogs landed everywhere.
There were explosions, fire, crying, and toons running away. I was so
young and had no idea what I could do. The Toon Council ran out and
started locking the gates. Most cities and highways were already blocked
off. The streets were also locked to stop the robots from coming in.
Everyone’s happiness dropped. It felt like the world would end. I was
pushed with the crowds of toons into the underground shelter. Then I
remembered nothing more.
No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t remember the people in his
dream. It was like he was watching a videotape where part of it had been
cut out. There was no memory of anything that had happened before the
cogs came. He cared about little else right now. He was desperate to find
out why he couldn’t remember his life, why these memories were taken
from him.
Everyone leaped out of their beds and rushed to eat breakfast. “We
need to make sure our decoy worked before we can continue,” Harry said,
walking over to the television, and turning it on.
“We have some very interesting news for this four o’ clock morning
report,” a Newsbot announced. “The chaos that happened last night was
not the toons that defeated the chairman, but a toon hidden in the city that
was held hostage by the government. He was evidently working with the
other toons in secret to accomplish something terrible.”
“We’re almost beginning to wonder if this explosion was a decoy to
bring the police to the other side of the city,” another Newsbot said. “The
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toon refused to answer any questions, so it was destroyed immediately by
dip. The police are returning to the capitol as we speak.”
Harry turned off the TV. For a minute, all of the toons were silent,
unable to speak.
“You mean… Scrooge was dipped?” Pink asked.
“Yes,” Harry said softly. They stood there, contemplating the horror
of what had happened.
“Wait!” Harry shouted. “They said the police are going back to the
capitol! WE HAVE TO RUN NOW!”
The toons immediately ran out of the apartment as fast as they could.
They got on an empty subway train. Fortunately, there were few cogs out
this early to see them traveling so indiscreetly. About half an hour later,
they rocketed into the sky and came to a stop at their destination.
They ran into the deserted atrium. Their minds were filled with more
fear than they had ever felt before, probably because they knew they were
so close to success or disaster. Police cars were beginning to arrive in front
of the building. The toons saw the lights and heard the sirens. They were
worried that they might not make it to the door in time. They sprinted
down the marble floors, past hundreds of elevator doors, until they finally
reached the end. Several police officers began walking up the steps of the
capitol as the toons were reaching the huge black door. There were only
two black-suited cogs guarding the door, a Bloodsucker, and a Double
Talker. They appeared to be sleeping on the job.
The toons heaved the gigantic door open a little bit. Then they all
sneaked inside as quickly as they could and closed the door just as the
police entered the atrium.
Once the toons were sure they were safe, they all dropped on the floor
and breathed heavily. They could rest for just a moment and take some
time to examine their new surroundings. They were in a large, dimly lit
room. The ceiling, walls, and floor were made of polished, black marble,
just like the meeting room Evina had gone to. There were no doors or cogs
anywhere. It was completely silent. On the opposite side of the room was
an elevator with a sign above it. Golden letters were engraved in it.
The Capitol of the United Cog Nation
Authorized personnel only beyond this point
“Remember the most important thing of all: We’re supposed to be
invisible,” Harry reminded them.
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Goopy attached a device to the wall that was plugged into his laptop.
He hit a few keys, and there was a beep on the device. “All security cameras
on the elevator have been paused,” he said, taking the device off the wall
and putting everything away in his pocket.
Harry beamed as they scrambled into the elevator. There was only
one button. Catman pressed it with his robotic hand, and the doors closed.

CHAPTER 32

TOP SECRET
The elevator ride was very short. When the doors opened, the toons
stepped into another room, large and empty like before. However, the
lights were brighter than the previous room, and the marble floors were
pearly white. The doors surrounding this room led to the offices of the
secretaries of various federal departments.
A Flunky wearing a guard suit walked out of a door, munching a
doughnut. He saw the toons and screamed, but it was too late. They
crushed him with an anvil before he could retaliate. Strangely, no other
cog was around to notice what had happened. This facility was suspiciously
empty.
At the end of the room, there was a strange vehicle. It was a sleek
looking, cylinder-shaped capsule with leather covered seats inside. The
toons walked up to it, and Catman put his hand on the scanner to unlock
the glass doors.
A female voice responded, “You are not an authorized staff member.
You cannot access this top-secret area. If you are a visitor, please board the
train no earlier than half an hour before the time of your appointment with
the president.”
The toons looked down at it sadly. “I suppose they don’t want anyone
to unexpectedly see the president,” Catman sighed, “but we didn’t come
down here for nothing!”
Goopy went to work. He unscrewed the screen off of the scanner
device and cut one of the wires below. Then he put the screen back where
it was before.
“Access granted,” the voice said as the doors slid open. The toons
clambered inside, although it was a very tight fit. Then the capsule closed.
It began to move down a glass tube to the unknown. Little, dim overhead
lights flashed by over their heads.
They were sent left and right and down through the tube. They went
faster and sometimes slower. After about three minutes of traveling
underground, they were wondering how much further they would go. At
last, they stopped at the top-secret area. The doors opened, and they
stepped out.
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Now they were in a narrow hallway. It went both ways, to their left
and their right. Both ends seemed to curve around ahead of them like the
hallway was one continuous circle.
The lights here were dim too. The floors were metal with many thin
grooved lines going through them. The only sound they heard was the faint
humming of machinery.
Then there was a sound of feet clanking on the floor. A black-suited
guard cog was rounding the corner.
The toons jumped onto the walls, using their suction cups to hide in
the shadows of the ceiling. Fortunately, the cog walked by without noticing
them. Goopy took this opportunity to access the security circuit and
disable the cameras and alarms.
“I don’t like this place at all,” Zany whispered.
“Me neither,” Harry breathed. “Are you sure that all security is turned
off?” he asked Goopy.
“I cannot believe how much tech there is down here! There are lasers,
cameras, heat sensors, motion sensors, and some technology that I’ve
never even seen before,” Goopy whispered back. “But I think I’ve safely
disabled most of it; I hope the cogs won’t notice anything’s wrong.”
“So, we are safe?” Harry asked.
“I can’t be sure,” Goopy shrugged.
They were all beginning to get tired of hanging upside down, but they
weren’t going to risk being seen down there again. They proceeded to move
slowly across the ceiling and around the hallway. After a few minutes, they
concluded that the hallway was indeed a very large circle. Doors lined all
the outer walls; however, they didn’t find any doors on the inner wall.
They peeked inside one of the rooms and found what looked like a
prototype of a trolley that the cogs were inventing to practice fighting toons
and get them free cogbucks. Unfortunately, they didn’t have any time to
waste looking at stuff, so they went further down the hallway.
They saw a black-suited Backstabber guarding a door. They figured
something important must’ve been in there. Rocky carefully pulled out an
anvil and positioned it above the cog’s pointy head. The toons hoped it
would stun the cog long enough for Goopy to disable it.
They were so nervous that they could barely move, but Rocky had to
do it before the sweat dripped off his face.
There was a crunch, and the toons dropped off the ceiling, going to
work immediately. Goopy opened the cog’s control panel and disabled it.
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Then the toons ran into the guarded room, dragging the disabled cog with
them to hide it.
Rocky slammed the door shut and locked it. The toons sighed,
thinking they were finally safe. But something wasn’t right. There was a
mysterious light behind them in this room. All at once, they slowly
revolved away from the door and saw what the cog had been guarding. It
was a giant pencil hovering in a column of light.
There were spotlights pointing at it, making it glimmer like a
diamond. It was the most amazing thing they had ever seen. It mesmerized
them. Harry stood closest to it. His face was glowing from the light. It was
as though he had seen this before and needed to have it. There was some
hesitation, but then he reached his hand out toward the column of light
without warning.
“DON’T DO IT!” Ricky shouted.
Harry didn’t listen. He pushed his hands into the light and seized the
artifact.
The moment Harry grabbed the pencil, the light vanished. A shrill
alarm was activated, and a gun mounted on the wall shot something at
Harry. It was a glowing, green liquid. Dip.
Time seemed to slow down. The alarm faded away into the
background. Everything else was gone as the toons watched Harry in
disbelief. A hole quickly burned through his suit, he looked up at them with
sad eyes, and lastly, he gazed at Evina. Harry melted away before their
eyes.
“NO!” Evina screamed. He was petrified. He wished it had just been
a dream. He pretended it didn’t happen although he had seen it with his
own eyes. Harry was gone. The pencil rolled away on the floor. He picked
it up and stuffed it in the pocket of his suit. It dropped into a bottomless
hole. He couldn’t stop thinking about Harry. There was nothing that could
make him leave this room.
The cogs out in the hall were trying to kick the door down. Goopy
yanked Evina’s arm and threw him against the wall.
Evina stuck to the wall with the suction cups. Tears poured from his
eyes as the cogs broke the door open. He climbed up the wall and followed
the other toons the best that he could.
He was too weak from sadness to keep up with them so Simeon and
Goopy helped him along. The cogs were shouting frantically below. They
ran along the halls with their sadness blasters pointed ahead of them.
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“WE HAVE A LEVEL ONE SECURITY BREACH!” one cog shouted
into a radio. The toons snuck into another room with the door already
opened. Evina tried to drive out his sadness and focus again on what they
had to do. He had forgotten that he was the leader now. Their survival
rested on him.
This new room was full of foul smells and machinery that was making
peculiar noises. They walked further along the ceiling to see what was
happening.
Then the toons saw a green light and witnessed the most loathsome
creatures they had ever seen. There were two weasels beneath them.
Weasels were nasty characters who were never to be trusted, so it made
perfect sense that they were helping the cogs.
A skinny weasel was operating machinery that was spurting out dip
into a giant tub. He wore a clean, pressed suit and a fedora. The other
weasel was larger and appeared far less intelligent. He was mixing the dip
with a giant spoon. The only light in the room was the eerie, green glow of
the dip.
“I gotta tell ya, it’s da oldest trick in da book,” the large weasel
stammered. “That’s, er… what we did to, er… Roger Rabbit. Dip dem all at
once. Ain’t dat right, boss?”
“Right,” the boss answered in a sly, sickening voice.
“Dis Operation D.R. is perty clever,” the large weasel continued.
“Until today, I did not know dat it meant ‘dip rocket’.”
“That’s because you’re too stupid to understand it, stupid!”
They were interrupted by a black-suited Ambulance Chaser who
skidded into the room. The alarm lights were flashing in his eyes. “Have
you seen any toons around here?”
“No,” the boss said.
“Don’t try to weasel out of this one!” the cog snapped. “Tell the truth!”
The large weasel stopped stirring. “B-b-but we are weasels!”
The boss pulled out a giant mallet and smacked the other on the head.
“YOUCH!”
“We really didn’t see any toons… honestly,” the boss said more
sincerely this time. “Why would there be any in here?”
“Haven’t you two been listening!? Haven’t you heard the alarms!?
Toons broke in and stole the pencil! I hope you’re almost done with that
dip because there’s no more time left. We have to load that rocket
immediately!”
“We’re almost done,” the boss weasel assured him.
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The toons snuck out of the room and into the hallway again.
“So, that’s where they make the dip,” Pink said with amazement.
“What are we going to do now, Evina?”
This was the first time on the adventure that Evina had been seriously
asked what to do next. As he hung there on the ceiling, he could only think
of Harry. He was going to start crying again, but he stopped himself. He
thought about what Harry would do in this situation. “If anything happens
to me, Goopy is in charge,” he said. “But right now, I want you to try to use
your cog radar.”
Goopy just stared at Evina.
“Will it not work in here?” Evina asked.
“It’ll work, but if I use it, the cogs could pick up our signal! They’ll
track us down to where we are right here, on the ceiling.”
“It’s really important,” Evina said.
Goopy looked unsure about it, but he turned on his cog radar anyway.
After looking at it for a few moments, he turned back to Evina. “They are
all on the other side of the hall,” he said. “We’re safe to go.”
They dropped down from the ceiling and walked as quietly as they
could down the section of the hall that was furthest from the cogs on the
radar. They were grateful that they didn’t wear shoes as their feet didn’t
clank on the metal floor. It wasn’t too far that they walked before Evina
stopped at a door.
“Goopy, are we safe?”
Goopy looked at his cog radar screen. “One of them is walking this
way. He’ll be visible in less than a minute.”
“Great,” Evina said. “Have you noticed that all the doors in this hall
are on the outer wall of the circle? Well, this big door is the only one that
points inwards to the center.”
“So, how do we get in?” Ricky asked.
Evina frowned after seeing that the door had no handle. There was
only a small, narrow slot in the center.
“Twenty seconds until the cog arrives,” Goopy warned.
Evina pulled the Chairman’s small, jeweled gear out of his pocket. He
pushed it into the slot, and it clicked into place with half of it in and half
out. He spun the gear around and heard the interior locks of the door
moving. Then it swung open.
“Ten seconds,” Goopy whispered.
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They all shuffled through the door, and Evina removed the gear. He
closed the door behind him just before the cog walked by. Once they were
safe, they sat down on the floor.
“Where did you get that gear?” Pink marveled.
“It was in the Chairman’s pocket,” Evina explained. “Now, let’s go.”
They beheld the room that they were in. It was very large, plain, and
circular, filling all the space inside the hallway’s curve, just as he thought
it would. And most importantly, it was empty. The only thing here was a
wide staircase that went down about a hundred steps. They stood up and
carefully walked down the stairs. The steps narrowed the further they
went.
“How far down are we?” Ricky wondered. “This place just goes deeper
and deeper!”
“I think we’re almost there,” Evina said.
Once they reached the bottom, they were at the mouth of a very long
hallway. There was a thick, red carpet that stretched the length of the hall.
It was made with thin, golden gears embroidered in it. The lights were dim,
and there were mirrors hung along each wall. It made it appear like there
were infinite copies of themselves walking down similar halls.
They marched down this hall watching their reflections in the mirrors
to their right and to their left, afraid that they would find they were not
alone. They also had the strange suspicion that they were close to finding
the president.
They reached the end of the hall to find an ancient set of double doors
before them. They were tall and reddish-brown with rust, clearly very old.
Imprinted on the doors was a giant gear. Half of the gear stretched across
each door.
It looked so intimidating, so ancient, so out of place that the toons felt
more hesitant now than they had ever been before. They heard a faint noise
behind the doors, and they were afraid to find out what it was.
“We promised Harry,” Evina said, “we would never surrender. We
can’t let them launch that dip rocket! We can’t let all of Toontown be
destroyed!”
The toons looked at him and nodded nervously, even though they
didn’t know what to do when they reached the president. Evina looked
back at them, wishing he didn’t have to go through the doors either. Harry
was already destroyed. Knowing that he might have to face the same fate
was appalling.
“For Toontown,” Evina said as tears collected in his eyes.
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“For Toontown!” the others repeated.
Evina took a deep breath, and with a loud creaking noise he swung
the rusty doors wide open.

CHAPTER 33

THE PRESIDENT
An incredible sight met their eyes. There was clanking and buzzing
and sawing and flashing. The toons walked into the largest room that they
had ever seen before. The ceiling rose hundreds of feet above their heads,
and the floor was hundreds of feet beneath the narrow bridge that they
stood on. At the opposite end of the bridge, there was another door.
Giant gears turned on the walls as cogs were assembled and moved
along a conveyor belt. The entire cog assembly process could be seen right
there. It started with sheets of metal and ended with completed cogs that
were taken through a hole on the opposite side of the wall. This was their
answer, and they knew they had to stop it somehow.
“Amazing!” Evina gasped. “So, this is where all the cogs are made! We
finally found it! Goopy, how are we going to shut it down?”
Goopy turned his attention to Evina. “I have a theory, but I can’t say
for sure.”
“Please say it,” Evina insisted.
Goopy opened his laptop and typed in some calculations. “I believe
all the cogs are connected to a common signal, this powerful one that I’ve
been tracking for a while. It seems to give the cogs commands like when
and where to invade, as well as other things like software updates. If I
could find the computer that is sending this signal, I might be able to use
it to shut down all the cogs at once.”
The toons looked at each other with looks of surprise. This was the
miraculous solution they had been hoping for, one they hardly imagined
could exist.
“Let’s go!” Evina said. “I bet when we find the president that the
machine won’t be far.” After taking a few steps, he felt secure. “I think it’s
safe to cross.”
They took small, careful steps. One wrong move, and they would
plummet into one of the deadly moving parts in the machines below. It
took the toons about ten minutes to safely make it across the length of the
factory and reach the next door.
Evina opened it with the same terror as before. It was another room
but much smaller and cleaner. Evina closed the door behind them, and the
clanking sounds stopped. They stood in the dim light.
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The floor was made of white marble again, and there were statues of
famous cogs on each side of the room. Judging by the chairs and décor,
this looked like some sort of waiting room. At the other end, there was a
magnificent set of double doors with a gear imprinted on them. Unlike the
last doors, these ones were black and decorated with rare gemstones and
pearls. They were not old or rusted. Above them it read:
The President
United Nation of the C.O.G.
The first thing that surprised them was the magnificence of the door,
but the most shocking fact was that it was the president’s real office. Evina
didn’t know what to think of it.
“Here goes nothing,” Evina said with a shuddering voice. He crept
over to the door and opened it a tiny crack to peek inside. He felt crazy for
trying this. It was very dark. Nothing could be seen or heard, so he opened
it a little more. There appeared to be some kind of balcony up ahead.
On their hands and knees, the toons crawled along the marble floor
to reach the banister. The light was dim enough so that they didn’t think
anyone could see them.
“You know,” a voice quietly echoed from somewhere down below, “I
kind of feel relieved that the chairman is dead.” The toons recognized it as
the voice of the V.P.
“Why is that?” another voice asked. It was the Chief Justice.
“He always treated us with disrespect, as if we were toons.”
“Really? In what way?”
“He never listened to me,” the V.P. continued. “It was like he hated
Sellbots for some reason. He acted like he always knew better than anyone
else. But without the proper funding, we couldn’t have improved our
security. Then he constantly blamed me for letting toons inside. How is
that my fault? The little brutes barged in, and he was to blame for not
funding us!”
The Chief Justice sighed. “I must admit that I’ve had similar
experiences.”
The C.E.O. was the next to speak. “He was always blaming me
whenever something went wrong. And sometimes he would even turn me
into… a Flunky.” He paused awkwardly for a moment. “And by the way,
why won’t you let us search for those toons?”
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Evina peeked over the banister and stopped himself from screaming
with surprise. The spotlights from the high ceiling of the colossal room
pointed down on the four cog bosses sitting around a table. And in the
shadows behind them, there was the figure of something gigantic. It must
have been hundreds of feet tall!
On the left side of the room, there was a large machine with blinking
lights and thousands of buttons. And on the right side, a tall rocket stood.
It was connected to a pump filling it with dip.
Evina gasped and ducked his head down. “Did you see… that?” he
whispered to them. Simeon shook his head and decided to take a peek. He
reeled back after a few seconds, looking very nauseous.
“You have no right to know of my plans,” a booming voice spoke. It
resonated throughout the room. “I was not aware of your ill feelings
toward Bill, but you must remember that I built and programmed him
myself. If he did all those things, then he must have done them for a good
reason. You have no right to complain.”
The C.F.O. rolled back from the table. “I really do love this company,
but I just can’t take the hypocrisy anymore! We don’t get paid enough for
what we put up with now, and I’m sure Bob isn’t going to do any better
than his father. You know, sometimes I wish I could be a toon. They never
seem to fail.”
“You can’t handle this?” the deep voice asked, apparently amused.
“Then consider yourself fired, all of you.”
The C.E.O. slowly rotated his head up to the dark monster. “Um…
what did you say?”
“You’re fired,” the voice repeated a little louder, annoyed this time.
The four cogs looked at each other, and then they nervously rolled
away without another word.
“I can run this nation and its economy completely on my own,” the
voice announced defiantly. “I don’t need help from ridiculous cogs who
dream of being toons.”
An elevator opened. The four fired cogs reluctantly rolled inside and
disappeared. The giant monster let out a deep sigh.
“That must be the president,” Evina whispered to the others.
There was silence for a moment. Nobody moved; they were all
listening intently for whatever would happen next.
“And speaking of toons,” the president said to himself, “I think it’s
time to stop this silly game.”
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The toons looked at each other, still hidden behind the banister. They
had no clue what the president was talking about.
“Stop mocking me! This is not a game of hide-and-go-seek. How
stupid do you think I am?” Massive footsteps shook the ground, and they
got louder. The president was coming. “Come out, come out,” the voice
called. Blinding, red lights flashed down on the toons. “…wherever you
are!”
With amazing speed, they all jumped up and fled from the enormous
hand of the president. They leaped off the balcony and landed on the floor
below, amazed that the impact didn’t flatten them.
“You toons are unbelievable,” the robot remarked. “Did you actually
believe I had forgotten about you? I was waiting for you. You came in here
and trapped yourself! And I didn’t have to lift a finger!”
The toons sprinted under the cog’s legs and dashed toward the dip
rocket as fast as they could. The green fluid was rising higher and higher
inside it.
“In mere minutes, this rocket will launch. I will destroy Toontown,
AND YOU WILL NEVER SEE THE LIGHT OF DAY AGAIN!” He roared
with evil laughter that made the whole room tremble.
Evina didn’t even get close to reaching the rocket before the president
stomped on the ground, sending a shockwave that knocked everyone off
their feet.
His glowing, red eyes were full of hatred, and they were staring right
at Evina. Several blasts of laser were shot, almost hitting him.
The toons knew that gags were useless against him, so they decided
to distract the president while Goopy figured out a way to disable the giant
machine.
The president chased after Ricky and Rocky and blasted them with
his laser vision. They fell to the ground unconscious and covered in soot.
It only took a minute for the president to blast all the toons except Goopy.
Goopy reached the cog control panel and began examining the wires.
Then he started cutting some of them.
“I think I’m missing one,” the president said, looking around for
Goopy. He found him in the wires of the machine. “DON’T TOUCH
THAT!”
He ran, bent down, picked Goopy up, and trapped him in his hands.
“I don’t understand how pathetic, little toons like you have come to be such
a nuisance to us. It’s insulting to be fighting things so feeble and brainless.”
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Goopy pulled out a small device and typed in a code. He submitted it
to the cog computer, and it began to flash. Then the president looked down
at Goopy and blasted him with laser vision.

*

*

*

The toons woke up sometime later in a small chamber. There was only
one door, and it was without a window or a doorknob. The light hanging
from the ceiling was faint and flickering. The toons couldn’t see anything
very well. They wore chains on their arms and legs. Every inch of them
hurt from the laser burns.
“I knew this was going to happen,” Evina sighed. “Now Toontown is
going to be destroyed. And I know it was all my fault for coming here in
the first place. I would rather have had a peaceful death. Being dipped
quickly from an unexpected rocket wouldn’t be that bad, but knowing that
your end is coming, and having to wait for it, is so much worse. You see
everything that has happened in your life coming back to haunt you.”
“But we did it,” Goopy said. “I locked into the signal of the cog
computer. I sent a command that told all the cogs to self-destruct.”
“You mean, all the cogs are gone?” Evina asked.
“Yes, every cog in the whole world… except for the president. He
didn’t receive the signal because he wasn’t created with the machine.”
“Then what I want to know is where he came from in the first place!”
Evina screamed. “He wasn’t created by a machine, and I don’t think he just
fell from the sky! He was made by an intelligent being! A toon created him!
I know it! Some toon started all of this!”
“Why would a toon start the cogs? That’s absolutely ridiculous!” Pink
exclaimed.
“Scrooge said he came here to look for someone. That someone must
have been the toon who created the cogs,” Evina reasoned. “And I’m pretty
sure I’ve seen him in my dreams.”
The toons were startled by the anguished roar from the president on
the other side of the door. He was livid. “You’ve destroyed them. YOU’VE
DESTROYED EVERYONE! I don’t know how you did it, but you are going
to pay! I am going to launch the dip rocket soon, but first I will execute
you. And I will record it so that when I bring back my children, I can show
them your death. Then they will see who destroyed their ancestors. Your
pain and terror will bring them joy, their true vengeance. They will become
inspired, and they will hate you forever!”
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“Oh no!” Catman sobbed as gases seeped out of vents in the chamber’s
walls. It was the same chemical that poisoned them in their apartment.
The toons felt nausea come back, and their heads began spinning. The
chairman walked inside and stood in the middle of the room, looking at
Evina with a blank expression.
“Didn’t I tell you?” he said. “You are going to be famous now. Cogs of
the future will see the video of your demise. You will be a permanent part
of history. It’s a good thing you didn’t stay home and become nothing.”
“This isn’t what I wanted,” Evina said coldly.
The cog shrugged. “Then what was it that you wanted when you came
here?”
“Just get out of here!” Evina screamed. “You’re an illusion! We
destroyed you, and you don’t exist!”
“I’ll leave,” the chairman agreed, “but I brought along someone that I
thought you’d want to see.”
Harry appeared next to the chairman. He looked around sadly at all
the toons in the room. He seemed to be struggling to say something, but
the words wouldn’t come.
Evina cried deeply and looked into the eyes of Harry. “It’s my fault!
MY FAULT!” he cried. “Please forgive me! Don’t go!”
Harry raised his arm and waved. “Goodbye,” he said miserably.
“No! Don’t leave us here! I need you!” Evina sobbed as the ghosts
faded away. “You were my best friend! You helped us so much! Now you’re
gone, and it was all my fault!”
Evina dropped his head and cried, and the tears didn’t stop. He was
wallowing helplessly in his pain and his guilt. He was left empty with the
fact that everything bad had happened because of him. Harry had warned
him so many times. If they had not come, the cogs probably wouldn’t have
even resorted to starting the dip rocket. But now there was nothing left for
them. The end was here. There would be no hope for them today.
Then he was aware that the gas was clearing away. He was drenched
in sweat and tears. The door opened, and the hand of the president
grabbed the end of the chain that they were all linked to. As he pulled it,
the toons stood up and walked in a line out to the hall.
Their chains clinked along the floor as they walked to the execution
room. They saw it was a small chamber, one that had probably never been
used before. The ceiling was opened so the president could look down on
them from his giant room above.
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They each stood on a separate, circular platform. Then they were
raised into the air. A red light on a camera in front of them turned on,
indicating the start of the recording. The shackles broke. The toons were
disconnected from the chains holding them together, but they still had
ropes tied around their hands and feet.
A tub of glowing dip was placed under each platform. And it didn’t
take an expert to figure out what was going to happen next. Their feelings
of horror were too much to describe. Their hearts were beating quickly and
loudly in their chests during their last moments. It was just like those
dreams that he kept having, but this felt much worse, and this was real.
There was no waking up from this nightmare.
“Toons,” the president addressed them hatefully, “you have been
found guilty of many crimes, the most serious of which are listed here:
trespassing, impersonation, vandalism, theft, destruction of the entire cog
population, and attempting to stop the nation’s plans for world
domination. Therefore, you are sentenced to be destroyed this day by
cartoon dip. Do you have any last words?”
In just a few short moments, Evina’s whole life flashed before his
eyes. He saw all the good times and all the bad times. He remembered the
warm breeze and sunshine in Toontown Central. He longed to be there. He
knew now that it was better to be bored and alive than to be destroyed. He
saw them hopping over the fence and heading to the mountains. He
remembered Pete and his magnificent palace. He saw Clarabelle and her
warm smile. He saw the native toons and their hospitality. He remembered
the cool feeling of the caves and the dry heat of the desert. The feeling of
entering Cog Nation was exhilarating. He stood on the top of the
apartment, looking out at the city, with the beautiful, orange sunset behind
its silhouette. The storm was approaching, and his arms were out, feeling
the warm breeze blowing through his clothes, letting the rain fall.
The memories ended. He turned his head up with his eyes closed, not
wanting to look at the president, and directed his words to Harry. “I’m
sorry,” he whispered.
Evina shed his last tears and looked at the other toons at his sides.
They looked dreadful, with faces full of fear, shining with green light from
the dip below. He wondered if he looked just as bad as they did. With all
his heart, he wished they didn’t have to suffer this with him. He believed
he was the only one who deserved this punishment.
“This will be a demonstration to show the world that nobody can
stand in our way,” the president said. “The cogs will remember how they
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were victorious over the toons, and the toons will never be a threat to them
ever again.” He smiled maliciously and pulled a lever.
The platforms dropped, and the toons screamed. They plunged deep
into the tubs of dip.

CHAPTER 34

VENGEANCE
The pain was excruciating. Evina immediately ceased his breathing
and everything went numb. The neon green glow faded away to black.
There was no thought, feeling, or emotion. There was neither real nor
unreal. Evina didn’t physically exist anymore. He had no body. He was
nowhere. He just seemed to float alone in a world of empty nothingness.
He could not be happy or sad. He could not hurt or feel comfortable. He
could not be one place or another. And there was no time. He was nowhere,
forever.
Then, all of a sudden, he came back to his senses. He still had his
mind. He was starting to feel sadness and worry. He could feel his body
tingling. He wasn’t really gone. In fact, he hadn’t melted at all. Was this all
just another stupid dream? How could that even be true?
It wasn’t quite as awful as he feared it would be because the pain only
lasted for a moment. He felt strange inside like he was sick. It was like he
was cold and dark. Maybe that was from being unconscious, but now he
felt the need to breathe again. He moved his hands around the tub. There
was a lid on the top, and he pushed it off.
Carefully, he climbed out of his container. He was feeling very weak
and lightheaded. He opened his eyes but could barely see anything. The
glowing, green slime dripped slowly off his black suit. He sat down in a
corner and breathed slowly until he felt a little better, although still a little
funny. After a minute, his vision became clearer, and he could see that
there was a dim lightbulb flickering above his head.
He examined his surroundings and noticed he was standing in a dusty
storage room filled with dozens of boxes and crates. The tubs were lined
up in a corner of the room.
Evina started to wonder what was really in their tubs if it wasn’t dip.
It must’ve just been plain water with a glowing solution added to it. He
laughed to himself. He was so happy to be alive. All the adrenaline and fear
turned to glee. He had no idea how it had happened, but something
miraculous had occurred. The cogs made a huge mistake. This was going
to be something that the toons could laugh about for a very long time.
Evina walked up to another dip tub and removed the lid. But
surprisingly, there was nothing inside except the thick, green liquid with
some small items on the bottom. He put his hand inside and felt around,

VENGEANCE

236

but there clearly wasn’t anything in there except the objects that he pulled
out. It was a black suit and a pair of gloves.
“They must’ve escaped,” he whispered, trying to keep from worrying.
A thought occurred to him, but he instantly ignored it, even though he
couldn’t explain why the toons would leave without saving him, and
without taking their suits.
After taking off the lids from several other tubs, he found that they
were also empty except for suits and gloves. I wonder where they went
without me, he wondered. The thought in the back of his mind kept trying
to come back, but he refused to allow it. The dark emptiness grew inside
him. He had never felt a sickness like this before.
Next, he walked over to the door of the storage room and tried to open
it, but it was locked up tight. His breathing increased as he ran back to the
glowing tubs, feeling completely perplexed. “Where did they go if the door
was locked?” he whispered, trying to make sense of it all.
There was only one tub that still had a lid on. Evina was certain that
this was the one Catman had been dropped into. He went over to it as fast
as he could and ripped the lid off.
It was just like the others but with something else. A robotic skelecog
arm was lying on the bottom. There was nothing more. Evina reached his
hand inside and pulled it out. There was no doubt it was Catman’s robotic
arm, and the rest of him was gone.
The fear returned instantly, and he knew that this nightmare was no
nightmare; it was reality. His mind was racing. He couldn’t react. He began
screaming inside his head. The other toons were all dipped! They’re gone!
They melted! They died, but I am still alive! Is this supposed to be my
punishment? Am I to remain here forever to be tortured for what I have
done? I know I shouldn’t have brought them here to Cog Nation, but why
wasn’t I melted? It’s just a simple thing to ask for! Why can’t someone just
finally die? The dip hurt me before, so why can’t it hurt me now? Why do
I feel so dark inside?
He dropped the robot arm, and it clanked on the dusty floor. This
couldn’t be real. He knew this wasn’t a dream, but it was just too cruel to
be true. The realization of this horror began to overcome him, and tears
welled up in his eyes again. He hated the cogs now more than ever before.
He hated the president. There was no other explanation. The toons were
actually dipped. He was completely alone. He had lost everyone he loved,
and now he would never see another toon’s face ever again.
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Evina was so angry that his entire body tightened. He felt ready to
explode. Ever since he had been in Cog Nation, his anger had grown
stronger, but this was different. This was a strange kind of darkness that
was growing and spreading like a disease flowing through his veins. It was
using the anger as a catalyst to change him. Rage completely filled his
body, a type of burning that he had never felt before. It overcame all of his
sensations. And then, just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore,
he literally felt something click. It finished and stopped. Something had
permanently changed inside him. He felt like another species. He was a
whole new being. He felt cold, unnatural, and empty. His eyes opened, and
he could see things with so much detail. He knew he was a monster.
Everything he had been before was gone. Now he only thirsted for
vengeance. He was determined to destroy the president. There was no
more pain and no more fear. He didn’t care whether he lived or died
because there was nothing more he could lose.
Unfortunately, all the gags in his gag bag were useless against the
monstrous robot, and he had eaten every throw gag except for one birthday
cake. He stood up and kicked the door several times. To his surprise, he
broke off the doorknob successfully. Maybe, somehow, I am stronger
now.
With this new feeling of invincibility, he crept out into a hallway. He
looked carefully for a familiar landmark, anything to remind him where he
was, but he finally admitted to himself that he was lost.
There were broken pieces of cogs, and goons scattered around on the
hallway floors. It was evidence that Goopy’s work had been a success. But
he couldn’t afford to think about the lost toons now, because he needed to
destroy the president, and the robot was nowhere to be seen.
Evina sprinted down the hallway easily. His movement felt so smooth
and effortless. He was becoming aware of his new, enhanced senses. He
could smell the oily chemicals in the air. He could feel the vibrations in the
floors and the walls. They were clues to him. He was not far from the
president’s chamber.
Then at that moment, he spotted an air vent ahead. He ran over to it,
and with a creaking noise, he broke the grate open and climbed inside.
He crawled forward on his elbows. It was very dark and dusty in the
vent, and in some places, it was also slippery. He couldn’t see anything,
and he was unable to stop himself from sliding. He had no more control
over where he was going down the slope. He slid faster and faster and
around sharp corners. He did not know where it would take him, but there
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was no amount of fear inside him. Finally, he hit another vent cover that
led into another room. There was a booming voice outside.
“Are you sure it’s ready?” the president asked. Evina looked through
the grate and saw the two weasels standing by the fully loaded rocket.
“I guarantee this thing is flawless. It’s all ready for launch,” the boss
weasel confirmed.
“You better be right!” the robot shouted. “If anything goes wrong—”
“I swear on my life,” the weasel interrupted with a sickening grin.
“Thank you,” the president said dully as he walked over to the main
computer. “You have been very useful these past few weeks.”
“But… what about our pay?” the large weasel asked.
The president turned around with an evil smirk. “Oh… you want your
pay?” There was a flash of intense laser light. Evina could feel the radiant
heat of the flames, and when they cleared away, there was nothing left but
a couple black spots.
The robot was about to turn back to the computer when a small metal
panel on his leg fell open. “What? I thought I had this thing fixed years
ago.” He closed it and turned his attention back to the controls.
“Computer, initiate the launch sequence.”
“Launch sequence engaged,” the computer announced.
“No!” Evina shouted, bursting out of the air vent.
The president spun around and glared down at him. He was stunned.
“This isn’t possible! How could you survive the dip?” But after a moment,
his anger faded away. “Oh, it doesn’t really matter anymore, because
you’re too late. Toontown will be destroyed in the blink of an eye!”
Little lights on the rocket flashed, and smoke began to pour out from
the bottom.
“I can’t allow you to do that,” Evina said calmly. He darted forward at
full speed.
The president looked amused. “What… you actually think you can
stop me?”
Evina grinned. “I used to doubt it too. But now I finally understand
that nothing is impossible.”
“Well, forget it!” the robot bellowed ferociously. “This is my world
now!” A line of laser shot from his eyes, and it missed Evina by inches. “It’s
over! Surrender now or suffer my wrath!” He fired more of his laser.
Evina felt as light as a feather and as fast as lightning. The bright
flames rose from the trail of laser chasing him from behind. He dodged
every one of the president’s attacks easily, feeling the exhilaration of the
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chase and acutely aware of every tiny movement the robot made. His anger
was much stronger than any fear.
“You can’t run forever!” the monster thundered, not aware that the
panel on his leg had fallen open again.
It was a slim chance, but Evina knew exactly what he was meant to
do, and it was the only chance he would ever have. He pulled out his last
birthday cake, his last hope, and made his aim carefully. “This is for
Harry!” he shouted. “THIS IS FOR TOONTOWN!” With his new senses,
he hurled the birthday cake forward with high speed and perfect accuracy.
It spun magnificently through the air and splattered into the exposed wires
inside the president’s leg. A large red wire and a blue wire broke apart, and
sparks flew everywhere.
“You need to conquer some other world, not ours,” Evina finished.
“But for now, it’s time for you to retire.”
The president opened his mouth slowly. He was beginning to
malfunction. His body was emitting sparks and metallic noises. “I don’t
know how you did it! You have defeated us! But don’t celebrate just yet
because we will return! I will come back to rule the world that I rightfully
deserve! Now, my master approaches!”
There was a terrible earsplitting noise of ripping metal. The floor
trembled, and the dip rocket exploded. Glass shattered, and glowing fluid
flew in every direction. There was a blinding flash followed by a
shockwave. Huge clouds of flames erupted from the robot, and everything
fell apart. Evina was suddenly gone. He remembered no more.

CHAPTER 35

GEARS
Evina was conscious. He had initially feared he was dead again
because he was in complete darkness. He couldn’t see anything, and he
could barely move his limbs at all. Every inch of him hurt. He had no idea
where he was or how long he had been knocked out. There was cold, heavy
pressure pushing on every side. Feeling around with his fingertips he
noticed that he seemed to be entirely buried in cog parts, mostly gears. In
his mind, the truth was finalized; he had just destroyed the president. Now
there was not a single cog left in the world. They were gone forever. The
rocket didn’t launch. It was blasted to pieces. His dream had become a
reality; he had really saved Toontown. Now he was a hero to all the toons
of the world. None of this, however, relieved him of his guilt. He
remembered perfectly what had happened to his friends.
It isn’t fair at all, he thought. I know everyone in Toontown is
celebrating their freedom, and they won’t remember us. They probably
never cared about what happened to the silly toons that left their world
weeks ago, and they would never know how much we had to sacrifice.
His greatest wish was that nobody would ever find him. It was dark
and uncomfortable, but he didn’t seem to mind. He couldn’t live with the
pain of that knowledge, of knowing what he had caused. He was certain
that none of this would have happened if it wasn’t for his stupid idea, his
desperate attempt to have an exciting adventure. If nobody found him
here, it would be the best for everyone. He was okay now with everyone
believing he was dead because he didn’t feel alive inside.
Silently, he waited among the gears, wishing he could disappear as
soon as possible. He still felt the cold and emptiness inside of him. It was
something different from guilt; it was something he couldn’t explain.
Clearly, he wasn’t the same toon he had been before. So, whatever creature
he was now was anyone’s guess.
Then the president’s last words unexpectedly came to his
remembrance. “My master approaches.” Does that mean what I think it
means? Is it possible that there was someone in control of the president?
How could anything be more powerful and more evil than that? Who is
this leader of the cogs that they speak of, a legendary figure whose eyes
stare down from the top of every building?
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Just as he was pondering on those words, he heard a noise that
interrupted his thoughts. There was a crash followed by the sound of some
very powerful engines. Some kind of vehicle was arriving nearby. It
seemed to stop only to be replaced moments later with the sound of
footsteps crunching on metal pieces. There was someone walking on the
gears up there, and Evina didn’t know whether it was a friend or a foe. In
all likelihood, he probably had no more living friends. Trying to remain as
motionless as he could, he waited for the thing to pass. He did not ever
want to be found, especially now by a stranger. He merely wanted to be
alone and wallow in his sorrow. The feeling of invincibility had faded, and
fear began to return.
The footsteps stopped directly above him. He was petrified, thinking
he might have been discovered. At first it seems like nothing would
happen, then a hand reached down into the gears and grabbed his leg. It
was a very cold, hard hand with a firm grip, and it kept tugging him until
he reached the surface.
Evina didn’t notice anything else in the room. He only saw the
creature who had rescued him, and the sight frightened him. It was the
same man from his dreams. He had finally arrived. Evina had been looking
forward to the day they would meet, but now he was anxious about it. The
man was still dressed in the same shiny, white suit; a silver gear was
delicately embroidered on the chest. The tiny blue lights on the helmet
formed the shapes of menacing eyes, and worst of all, he was pointing a
large energy gun at Evina.
“Identify yourself,” the man demanded.
Evina paused. “Uh… I am Evina…. and I’m a resident of Toontown
Central.”
The man slowly lowered his weapon and remained silent and
motionless for what felt like ages. “Evina…” he whispered quietly. The
lights forming the eyes on his helmet turned into ones less angry. “Evina?”
he repeated. “Wait… did it actually work?”
“Excuse me?” Evina asked.
“I said… did the plan work?”
“Honestly, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Ok then, describe what your home is like,” the man asked
impatiently.
Evina shrugged. “It’s really kind of boring.”
“Are there any wars, or corruption, or anarchy?”
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“No, for the most part, the people are happy… and they work
together.”
“They’re friendly… and they work together?” The man in the white
suit raised a hand to his head. He looked bewildered. “Um… I think I need
to talk to you. Please sit down.” His voice was gentler now.
Not knowing what else to do, Evina carefully sat down on a nearby
pile of gears as ordered. He took a deep breath to relax.
“Alright, you can come over now,” the man called over his shoulder.
Evina looked and saw there was something running toward them from a
spaceship. It was the small squeaking thing in its tiny white suit.
When it arrived, the man began to loosen his own helmet. He twisted
it around until there was a suction noise and it pulled off. Underneath was
the last thing Evina expected. There was the head of an old, white chicken.
He took off the rest of his suit, and Evina viewed the old, tattered clothes
he had been wearing underneath it.
“Wait, you’re a toon,” Evina said.
“Eh… no, not exactly,” the man smiled feebly. “But I promise you I’ll
explain everything in due time.”
The little squeaky thing removed its helmet and suit as well. Inside,
there was a skinny metal robot with a lightbulb as a head.
They allowed Evina some time to absorb this new scene. He was
confused, not sure if this was all real or if anything he had previously
believed was true.
“Allow me to introduce myself,” the chicken finally spoke. “My name
is Gyro Gearloose, and this is my little helper.” The tiny robot waved its
arm at Evina and squeaked.
Evina racked his brain. “I thought I had heard that name before, but
I can’t be sure of it… Oh, wait! Harry once told me you were a crazy
inventor.”
“If you don’t mind, I prefer the word ‘eccentric,’ but that matters very
little now. Please relax. I don’t want you to overreact. We have a lot to talk
about, and I must be totally honest with you,” he sighed sadly, sounding
hesitant. Evina looked into his eyes and could see the fear. “Fifteen years
ago, in this very room, I created the president of Cog Nation. I was the one
who started the cogs.”
Evina was stunned for a moment before he could comprehend the
words that Gearloose spoke. “YOU!” he screamed furiously, jumping up
off the gears and positioning his body in battle stance. “Do you even have
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the slightest idea what kind of pain you’ve inflicted upon the citizens of
Toontown?”
“No,” Gearloose admitted miserably, “so that’s why I need you to tell
me. But before we do that, I need to explain a few more things. Please sit.”
Evina sat down once more, trying to remain patient for a little longer
before he would inevitably erupt with anger again. He decided to take
some time to examine the room properly. This used to be the president’s
chamber, but it was completely changed now. There were cog parts
everywhere on the floor, in mounds as far as he could see. Smoke and dust
were visible in the air. The only light in the room came from some sunlight
through a hole in the ceiling. It was shining on the man’s spacecraft.
Probably it was the ship that had created the hole. He observed how the
dust in the air made the beams of light look solid.
“I am neither a toon nor a cog,” Gearloose explained. “I am a modified
toon with cog-like properties that make me nearly indestructible.”
This was weird and way too much for Evina to consider right now. He
was about to walk away, but Gearloose held his arm.
The old chicken sighed knowing he would have to resort to more
extreme explaining to prove his point. “Please wait. Just hear me out. You
see… you are my son, Evina. You are the one and only Evina Gearloose.”
“WHAT?” He tried to pull away again.
“I know exactly what you’re thinking!”
“No! I’ve never seen you before!”
“And from what I’ve observed, you are almost just like me. You are
neither toon nor cog.”
“I am a toon!” Evina hollered. “And you’ve lost your mind!”
“Is that so?” the inventor said. “Then how come you feel so angry and
empty inside? Just try to explain that.”
Evina was frightened now. He stopped struggling and shouting.
“Huh? How did you know about—”
“I know because I can receive your brain’s signals, your thoughts. You
can also pick up on the signals of my mind too. It’s like a two-way radio.
That’s how you kept having dreams about me. I know you have because
I’ve felt your connection. No matter how far away we were separated, we
could know of the other’s existence. I could feel you buried under the gears,
and it gave me hope that you were still alive. Also, this connection is the
reason why things that you haven’t learned would suddenly come to your
memory, am I right?”
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Evina carefully seated himself again. He was having trouble
understanding all of this information so quickly. But somehow it sort of
made sense. He didn’t know why, but it did. He saw the spacecraft again
and wondered if it was really possible to travel outside their world. “Uh…
that’s your spaceship, right?”
“Yes.”
“So, where did you go during all these years? When all of this stuff
was happening, why weren’t you around?”
“I… I’ll have to explain that some other time,” he mumbled. “All these
things must be revealed in the correct order.”
“Well then, where is my mother?”
“She passed away. I’m sorry, but I can’t give any more details on that
now.”
Evina was sad to hear the news even though he didn’t think he had
ever known his mother. His annoyance with Gyro was much stronger. He
didn’t like how he kept holding back so much information. But he was still
grateful to learn something.
“Why are my memories so messed up?”
“That is something else that I have to tell you about later. I apologize.”
Evina sighed and tried to stay calm. “If you went somewhere for all
these years, then why couldn’t you take me with you? I stayed here
knowing nothing about anything for such a long time.”
“Just know that I had to do it. I had to be alone. I didn’t want to miss
all this time with you, really. I didn’t want to miss the chance of seeing you
grow up.”
“Well, is there something you can tell me? Would you say something
that isn’t so cryptic?”
“Ok, I’ll share some information with you, but it will have to be from
my perspective. Now, I want you to carefully practice tuning in on my
brain’s signals. It would be much easier for you to fully understand my
story if I didn’t explain what happened but show you instead.”
Evina didn’t know if he could completely trust this man yet.
Everything that Gyro had said sounded very peculiar, but he was curious
to learn more because he felt that, even as absurd as it sounded, it was true.
So, he focused his mind on the man in front of him, and the president’s
room faded away like he was going to sleep. He was entering Gyro’s mind,
moving very fast, and traveling far away from his body, back to a time and
place many years ago.

CHAPTER 36

FIFTEEN YEARS AGO
Mickey Mouse was sitting in a chair behind his desk. He had an
expression of deep concern on his face. His arms were folded and lying in
front of him. This was Flippy’s office, but back in those days, it belonged
to Mickey. Through the window came the warm light of the sunset. It filled
the room with a soft, golden glow.
“Please come forward and take a seat, Mr. Gearloose.”
Gyro nervously walked forward to the other chair and sat down like
he was told.
There was a pause while Mickey seemed to be struggling with his
words. “I’m truly sorry about this,” he said, “but I’m going to have to do
something. Have you seen what’s been going on out there?”
“Uh… yes, sir,” Gyro answered nervously, “the toons are becoming
restless.”
“Yes,” Mickey said sadly, “and I don’t know what to do about it. I’ve
tried everything I could think of, but I’m afraid I only have one choice left.”
He looked at Gyro, but the other didn’t respond, so he continued. “I have
to leave Toontown.”
Gyro jumped out of his seat. “But sir, you can’t go, especially not at a
time like this! Toontown needs you now more than ever!”
“Does it? How do you know it’s not my fault they’re this way?” Mickey
stood up and walked over to look out his window. The light illuminated his
solemn face. “I think that they’re somehow angry at me for something.
Despite the legendary leadership skills they say I have, I simply can’t fix a
problem as severe as this. So, I’m going to leave Mr. Flippy in charge.”
“Flippy? I’m not sure he’ll be able to handle it.”
“Well, I for one certainly cannot handle it,” he said miserably. “I
thought that since you were known for being such a genius, you might have
a better plan in mind.”
Gyro’s eyes widened. “I… don’t have any idea,” he said. Though, in
reality, he had a small idea of something to do.
“Well then, I hope I’ll see you again someday,” Mickey said. “I think
I’ll be making movies at my studio back home if you need me.”
“Yes, sir,” Gyro said, standing up to let the president of Toontown
walk by. He followed him out the door, and without another word, Mickey
walked out into the streets, where the clouds in the sky were turning a
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beautiful shade of orange in the sunset. Gyro stood at the door until Mickey
had disappeared out of sight.
Gyro had never seen such contention among toons before. If one were
to ask another to do a favor, the other toon would answer “I’m too busy,”
or “why me?” or even resort to violence. Their tooniness was all but gone.
They had nothing good to do. They had no incentive to work, and they
became lazy and dislikable. They didn’t even look like toons anymore.
Their society was falling apart, and only something big, something
extreme, would have the power needed to fix it.
If anyone could correct this mess, he knew it was he. He traveled
home to his garage lab and got the required tools. And he brought his little
helper, plenty of supplies, and a spaceship he had built. The sky turned red
as night began to fall. He was so angry with everything. He felt dark, cold,
and empty. His body tightened, and then he felt a click inside himself. Now
he didn’t feel like a toon anymore. His eyes darkened. They looked cold,
metallic, and evil. They were the same eyes that every toon would learn to
fear. They were glaring down from the top of every building. They were the
eyes of the cog.
Boldly, he piloted his ship. It took off into the sky, and he navigated
it where he knew he was meant to go. He went to the other side of the world
where he could be all alone, the only place he wouldn’t be disturbed. He
landed on the ground that the toons had first stepped on when they left
Earth.
It was the abandoned city. He quickly came across to the building he
was looking for. It had a large set of rusty double doors, and he dragged
them open. Nobody was there so he set up his lab. He was going to be there
for a long time. Just like Mickey, he knew he was a prominent figure who
had disappeared unexpectedly. Someone was bound to come looking for
him eventually.
Many weeks seemed to pass in just a few seconds as Evina witnessed
how Gyro created the president. When he was finally finished, he stood
back and examined it in awe. It was magnificent. For the last few weeks,
he had put all the energy of his life into that machine, so there was a chance
it could have a life of its own.
But before he got a chance to test it, he saw something approaching
on his radar. Someone had come looking for him, maybe Scrooge, because
he had recently invested a lot of money in Gyro’s inventions.
Unfortunately, Gyro just spent everything he had on building the giant
robot. He couldn’t let himself be seen, so he hid in the shadows.
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After a loud bang from the door closing, Scrooge was inside and
slowly walked forward. “Gyro?” he called out.
The inventor silently watched everything that Scrooge did, and when
the duck looked inside the robot’s foot, it came to life. It was a success.
Scrooge fell unconscious. The robot scooped him up and locked him
up in a cage.
The new creation turned to its creator and spoke with a terrible voice.
“What are your orders, master?”
“Well, what do you feel like doing?” Gyro asked his machine.
“I feel like conquering Toontown,” it replied.
“Good!” he smiled. “Now, how do you plan to do it?”
The robot thought about it for a long time. “The most logical way
would be a corporation,” it announced.
“Hmmm, what a novel idea,” Gyro remarked. “Do you want to start
your business now?”
“Yes, master.”
“Go to the machine and create a masterpiece,” the master ordered.
The president obeyed, and a blank robot soon emerged from the machine.
The president shaped the face and designed the clothes.
“That looks great. Tell me who it is?”
“This would be… the chairman of the corporation,” it answered.
“What will you name it?”
The robot thought for a long time. “William Gears,” it answered. “I
will give it the proper programming.”
“That sounds like an excellent idea,” Gyro said. He sat down in one of
his chairs and watched what was happening. The chairman was soon
functioning properly.
“I am William Gears,” the chairman announced. “I want to work.”
“Hello there,” Gyro said, “I am Mr. Gearloose, your master.”
“It is a pleasure to meet you,” the chairman replied.
“Are you ready to build a great nation?”
“Yes, sir,” answered the chairman. He walked over to the machine and
started building more cogs. Hundreds emerged in all shapes and sizes.
When the chairman was finished with the cogs, the master stood up
and paced around the room to inspect them. “Not bad,” he said. “I think
you should organize them.”
The chairman organized the robots by primary function. Each group
of cog types got a different suit color and title. “Sellbots, Cashbots,
Lawbots, Bossbots, Servicebots, Newsbots…” The chairman named all the
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groups of cogs. “It would be most logical if we created multiple copies of
each robot.”
“I agree,” the master said. “I want you to conquer Toontown and do
everything you can to halt or slow down their progress.”
The chairman nodded. “I will not fail you, master.”
“You are to call yourselves the Confederation of Gearloose, or C.O.G.
for short.”
“I will remember these robots as ‘cogs’ in your honor, sir.”
“Thank you,” Gyro said. “That is very nice of you.” He turned to the
larger one. “I now appoint you the president of this confederation.”
“Thank you, master,” the president said. “I will conquer.”
“Great. Now, about this corporation,” Gyro continued.
“It will be… Cogs Incorporated,” the chairman proclaimed.
“That sounds great! Are you going to have anyone to help you?”
“Yes, a C.E.O. must preside over Cogs Inc.,” the chairman answered.
He went over to a Bossbot and put his hand on its back. “This one will do,”
he said.
“Ok then, make it ready. While you’re doing that, I suggest that you,
Mr. President, should set up a stronger government.”
The chairman and the president worked. The C.E.O. and the Chief
Justice were made.
“I am your father,” the chairman told the new and improved Bossbot.
“Hello, father, I am Robert Gears,” the C.E.O. spoke.
“Please choose some other cogs to help you lead Cog’s Inc,” the
chairman ordered.
“I will,” the C.E.O. answered. After choosing a Cashbot and a Sellbot,
he went to work on upgrading them to a higher level. The Vice President
and the C.F.O. were created.
Everything seemed to be running smoothly. Gyro was really happy,
and he believed there was a chance that this plan could actually work. An
invasion of fierce robots ought to do what he wanted them to do.
“Are you all ready to conquer Toontown?” the master asked.
“Yes,” the president said.
“Great. Take this communication device and contact me only in an
emergency. Do not reveal my identity to anyone. Oh, and one more thing,
make sure that the toon in the cage doesn’t remember any of this.”
“Yes, master,” the President said as Gyro headed for the spaceship.
The little helper was squeaking with rage. Its lightbulb head was
flickering. It couldn’t believe what Gyro had just done.
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“Don’t worry so much,” he told the little robot. “This should have the
effect I want. This should be a wakeup call for the toons.”
“Go!” the president ordered, and the cogs flew away. The spaceship
rose up into the stratosphere, watching the millions of little cogs soar like
a swarm of silvery insects on their way to wreak havoc in Toontown. His
confidence faded as he began to question the ethics and the probability of
success.
The little helper appeared sad and confused. It looked up to Gyro, the
one it thought it trusted. The metallic eyes were so unfamiliar.
“Oh, I was just thinking, we should go on a little trip to Earth. Ok,
maybe it will be a very long trip. I have some of Mickey’s movies with me.
Maybe after all this time, they would like to see them. It’s going to be quite
a journey, but it should give them enough time for this to work. I anticipate
things will be better when we return. The toons should learn to work
together to keep the cogs under control.”
He swallowed back fear, and a sick feeling came to his stomach. He
thought of Scrooge, a good friend he had just betrayed. He thought of
Mickey far away and unable to help the toons fight. He thought of his son
whom he left at home with a memory blocking device. He might never see
any of them again. If the plan failed, the consequences would be too awful
to imagine.
“I hope I wasn’t too extreme. My anger and frustration with the toons
have made me like one of those cogs. I’ve shared that dark feeling, and now
it’s come to life. It’s like a sentient disease inside of me. I don’t feel
anything like a toon anymore! I know one day I’ll have to take
responsibility for the awful chaos I’ve unleashed on Toontown.”

*

*

*

The scene faded, and Evina came rushing very fast back to the
present, back to his body. He pulled himself out of Gyro’s mind, appearing
once again in the huge room. Everything that he had seen was gone now.
All of that was completely destroyed here, but old Gyro was still sitting
nearby.
“So, as you see,” Gyro said, “you and I both had that change inside us.
We felt the anger. It made us immune to almost any damage, including
dip, which works only on toons. Dip damage never heals, but the hole in
your arm disappeared really quickly. You just had a little toon left in you.
In fact, I’m surprised that the cogs tried to use dip. They must’ve been even
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smarter than I thought. Though the use of a rocket is the oldest trick in the
book.”
“You don’t get it, do you?” Evina shouted.
“What do you mean?” the older one asked.
“A group of toons came in here with me. They were my friends, but
now they have all been dipped!”
“Oh.”
“Scrooge McDuck and Harry Oldman have also been dipped!”
“I, uh… oh dear,” he gasped. “But my plan worked. The toons are
getting along with each other. You said so yourself!”
“THAT DOESN’T MATTER!” Evina screamed. “None of the pain and
death and destruction that all of Toontown has experienced would have
happened if you didn’t create that monster! How could you be so cruel and
heartless!?”
“I had to,” Gyro shot back boldly, raising his blaster to Evina. “I
thought you of all people would know what it feels like, to have that
darkness completely fill your body. I did what had to be done!”
Evina also found a sadness blaster within reach, and he pointed it at
his father.
After staring nervously at each other for a minute, Gyro spoke. “This
is silly. We both know we can’t harm each other so we’ll have to get along.”
Both of them lowered their guns. Even Evina knew that what he said was
true.
“I want to offer you my sincerest apology,” Gyro said. “I only wanted
to help. I didn’t want it to end this way!” Tears began to fill his eyes, and
then Evina suddenly hugged him. The embrace was one of forgiveness,
sadness, and love.
“I’m glad that I have a toon that still cares for me,” the old chicken
continued. “I’m so proud to have you as a son. You’ve truly saved us all.”
Evina still felt slightly awkward hugging someone that he had never
remembered meeting before. They were supposed to be enemies, but they
had something in common that he couldn’t deny. They were from the same
family, and they understood each other’s pains. They had something inside
them that nobody else in the world had, this mysterious disease of the cog.
Evina felt very tired since he had last woken up from bed at four in
the morning. A lot had happened since then. He defeated the president,
his friends were dipped, and he found his long-lost traitor of a father.
“I understand everything,” Evina said. “I know why you had to do it.
But now your eyes, the evil eyes, are on the top of every cog building.”
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“So, I’ve noticed,” Gyro said. “But they’re not like that anymore.”
Evina sighed, looking into the eyes of Gyro Gearloose. They still
looked dark, dull, and gray. They were heavy and sad. They were the eyes
of a pathetic, old chicken who was scared and full of regrets. He had
changed the colorful world of Toontown into an evil, gray nation of robots.
“We need to go up on the roof,” he said.
Although Evina didn’t know what he was talking about, he followed
Gyro to his spaceship. He sat with the door open and his legs hanging out.
Then they slowly rose through the ceiling and up higher and higher to the
surface. They landed on what remained of the roof of the capitol building.
Evina hopped out and saw the amazing view.
Above the building, there was a beautiful sight of the city. A warm
wind was blowing. Evina could feel it on his black suit, reminding him of
the times he spent alone. Now they could see all of Cogtropolis glimmering
in the colorful sunset. The clouds were orange like the ones on the day that
Gyro left Toontown.
It was unusually silent. Every single cog in the world was destroyed,
but Evina didn’t really feel too bad for them. After all, for most of them, it
was the first time that they had ever felt the joy of laughter. They had never
really experienced something quite like that before. The conquering of
Toontown was all because they were following orders.
He had mixed emotions of happiness and sadness. A normal toon
wouldn’t be able to handle the feelings that Evina had experienced that
day, but he wasn’t a normal toon. He began to cry of happiness and grief.
If only the other toons could see this, he thought. If only they could hear
the truth, and see the beauty, and feel the happiness of our reunion. If
only we could be heroes together. If only they could forgive me.
Gyro looked out at his nation with wonder. He had started this all,
and even though it had caused terrible things, it still shined brilliantly.
“I just don’t understand this one thing,” Evina said. “How could this
possibly make the toons better? How could this make them work
together?”
“I’ve been thinking about that for a long time,” Gyro replied, “and
then I found the answer. The toons didn’t have the resistance and pain to
understand happiness. They needed something difficult to wake them up
from their ignorance. Once I felt the anger and the emptiness, I knew this
is what it would take. Sometimes things need to be broken down in order
to be built up.”
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Evina thought about his words, and they began to make sense. Just
like muscles, almost everything needs resistance to grow and become
strong. “You truly are a genius,” he told him. “I just wish the other toons
could be here to see this….” He thought about it sadly for a minute, but
then he thought of the strangest idea.
“What it is?” Gyro asked in response to Evina suddenly jumping up.
Evina seemed to ignore everything else. A moment of genius had
struck. “I… I think I know what to do! The toons can experience this!”
Evina pulled the giant pencil out of his pocket.
Gyro’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw it. The pencil
was perfectly sharpened and embossed with the name Walt Disney in
golden letters.
“Before he was dipped, Scrooge told me that nothing is impossible,”
Evina said, “and I believe him.”

CHAPTER 37

A DIFFERENT WORLD
Gyro watched nervously as Evina used the pencil to trace a figure on
the cement floor. He formed the ears and the head. Then he drew the body,
feet, and clothes. He designed it as accurately as he could remember. When
he was completely content with it, he stood back and examined his work.
It was a drawing of a rabbit toon.
Evina cleared his throat and spoke with a soft and hopeful voice,
“Harry Oldman,” he said.
He waited a minute, but unfortunately, nothing happened. Evina’s
hopes plummeted, and he couldn’t hold the tears back anymore. “There
really is no happy ending,” he sobbed. “Harry was my best friend! He
helped us so much. Why did he have to go?” The warm wind blew the tears
off his face, and they dripped down on the pathetic, dusty, lifeless drawing
of the rabbit.
Gyro put his hand on Evina’s back and whispered, “Nothing is
impossible… remember?”
Evina looked down at the picture with surprise. It was beginning to
develop color. The details became clearer, and the image became more and
more lifelike. Within seconds, the rabbit was a three-dimensional form.
Harry lifted himself off the ground, staring at Evina in awe. He didn’t look
old anymore. He looked like a whole new toon. Perhaps it wasn’t the
original Harry.
“Evina?” he asked, “Is that you?”
“YES!” Evina shouted enthusiastically, dropping the pencil. They
looked like they hadn’t seen each other in years.
“Wait a moment,” Harry exclaimed, looking at the chicken, “is that
who I… no, it couldn’t be!” he gasped in disbelief.
“I’ll explain everything as soon as I can,” Evina promised, “but first,
we have some work to do.”
Harry and Gyro watched as Evina drew the other toons. He created
the figures of all of them who were dipped. Last of all, he completed
Scrooge McDuck. Everyone stood there staring at Evina with confused
expressions. Catman was examining his perfect arm that was no longer
robotic.
Finally, Evina began to recount to everyone his story of what had
happened from the time Scrooge was dipped to the present moment. He
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explained the dreams he had had. Then he told them that his father, the
man who created the cogs, was standing right next to him.
When the toons heard this, they instinctively became angry. It took a
very long time to get everything explained, but Evina finally managed to
get them to understand.
“So,” Ricky said, “both of you are neither toons nor cogs now?”
“That is correct,” Evina said. “It’s just like… a glitch that happened to
him fifteen years ago. And it happened to me a few hours ago.”
“Yes, I regret starting the C.O.G.,” Gyro admitted, “but I’m glad my
plan still worked. Things are still much better now than they were before.”
“How do you know that?” Harry questioned him. “We’re not in
Toontown now. How do we know everything is alright?”
Gyro nervously looked around for an answer. “I think it’s time we find
out. Everyone get in the ship because we’re going home!”
The toons felt a rush of pure excitement for the first time in what felt
like ages. They clambered into the spaceship and strapped on their
seatbelts.
The little squeaky robot walked around and made sure that
everything was going alright. Then it climbed into the copilot’s seat, and
the ship lifted off the ground.
The ship’s hull began to creak, and the engine was humming as they
slowly ascended above the extinct city of Cogtropolis.
“I’ll have to warn you,” Gyro said, “this ship is really old. It might be
a little bumpy.”
The ship tilted up toward the sky and blasted forward with amazing
speed. They penetrated the beautiful clouds, glowing orange in the
brilliant sunset. And they continued to fly even higher. Eventually, the
pressure eased, and they felt like they were falling. The sky outside was
black, and the sphere of their planet was seen below.
“You may experience some nausea if you haven’t been in space
before,” Gyro warned.
Some of the toons looked like they were about to faint. The little robot
hopped out of its seat and floated over to a large switch on the wall. It
activated the artificial gravity.
Everybody’s weight returned, and they rested on their seats again.
Since they were orbiting the planet, it would only be a few minutes before
they reached Toontown.
“So, about that thing I saw in your head,” Evina spoke. “I saw you say
that you went to Earth. What did you actually do there?”
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Gyro turned around and looked into his son’s eyes nervously. “Um,
that’s a story for another time. We really shouldn’t worry about it now.”
“Worry? Is there a problem?”
“No, it’s really nothing. I just don’t want to talk about it here.”
Evina tried to forget all about it, for now. He leaned back in his seat
and rested, recounting in his mind the wild day’s events. It was dark, and
he eventually fell asleep from exhaustion.

*

*

*

Evina opened his eyes. He was standing all alone in a blank, white
room. He knew that it must’ve been another dream because it felt very
unreal. He tried to wake himself up, but he couldn’t. Up, down, and all
around he looked, but the room was completely empty. There were no
walls or ceiling. All he saw was white in every direction.
Then he heard footsteps behind him, so he turned around. The
chairman was standing there.
“Hello, Mr. Gearloose,” the chairman addressed him.
“Hi,” Evina said.
“I know I am probably the last thing you’d ever want to see. But I
wanted to offer my sincerest apology. I’m sorry for everything that
happened to you. I didn’t know that you were my master’s son. I suppose
I… underestimated the toons. I summoned your mind here because I need
to say something.”
“Uh… what is this place?” Evina interrupted.
“That is not for the living to know,” the chairman replied. “You know
that it is impossible for a machine to have a soul. Something happened to
us. I don’t know how or why, but I think our master gave us more of his
life than he realized. I can only wonder what remains of him now.”
“He is a nervous, sad, and miserable man,” Evina said. “I really feel
bad for him.”
“As do I,” the chairman sighed.
There was a long pause, but Evina had something on his mind that he
had to ask. “Why did we all see that vision of you in our room the night we
were poisoned? I suspected it wasn’t just a dream. Nothing was.”
“You picked up my thoughts and feelings,” the cog explained. “It is
similar to the connection with your father. That same thing in you also
lives within us. The other toons were weak from the toxic gasses, so their
minds were open to your vision as well.”
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“It’s beginning to make sense now. I can pick up signals like a radio,
right?”
“That’s one way to put it. What I really wanted to say was that I’m not
evil anymore. I only wanted to take over Toontown because I was
programmed to do so. Don’t think badly of me. Anybody is capable of
change, you know. You taught me that valuable lesson.”
Evina smiled. “Thanks.”
“And I would take a look behind you if I were you.”
Evina turned around to see the president, but it didn’t scare him.
Although he stood like a giant above him, he seemed to have a friendly and
humble nature now.
The president was struggling with words. “I always knew that you
would defeat me,” he admitted. “I know that my only purpose was to cause
the toons trouble. Please tell our master that we are more alive than he
thinks. I’ve wanted to be able to rule my own world. After all, I was
programmed to rule Toontown, and I still want to rule something.”
“I don’t know if that’s possible,” Evina said.
“I’m sure you’ll figure out something soon,” the president continued,
“and by the way, you forgot something.”
“What it is?”
“There are some who would prefer to not be left behind. They sort of…
admire you. They want to be like you.”
Evina looked at him awkwardly. “Sorry, I still don’t get it.”
“You will understand soon,” the robot assured him.
Evina beamed and turned back to the chairman. This place was so
calming.
The chairman’s silver eyes were opened, and a smile stretched across
his face. “I’ve seen the difficult things that you’ve had to do to get here. We
wanted to deny it, but still, we knew that your coming meant our end was
nearing. I first received that molder’s camera pictures with dread, and I
sent those Big Cheeses to Pete’s Palace to try and stop you. But no matter
how hard I tried, I couldn’t fight the truth any longer. The time had come
for us to leave. The master planned it all to be this way.” He sighed and
looked away. “I don’t want to be a toon, but I wish you the best of luck with
your future. Who knows? We may meet again someday.” He extended his
hand to Evina.
Evina shook it proudly. The one whom he once hated and feared the
most now felt like a very close friend. “I told you feeling laughter was
great,” he said.
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“I know,” the chairman smiled. “Now go. You still have much work to
do.”
The scene faded away into a bright light, and Evina felt himself
returning to reality.

*

*

*

He woke up. Zany was tapping him on the shoulder. “We’re about to
land!” she exclaimed.
The little helper ran back to the switch and turned off the artificial
gravity. The ship was descending lower to the ground, and Toontown’s
bright and cheerful colors radiated up to their eyes.
“We’re going to land right in the middle of Toontown Central Park!”
Gyro shouted.
“Uh, it’s actually called a playground ever since the cogs came,” Evina
said, even though his father wasn’t listening. He was so excited to see
Toontown after all the time he had been gone.
The details on the land were seen. The spaceship slowed down and
bumped to a landing on the grass in front of Toon Hall. Evina was the first
to jump up out of his seat. He couldn’t wait to see what his home looked
like now.
The hatch opened, and he leaped out. At first, he was stunned by the
brightness. It was night on the other side of the world, but it was dawn
here in Toontown. Still, it felt unusually bright. It was really happy and
cheerful and quiet. He had not heard something this quiet for a long time.
Looking around at the park, he couldn’t figure out what was wrong.
Everything seemed so strange. It just looked plain silly. There stood the
short fences, and on the ground, there was the perfectly trimmed grass.
The gazebo was short and tilted. Maybe, he thought, he was just so used to
the architecture of Cog Nation. Everything looked abnormal here.
Everything was really small. But sadly, everything was exactly the same as
it had been before.
Evina was humiliated. He was standing in a completely different
world. He couldn’t believe he had actually enjoyed living here. The famous
question, ‘Are you toon enough?’ popped up in his head, and he knew the
answer. He knew that he was certainly not toon enough, not anymore.
“What’s wrong, Evina?” Harry asked in response to his frown.
“I wish I knew. This place looks terrible. I think we have to admit the
fact that I’m not a toon anymore. I never was completely a toon. I’m a…
thing. I’m a Gearloose. I belong back in Cogtropolis.”

A DIFFERENT WORLD

258

Harry looked shocked. “What? You mean you want to go back there
and live all by yourself?”
“No,” Evina continued, “I’ll be with Gyro, but I don’t feel like I belong
in a place like this.”
“Don’t belong here?” Harry shouted in disbelief. “If there is any time
you belong here, it is now! You are the hero of Toontown, and you need to
face the people that you saved! I should’ve told you this a long time ago,
but late is better than never. I think your parents were fluent in the ancient
toon language. Your name has a very special meaning. ‘Evina’ means ‘the
great hero’.”
“Oh, is that true?” Evina asked. He turned around just as he was about
to step inside the spaceship.
“Yes,” Harry assured him sincerely, “we couldn’t have done any of this
without you! It was your destiny. It doesn’t matter if you are a toon or not!
You belong here because you saved us all!”
“Well,” Evina admitted, “then I guess I have to stay.”
“You haven’t lived as long as I have,” Harry said. “Now that there are
no more cogs, there is so much that Toontown has to offer that hasn’t been
open to you in over fifteen years!”
At that very moment, Flippy waltzed out of Toon Hall in his pajamas,
holding a teddy bear against his side. His eyes nearly burst out of his head
when he saw the ship sitting in the park. “It’s uh… it can’t be you!”
“It sure is, my old friend,” Scrooge smiled.
“Is it just my imagination or did all of you just get… younger?”
“We stopped the cogs!” Harry shouted.
“You mean… they’re not coming back? You mean… we’re rid of them
forever?” Flippy appeared to have lost his mind. He giggled and bounced
around like a bunny. Then he scurried back into Toon Hall, flailing his
arms.
“We should tell him the whole story,” Pink told Harry.
“That’s Mr. Gearloose’s job,” Harry said. “It was he, after all, who
planned this invasion of Toontown.”
Gyro looked like he might run away but he didn’t. He stood there
determined to tell the truth and face the consequences of his actions. His
courage, however, diminished away to nothing at the sight of Mickey
Mouse.
“Gyro Gearloose?” Mickey exclaimed. “Scrooge McDuck? Harry
Oldman? You’re back!”
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Gyro cleared his throat and stepped up closer to Mickey. “I uh… have
something to tell you,” he started, looking down at his feet. “I don’t want
you to get angry or be surprised or get sad. Just listen to the whole story.”
Gyro did a very good job telling Mickey in detail what had happened.
Mickey listened intently with the utmost interest while Flippy looked like
he was about to erupt like a volcano. After his story was finished, the toons
took turns telling their stories and personal experiences. It was about an
hour later after everyone finished talking when Mickey decided to speak.
“Wow, this is so much to think about,” Mickey admitted, “but you’re
standing right in front of me, so I think it must be true.”
Flippy ran back into Toon Hall as quickly as he could. He looked
angry and worried.
“This is cause for a celebration,” Mickey continued. “Soon, we will
commemorate your service to Toontown. Each of you will be remembered
for your contribution to our safety and wellbeing.”
The sky began to grow brighter. Everyone was patiently waiting for
the ceremony. On the other hand, the only thing that Scrooge could think
about was the condition of his old mansion. “The moment I get back to
Duckburg, I’m locking myself in my room forever! You won’t see me being
abducted by robots again!”
“Duckburg?” Evina asked. “I’ve lived in Toontown Central all my life,
but I’ve never been to or heard of Duckburg.”
“My boy, it’s the place you were born! How could you not know of it?”
Harry had the answer. “The Toon Council blocked off the highway
because of all the powerful cogs out there. They didn’t want to let them
into Toontown Central and some other places like Pete’s Palace. There was
no point in putting it on the new maps after it was quarantined.”
“So… what are we waiting for?” Evina asked. “I want to go there!”
“No, not yet,” Scrooge said. “As much as I want to see it again, I don’t
think we have the time. Our special ceremony is going to start soon!”
“That’s right,” Harry said, “and you should go home and change into
something cleaner.”
Evina suddenly realized that while all the others looked great, young,
and clean after their rebirth, he was still dirty and wearing his black suit.
He sprinted through the streets as quickly as his feet could take him.
People looked out their windows in their pajamas to see what was
happening. He made his way to his estate, unlocked it, and went inside.
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It was a little dusty. His doodle had been sitting in there for nearly a
month, and he looked extremely sad. When he saw Evina, he looked
bewildered and angry.
Evina ran into his room and threw on some clean clothes. He did
everything that he could think of to prepare for the ceremony. As he exited
his house, his doodle sat there in front of him, waiting for an explanation.
Although Evina could already hear the crowds gathering in the park far
away, he had to let the doodle know the truth. “What’s wrong?” Evina
asked him.
The doodle growled and barked at him.
“It’s me,” Evina said.
The doodle knew he looked like Evina but still didn’t understand why
he was so different.
Evina crouched near him and scratched his floppy ears. “I’ve
changed,” he said. “I’m not a toon anymore.” It was very hard for him to
say those words.
The doodle continued to look up into Evina’s eyes with a puzzled
expression. They were sad and gray now.
“I know it’s hard to understand, especially for a doodle that could
smell a cog from a mile away. Even I don’t completely understand it, but I
have to accept it. Nothing can change that now. I’m a Gearloose, and the
cogs will always be a part of me.”

CHAPTER 38

NEW LIFE
Evina left his estate, but he had trouble getting back to Toontown
Central. Thousands of toons had packed into the park. Some of them were
even sitting on the roofs of nearby buildings. They were shouting chants,
and some of them were even dressed like goofy cogs.
Gyro’s spaceship was now parked on the roof of Town Hall. A stage
was set up in front of the building. The heroes were already seated up on
the stage while a news crew began to set up their cameras. The only thing
missing was Evina.
He pushed through the crowds to reach the stage and take his seat.
The emotions he felt were mixed. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to take this
credit, even though for the longest time he would have liked to be famous.
When everything was ready, Flippy walked up to the microphone. “Is
this thing on?” he asked. His voice blasted out of the speakers, silencing
everyone else. The volume was turned down, then he continued to speak.
“Welcome everyone,” he said unenthusiastically, “we are here to
commemorate the achievements of these amazing toons. While we were
ignorantly sitting here, these brave souls fought to save our lives. We will
first start with a few words from my grandfather, a very important member
of the Toon Council, Goofy.”
There was light applause as Goofy clumsily walked up to the
microphone. “Gawrsh, I never knew we were in so much danger,” he said.
“I want to be one of the first toons to congratulate Harry and his friends
for their great accomplishment. Toontown is greatly in debt to you.”
The crowds cheered as the heroes lined up to receive their awards.
Mickey carried a bunch of huge medals over to them and started at Zany.
“To Zany, for her determination and extreme enthusiasm during this
crisis…” He put the medal around her neck.
Zany smiled down at the crowds, absorbing the applause.
Mickey continued. “And to Pink for providing moral support to others
during their hardest moments…”
“Thank you,” she smiled timidly.
“To Catman, for helping the toons avoid detection from the enemies
with his robotic arm… that he no longer has.”
“Thanks, Mickey,” he said with pride, “but I was really just doing my
duty.”
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“To Rocky, for um… what did you do?”
“I helped find edible food,” Rocky said.
“Oh, alright then,” Mickey said, giving the dog his medal. “To Ricky,
for his very powerful explosives…”
“The very sight of me just blasted them away… literally!” Ricky
chuckled, even though nobody else thought it was funny.
“To Simeon, for overcoming his fears and becoming a very valuable
part of the team…”
Simeon smiled nervously at the crowds then took a step back.
“To Goopy, for leaving his TV career to help the team with their
technical problems…”
Goopy said nothing and gestured for Mickey to move on. He winked,
and the crowds went wild.
“And to Evina Gearloose for never giving up, even in the hardest of
times. We thank you for your bravery and perseverance.”
Evina smiled, and the people cheered. But he didn’t know if he really
deserved that golden medal hanging from his neck. After all, he sort of
caused some of the trouble in the first place.
“To Scrooge McDuck, for courageously surviving alone in Cog Nation
for fifteen years and providing valuable information to the toons. Nothing
the cogs could do changed him from what he really is, a toon.”
Scrooge bowed, and the crowds cheered louder than ever.
Mickey stood in front of the last toon. “To Harry Oldman, for his
valiant leadership and bravery, I present you this medal. Although at times
we may have doubted you, you did an incredible job. Thank you for
ensuring the safety of everyone. You are the reason we are all alive.”
Harry smiled. “I tried my best.”
Mickey stood back and faced the audience. “I present to you the
heroes of Toontown!”
Confetti and jellybeans rained down from the sky as the crowds
cheered, and the music played. No more would they have to worry about
the cogs. They had learned to rise up above their selfishness and get along
with each other. Evina saw Clerk Clara run up onto the stage and hug
Harry tightly. Lil’ Oldman also strolled up to him casually. He was
muttering something about how his father had finally learned ‘the way of
the pie.’
Evina knew the chairman was right. The toons did become famous.
But that’s not what made Evina happy. He was simply glad that everyone
else was happy. He didn’t want anyone to regret going with him. He didn’t
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want anyone to blame him for taking them to Cog Nation and putting them
through so much stress. He didn’t want anyone blaming his father for what
he had done either.
Mickey had one last medal, the largest of all, and he gave it to Gyro.
The crowds below looked confused and whispered in each other’s ears.
None of them recognized him.
“I really don’t think I deserve this,” Gyro said as the microphone was
placed in front of him. “For those of you who don’t know me, I am Gyro
Gearloose and… I created the cogs and ordered them to invade you.”
It took the crowds a while to comprehend what had been said. They
didn’t know if it was a joke or if he was serious.
“Yes, it’s true. I did it out of anger, but I did it to help you. And I’m
afraid that if I didn’t, we might have destroyed ourselves by now. Still, I’ve
learned a lot since that day, and I don’t think I would make the same
mistake again.”
The crowds became quiet. Almost all of them looked stunned or
confused.
Gyro continued. “After years of observation, I noticed that sometimes
opposition can be used to make things stronger. I am not sure why this is,
but I know it is true. What I did was still the wrong thing, and I apologize
for all the chaos I’ve brought to Toontown, but my heart was in the right
place. I was just trying to do what I thought was best for everyone. Please
find it in your heart to forgive me.”
The old chicken stepped back from the microphone and Mickey
walked back up. Flippy had mysteriously disappeared, and the crowds
were shocked by Gyro’s words. They were trying to think about his words
and if what he said was true. But luckily, nobody got really angry or sad,
they just smiled. It almost seemed like they were grateful for the things
that he had done.
Evina couldn’t believe it. How could they be happy about the cogs?
Gyro had almost destroyed Toontown, and they were actually grateful for
it! It was something he didn’t quite understand. Maybe, he thought, it
must’ve been a toon thing. He was no longer a toon, so he didn’t know how
they could forgive him. How could someone overlook fifteen years of
misery and still feel happiness? Evina wondered. Have the toons already
felt the positive effects of Gyro’s crazy scheme?
He certainly didn’t want Gyro to suffer, but he believed that if he were
still a toon, he wouldn’t be able to forgive someone like that. If someone
had come up to him and told him that he had caused all the pain in his life
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for the past fifteen years, he would explode in anger. It took him a long
time to actually understand what had happened. He assumed that the
toons didn’t care about what Gyro had done. They were just happy for the
friendships they had made during the journey.
“I’m glad that everyone is safe and sound,” Mickey said. “I almost
thought there would be no happy ending for us.”
Then Evina suddenly had a flashback. His mind floated away to the
white room. “You forgot something,” the chairman’s voice echoed. “And
that something or some things are some people.”
Evina whooshed back into his body. “No!”
“What?” Mickey asked worriedly.
“Not everyone has a happy ending! Not everyone is here!” he
exclaimed. “There are still those that want to live here happily, and I have
to fix that now.”
Evina walked over to a blank part of the stage and removed the pencil
from his pocket. He couldn’t believe he was actually doing this. The crowds
watched with anticipation as he drew a happy looking duck on the ground.
And when he was satisfied with his work, he looked up into the sky and
said, “Jared Sparx!”
Everyone on the stage gazed at the duck sketch on the ground. It
turned brown then stood up on its feet.
The new toon looked at the other toons in the park, then he looked at
the toons on the stage, and then he looked at himself. He seemed to be
struggling to say something. The emotion he was experiencing was like
nothing he had ever felt before. “What the…” he exclaimed. “I’m a toon!”
Evina walked up to him and shook his hand. “Hello there, I am Evina
Gearloose, and I want to be the first one to welcome you to Toontown, Mr.
V.P.”
“You mean… Cog Nation is gone?” he asked worriedly.
“I destroyed the president, but I thought you said you would rather
be a toon. If you decided to change your mind, we could always dip you—”
“NO! I WILL LIVE! I WILL BE HAPPY! I’M A TOON!” he shouted.
The crowds cheered, and the former vice president of Cogs Inc. ran down
to them, eager to make some new friends.
Evina didn’t stop. He drew a horse this time and announced, “Mike
Grease!”
The horse became blue, and the C.F.O. stood up. He reacted similarly
to the V.P.
“How are you doing, Mike?” the V.P. asked him.
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“Is that you, Jared? We’re toons?”
The celebration continued as Evina sketched up a rabbit. “George
Sprocket!” he shouted.
The rabbit turned red, and the Chief Justice arose. He tried to block
his eyes from the sunlight. “For crying out loud, I’m blinded!”
“This is how things look without your blindfold, George,” the C.F.O.
laughed.
The rabbit continued to wobble around, trying to adjust to the
brightness of Toontown Central.
This time, Harry took the pencil from Evina and drew a dog on the
ground. “Don’t mind if I do,” he smiled. “Robert Gears!”
The dog filled with a light green color, about the same shade as Harry.
“Where am I?” he asked.
“You’re in Toontown, Bob,” the V.P. shouted.
“But what about my father?” he asked frantically.
“He said he didn’t want to be a toon,” Evina admitted, “but he wanted
you to be whatever you chose to be.”
The C.E.O. looked around the park and at his friends. He smiled and
walked over to them. “I think I could get used to this happy toon stuff!”
The four new toons led a parade out of the park, ready to start their
new life. Evina watched them walk away, and he thought of how wonderful
it would be to have a fresh start. For the first time since changing, he shed
a tear of happiness. Now he could move on with his new life. Now he was
finally complete.
“Well, I think my work here is done,” Catman announced. A mask and
cape appeared out of nowhere. He jumped up and flew away into the sky.
Evina couldn’t believe that he had told the truth.
Gyro came over to Evina as the crowds finished their celebrations and
began to leave. “If you think about it, I am technically their father. I made
their master. I gave them their lifelike attributes.”
“So, that makes me their… brother?”
“Yeah, well, something like that,” he smiled. “I’m so glad this finally
has a happy ending, but I’m not sure if it always will be that way.”
“What do you mean?” Evina asked.
“It involves my trip to Earth. I’ll talk to you about it later. But what
are you going to do now?”
“I really need to get some rest,” he yawned. “I think I’ll get a home in
Duckburg and sleep for a very long time.”
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“That is probably what everyone else is going to do,” Gyro said. “And
for the record, I’m now lifting the block that I’ve put on your memory. I
can’t shield you from emotional pain anymore.”
Gyro touched Evina’s forehead, and the duck’s mind was opened. He
remembered his life fifteen years ago. He remembered Gyro leaving him
in Toontown Central. He remembered the anguish of living alone for such
a long time. He remembered Mickey Mouse leaving and many more
events. Sadly, he still didn’t remember far enough back to see his mother.
That would be something to learn later. “If only I knew these things
before,” he whispered.
He looked around for his dad, but Gyro had quietly disappeared just
like almost all of the other toons. The pencil had also vanished.
Someone had already cut through the hedges of the park, revealing a
blocked tunnel called Wacky Way, leading to another street and then a
highway. It made sense why Goofy Speedway was built right next to it.
Evina smiled and went to get his kart. He was going on a drive.

*

*

*

Flippy stormed out of Toon Hall. He whispered in one of his guard’s
ears. “Don’t let any more wild fans come in, ok?”
The guard nodded, and all of the Toon Council members turned their
attention to Flippy, staring at him in a peculiar way.
“Why are you so upset, Flippy?” Mickey asked him.
Flippy paused. “Well, I uh—”
“Are ya feelin’ sick?” Goofy interrupted.
“Well, I uh—”
“I know!” Mickey exclaimed cheerfully. “You’re still mad at me for
coming back and demoting you to vice president again!”
“Well, I uh—”
“Oh dear, the poor man is speechless!” Scrooge cried.
“Well, I uh—”
“Are you feeling blue?” Goofy chuckled. “Get it? You’re blue!”
“WILL YOU LET ME TALK NOW?” Flippy barked. Everyone on the
stage nodded anxiously. “The reason I’m upset is that—”
“Hi, Flippy, do you mind if I tell you something?” Gyro cut him off.
Nobody had noticed him standing there before. Flippy glowered down at
him disdainfully. “I never got the chance to properly meet you yet since I
returned,” Gyro continued. “Am I the reason you’re angry?”
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“Well yes, it’s just that… YOU GAVE ME FIFTEEN YEARS OF HARD
WORK AND GRIEF! I DON’T KNOW IF I’LL BE ABLE TO LAUGH
ABOUT ANYTHING EVER AGAIN!”
“I really am sorry about that,” Gyro apologized. “I hope you can find
it in your heart to forgive me. So, I’ve also decided to give you this.” He
pulled out a perfectly decorated, freshly baked birthday cake.
Flippy’s expression lightened. “It’s been such a long time since I’ve
had a fresh slice of cake,” he chuckled. “I guess the cogs did bring
Toontown closer together. Ok, I forgive you.”
The Toon Council smiled to see old friends reuniting again. Then
suddenly Gyro rotated his arm and splattered the cake in Flippy’s face with
tremendous force. Everything and everybody went absolutely silent.
Flippy stood there completely still with his mouth wide open. His face was
concealed behind all the thick cream that was slowly sliding down.
The dog raised a single finger, and everyone expected him to go
berserk, but instead, he dabbed it in the cream. He lifted it to his lips and
licked it. He grinned and started laughing hysterically.
Mickey laughed too and elbowed Goofy. “You can’t beat the classics,”
he chortled.
Flippy approached Gyro while wiping the rest of the cream off his
face. “That was… that was really funny,” he admitted, “and quite
unexpected.”
Gyro laughed and shook Flippy’s hand. “Welcome to Toontown!”

EPILOGUE
Evina opened his eyes. He looked around the room for a moment. The
sunlight was glowing through the curtains over the windows. There was a
certain kind of warmth that came each morning. Perhaps it came from the
fact that each day was a fresh start. Each day was full of new opportunities
and experiences.
He remained in bed, pondering the possible meaning of his latest
dream. There were humans involved, and the giant pencil, and many other
things that he didn’t understand. He hadn’t had any dreams for a long
time, but he learned by now that he should try to forget them instead of
worrying. His ability to see into people’s minds was very disturbing, and
for that reason, he tried to avoid telling people about his true nature. It
wasn’t something they normally wanted to hear about. He never wanted
to look in someone’s mind before. And even if he tried, most toons still had
their minds closed. He thought they would have opened after the end of
the cogs, but they didn’t.
He sat up sleepily with his eyes closed again. He was breathing slowly.
He lowered his head and absorbed the gentle warmth that was radiating
in through the window. This house was old, but it was perfect for him. He
didn’t believe that he needed anything more. He already had everything he
ever wanted, and even some stuff that he didn’t want.
Fame was one of those things he decided he didn’t want. It seemed to
him like it never diminished. He knew it would linger for a long time, but
he didn’t want to accept it. There were already too many parades,
autographs, TV interviews and photographers he had endured already.
The sun was not about to let him go back to sleep, so he decided to get
up. He had plenty of things to do like fixing the car. It wasn’t going to fix
itself.
He summoned his strength and stood up off the bed. He stretched
and dressed quickly. Then he walked downstairs and into the small
kitchen.
To relieve the frustration from his dream, he picked up The Duckburg
Chronicle, but the paper had nothing but bad news. Flippy was trying to
pass laws that made no sense, and Gyro had lost his place as the top
Toontown scientist years ago to Ludwig von Drake.
Evina couldn’t sit down. He paced the kitchen impatiently. He didn’t
know what was happening to his world again, but he wanted to find out.
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After all the work he did to save Toontown, he refused to see it fall apart
again.
He walked outside into his garage and opened the door. The street
was not very quiet. A few ducks were getting into their vehicles and driving
to work while some younger ones were playing in the street. He got down
on the skateboard and rolled under his old roadster. It was dripping with
thick, black oil, and it made funny noises whenever he turned it on. Picking
up a wrench, he started loosening a bolt. Then he heard a familiar voice.
“Hi there, Evina,” the voice said.
Evina was startled and almost dropped the wrench on his head. He
rolled out from under the car to see a light blue duck. “Oh, hi Zany,” he
greeted her.
“Hi, it’s been a while since I last saw you,” she continued.
“Yeah, I didn’t know you lived in this neighborhood.”
“I didn’t know you lived here either, well, until the news revealed it,”
she said.
Evina tried to wipe away the grease on his face. “So, what brings you
here?”
She shrugged. “I guess I don’t know what to do anymore. It is summer
again, and I usually fought the cogs during the summer. But now that
they’re gone, and we’ve all be restored to nearly infinite laff, I guess I don’t
have a clue what to do.”
“Well, I’m not doing any better than you are,” Evina smiled, “but for
now I’m trying to figure out some problems with my roadster.”
“Isn’t it weird? I always thought that when the cogs were gone, we
wouldn’t have any more problems, but we still can’t seem to avoid getting
into trouble.”
Evina sighed. “You can say that again. And I hope Toontown doesn’t
ever forget that. Did you read the paper?”
Zany lost her smile. “Yes, I have,” she said. “It’s amazing how much
we’ve changed.”
“Yeah, I’m not a toon anymore!”
“Well, you still look like a toon.”
“Well, I’d like to believe that I’m more toon than cog, but nobody will
really know.”
“You don’t understand. By change I mean our personalities have
changed. Do you remember what we were like before we went on the
adventure?”
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Evina laughed. “I do. It’s hard to believe how much we’ve evolved, but
I think it was a good experience for us. When toons are exposed to the
things that we went through, they can’t avoid being changed. They sort of…
adapt to being stronger and more serious.”
“Yeah,” Zany replied. “Well, it looks like Gyro is coming, so I’ll get out
of your way.”
“Bye,” Evina waved as she walked away.
Gyro’s spaceship landed on Evina’s driveway, and he walked into the
garage. He was still looking dusty and old as always. “Hi there, son.”
Evina looked concerned. “You’ve been visiting me every day for the
last few months, so where have you disappeared to this whole last week?”
Gyro shrugged. “I… remembered what you said about the president,
how he wanted to rule his own world. So, I fixed that broken dip rocket
and placed a miniature version of the president inside. Then I launched it
to a deserted planet a billion miles away.”
Evina took a minute to imagine it. He remembered the empty city,
how it was silent and calm in the sunset. “So, the cogs are going to rebuild
their world on another planet?”
“Yeah, I thought it would be best that way,” he smiled.
“That’s cool. But have you talked to anyone else about this?”
“No, nobody knows about it yet. But I had a conversation with Harry
just a couple days ago. He said he’s doing well since he moved to his private
island home with Clara last month.”
Evina laughed. “It’s about time he took a vacation.”
“Yeah, he wouldn’t age if he just took his own advice. ‘It’s snow big
deal!’ There really isn’t any problem that’s too big to handle if we work
together.”
“But you’ve aged.”
Gyro’s smile disappeared.
“I also just remembered that you haven’t told me about your trip to
Earth yet.”
The old chicken looked extremely nervous.
Evina didn’t stop. “You said there might not be happy endings
forever.”
Gyro gulped. “Look… I’ve been trying to avoid telling you this because
I didn’t want to worry you.”
Evina paused. “Um, worry me?”
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“As you know, the humans originally created us. Our tooniverse is
extremely fragile; it’s just like a sheet of paper to them. When I went to
Earth, I realized that the humans might pose a big threat to us now.”
“WHAT?”
“One of them saw me when I arrived. And I suspect they have dark
motives.”
“That’s what my dream was about last night!” Evina exclaimed.
“Of course, you know what this means,” Gyro sighed.
“Yep, this roadster repair will have to wait. We’re going on another
adventure, right?”
“Yes.”
“And it’s going to be dangerous?”
“Yes.”
“We’re going to need help.”
“Yes, Evina. I think we’ve realized now that Toontown will never be
free from danger.”
Evina smiled. “I think that’s what makes it so fun!”
“You understand! The cogs never wanted to relax, and the toons just
had too much fun. Even toons can die from too much laughter. Both toons
and cogs needed to learn how to change.”
“So, what are we waiting for?” Evina asked. “There are still so many
undiscovered places. There are so many things to do. And we might even
see the cogs in their new world.”
“Yeah, we don’t have any more time to lose,” Gyro reminded him.
“Just please always remember that I love you, Evina.”
Evina smiled as he went up to hug him. “I love you too, dad.”
No matter what would happen Evina Gearloose would always be
grateful for the friends he made and the things he had accomplished. He
looked back at the exciting days of the corporate robots. He loved fighting
them and discovering things about them. He loved the gray skies and the
silly goons. He loved his dangerous and thrilling adventures with the toons
going through the forest. He loved losing battles, going sad, and going back
to try again. He loved the peaceful, warm wind on the roof of the apartment
in Cog Nation. He loved the colorful sunset over the Cogtropolis skyline.
And those days felt like they only happened yesterday. They were the days
of the cogs, just one of many adventures in the legend of a place called
Toontown.

BOOK 2

GRAPHITE

PROLOGUE
It was a dim and dirty alley, the last place any normal person would
want to be standing, but there was someone there. He was leaning casually
against a wall. His face was long, tight, and pale. His eyes were dark and
narrow. His lips seemed to be permanently curled into a scowl so strong
that he always appeared conceited or menacing (or both). But despite his
dark physical appearance, he always dressed extremely well. The suit he
wore was almost new.
Motionless he stood, patiently waiting for something. It was
something that he was almost afraid to admit might never happen. Still,
he was willing to put up with all of the garbage in the world in the hope
that the thing he was waiting for would eventually arrive.
He had hated his life the past several years, yet, in little ways, he had
become accustomed to it. Things like the foul odor of smog, the dreadful
traffic, and even the stupidity of people no longer irked him as much as
they once did.
Oh, how he loathed people, even though his life forced him to work
with them constantly. He couldn’t get away from them, their problems,
and their ever-changing emotions. They got worked up over such trivial
things like how their relationship was going, or when their next paycheck
would come, or seeing the name of someone that they liked in a star on the
sidewalk. Everything he observed about the people, particularly in this
part of town, was made to display their obsession with fame, glamor, and
other insignificant nonsense.
Every day he took a few hours to stand alone, away from the others,
to think about things and to wait. If it were ever going to happen, it would
occur somewhere around here. It would be very obvious and feel
something just like… that.
Wait, could that be it? He sniffed the air, and there was something
else there beyond the fumes. It was less of an odor and more of a sensation,
but he had trained himself to memorize it, and it was coming from
somewhere close by.
All the anticipation for this moment had almost faded away, but now
the man was filled with new vigor. He walked out of the alley and followed
the mysterious feeling. Walking speedily, he always looked around him.
No person noticed anything strange about his behavior. They were used to
seeing peculiar things all the time.
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As he approached the printing shop, he felt the sensation intensify.
This was starting to make sense; he completely understood now, and there
was no way that it was a false impression. Carefully, he sneaked behind the
store and waited behind the dumpster in the shadows, watching the back
door.
It didn’t take long for the door to open and something to step out. Its
presence caused the feeling to grow even stronger.
The man was excited but wary. He watched the figure intently then
mustered the courage to take a small step toward it. But it instantly noticed
the man’s movement and took off running. He pursued it and shouted
angrily. “Stop!”
It was no use. He was too late; the thing had escaped quicker than he
had hoped. But it was not a complete waste; now he had the evidence that
he needed. His mouth twisted slowly into an awkward lopsided smile,
something that he had probably never experienced before. There was no
time to lose. He needed to leave now.
He ran to his car as quickly as he could. Now he turned his attention
to a new task. He was going to a familiar place to find someone he required,
a person he needed information from, hoping that his discovery didn’t
have to be in vain. It didn’t take long to reach the old house. He parked on
the curb and stepped outside. The place was depressing to see. It was so
run-down that to think of someone actually living there was hard to
believe. He went up to the front door and knocked loudly.
There was some movement inside, and the door opened. A much
older and dirtier man was inside, and his eyes grew wide with fear at the
sight of the visitor. The intruder barged inside, and the old man ran away
to another room.
The inside of the house was just as decrepit as the outside. There were
cobwebs and dust on every surface and in every corner. The paint was
cracked, and the wallpaper was peeling off. The furniture was faded with
pieces falling apart. The place had not been kept in good shape like a home.
Instead, it looked more like a temporary shelter for somebody who had
given up on normal life and wanted to hide from everyone.
The resident’s voice came nervously from around the corner. “I told
you, Mr. Johnson, I don’t want to see you again. Why won’t you leave me
alone?”
Mr. Johnson followed the voice and spotted the old man again. His
mouth curved into an evil grin.
“I’ll call the police!” the old man threatened, his voice shaking.
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“No, you won’t,” Johnson said, “otherwise, you would have done it
already. We both know you can’t do that. They wouldn’t believe you, would
they? There are too many things that you wouldn’t let them know, things
that they must never know. What kind of story could you concoct for
them?”
“Go away.”
Johnson took an old artifact from a shelf and smashed it on the
ground.
“Please don’t hurt me.”
Now he knocked the whole shelf down. Everything hit the floor with
a loud crash that startled the other.
The old man cowered in a corner. “What do you want!?”
“I need to know how to fight them,” Johnson said. “I have the
evidence now. I saw the enemy with my own eyes.”
The other lifted his head up to face him. “But… how is that possible?”
“Many years have gone by, and everyone has forgotten the truth, but
you haven’t, have you? You are the last living witness of seeing them in our
world. So, I need your help to stop them.”
“Well, how many were there?”
“Only one, but there will be many more soon. I know it.”
“But why does this matter to you?”
“That’s none of your business! Just tell me what you know!”
The old man warily got to his feet and hobbled over to an antique desk
covered with an insanely thick layer of dust. He opened a drawer and
picked up a small glass vial filled with liquid, his hands shaking. “Do you
know what this is?”
Mr. Johnson’s dark eyes widened. “Oh yes, of course.”
“This is the oldest and simplest recipe. I can teach you to replicate it.
And it is the most effective weapon you could use against the enemy.
Extremely dangerous to them, but it is harmless to anything else. They
called it the dip.”

CHAPTER 1

ADVENTURE IS BORN
Evina Gearloose was ready to burst with excitement. It was an
eagerness for adventure stronger than anything he had experienced for
almost a year. The young, red duck was standing in his dirty garage. He
looked down at his clothes, smeared with stains of car grease, and realized
he wasn’t ready to go just yet.
“Yeah, you should go pack your stuff,” his father suggested. He was
an old white chicken with a similarly strange name. Gyro Gearloose was a
famous inventor of the past whose creations only sometimes worked, and
more often than not, led to disaster. His eyes were still dark with the entity
that was within him, and each day he felt a twinge of guilt over creating the
cogs who had invaded his world for fifteen years. Yet his life was starting
to improve now that he was home and pardoned for his crimes. Each day
spent with his son lightened his disposition a little more.
Evina turned to go back into his house, but then he suddenly
remembered something. Zany, one of his best friends, had just walked
away from there only a minute ago. “I’ll be right back!” he said.
Out into the sunshine he ran as he chased the light blue figure walking
away on the sidewalk in the distance. He ran as fast as his feet could take
him, even though his fitness wasn’t all that good anymore. Soon he finally
caught up.
She turned around to look at him. “Oh, Evina, are you ok?”
He took a moment to catch his breath. “Yeah, I’m ok. No, I’m great
actually. There is something I need to tell you.” He took a few more deep
breaths. “Gyro told me that there might be some trouble.”
“Trouble?” she asked worriedly.
“Yeah, and I was thinking. Would you be up to having another
adventure? We could use some extra help.”
The smile on her face slowly melted away, and Evina’s excitement
waned. “Um. Thanks for asking but… I’m not sure if I’m ready for it.”
Evina was fazed for a minute. He couldn’t believe that she wouldn’t
want to come. “But didn’t you just say that your life is boring now? How
can you take this?”
“It’s because I’m getting accustomed to it, to being normal like
everyone else. And unlike being out fighting robots, it is safer here.” Evina
suddenly felt empty inside. He silently listened to her continue. “As much
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as I loved it all, I wouldn’t be able to do that again. That was just… too
much. I want to be with friends and family and move on with life. I’m
sorry.”
Evina took some more breaths and paused awkwardly. He hadn’t
thought about how she would feel about this. “Well… that’s ok.”
“We can still be friends, right?” she asked.
“Sure,” he answered quietly. “I guess I’ll see you in the future then.”
He turned and sadly walked away without waiting to see if she would say
something else.
Now his pace was slower. He wasn’t in a rush to get into the spaceship
and fly away, because his thoughts kept him too occupied. Change seemed
to be happening around him much more rapidly than he was comfortable
with. Maybe he hadn’t changed as much because of that thing inside of
him, the spirit of the cog, the mysterious force. His desire to keep fighting
and exploring was reignited, and he had to follow it. It was part of finding
his true purpose. He wished to keep Toontown safe, even though he didn’t
feel like he fit so well inside it. By this time, he was almost back at his own
house.
Gyro glanced at him as he walked by. “I guess it didn’t go so well, did
it?”
“It didn’t,” Evina said. “I think I’ll go pack my stuff now.” He opened
the door and walked back into his home. Then he climbed up the stairs and
walked into his messy bedroom.
He opened a trunk and picked out some of the clothes he wanted to
wear. He knew he’d need to travel light, and there wasn’t much that he
needed, anyway. He placed a pile of clothes in a small suitcase and tried to
squeeze it closed. As he did this, he thought about the last several months
of his life. Would he miss being here? Would he still care about this rickety,
old place filled with lost memories of some other life? Would he miss being
alone? Would the community miss him? Perhaps not.
Would he want to see the warm glow of the summer sunlight shine in
through the window? This was something he had to consider. There was
no sun where he was going, just the cold, dark emptiness of space. Sure,
there would be a sun on Earth, but would it really feel like the sun back
home? He was going to be so far away without any of the comforting things
he had lived with his whole life.
And what about the danger? Gyro still hadn’t told him what they were
going to do or even what the troubling situation was. Still, with all these
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worries in his head, it wasn’t enough to prevent him from going. This
adventure was another crucial step in his journey toward destiny.
He walked downstairs and out the front door with courage, for the
last time in however long it would be. He tried to keep his mind from
thinking about anything that would present hesitation of going on this
adventure. For all he knew, his mind could invent an even stronger excuse,
and he didn’t want that to happen.
“Are you all ready to go?” Gyro asked. He was leaning up against his
spaceship casually.
“Yes.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes! Let’s not waste any more time here.”
Gyro opened the hatch and gestured for him to go in first.
Evina climbed inside and took his seat in front of the console, next to
the driver’s seat. He spun it around to look at the rest of the ship while
Gyro came inside, shut the hatch, and took his seat.
The little helper was a small robot Gyro had built long ago. It was tiny
and had a lightbulb as a head. Right now, it was looking at some
complicated tech stuff in the back. It turned around and kindly waved at
Evina. Then it saw that Evina was using its seat, and it suddenly looked
disappointed.
“Hey, I got here first,” Evina teased.
“Ok, enough with the chatter. It’s time to get moving,” Gyro
announced. He started the engines while Evina turned his chair around to
the correct position and put his seatbelt on.
The ship rumbled, vibrated slightly, then rose off the ground. The
thrill was beginning to return as Evina saw his neighborhood shrink away.
He had never seen Duckburg from the sky before. As they went higher, he
could see the whole city. It was very large and beautiful, sitting at the edge
of the sea, glistening in the rising sun. It was old and impressive for toon
work. Lately, it was a place he had been learning to call home. Yet it was
still strikingly toony in style, in contrast with Cogtropolis. Both of the cities
had a unique beauty in their own ways, and Evina, being part of both
cultures, could understand and accept them.
“I wouldn’t feel too bad about Zany,” Gyro assured his son. “There are
plenty of others who I’m sure would love to come with us.”
“You’re right,” Evina replied. He noticed that the ship turned toward
the mountains in the distant south. Just beyond them was Pete’s Palace. “I
just hope this ship has enough room to live comfortably.” He looked over
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his shoulder to get another look at the interior. It was much larger than he
remembered. “Did you… change something?”
“I am always improving and adding to this ship,” Gyro said as they
flew into the clouds. “Some of the modifications I’ve been developing for a
long time now. This extra space could prove to be useful.”
Evina was always amazed at his father’s work. There still remained a
lot of toons who believed none of his inventions were any good. “How
small did this ship use to be?”
“Very small. The prototype was more like a little flying saucer.”
He thought about this. Gyro must have been the world’s greatest
expert on metal and machinery. Then he began to wonder where the
knowledge came from to make this stuff. Anyway, he didn’t want to think
about things too much. He wanted to look out through the clouds, over the
beautiful world, and just relax. There wasn’t anything he would allow to
bother his mind and ruin his trip.
The mountains approached rapidly. Evina looked below and saw
Acorn Acres and the winding river. From this height, the mountains didn’t
look all that large. The ship flew over the sparkling, snowy peak with ease
to reveal the spacious expanse on the other side. Down in the middle of the
valley stood Pete’s Palace. Gyro brought the ship down and circled the city
until he landed gently on the grass.
Evina was excited to find more of his friends; he wanted to see the
excitement on their faces when he told them about the new adventure.
From his pocket, he took out a card where he had scribbled each of their
addresses. He took a breath of fresh air then set off to find them.
First, he headed to a fort behind the palace. It was surrounded by a
bunch of thorny bushes, and Evina wasn’t happy to be jabbed relentlessly
in order to break through. Catman lived there in his so-called lair, and he
was elated to see Evina. But just like Zany, he wasn’t interested in going.
He had rediscovered his life of saving others. Evina didn’t exactly know
what good he could do with an enormous ego and some cheap gadgets, but
he told him that it would be alright. He could have stayed longer to talk
and learn more, but he knew he had to find the others as well. Another one
of his friends, Simeon, was far too timid for another adventure. Convincing
him would be a lost cause. So, that left one more place in the city that he
needed to visit.
He made his way to East Street jogged down the narrow sidewalk
until he found the right address. Ricky lived in an apartment near the end
of the street. Knocking on the door a few times, he waited. There seemed
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to be someone moving inside. Soon enough, a blue dog peered out at him.
Evina believed it was Ricky.
“Evina? Oh, it’s nice to see you again!” He swung the door open and
shook the duck’s hand vigorously.
Evina smiled. “Sorry for bothering you. Do you mind if I come inside?
I’m feeling a little down right now.” Ricky let him walk through. He looked
around the room and saw that it was rather messy. That wasn’t entirely
surprising considering his roommate.
The other dog was his brother, Rocky. He was sitting on the sofa with
his eyes fixed on the TV screen, a bowl of cheesy puffs resting on his lap,
and a burrito at his side.
“Don’t mind him. I always told you he was the lazy one. You just don’t
want to bother him when he’s in that trance.” Ricky acted out the hypnogoggle stare.
Evina was a little too annoyed today to enjoy his humor. He sat down
at the table, propped up his arms, put his face down, and sighed.
“So… what’s going on?” Ricky asked.
“Well, Gyro came to talk to me today, and he said something like
Toontown might be in trouble. We’re preparing to go on another adventure
right now, but I can’t seem to find anyone who wants to come with us.
You’re the last ones I know here at Pete’s Palace.” He paused for a moment,
listening. But after hearing no response his lifted his face from his hands
to look at Ricky’s face. The smile was gone, just as he had feared.
“You know what I’m going to say, right?”
“Oh no,” Evina sighed. He stood up and was about to leave when
Ricky protested.
“Wait! I want to talk to you. Please, just sit down and hear me out.”
Evina reluctantly dropped down on the seat to look at him. Ricky
looked into his guest’s gray eyes, looking remorseful.
“I want you to know the truth. All those times that we had together
were a blast.” Ricky grinned briefly, no doubt about inserting another one
of his dynamite puns. “But I don’t know of a toon who could take more
than that.”
Evina listened patiently, but his face was as stern as a cog.
“I think you’ll have to accept the fact that after coming back to our old
lives, we need to have some stability. We need to grow in a healthier
environment.”
“What does that mean?”
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“Well, I’m not really sure. That might not apply to you ever since
you… changed.” He broke eye contact. “But at least I don’t have to worry
about being killed every day. Look, I really hope you find someone to share
a great adventure with.”
“Thanks,” Evina said quietly. The words were nice but offered him
very little consolation.
“Are you sure that there isn’t anything else I can do for you?”
“No, I think my time here is done.”
“Wait, I have something for you!” Rocky said. Suddenly, he was out
of his chair and standing at the table. His face was still covered in cheesy
powder. He showed Evina something in his hands.
“What is it?”
“Isn’t it obvious?” Rocky said. “It’s a gift for you.”
Evina took the tiny glass vial. It looked like the ones that used to hold
that deadly dip, but this time it was full of something different. It was a
thick, blood-red liquid. “Um, okay, I appreciate it.” He didn’t know what
else to say.
“Only use it in case of an emergency, got it?” Rocky said. “Seriously…
just use when you absolutely need to.”
“I’ll remember,” Evina smiled feebly. He waved and walked to the
door to leave. He decided that it was the last rejection he would take that
day.

*

*

*

Evina returned to the ship. Gyro was working inside, double-checking
all the systems with the assistance from his little helper. Evina climbed
into his seat and sat quietly.
“Did you have any luck?” Gyro asked. Evina sat silently and
unhappily. “Oh, I was afraid of that. Um, there’s always Pink and Goopy,
right?”
“What’s the point?” Evina argued. He knew Ricky was right. The kindhearted cat was probably too shaken up from the last journey, and Goopy
had just started his new TV show. He was more famous now than ever
before. Why would he want to devote more of his life to another foolish
adventure? There was nobody to keep him company except his father, and
he wouldn’t be very helpful if they had to fight something.
The old chicken climbed into the pilot’s seat and looked over at his
son with a solemn face. “Well, I’m sorry to hear that. Let me know if there’s
anything I can do to help.”
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Evina took deep breaths to calm himself as the ship rose into the air
once again. He could think of only one thing that might help: if Gyro would
actually explain to him in detail what they were going to do. But he didn’t
want to dump negative emotions onto someone else now, so he kept his
feelings to himself. There was even a chance that this time alone could be
good for their relationship. As he looked out the window, he noticed that
they seemed to be going back to Toontown Central.
Gyro looked like he knew what Evina was thinking. “I think we are
ready enough that I can officially announce our departure to Flippy. I
promise it won’t take too long. Then we can start having some fun for a
change.”
Evina told himself he would see he friends again one day, so he
decided not to fret. Ever since the change had happened, his emotions had
become more intense. He still needed more practice before he could
completely take control of his mind.
The bright colors of Toontown Central met his eyes, and the ship
landed hastily in the middle of the park. Evina was worried that Gyro
might be scolded again for tearing up the grass.
“Just give me a few minutes,” Gyro assured him as he hopped out. “In
the meantime, you should take some time to rewind.”
Evina had almost forgotten about his memories. With his crazy
history and new, enhanced brain power, he would never be alone.
Toontown would always be a part of him. Using a special technique he had
practiced, he leaned back into a comfortable position and closed his eyes.
Time was rushing back, faster and faster, rewinding to repeat some
pleasant times from the past.

CHAPTER 2

REWIND
The excitement was almost too intense to bear. Evina ran through the
Goofy Speedway tunnel to find his kart. But he wasn’t the only one; there
were hundreds of others rushing to get their vehicles, preparing to go out
and explore.
One of the old grease monkeys was leaning up against the outside of
the kart shop, watching the other toons with a kind smile. If anyone here
could remember a time when the highway was open, it would be him.
Evina walked up to the toon. “Hi, um, would you happen to know how
to get to Duckburg?”
The monkey turned to look at him. His eyes focused on the medal
around the duck’s neck. “I see you’re one of the toons that helped clean up
the cog mess.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Then I must thank you again for your service to Toontown. If anyone
deserves to get to Duckburg, it would be you. Now, let me think. Alright,
you should get on Highway Blue going north. Take this for a few miles until
you get to Pluto Park. There you should get on Highway Green going
westbound to Calisota.”
“Thank you so much,” Evina beamed. He ran to the highway, hopped
into his kart, and sped away. It was finally time to be free.

*

*

*

This was unbelievable. The world that he thought he knew so well was
in fact so much better. Toontown was huge and beautiful. He was flying
through the desert on the highway with the warm wind blowing through
his feathers. Every minute he had to check that this wasn’t just a wild
dream. He had judged everything so wrong and didn’t want to think badly
of the toons again, even if they had kept all of this secret.
Signs along the road told him he was getting very close to Duckburg.
The first indications of population were visible. The road winded back and
forth up a series of hills, the anticipation rose, and when he made it to the
top he gazed down at the other side with amazement. In a valley between
the hills, on the coast of a huge sparkling ocean, there was a gorgeous city.
Evina instantly felt like he belonged there, even though he was only seeing
it from above.
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He rolled into the city in awe. Some of the ducks were on the streets
waving to new visitors. He wondered if any of them could be related to
him, even in a distant way. Deep inside he wanted to have toons who would
love and accept him. And where did dad go to, anyway? If I remember
correctly, he just disappeared once the ceremony ended.
As he went further, he saw some teams of ducks cleaning up piles of
scrap metal, large gears, and other debris. There must have been some
really strong cogs here. I guess I can see why the Toon Council didn’t
want anybody to come and get hurt, even though the ducks could’ve used
the help.

*

*

*

Now, he was feeling properly responsible. He was living in his own
house, albeit a small one, in an old neighborhood, not very far from where
his father resided. They would now have plenty of time to meet and talk
together whenever they wanted to. He was happy, and his life was
unusually peaceful. Money was something he had never really had much
of, but that didn’t feel like such a big problem. He had explored the town
and met some nice toons, although he didn’t expect he would make close
friends anytime soon.
Today, however, was very odd. There was one thing that he couldn’t
explain. Why did Scrooge want to see him so badly? Evina was wearing his
best clothes as he walked up the path to the mansion. It was so large and
opulent that it was almost intimidating.
He nervously rang the doorbell, and, after a few moments, the butler
opened the large door. He let Evina step inside to behold the magnificence.
This was even larger and more luxurious than The Golden Gear Hotel in
Cogtropolis. Every detail from the paint to the floor to the furniture was a
statement of extreme wealth.
“Ah, if it isn’t my favorite nephew!” Scrooge said, slowly coming down
the staircase.
“You’re everyone’s uncle, aren’t you?” Evina replied.
Scrooge chuckled. “I have been wanting to properly meet with you for
some time now.”
Evina stepped forward to shake the billionaire’s hand, but he didn’t
expect to receive a tight hug. “Uh… thanks.”
Scrooge released him. “You saved us, but more importantly, you
brought me back home to all of my money.”
“Really, it’s not that big of a deal. I didn’t do it for fame.”
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“Follow me,” the old man said. Evina followed him reluctantly to
another long hall with a high ceiling. Each of the walls was lined with
dozens of extremely large paintings in golden frames. “You live in
Duckburg now, so you should learn about its history, a history that you
have diligently preserved and are now a part of.”
Evina was going to protest, but he kept his mouth shut and continued
following Scrooge. He was trying to enjoy his time here as much as he
could.
“For example, Michael Mallard the Maverick. His traits remind me of
you: strong, courageous, handsome, and continuously fighting for
freedom. Wouldn’t you agree?”
Evina was nervous. He looked up at the impressive painting and just
shrugged. Scrooge continued talking about famous leaders and heroes of
duck history until they reached the end of the hall where there stood an
empty frame.
“And this… this is for you,” he said. He turned toward Evina who
looked really confused now. “Well, aren’t you excited to be in the hall of
history? Don’t you want to be one of the greats?”
“Well, to be honest, I’m not sure. Do I really deserve all of this?”
“Why, of course, you do! You destroyed Cog Nation!”
“Yeah, and it’s nice. But will I ever be able to have a normal life? Will
this ever fade away? I want the toons to remember working together to
fight the cogs. I want them to remember what they were supposed to have
learned. History is supposed to remember their progress, not just one toon
who became a war hero. That was never the point!”
Scrooge stood there silently with his mouth slightly open. He leaned
more heavily on his cane.
“Anyway, thank you for the tour. It was… nice.” Evina excused himself
to leave.

*

*

*

What is all of this about? Evina was watching some kind of rally in a
park. A duck stood in front, and he was covered head to foot in paint to
make him look red.
“Cogs… they’re so stupid, am I right?” the actor said.
The crowds cheered. The real Evina looked on at this horrible
demonstration. He couldn’t believe his eyes.
“Yeah, well I’m normally modest,” he continued, “but I did DESTROY
THEM ALL!”
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The fans cheered. Now Evina noticed that many of them were holding
signs with crossed-out pictures of cogs and wearing shirts with Evina’s face
on them.
“But now I have nobody else to save. So, if anyone has their doodle
stuck in a tree, you know who to call. Me!”
Evina stormed away from the scene as the crowd went wild. He
couldn’t stand to watch it anymore. He didn’t want to be angry or cause
any trouble. He only wanted everyone to just keep their mouths shut and
forget about him.

*

*

*

He closed his mind for a minute and stood in the darkness to rest. The
memories speeding through his head were getting more and more
unpleasant, so he decided to try and reflect on something more interesting.
He sent his mind to another time and place.

*

*

*

A large group had gathered in the Toontown Central park. Evina
walked over to this scene to see what was going on. They appeared to be
shopkeepers from all over Toontown. It was quite a peculiar sight to see
until he noticed who was standing in the front. Then everything suddenly
made sense.
A brown duck was standing there with oddly-shaped feathers on his
head and a smug look on his face. Evina recognized him as Jared Sparx,
the former Vice President of the cogs. Evina had brought him and his
coworkers back to life as toons after Cog Nation was destroyed.
“Now, I know you have been trying to do your best,” Jared began in a
professional tone, “but come on, people! We need to do better than this!”
His eyes turned to Sticky Lou who gulped and looked back with fear. “What
do you sell, son?”
“Uh… blue glue.”
Jared found this a little strange but dismissed the feeling after
remembering that toons were accustomed to strange things like that.
“Alright, but how do you convince people to buy your product?”
“I… sit on it to prove how strong it is.”
Jared’s eyes grew large. He backed away, looking disappointed.
“But I speak in rhymes when toons come in. I get extra points for that,
right?”
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Jared ignored him. “And what about you?” he pointed to another
toon.
“I sell ice cubes on a stick.”
“Please elaborate.”
“Well, first I take water, freeze it into cubes, and then I put them on
sticks. It isn’t very popular, I must admit.”
Jared’s face tightened more in frustration. “Toontown no longer has
a gag-based economy! How are we supposed to build a fiscally healthy
future with products that serve no functional purpose?” He pointed to a
graph on an easel behind him. “If you don’t adapt, your businesses will fail!
Toons are looking for products that suit their needs, and it is your job to
provide them. Why? It’s because, as I used to say, marketing is the spark
of life!”
Evina turned away from this scene smiling. He was glad to see that
the V.P. had found his new purpose in life.

*

*

*

“What are you doing?” the blue horse shouted above the noise of the
machinery. A pig looked like he was about to doze off. “All these coins must
be in perfect condition!”
Evina had just entered the busy Toontown mint that Mike Grease, the
former C.F.O. of the cogs, had taken control of since he became a toon.
Mike spotted him. “Ah, Evina. How good it is to see you. I take it
everything is going well for you?”
“Yes, thank you,” Evina said. “You look like you’re doing a good job
here yourself.”
“I am. Still, we have a lot of work to do if we’re going to replace the
old jellybean currency with a more sustainable one. I mean, money
shouldn’t rot or decay, and it should never be… edible.”
“Well, it’s nice to hear you have a plan. So far you guys have been
doing pretty well, you know, adjusting to toon life.”
“Well, it has its perks. Most importantly, there’s not a single train
around for miles! Ah… those things are going to give me nightmares for
years to come.”
Evina didn’t want to evoke any more awkward thoughts, so he smiled
and turned to leave. “See you later.”

*

*

*
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The red rabbit sat in his tidy office with his papers sitting in unusually
orderly piles on his desk. His hands were gently folded together. “Come
in.”
Evina entered and took a look around. “Nice place you got here.”
“It will do,” George Sprocket said. He was formerly the Chief Justice
of the cogs and now performed that duty for the toons.
“I’m just visiting everyone who… changed. I want to make sure that
you’re adjusting to your new life.”
“Yes, I’m doing just fine,” George said. He tried to grin, but it was
difficult.
“Is there something wrong?”
“This world seems to have more issues than I anticipated. Have you
seen some of the things going on in Toontown?”
Evina’s mind briefly glimpsed back to the demonstrations, the rallies,
and the imposters. “Yeah, I think I know what you mean.”
“It’s my responsibility to maintain social order,” George said, “but
that will only continue to work if the toons take responsibility and show
respect for their leaders. They must never forget the lessons that Mr.
Gearloose taught them.”
“I don’t think things will be as bad as before. The cogs helped them
get along very well. And you are a great lawmaker.”
“Perhaps I would be better as a law enforcer. Well, the backup plan,
if needed, would be to bring back the cogs.”
“No!” Evina shot back. The suggestion frightened him, especially now
that both sides were his family. “A war worked once, but we cannot let
history repeat itself, maybe with much worse consequences than before.”
George sighed. “Well, I’ll do my best.”
“Please do. You’re doing a great job.” Evina turned and exited the
room.

*

*

*

A pink bear raised a golf club to swing.
“Stop! You can’t use your driver for that!” The light green dog was
Robert Gears, former C.E.O. of the cogs. He bent over and picked up a
different club, handing it to the bear. “This is your putter, much more
suitable for this type of hit.”
Evina was striding toward them, and he was quickly noticed. “Evina!
That is the real you, right? I haven’t seen you around here for a while.”
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“Well, becoming a celebrity overnight can make one very busy and
stressed. Anyway, how are things going for you?”
“Oh, excellent,” he smiled. “Golfing full time is something I’ve always
dreamed of doing.”
The bear waited patiently, watching as the two of them talked.
“I have a personal question to ask if you don’t mind,” Evina said. “Do
you ever… miss your father much?”
Robert sighed, looking back at his memories in the old days.
“Sometimes I do, but other times,” he paused, “I don’t. I’m not as sad as I
thought I would be. I mean, after I found out he was a crazy toon hunter
who wanted to destroy me, I lost my trust in him.”
“So… you wouldn’t want to see him again?”
“No, and I think I can speak for the others too. We are content with
what we are. Even after I heard your story of talking to him in a dream, I’m
glad those days are over.”
“Well, I wish you the best of luck,” Evina said. “And I hope a life of
golfing is all you wanted it to be.”
Robert watched him walk away, but then he had a sudden thought.
“Wait! So, what are you going to do next, Evina? You know, after all that
has happened, are you going to find a normal life?”
Evina stopped in his tracks, and his smile disappeared. “I don’t know.
Maybe I—” He walked away without finishing, feeling confused.

*

*

*

Evina had had enough rewinding through the memories of his past,
and he was ready to return to the present, but a final vision came into view
without his consent. He wasn’t sure when or where it had happened. No,
this wasn’t his memory, or anyone’s for that matter. This was actually
happening in the present, live through the eyes of his father. A sudden
connection had been made, and now Evina had a clear view of the interior
of Flippy’s office. The cyan dog sat behind his desk and didn’t look very
happy at all.
“—so, that’s basically the plan,” Gyro finished.
Flippy remained motionless. He stared back into the inventor’s face
with his mouth open slightly, looking rather menacing. “What plan? That’s
no plan at all.”
Gyro looked surprised. “So… are you going to wish us luck?”
“Do you think this is some kind of joke?”
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Gyro began sweating, and he hesitated before speaking again. “Um,
excuse me?”
“You probably think this is funny, don’t you?”
“I… I don’t think I understand—”
“Let me put it to you this way,” he explained. “For the last sixteen
years or so, you’ve been a rebel away from home, fighting monsters, doing
who knows what else, and disregarding the law. All of this while your
robots changed the fate of our world.”
Gyro didn’t answer. He looked back at the leader of the Toon Council
with fear.
“I don’t like this at all.”
“Ok, it wasn’t perfect, but it helped Toontown!”
“That was luck! You should be happy that your little war didn’t
destroy everything! And no matter what you may think, you’re not the
leader here. These decisions aren’t yours to make. How can you expect me
to trust you? How can I know that when you take these situations into your
own hands everything won’t turn out disastrous? You have no idea how
serious this situation is, do you? How can you expect me to believe
anything you say?”
Gyro’s mouth was sealed shut.
“Because, if you’ve been hiding this information from us, that
concerns me. The security of Toontown is of utmost importance to the
Toon Council. You aren’t holding back any details, right? If so, then I
would like to hear about it this instant.”
“No, sir.”
Flippy sighed loudly and leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes,
and raising a paw to rub them. “Sadly, you leave me with no choice but to
let you go. All I can do is pray that you can fix this mess.”
“I will fix it.”
“And you can’t come back until this problem is resolved.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Then go,” Flippy finished, “and um… good luck.”
Gyro stood up to leave the terrible tension of the office.
Evina’s mind quickly zoomed back to his own body in the present. He
still wasn’t sure what was so bad on Earth that was putting Toontown’s
safety in jeopardy. He especially didn’t want to tell Gyro what he had
accidentally seen. It was best to just forget about it and enjoy their
adventure as best as they could. He had to try.

CHAPTER 3

OLDMAN ISLAND
Evina waited patiently in his seat and watched as Gyro returned to
the spaceship, the stress was clearly etched in the lines of his face. He
climbed inside and started the engine without speaking.
“So,” Evina said, “are we going now?”
“I think you and I need some cheering up first,” Gyro suggested. “This
could be one last chance to find a friend to come with us, and a final
memory to have of Toontown.”
Evina wasn’t sure if he understood what Gyro was talking about. Does
he know that I saw the end of that conversation? The spaceship rose
higher and higher into the sky, increasing to high speeds and heading out
to the ocean in the distance. “Where exactly are we going?”
“Have you already forgotten about your best friend? It’s Harry!”
Evina’s heart was flooded with a powerful rush of nostalgia. “What!?
How could I forget?” He suddenly remembered what he had heard his
father say earlier that morning, how Harry and Clara were now living on a
tropical island. Looking back behind the ship, the world of Toontown was
moving far away, and there was nothing but the beautiful, blue water
below him.
Despite living the past few months in Duckburg, he still hadn’t taken
any time to visit the beach. It was one of those experiences he never got
around to trying. But now that might change. He was excited to see the
ocean. He was excited to see Harry again. Of course, he would come with
them. Nobody had talked about wanting to explore the tooniverse more
than he had.
For a few minutes, Evina sat back and watched the waves below. They
looked so small from that height. At the speed they were flying, it wouldn’t
take long to reach place on the planet. Then, on the horizon, something
came into sight. It had to be Oldman Island. They circled around the small
piece of land and descended, carefully resting on a beautiful, sandy beach.
Evina immediately hopped out, and his feet sank into the hot sand. It
was surprising at first, but he got used to it. Footsteps were approaching
him from behind. He turned around to see a red rabbit.
“Oh, hi guys!” Clara greeted them. She was wearing a straw hat and
sunglasses. “We were wondering if you were ever going to show up. Harry
is inside. He’ll be so happy to see you.”
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The two of them followed her. Evina was a little nervous about talking
to Harry, but the interesting atmosphere was more than enough to occupy
his attention and keep him calm.
They came to a large, bamboo structure that looked like an amazing
house for anyone to live in. Once entering through the front door, Evina
was hit with a breeze of mildly warm air and tropical fragrances. To his
surprise, the inside was even more colorful than the outside world. Every
surface was decorated with artifacts that were completely foreign to him.
Harry was found sitting in a reclining chair and snoring slightly. He
was dressed similarly as his wife, wearing shorts with a shirt that had
colorful, flowery patterns all over it. He was lying directly under the
window in the ceiling where the sun provided almost all the light for the
room. Everything about him was much younger than Evina’s first
memories. After being redrawn, he became refreshed again, and he hoped
to stay that way for a while. It was going to take some time for Evina to get
used to how he looked now.
Suddenly, Harry woke up. He rubbed his eyes and looked around. At
the sight of the visitors, his eyes grew wide. “Evina!” They both ran forward
and hugged. “I haven’t seen you for months! How have you been doing?”
“I’m fine,” Evina admitted, even though there were so many worries
on his mind. “Uh, I have something to talk to you about. Do you think I
could speak to you… alone?”
Harry hadn’t been expecting to hear something like this so soon. “Oh,
uh, sure. Let’s go in here.” He walked into the adjacent room and sat down
at a table. This looked like the dining room, and it was lit from a window
in the back.
Evina sat opposite to him and anxiously looked into his face. “I need
to get this off my chest,” he said. “We are going on another adventure
today. Now, I don’t know exactly how dangerous it will be, but we can’t
find a single toon to come with us. I know how much fun you had leading
that last adventure and wondered if you wanted to come.”
Harry’s smile vanished, and Evina was filled with horror, just as he
had feared. He already knew what the answer was.
“I’m sorry,” Harry whispered, breaking eye contact.
“Let me quote you,” Evina interrupted. “It would be my dream to
explore other worlds in the tooniverse.”
“Listen,” Harry said. His voice was stern now. “Do you remember
what happened at the end of our trip?”
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Evina sat still and silent like before. He listened patiently, even
though he hated every word of it.
“We went to face the cogs and… I died. To be perfectly honest,
everyone died.”
Evina closed his eyes and breathed heavily.
Harry continued. “Do you know why I aged? I was stressed, much too
stressed. And I wasn’t supposed to let that happen to me. As you have
already seen, Scrooge’s obsession with money isn’t healthy for his
appearance, either. You know what I mean, right?”
Evina opened his eyes but turned his head. He was too afraid to
answer or look into Harry’s eyes.
“We are sitting here today because of an unforeseen miracle. We
wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for your… um—”
“My problem,” Evina said in a nasty voice, “my curse.”
“Now listen—”
“I know you all see me for who I am, a monster, just like my father!”
“No! What you’ve been given is special. I know you’ve probably been
told this before, but please try to listen, just try to understand. Your
change may not be curable, it’s not something you wanted, and it’s not
something you chose to get at all. You didn’t do a thing to deserve it, but it
is important, nonetheless. Without it, we wouldn’t be alive! And who
knows what other use it could serve for toonkind.”
Evina tried his best to not let any tears fall.
“You have a blessing that none of us can claim, it’s an entirely
different perspective. Do you know just how valuable that is? Although you
can’t fully understand us, just like we might not understand you, this
difference is vital to our world. If you think about the pros instead of the
cons, you will feel better. That is the only way you will ever learn to accept
this.”
Evina stood up to leave the room. “Thanks for talking with me,
Harry.”
In the main room, Evina plopped down on a chair next to the one that
Harry had used. He was feeling uneasy. What are we still doing here? He
already said no. Coming here was all for nothing. How can I make my
time here useful?
Then he spotted something on a nearby table, under the lamp. It was
a pamphlet that explained the theme of their home. He opened it and
quickly saw pictures of happy looking humans on a beach. It took him only
a couple of minutes to read through it. Apparently, all these unique things
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were inspired by a place called Hawaii, a place that happened to be on
Earth. That world sounded like such a bizarre place. He thought about
their journey ahead, undoubtedly full of discoveries, and so much terror.
Knowing that it would just be he and his father, the terror would probably
be more likely.
Next to the spot where the pamphlet had been sitting, a phonograph
was there, waiting to have its record played. Evina turned it on and set the
needle to the beginning. He heard a form of music, very peaceful, quiet,
slow, and calming. It was probably from that Hawaii place as well.
Evina didn’t know where the others were, but they returned moments
later. Gyro sat down in another chair while Clara brought Evina a drink.
The glass had a tiny, pink umbrella floating on top. He took a sip and tasted
a tart mixture of many odd fruits. It was good though.
He leaned back and closed his eyes, feeling the sunlight. The panic
was fading away, leaving a dull pain behind. Traveling alone with Gyro
might not be that bad now that he thought more about it. At least they
couldn’t complain about the problem because they each had it. They were
together on the same level whether it seemed to be above or below others.
There would be fewer heads to feed and fewer silly toons running around,
causing trouble by not knowing what to do.
They were going to discover many things out there, but what he
secretly hoped most of all was that he could discover who he was on the
inside, the true Evina. His identity was still so confusing, even after having
his mind reopened. It seemed as though the thing had touched his life in
many ways, even from the very beginning. Perhaps this uncertainty with
himself was the reason why he felt the need to be validated. Read friends
were hard to come by, and seldom stayed. It was the pattern of his life.
Still, he was genuinely going to miss Harry. The moment he landed on the
island, he started feeling those familiar emotions, the ones he hadn’t felt
for months. It was nice for a change, but also so difficult to leave behind at
a time like this.
Wanting to think alone some more, he got up and headed outside to
the beach. Now he would have more time to examine the scenery. The
island wasn’t very large, but it was very tranquil. Palm trees dotted the
landscape all around. He sat down under one of the trees and watched the
waves crash against the shore with a quiet whooshing noise. This was
much more serene than Donald’s Dock. After a couple of minutes, the
noises of the water blended together like a whisper. He could also feel the
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wind. It felt cool and smelled salty. A seagull squawked somewhere in the
distance.
On his side, he found a bunch of shells. He spent time chucking them
one by one into the deep, blue waters, seeing how far they could go. But
soon he was interrupted by the sounds of footsteps in the sand. Gyro came
to see him, and he was now wearing a strange wreath around his neck
made of colorful flowers.
“Are you ready to go, son?”
“Just a little bit longer,” Evina said. He was finally beginning to accept
going alone with his father now. His feelings of being a monster were
pushed out of his mind, at least for the time being.
“I hope you don’t hate me.” It wasn’t Gyro who spoke but Harry.
Evina turned around again to see Harry standing there looking
embarrassed.
“I could never hate you,” Evina smiled. He jumped up and embraced
his friend in one last hug. “I’ll see you again soon,” he assured him, but the
statement sounded strange and insincere. He knew the adventure could
take a lot longer than anticipated, and there was still the possibility that he
might not return at all. He wondered if his mysterious change would
increase their chance of survival.
“Have a great adventure!” Harry waved at them as they walked back
to the ship. Evina looked back and tried to think optimistically.
Evina only now noticed that Gyro was carrying a briefcase. It was
probably given to him by Harry. He wondered what it was about but had a
feeling that now was not the time to ask that question.
Evina kicked the sand off his feet as he climbed inside. Then he
headed to his seat to rest again. It was amusing to see that Gyro’s little
helper had made its own little wreath out of tiny flower petals, hanging
around its small, lightbulb head. As the doors shut, and they rose into the
air, he looked down at the island, seeing the small figures below waving up
at them. He savored the moment, and he felt so many different things. But
most importantly, for just a moment, he felt happy.

CHAPTER 4

THE LOST SLAVE
Evina believed he was as content as he could be and ready to start the
adventure. It was finally the time for the excitement to begin. “So, away we
fly, I guess.”
Gyro looked sheepish. “Uh, I need to make one more stop,” he said.
Evina shot back a distrustful glare. “This is the very last stop! I promise! I
want to make sure we have all the supplies we need, stuff that could be
found in Cogtropolis. For an adventure of this scale, we must be
completely prepared.”
Evina decided to accept this last stop, and he rested again to save
energy for a time when he needed it. This time, they were traveling to
Cogtropolis across the ocean. It was a different way than the route they
had taken last year going the opposite way.
The ship rose higher until there was nothing but a blue blur below.
Whereas it took the toons a week to get to Cog Nation, Evina was getting a
trip there in an hour and a half. But after resting, and possibly dozing off
for a short time, he looked out and saw an end to the blue. There was a
stretch of gray needles out there, Cogtropolis, the capital of the extinct Cog
Nation. It was tremendous in size, especially when seen from high above
the ground. The edge did indeed touch the ocean. Evina suddenly
remembered his night long ago on the roof of their cog apartment,
smelling the seawater in the warm wind. This memory brought back so
many others, and he had to assure himself that his friends at home would
be safe. He lost them once, and he was determined he wouldn’t let that
happen again.
“Welcome back to our city,” Gyro proclaimed. “Population: us.” He
landed the ship on a random street. “This really won’t take long.”
“I’ll be patient,” Evina said as he also exited the ship.
“Please, don’t wander far,” Gyro begged him.
“Seriously, dad, this place is one hundred percent empty. I’m
perfectly safe.”
Gyro smiled weakly, something he did quite often, then he turned and
walked away.
Evina strolled in the opposite direction. Because it was the other side
of the world, it wasn’t day yet. The faint light of dawn was barely visible on
the horizon, but it was just enough light for him to see where he was going.
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It was a strange but thoughtful experience. This was the great empire he
had inherited, a giant city of gray and metal with not a single living thing
in sight. All he heard was the sound of wind blowing through the gaps
between the buildings.
He looked up and saw the countless rows of needle-like towers
pointing up to the clouds, giants standing in the darkness. One of them,
several miles away, stood above the others. It was the headquarters of Cogs
Incorporated. Today, it looked much less intimidating than before. This
was probably due to the fact that the cogs were no longer a threat to
anyone, but the faint light of dawn also made it look beautiful. How is it
possible that I survived falling off that thing?
Although some things appeared to be the same as before, there were
so many details that were different. As he walked down the street, there
was tons of litter everywhere. Rusted pieces of cogs and cars blanketed
every surface on the ground. Above his head, the city lights were all out
since the power was cut off. Many of the buildings had broken windows,
caused by the explosion of cogs. Together, the whole place looked like
some abstract piece of art.
Now he figured he had walked far enough, and he turned to head back
to the ship before he got lost. After all, every street in each direction looked
very similar.
But an unfamiliar noise scared him. It didn’t belong here. He
immediately stopped and turned around to see where it had come from.
Was it really that manhole? No, that can’t be, he thought. But then he
heard it again. There was something under there, and it sounded alive.
He approached it cautiously. He had not expected to encounter
anything unusual until they went to space. Lifting the metal cover, he
slowly peeked inside. The sound was louder, and he could smell food. Is it
possible that someone could be living in here? That’s crazy. But after all
I’ve seen happen, I’m starting to think anything is possible. He shouted
down. “Hey, is someone down there?”
A small yelp was heard followed by the scuffling of feet. A pair of eyes
stared back at Evina, the rest of the body hidden. “Are you going to hurt
me?” a small voice whispered.
“What? Why would I—”
“Oh, well, in that case, feel free to come down.”
Evina hesitated, but it didn’t sound like the voice of someone
unfriendly, so he climbed down the ladder and into the tunnel.
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The place was set up like a tiny house with everything stuffed into one
room. Trash and food were lying everywhere, and a television was tuned
in on a soap opera broadcasting from Toontown. A toon was sitting in a
dingy armchair in front of the screen. It reminded Evina of visiting his
friends Ricky and Rocky, but much worse. The toon was a horse, and even
though the lighting was bad, he thought it was colored brown.
“What? How could you be here?”
“I could ask you the same question,” the other replied.
“But… don’t you realize this is Cogtropolis?”
“Uh, duh,” he shot back.
Evina wasn’t sure how sane this toon was, or how it was even possible
for him to live in a place like this.
“So, anyway, how did you get past the cogs?” the horse continued,
interrupting Evina’s thoughts. “I thought there weren’t supposed to be any
toons in Cog Nation.”
“All the cogs are gone. The whole nation was destroyed.”
“Oh really? I was beginning to wonder why I haven’t seen one lately.
It felt like a while.”
“Half a year, to be more precise. Now, you have to answer some of my
questions,” Evina demanded. “How did you get here?”
The horse sighed and turned off the TV, leaning back in his ugly chair.
“Well, it happened long ago. I was the victim of a strange event. I used to
be normal like you, honestly, I was. One day I was in the Sellbot Factory in
Toontown, fighting cogs, but when we got to the foreman, he was busy
talking to someone I didn’t recognize. It was a level 32 Mr. Hollywood,
apparently the supervisor’s supervisor. All the toons with me immediately
fled when they saw him, as you could imagine. And I stood there alone
facing a bunch of Sellbots, and nobody frightened me more than that Mr.
Hollywood. He kidnapped me. Yeah, seriously!
“After traveling with limited oxygen for a while, I arrived in
Cogtropolis. The cog wanted me to be his slave and perform a lot of menial
work for free. I had no choice and, for a while, I wondered what my life was
worth. But that cog became more nervous every day. It turns out he wasn’t
supposed to be taking any toons into the nation, and he didn’t want me to
be discovered.
“And so, he hid me in these sewer maintenance tunnels. Nobody ever
came down here, so it was the perfect place to live. My work for him
became less and less frequent until, at last, he gave up on me. I still had
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huge supplies of food, so that wasn’t a problem. I never left this tunnel, but
I could hear the cogs up above. Then one day the noises stopped.”
Evina was shocked. “So, you mean to tell me you’ve been living down
here for years and never left?”
“Yeah, I guess. Time flies when you’re doing… well, I don’t really
know what I’m doing.” He tossed another empty bag of chips away.
Evina rubbed his head and leaned back against the tunnel’s metal
wall. “I can’t believe this.”
“Yeah, well stuff happens, man,” the horse told him. “It’s a thing we
call life.”
“What is your name, anyway?” Evina demanded.
The slave looked up and pondered. “Well, I don’t exactly remember,
but the cog nicknamed me Glue Stick.”
“What? That’s awful!”
“Actually, I think it’s grown on me. Now, who are you?”
“I am Evina Gearloose.”
“And you thought I had a bad name? Anyway, it was a pleasure
meeting you, but I have some TV shows to catch up on.”
Of all the things that shocked Evina that day, nothing was as strong
as this. “No, you have to get out of here!”
“What for?”
“Come on!” He grabbed Glue Stick and dragged him to the ladder. It
seemed like he had become too weak to climb, so Evina had to push him
out.
“It’s cold out here,” Glue Stick said as soon as he stepped out.
“Get used to it!” Evina climbed out and sat next to the freed slave. He
looked like he had completely forgotten what the outside world looked like.
“Now we need to get you back to Toontown.”
“Uh, no offense, but I don’t think I want to go back there. Those days
are long gone. Do you even have a clue what I’ve been through?”
Evina felt like retorting with a lengthy explanation of his troubled
past, but he ignored it. “Alright then. Would you like to come with me and
my father?”
“Where?”
“On an adventure to outer space, to see other worlds.”
Glue Stick returned an incredulous look.
“Really it would be great.”
He sighed. “Ok, why not?”
“But as long as you are willing to accept danger.”
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Glue Stick gave him another weird look.
Evina realized his mistake. He shouldn’t have asked that sort of thing
so soon after saving some guy’s life.
“You know what? Anything that happens will probably be better than
going back to Toontown, as long as it’s not boring.”
“Alright, let’s go!” Evina took Glue Stick’s dirty hand and led the way
back to the ship. Although this guy was lazy and obnoxious, he once again
felt the excitement at the thought of having someone else to come with
them. Hopefully, this guy will prove to be useful. Well, I don’t know,
maybe not. I’ll ask Gyro anyway.
“You’re weird,” Glue Stick said, unexpectedly.
“What?”
“How come your eyes are all funny?”
Evina didn’t want to explain, he just pulled the other toon back to the
ship. Once they came up to it, Evina opened the door and let him step
inside.
“Hmm, nice place you got,” Glue Stick remarked. “Can it really fly?”
“Oh yeah,” Evina beamed. Then there was a loud squeak behind him.
He didn’t realize that Gyro’s helper had stayed in his ship. Looking at the
little robot, he could clearly see its anxiety of having an unfamiliar toon in
the ship.
Evina tried his best to him it down. “Don’t worry, he’s a good guy.”
The tiny robot didn’t seem to believe him and turned to look out of
the back window. Evina looked that direction as well. He saw Gyro
returning to the ship with a box full of random stuff.
The old chicken slid a door open with a free finger and looked up at
the others. He instantly dropped the box when he saw Glue Stick, and his
mouth fell open.
“It’s alright, dad,” Evina calmed him. Then in great detail, he
explained how he had found the horse and what had happened to him.
Gyro listened to the whole story, silently, with a cynical expression on
his face. “So, even if he is telling the truth, how will he be of any use to us?”
He folded his arms and sat down in the pilot’s seat, glaring at Glue Stick.
Evina wasn’t sure how he was going to answer. He hadn’t thought any
of this through very well. Maybe Gyro had become comfortable with the
idea of being alone with his son.
“Well, I know a lot of stuff,” Glue Stick said.
“Like what?” Gyro demanded.
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“For example, all that cog tech that you dropped.” He pointed out
each item. “That’s a neutrino modulator, and that’s a negative energy
battery unit, and that is… ooh, a full set of industrial-grade gralt ion turbo
engine fuses.”
Gyro looked mildly impressed, and even Evina hadn’t been expecting
that. “Alright, fine, you can come.”
Glue Stick looked pleased with himself. “Thank you.”
Gyro took out a clipboard. “Now it’s time for the final inventory.” He
glanced at his helper, and it saluted back at him. “Food and water supply,”
he began. There was an affirmative squeak. “Fuel.” Squeak. “Backup
energy.” Squeak. “Spare parts.” Squeak. “Pencil.” Squeak.
Evina jerked his head to see where the helper was pointing to. The
giant, magical pencil they had stolen from the cogs last year was locked
away in a drawer at the back of the ship.
“Good, good,” Gyro smiled, “and now for the systems.”
The helper walked over to a series of computer controls against a wall
and turned them on. Evina hadn’t seen this system turned on before. It
was covered in lots of multicolored lights and monitors. It began emitting
a mechanical hum.
“All systems are go,” Gyro announced. “Seal hatches.”
There was a suction noise, and the doors were sealed airtight. They
didn’t look like they would ever be opened in this state.
“Prepare for liftoff.”
Evina made sure that everyone’s seatbelts were secure, and then he
gave his father a thumb up.
“Here we go!” Gyro grinned. The ship rose into the air, above the
street, above Cogtropolis, and higher than they had ever gone before that
year. With incredible speed, it blasted away into the sky.

CHAPTER 5

SPACE
Evina’s body was pushed further back into his seat as he watched the
clouds fly past them. They went almost straight up into the sky, and the
engine rumbled loudly. It was thrilling, but a little hard to breathe. Then,
as he expected, the sky became darker and darker until the sky was black
and filled with little stars. At this point, the pressure eased up, and instead
of being held to his seat, he felt held to nothing. He was falling. It was an
unusual sensation that quickly became tiresome. Then there was a loud
electric zap as the helper activated the artificial gravity. Evina fell to his
seat and looked back at Glue Stick’s face.
The sarcasm, the excitement, and anything he had been before were
all gone. There was nothing but sheer terror on his face, and he didn’t look
like he was going to calm down.
Then Evina looked further back through the rear window. It was odd
that they weren’t orbiting the world as he remembered before. They were
moving away. At this point, Evina started looking scared just like Glue
Stick. Everything he had been, seen, and experienced, was fading away in
the distance. He was away from the world of toons, and cogs, and all of
their history, and everything that had felt real. The wonderful planet
became smaller and smaller, a beacon of light and beauty in the empty,
silent darkness.
He stood up and walked over to Glue Stick. “Okay, now calm down.”
His words were for Glue Stick as well as himself. The other didn’t seem to
be listening to him. “You’re still alive, and everything is fine.” The other
finally started to breathe more evenly, and he took his eyes off of the fading
world.
It was like claustrophobia because their fragile lives were contained
in this small ship, even though it was still of comfortable size. At the same
time, it was like the opposite of claustrophobia, the vast expanse of space
was intimidating. It was an infinitely large, never-ending nothingness.
“Is everyone alright back there?” Gyro asked.
“Yeah,” Evina replied uneasily.
“Well, you need to say goodbye to Toontown and get back to your
seats. Things are about to get wild again.”
As Evina buckled up, he looked back and caught one last glimpse of
his world, now just a tiny circle.
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“Also, I hope you’re not sensitive to motion sickness,” Gyro said.
“Helper, activate the warp.”
The ship suddenly blasted forward faster than Evina had ever
experienced before. He didn’t know what was going on. Intense pressure
held him down, and all the stars whizzed by in a blurry mess. He closed his
eyes and tried to breathe, and then things became calm again. When he
opened his eyes, there was nothing seen outside the window. All he heard
was the low rumbling of the engines.
“Where did the stars go?” Evina asked.
“We’re going too fast to see them. We’re traveling using technology
that’s never been used by toonkind before.”
Evina was impressed but terrified again. Now they were completely
isolated in the ship without seeing where they were going.
“You better get used to it,” Gyro said, “because it’s the only way to get
anywhere in the tooniverse.”
“It must be incredibly huge,” Evina said.
“Oh yes, and it just keeps expanding. New ideas and creations are
constantly streaming from the human world.”
Evina took a moment to consider this. “So, how long will it take us to
reach Earth?”
Gyro shrugged. “It’s, uh, kind of hard to tell, especially more so
because my ship is still rather weak. It needs to charge frequently using
toony radiation. So, we’ll need to land on several worlds along the way. Is
that alright with you?”
Evina beamed. “That’s great. I was hoping to explore new worlds.”
“Plus, you know what they say,” the father continued. “It’s not so
much about the destination, but the journey that counts.”
A groan came from the back. Glue Stick was looking nauseous. “I wish
we could turn around and go home. Why did you convince me to come
with you lunatics?”
Evina tried not to laugh. Instead, he got up and walked around. “I
think I need to familiarize myself with this place.”
“Ah yes!” Gyro agreed. He jumped out of his seat and walked back to
the others. “Let me show you everything.”
He walked over to a large control panel and pointed. “Don’t touch
this. If you look here, there is a clock with Toontown time on it. We will
base our schedule on it.”
Then he gestured to the area they were standing in. “This is the main
area. It can be our game room, lounge, kitchen, et cetera.”
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He now faced the back of the ship. “Those are the bedrooms. Evina
can take the one on the right, and Glue Stick can take the one on the left.
The rest of them can be left alone, for now. I will be staying in the room at
the back left, across from the bathroom.”
Evina couldn’t help but look at Glue Stick. “Uh, speaking of the
bathroom, you should probably be the first to check it out. One might need
a shower after all those years of being a cog slave.”
While Glue Stick went to clean up, Gyro and his helper continued
performing checks on the ship. Evina was free to do whatever he wanted.
He went to his room to check it out. He turned on the light and saw that it
was rather small. It was not claustrophobic so much as it was compact and
hard to move around in. Still, it was more than anyone could ask to have
on a crazy adventure like this one. His bed was on the floor, and above it
was a series of shelves and drawers where he could keep stuff. Right next
to his pillow there was a window looking outside, although there wasn’t
anything to see now.
He lied down on his bed and noticed that above him, on the underside
of the shelves, there were some controls to manage airflow and extra
lighting. It was similar to the airplane he took in Cog Nation. How could
Gyro make all of this so detailed? Did the helper do most of the work? And
how could he fit all this into the small ship? It seems bigger on the inside.
How did he design all of this? Where can a toon possibly get so much
knowledge on these topics? Is it related to that thing that lives inside us?
I think there might be a lot more to it than we realize.
He shut his eyes to try what it felt like. Surprising, it was relaxing. The
hum of the ship provided a calming noise to sleep by. But obviously, it
wasn’t time to rest now. He needed to stay on schedule, and it was only
five in the evening according to the clock.
Evina returned to the main hall. Gyro and his helper had finished
their work and were now building a card tower. Then Glue Stick emerged
from the bathroom, wearing new clothes that Gyro had luckily brought
with him. Glue Stick looked much better in this condition, and Evina
hoped his attitude would eventually be cleaned up too.
“How are you doing?” Gyro asked his son.
“Good,” Evina answered, and he was telling the truth this time. Glue
Stick went to his room. Then suddenly, the image of the pencil came into
Evina’s head. He knew this was the perfect time to discuss some things on
his mind. “Could I talk to you for a minute?”
“Sure thing,” Gyro said.
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“Uh… alone,” Evina said to the helper. It shrugged and walked away.
When they were alone, Evina sat down on a seat across from his father.
“What’s on your mind?”
Evina was hesitant to ask, afraid it might be the wrong thing to say. “I
was just thinking about… the pencil.”
“Yeah?”
“Well, we used it to bring back my friends, and even the four cogs.
Why can’t we also use it for something else?”
Gyro looked nervous like he knew where this question was going.
“You mean—”
“Mom,” Evina finished.
“Uh, well, I’ll be honest. That thought occurred to me too.”
“So, why not?”
“Because… son, some things are complicated. Some things are not
meant to be tampered with?”
“What could possibly be wrong with being together as a family
again?”
“There’s nothing wrong with a happy family, but you don’t
understand. The tooniverse has moved on without her. So many things
have changed. Too much of our world can be changed by modifying fate.
We must be extremely careful.”
“Why?”
“Because… we just can’t do it! Altering the course of history could
cause anything to happen! I simply can’t take that risk!”
Evina became depressed once more. He wondered if it would’ve been
even more painful if he had known her when she was still alive. “I… uh…
what happened to her?”
Gyro’s eyes looked slightly wet now. “For the time being, I’ll tell you
this: it was an accident. Nobody can be blamed.”
Evina wasn’t satisfied with the answer, but he decided to change to
another topic. “Why did you bring that pencil with us, anyway? What use
is it if we aren’t supposed to change fate?”
“It has immense power. I thought we might use it bargain with the
humans.”
“Bargain for what?”
Gyro gulped and was silent for a while. “Alright, son, I’ll be completely
honest with you. I wasn’t on Earth for long because something happened,
something very sinister.”
Evina began to sweat. “What was it?”
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“As I briefly mentioned before, I encountered a man in a dark alley.
And his mind was open for a second, so I could see inside. It was seething
with rage and anger. He knew exactly what I was, and he wanted to destroy
me. There was nothing that would ever deter him from completing his
mission. Also, there could be a chance that he located the portal I used to
enter Earth.”
“What? We could be destroyed at any moment!”
“Well, take comfort in this small thought: if he knew of a way to use
it, we might already be gone. I don’t think he can hurt us from over there,
at least not yet, but we have to try to stop him anyway.”
“What did he look like?”
“I can’t say. It was dark and ran away. All I saw were the thoughts in
his mind that moment.”
Glue Stick exited his room and came over to them. Evina had had
enough information to think about, for now, so he decided it was time to
eat and go to bed.
“What’s for dinner, dad?”
“Space food.”
“What?” Glue Stick asked.
“It’s not as bad as it sounds, or at least my version is better.” He
walked them over to a cabinet filled with neatly stacked cubes. “This is it.
Just choose your flavor and add water. The cube is the most efficient way
to store nutrition.”
Evina didn’t know what do, so he chose at random, taking a small,
heavy white cube of mac and cheese. Then he took a plate and placed the
cube on top. “Is this right?”
“Yes, now just add water.”
Evina noticed a jug of water was sitting nearby. He poured some onto
the cube. It began to burn immediately. It glowed white and hot for a few
seconds, and then with a pop, it exploded into a full steamy meal on his
plate. “Wow! How did you do this?”
Gyro smiled. “Well, I’ve been studying toon science, specifically
physics, and it happens to be much different from the human world. And
from the concepts I’ve learned, I invented things like this. The ideas have
been around for a long time. Plus, I’ve had fifteen years alone.”
The helper suddenly squeaked.
“Sorry, almost alone. That was plenty of time to think these things
through.”
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They were all optimistic about the trip, so far. Even Glue Stick began
to be politer once he had eaten a good meal.
“So,” Evina said while cleaning up the food, “do you have a plan for
where we’re going?”
“Not really, except for tomorrow. We are going somewhere very
special, and I want it to be a surprise. After that, well, we could go
anywhere!”
The lights in the ship were dimmed when the clock read nine at night.
It had been a really long and eventful day for everyone, especially Evina.
That morning he had woken up far away, at his home in Duckburg,
unaware that that night he would be in space, traveling to other worlds.
Gyro’s helper stretched, sat down on the floor, and plugged itself into
an outlet in the wall. It went into sleep mode.
Glue Stick and the Gearlooses headed back to their respective rooms.
Evina didn’t worry about changing clothes but drowsily slid into his bed.
The temperature was nice, the hum of the ship was relaxing, it was dark,
and he was comfortable.
There was so much behind him, so much ahead of him, so many
memories, and so much confusion from so many unanswered questions.
But for now, he could be patient and set those things aside for another day.
He peacefully drifted off to sleep.

CHAPTER 6

FAMILY REUNION
Evina’s eyes opened. He didn’t know what time it was, but he felt
relatively well rested. No, it was actually very hard to tell how he felt. If I
could get a clock in here, it would be useful, he thought.
He stood up and felt his way to the doorknob in the dark. He opened
it and stepped into the dimly lit main chamber. The clock said 7:13 in the
morning, so it wasn’t quite so bad. The helper apparently charged quickly,
because it was already checking the systems, reading the monitors, and
pressing buttons.
“Are we on course to get to Gyro’s first stop?” Evina asked. The helper
nodded in reply. “That’s nice.” Now that he was standing up, he could
begin to notice how tired he still was. Sounds of movement coming from
the other rooms told him that the others were beginning to wake up as
well. He decided it was time to make some food.
There was a cabinet devoted to breakfast, and he scanned the items.
A breakfast burrito sounded interesting, and it suddenly reminded him of
his friend Rocky. While he waited for his food to heat and inflate, he
checked his pocket, making sure that the glass vial he was given was still
there. He still had no idea what the thick red liquid was, but it needed to
be put somewhere safe, so he quickly returned it to his room.

*

*

*

“How are you doing this morning?” Gyro asked at the kitchen table.
Although they were in space, the aroma of food after waking up was
something familiar and comforting, and the inside lights were turned up
brighter to mimic daylight.
“I’m fine,” Evina replied sleepily, still unaccustomed to the effects this
strange adventure was having on him.
Gyro finished a glass of orange juice then looked over his shoulder to
read a monitor. “Oh, we only have three minutes until we drop out.”
“What?”
“We need to get into our seats,” Gyro said. He rushed to clear
everything off the table. “Did you bring any formal clothes?”
“What? No,” Evina answered.
“Hmm, well, it probably won’t matter too much. Just make sure you
and Glue Stick have your seatbelts on tight.”
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Evina went to his seat and buckled up. It didn’t matter how tired his
body still felt because he was excited to see what their first stop would to
be. The countdown timer only had a few seconds left.
“Brace yourselves,” Gyro warned. “This may be a little rough.”
Suddenly, Evina felt like he was being pushed forward out of his seat.
It was the reverse of what he felt yesterday. The sudden deceleration only
lasted a few seconds. Then everything returned to normal. After a slow,
blurry flash, the stars could be seen outside the window again. They were
headed toward a planet that shined silver. “Is that where we’re going?”
“Yes,” Gyro confirmed.
As much as Evina tried, he could not think of a reason why they were
going to this place in particular. But he also found it hard to contain his
excitement to see a new world.
The glimmering silver sphere grew larger as they neared it.
Something down there was very shiny. The ship fell faster and faster. This
world didn’t look like it had any atmosphere.
The helper turned off the artificial gravity as the gravity from the
world began to take hold of them. Gyro was navigating to a point on the
surface that his computer was guiding him too. Soon it looked as though
the ground was made of glass, in towers of every height and shape.
They approached the world rapidly, and Gyro attempted to brake as
they sunk down past the glass structures to a circle in the ground. A glass
dome shut over the circle, trapping the ship inside.
Evina was confused and worried at first. Then he was startled by a
sudden flash of red light. Several lasers seemed to be thoroughly scanning
the ship, inside and out. After the lasers stopped, there was a hissing
sound. Air was moving. According to one of the monitors he looked at, the
outside pressure increased until it matched the pressure inside the ship.
“Unseal hatches,” Gyro ordered, and promptly the suction sound was
heard.
Evina opened the door cautiously and looked out at a beautifully
bizarre alien world. He took a step out on the polished metal floor. Then
he looked up at the black sky and the many stars and galaxies out there.
“Where are we?”
“You’ll see very soon,” Gyro answered.
Just then, on the far side of the dome, a door opened, and a cog
walked out. It was definitely a cog, and Evina was certain of it, but it looked
different than anyone he had seen before. It was wearing a formal white
suit with a gear on the front.
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Evina was finally beginning to understand where they were. He
remembered Gyro saying the previous morning how he had sent the
President’s hard drive to another world. But he didn’t know how they had
built it all so quickly.
“Welcome, honored guests,” the cog said in a familiar, cogish tone.
“Please come with me.”
Gyro followed it, and Evina was about to go as well, but he noticed
that Glue Stick was still sitting in the ship.
“Are you coming?” he asked.
“No way! I just escaped the cogs, and now you come to see more of
them? This is cruel. I’ll stay here, thank you very much.”
Evina smiled a little then turned and ran to catch up with Gyro. As far
as he could see, everything was made of glass. Every building and hall
could be seen out of every wall. He was walking with Gyro and the cog in a
long hallway, lit by bright lights. They soon reached another set of doors
that looked like a wide elevator.
“He wishes to see you upstairs,” the cog finished, bowing to them as
they passed through the doors.
Even the elevator was made of glass, and Evina could see the rest of
this huge place behind him. They didn’t need to press a button on the
elevator because one was automatically selected, and they began a smooth
ride upward. They quickly arrived at another set of doors identical to all
the others they had seen before. After the doors opened, they stepped out
into a large, oval room with guards standing around the perimeter and
leather seats set neatly at the center.
In the middle seat sat William Gears, the former Chairman of Cogs
Incorporated. He wore a smile, a white suit like the others, and had his
eyes wide open.
Evina had seen the eyes many times before, mostly filled with anger
in dreams and once on the rooftop above the clouds, filled with confusion
and fear, but this time was different. Now the gleaming, silver eyes were
full of compassion. The face was no longer tight and rusty but friendly and
polished. It didn’t look the least bit threatening anymore.
“Welcome Masters Gearloose,” the cog spoke in a calm and deep
voice. “What a pleasant and unexpected visit.”
“Well, I’m sorry that I didn’t call ahead of time, but you know, we do
live on another planet,” Gyro said sheepishly.
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“It’s perfectly fine,” Bill said with a wave of his hand. “Please come
and have a seat.” Both Evina and Gyro went and sat in leather covered
armchairs facing the chairman.
He waited for one of them to speak, but neither did, so he continued.
“Um… would you like a beverage?”
“No, thanks, we’re fine,” Evina said.
The chairman was silent for a moment. “Okay, I’m curious, what are
your first impressions?”
“It’s wonderful,” Gyro answered.
“Yes, I do like your new style,” Evina agreed. “But, uh, how did you
manage to do it so fast. Weren’t you all… extinct only last year?”
“Our new Buildbots work extremely fast and efficiently. This planet is
perfect for us as it is filled with metal that’s easy to extract. And as for the
glass, it’s a nice theme, but you wouldn’t believe how much work it is to
keep clean.” He paused for a while, still looking confused at their presence.
“Why made you decide to visit The Crystal City?”
Gyro shrugged. “You are our friends, well, our family too, and I
created you. We wanted to say hello. That’s all.”
“Then I take it things are going well back in Toontown?”
Evina hesitated to answer. “Well enough.”
“And what about Jared, Mike, George, and my son?”
“They’re doing fantastic. Each of them has found the place in
Toontown where they fit in.”
“That’s marvelous. I feel guilty for the way they were treated back
then, you know.” His eyes drifted away to bad memories. “And I hope that
the scars of war have healed,” he finished softly.
“They are still healing,” Evina replied honestly, “but at least there is
progress. Still, I’m afraid we’ll find ourselves in war again.”
The cog’s eyes opened wider than any other time before. This looked
like the new information he was seeking. “How so?”
“Well, you see, we have just started another journey. It is also for
exploration, as it was before, but there is more to it. We believe there could
be a… threat to the entire tooniverse. And it probably has to do with the
humans.”
The chairman sat perfectly still for a minute, and the silence was
awkward. Evina began to wonder if it had been the wrong time to tell him
that. “Well, that does sound a little worrisome, but there is nothing that we
can’t accomplish when we work together.”
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“Actually, there are only three of us,” Evina explained. “The last one
is still in the ship.”
“What I mean is that we, the cogs, want to be your allies. We want to
help you in any way that we can.”
The father and son looked at each other. They were flattered.
“So, if you ever need us,” Bill went on, “well, we will know. There is
that connection, you see?”
“By the way, where is the president?” Gyro asked, looking around.
“Oh, he’s busy being retired. He appointed me to be the president
now. After all, I once showed to the world that I enjoyed that leadership
sort of thing. Perhaps too well.”
“So, speaking of this connection,” Evina interrupted. “It’s obvious
that my father and I have this sort of bond, and it likely has something to
do with you.”
“Yes?”
“Well, would you please explain it in some way?” Evina asked. “Did
he give some of his life to you? How can metal be alive and have feelings?
Well, no offense, I’ve seen so much of cogs in Cog Nation that I know you
are fully aware of your existence. What happened?”
The chairman dropped his head and sighed. “I wish I could tell you,
but I still know hardly more about it than you. There seems to be a
connection somewhere between us. That much is certain, and it is further
evident by looking into your eyes. However, I am also confident that this
is not caused by natural means. The source of it I can’t even begin to
understand.”
“So, you don’t even have the slightest idea of how to… cure it?”
“No, although I thought you would’ve been prouder of who you are,
master. Have you ever considered how you could be alive when you are
technically the product of some human’s imagination?”
Evina was now more curious about this thing than he had ever been
before. Whether he was going to accept what he had received still
remained a puzzle to him. The emotions were all too confusing.
He looked out the glass to see the rest of the city in clear view. It was
nothing short of breathtaking. He saw the millions of cogs moving through
the glass passageways with that beautiful rhythm that he admired before.
In his heart, he was very happy for them, happy for this special side of his
family. They had finally reached what they had always wanted, and there
was nothing to stop their progress anymore.
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Gyro decided to take this brief moment of silence to ask a question of
his own. “Say, how did you manage to get that pencil?”
“The pencil? I had almost forgotten about it. We found it, though I
don’t recall exactly where we found it. Its origins are unknown. Our tests
confirm that it is very old. It probably passed through many owners
throughout history.”
Gyro looked dissatisfied. “But it is unusually powerful.”
“Extremely powerful!” the chairman exclaimed. “We were not foolish;
we wanted to keep it safe for study. So, until more knowledge is found
about it, you should never let it fall into the wrong hands!”
“We are doing all we can to keep it secure.”
“Good,” Bill said with relief. “Are there any more topics you want to
discuss? I’m rather enjoying this.”
“Probably not now,” Gyro apologized, “but we will meet again.”
“I know. So, until then, have a great journey,” the cog smiled. It was
amazing to see how much he had changed since the last adventure.
The father and son stood up to leave. The chairman rose and saluted
them. Evina returned the salute with a smile. He was glad that there was
someone in this humongous tooniverse, other than Gyro, who cared for
him, wouldn’t judge him, and understood his suffering at a personal level.
How many others could look at him as a toon instead of a mysterious
heroic figure or some peculiar exhibit?
On the way back to the ship, even Gyro had a lighter disposition.
Evina had seldom seen this side of him before. “This visit was a very good
idea,” Gyro remarked. “Even though I still have questions, it gave me the
courage to face whatever we do next.”
Evina agreed with him, but he smelled something as he approached
the ship. It was the odor of cheese.
As the hatch was opened, Glue Stick jerked his head to see them. He
was sitting casually in the dark, watching some random film on one of the
monitors with a slice of pizza in his hand. It looked like it wasn’t the first
piece because the place was a mess, and there was already trash scattered
around.
Gyro looked noticeably distressed, but surprisingly, he did nothing
but groan. The Gearlooses got into their seats, and the hatches were sealed.
The helper looked like it was pleading with Gyro that it was innocent and
had nothing to do with the horse’s behavior.
“Buddy, you still have a lot to learn,” Gyro said sternly, but with a faint
smile.
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The dome opened, and the ship rose into the air. The planet grew
more distant. Once again, Evina turned around to looked back at the
sphere in awe.
“Next stop, unknown,” Gyro announced. They went into warp with a
blast.

CHAPTER 7

CAMPING
The adventurers were bored, sitting in the ship, trying everything to
waste time. Evina eventually settled in front of one of the monitors and
read about scientific topics for a few hours. He read statistics, maps,
history, and other things. It was good enough to keep him content for a
while. He had always had a hidden hunger for knowledge, not just for
adventure only.
Gyro spent time navigating the ship, but it was easy to tell how bored
he was too. In warp, he was unable to do a whole lot except check every
few seconds if something was going wrong. The ship was maintained well
enough that nothing was likely to ever go wrong. Occasionally, he opened
a dusty old book, his journal, where he read the old memories from his
past before writing another page in it. Evina began to wonder what his life
was like back in Duckburg long ago. From what he heard, Gyro was a
different man back in those days.
The helper wasn’t needed to help now, so it sat idle most of the time,
sometimes looking at the monitors with Evina. Later it turned on its
lightbulb head and made shadow figures to entertain Glue Stick.
The horse was very difficult to live with. He rolled around on the
ground lazily and groaned or complained every once in a while. It was hard
to imagine him spending all those years alone in this condition. Maybe it
was that he had tasted freedom, and doing nothing was no longer
interesting to him, or more likely it was because Evina was using the
monitors for reading so he couldn’t watch the ship’s movie collection.
Finally, Gyro decided enough was enough. He shut his book and
marched over to the others. “Alright,” he announced, “now I know how
easy it is to veg out and do nothing all day, especially in this little ship, but
we have to stay active. This adventure could eventually take its toll on us,
and we need to be fit.”
Evina turned away from the screen, knowing that the words were
true. He got on the floor and tried doing pushups. He instantly discovered
how weak he had become since the last journey. For that short while, he
had to be fit to survive, and he did many physically intense things such as
climbing on buildings with suction cups.
“Oh, and you too,” Gyro grinned teasingly at the Glue Stick. The other
rolled his eyes and tried doing a couple pushups before giving up.
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“Don’t you think we could drop out and find a place to spend the
night?” Evina asked.
Gyro considered it. “Oh, alright. But I want to cover a lot more
distance tomorrow. Into your seats, everyone.”
The ship dropped out of warp, and they scanned their surroundings,
being in an entirely foreign part of space. There appeared to be several
habitable planets within range.
Evina was eyeing a world in the distance that was clearly visible
because of how brightly colored it was. “I wonder what’s over there.”
“I don’t believe it. I think I remember being in this area before,” Gyro
remarked. “I’ve seen that world before, and it’s doing fine being left alone.”
His eyes darted away without looking at the other two.
“You really did do a lot of exploring, didn’t you?” Evina asked.
“Sure did. I’ve seen thousands of worlds. I was obviously an outlaw
from Toontown and had a whole lot of time to waste. That’s when I
developed a lot of my new ideas. I learned to love exploration, and it
became my new goal in life. It was so different from the things that other
toons did that I was sure I could do it fairly well. I was always like that…
different from the others.”
“Well, now you won’t have to do it alone,” Evina smiled.
“Ok then. Try choosing another world, and we’ll go there,” Gyro
promised.
Evina studied the map and thought about his choices. Then he
pointed to one that was a lovely shade of green.
Gyro hurried away and steered the ship in that direction. “Nice
choice. This should be interesting.”
“So, you really have no idea what might be down there?” Evina asked.
“Nope. That’s what makes it so fun! The vast majority of them aren’t
dangerous. You just need to take the first step out into the unknown.”
The colors of the world they were going to had patches of other colors
on it. They all looked like forests. The side that they were facing had a spot
of yellow that they were going toward.
As they entered the atmosphere, and the ship began to rumble, Evina
was excited to see something entirely new and finally get out to breathing
real fresh air again. It was something he had taken for granted before.
It looked like there were lots of trees, just as he thought. They
blanketed the mountain and the slopes of the valleys in brilliant yellow.
The ship landed on the soil, the engines turned off, and the hatches
unsealed. As Evina opened the door, he was suddenly hit with cool air.
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“I’m not going out,” Glue Stick said defiantly.
“Oh no, you’re not getting out of this so easily,” Evina retorted. “We
didn’t bring you on this adventure so you could hide from anything new.”
Glue Stick grimaced as he looked outside toward the forest. “You
know, I take everything back that I said about Toontown. I could probably
get more used to it if I tried.”
“Too late now,” Evina smirked. “Now, get out.”
Everyone stepped outside together. Even Gyro’s helper hopped off the
ship to see the bright sun and the clear blue sky. Once they were outside,
things looked even more spectacular than they originally thought. Off the
mountain, they could see the trees stretching on forever, a golden paradise
with leaves that looked like coins and shook with the sound of a gentle
whisper.
“Okay, I guess it’s not all that bad,” Glue Stick admitted.
“Exactly,” Gyro said. “Now, let’s stop complaining and enjoy the
scenery.”
Evina inhaled the air and discovered it was thinner and drier than the
air he was used to, but it was very fresh. Only moments later, he decided
he would go off on his own again. “I’ll see you guys later.”
Gyro suddenly looked concerned again. “Wait a minute. Are you
thinking of going alone?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, Cogtropolis was one thing, but this place… We have no idea
what could be out here!”
“I thought you said we had to take a step into the unknown.”
“Yes, but…” He paused and grunted in frustration. “Just don’t go far,
okay? If anything happens to you, I don’t know what I would do.”
“I’ll be safe, dad. I promise.” He headed off to the trees with
confidence that everything would be alright no matter how far he went.
There wasn’t the slightest hint of danger here.
Once he stepped under the leaves, he noticed that the trees were
dropping them slowly just like autumn time back home. They crunched
under his feet and, when he looked up, he could see the sunlight coming in
through the cracks between the golden leaves. On the ground, he could see
how the light danced around playfully. It was mesmerizing, and he almost
felt dizzy, but in a good way. This was nothing like the strange forest he
had been through on his last adventure back in Toontown. After he was
satisfied with a good spot, he sat down on a log and rested. He had seldom
seen anything as serene as this before. It was a place where even the thing
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residing inside him was happy. The world felt completely open and honest.
He couldn’t even begin to explain it.
There was no intention of staying close to the ship like his father had
told him. The farther he was from everything, the deeper the peace would
feel. And there was nothing dangerous out here anyway. He stood up again
and walked away even further down a random path he chose to make.
Because everything looked the same, the feeling of being dizzy and
disoriented returned, but it didn’t feel scary at all.
Then suddenly a thing caught his attention. It wasn’t a tree. He turned
to look at it. A couple hundred feet away there was a toon. It was white like
many of the old toons he had known before, but he had never seen this one
before. He couldn’t identify it, but he knew it was a toon standing there.
Then he blinked, and it vanished. He was scared now. The image was still
burned into his memory. It had been looking straight at him. Even though
all his instincts told him to panic, the thing living inside him ordered him
to remain calm. Its influence was so much more recognizable out here. He
could almost hear it.
He listened to the thing inside him and took a deep breath. This was
probably a sign that he needed to head back to the ship. But he also knew
it was a little too late for that. There were no more landmarks, and he
couldn’t help from feeling worried. He had forgotten what direction he
came from. The leaves were everywhere on the ground, and there was no
track to retrace. There wasn’t anything good enough to guide him back to
the others.
Once again, the thing told him to relax. It was taking control of Evina
and told him to close his eyes. Evina obeyed and soon felt the forest fade
from his senses. He saw Gyro away at the ship, but he looked like he was
getting ready to leave. The connection was so strong it was almost tangible.
It was like a compass to guide him home.
Evina opened his eyes and ran in the direction that he felt was leading
to his father. It was a long walk but one that he knew was the right
direction. Surprisingly, it wasn’t nearly as long as he thought because Gyro
was spotted not too far away. He and Glue Stick seemed to have left the
ship to do a little exploring in the forest.
“So, there you are!” Gyro exclaimed, looking in the direction of his
son. “Didn’t I tell you not to go far?”
“Uh, yes.”
“And did you get lost?”
“Well, yeah, but somehow I found my way back to you.”
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Gyro looked unsatisfied with the explanation.
“The connection with you inside me,” Evina continued, “it sort of
pulled me here. It felt like it was talking to me.”
“Well, that’s… odd,” Gyro admitted, still in disbelief. “But at least
you’re back with us safe.”
Now Evina began feeling nervous thinking about what he had seen.
He decided to be honest and tell Gyro when the right moment came.
Gyro continued to talk. “But I do suppose this world is harmless from
what I’ve seen.”
“Yeah, about that,” Evina said nervously. “I saw something.”
“You did? What?”
Evina stared into the gray eyes and wasn’t sure if he had the strength
to speak. “It was… a toon.”
Gyro didn’t break eye contact. They just stared at each other in silence
for a minute while Glue Stick looked at them awkwardly. “I think you need
to get some rest.”
“Dad, I know what you’re thinking—”
“You’re seeing things.” Gyro interrupted. “And whatever is causing it
can’t be good. Let’s head back to the ship now. I think we’ve had plenty of
fresh air.”
Evina went back to the ship, glad to be safe again, but still, not at all
convinced that what he saw was just an illusion.
“If you want, I can give you a science lesson about how I invented
those food cubes.”
“Interesting idea,” Glue Stick admitted, “but that stuff is probably way
beyond me.”

*

*

*

They were sitting in front of one of the monitors, watching some
pointless movie that Glue Stick had suggested. The ship still needed to
charge more, so they decided to stay the night on the planet and camp out.
Gyro had brought a lot of popcorn with them, for some unknown reason,
and they were putting it to good use.
At some point, Evina wanted to go back to his room. He had collected
some leaves and shiny rocks that he wanted to keep as souvenirs. As he
entered the dark room, he located a drawer and set the items inside. It was
beginning to get dark outside, and he looked out his window to see the
peaceful forest in a different light. In the distance, he heard a low
rumbling, and he didn’t know what it was. It was tempting to go to bed
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early because his sleep was still hardly adjusting to this adventure. Overall,
the day was interesting, but he was going to need some rest for the exciting
stops in the near future.
Yet this was the perfect opportunity to do something else while the
others were distracted. He crept out into the hall and went to the lockers
where Gyro kept his most protected provisions. He had figured out the
combination that held the pencil and used it to open the door. Sitting
inside was that giant, magnificent artifact. It was so beautiful. The act of
simply touching it filled Evina was a sense of power. Last year he had held
this and used it. He had personally witnessed its strength. What hands of
previous generations have used it before? How can any other toon know
of this power?
He finished admiring it then closed the door quietly. But unknowingly
to him, it didn’t latch shut all the way. Then he headed back to the main
room.
“Do you want to do something else?” Gyro asked, turning away from
the screen.
“Yeah, maybe,” Evina replied. “And by the way, do you know what is
causing that sound?”
“What sound?”
“I heard it back there. It was a low pitch noise like… like that.”
“What?”
“Listen.”
There was something that sounded like growling. It was louder than
Evina had remembered hearing a minute ago.
“That’s interesting,” Gyro remarked. “I don’t think that makes sense.”
They sat wordlessly to listen to it, but the sound stopped. It was
replaced by what sounded like quick feet on the leaves.
The ship was violently hit with a crashing sound, and everyone was
jolted in the same direction. Some creature had rammed into the side of
the ship and didn’t sound like it was stopping. Heavy breathing continued
directly outside. All of them, including Gyro’s helper, huddled together
with their eyes shut, not speaking, hardly breathing, and just hoping that
everything would be alright. The sound of the beast seemed to be circling
around the ship now. It was standing near the side where they were seated.
Soon there was the shrill noise of claws scratching the exterior.
Evina mustered the courage to open his eyes for a fraction of a second,
and he regretted it. He barely glimpsed what looked like black fur and a
huge dark eye staring at him. With his eyes shut again, he hugged the
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others tighter. Why did I have to choose this stupid planet? It was
supposed to be safe! Did I get us into too much trouble too quickly? We
aren’t even close to Earth yet!
Time passed, and Evina wasn’t keeping track of it. All he knew was
that he was scared the ship wouldn’t be strong enough to keep them safe.
But there came a point in time when the monster was gone, and they felt
comfortable they could open their eyes. Looking at one another, their faces
were sweaty and looked ill.
“What was THAT?” Glue Stick cried. Evina was feeling similarly.
“We need to get some sleep. I’ll assess the damage tomorrow,” Gyro
said. “We can’t do more than that.”
Feeling relatively confident that they would survive the night, Evina
went to his room. He still glanced out his window every few minutes, afraid
that he would see the eye of the monster. But he fell asleep soon enough.
The last thought on his mind was the figure of the white toon standing in
the golden forest. It was etched so deeply in his mind. And even though
bizarre things had happened to him so many times before, he couldn’t help
but linger on this image. It had to be something important.

*

*

*

“Oh, this is awful,” Gyro grimaced. He was pained by the sight of his
precious ship when he stepped outside in next morning. The surface was
covered with nasty dents and scratches.
“Is it still going to work?” Evina asked nervously.
“Yes, only a couple parts got damaged, and my helper is working on
the repairs right now. We can fly, but the rest of this has to be fixed soon.”
He climbed back into the ship, and Evina followed him.
Evina looked out once more at his first truly alien world, not counting
the cogs’ planet.
“Get your seatbelts on,” the pilot directed. “You can grab breakfast
while we’re flying. We need to get moving as soon as possible.”
According to the monitors, Gyro’s helper was turning the warp setting
to a pretty high level. They planned to travel a lot of distance today. With
a blast forward, they were off to another unknown destination along their
journey to the Earth.

CHAPTER 8

PROTECTORS OF THE NIGHT
“Oh, please don’t go, baby. You are my golden jellybean. You keep
on running away like you never want to be seen. But I want to love you
and treasure you next time that we meet. Because you are my jellybean,
and I think you’re really sweet.”
“Please don’t start the next verse,” Evina pleaded.
“Why? It’s a good song.”
“Maybe it was for the first dozen times you sang it. But I would like to
have some quiet now.”
Glue Stick shot back a glare knowing he was defeated. All he could do
was argue with Evina that day. The boredom levels were just as high as the
day before, and they still had a ton of time to kill. “I could do something
else, but you want to hog the monitors to yourself!”
“Your old movies are worthless. At least I’m learning something,”
Evina returned. “So, why don’t you—”
“Hey!” Gyro shouted. “We can’t keep going like this! You both need
to learn how to live with each other.”
“Well, maybe it would help if we did some exploring instead of sitting
in this ship all day,” Evina grumbled, but with a less harsh tone as to not
upset Gyro.
“I already told you. We need to cover a lot of distance. You can’t
imagine how far Earth is.”
“But didn’t you say we were in no rush?”
“Yes, but I don’t want to act like this isn’t a big deal when it is. Flippy
said…” Gyro paused. Evina had accidentally seen the end of their
conversation and remembered how harsh the dog had been. “Never mind.
We need an activity that will bond us together.”
“What do you have in mind?” Glue Stick asked.
“I have plenty of games we can play,” he suggested optimistically.
Then he saw their dull faces and knew it was hopeless. “Okay then, wallow
in your depression if you wish.”

*

*

*

Evina was in his bed again, staring up at the darkness. He had been
thinking about his past and tried to be grateful that he was bored instead
of in mortal peril every second, but it didn’t make him feel any better. Still,
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there was one thing that was hauntingly similar to this trip: the strange
things that he saw. In the forest, he knew he had seen a toon. It didn’t seem
likely that the light was playing with his eyes, he definitely wasn’t
dreaming, and he wasn’t going to accept he had gone crazy just yet.
Feeling guilty that so much time had passed by doing nothing, he
went back to the main room to exercise again. There appeared to be some
improvement in his strength, or maybe that was just his imagination.
“You know, seeing you do all of that makes me scared that we might
have to fight,” Glue Stick remarked. “We might encounter something
scary.”
“Uh, yeah?”
Glue Stick stared back at him for a minute like he was thinking about
something. “I know the kind of things you think about me.”
Evina didn’t look at him but continued doing more crunches.
“I know how easy it is to judge me. I know you think I’m lazy and
useless. But you got to remember where I came from.”
“I haven’t forgotten.”
“So, you’re saying you don’t think badly of me?”
Evina sighed. “Ok, you are a little annoying, but I really can’t blame
you for that.”
Glue Stick’s expression didn’t change. He sat in his seat solemnly.
“Good. Then don’t say ‘I told you so’.” He got on the floor with Evina and
tried to work out as hard as he could.
Evina was glad that they were finally starting to be more like friends
now, even though the process still had a long way to go.
Gyro came back into the main room shortly thereafter and was
pleased to see that the other two were at peace, for now. “Well, I looked at
our progress and, well, we are actually doing better than I thought. I guess
we can eat an early dinner then drop out to find another world to explore.”
“Oh, thank goodness,” Glue Stick groaned.
“So, you really want to explore now?”
“Yeah, why not? Who said you guys had more motivation than me?”

*

*

*

The lights were dimmed over the dinner table. Everything was silent
except for the engine and the sound of forks clinking on the plates. Evina
was eating his lasagna while another question began to bother him.
“So, uh, dad,” Evina began.
“Yeah?”
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“There was that world back there that you didn’t want to go to. What
was there?”
Gyro slowly cracked a smile. “Life.”
“What?”
“You didn’t think we were the only intelligent beings in the
tooniverse, did you?”
Evina paused as he had never given much thought to the idea before.
“So, there are other… toons?”
“In a way, yeah. Humans have made countless creations other than
just us.”
“Wow. So… what would they look like?”
“Anything,” the father answered. “The inventions of the human mind
come in all shapes and sizes.”
“So, do you think we might ever meet some others?”
“Possibly, but I usually try to avoid it, especially last night because
you were so new to exploring. Plus, we shouldn’t risk interfering with their
stories.”
“Stories?”
“Yes, for the sake of continuity and avoiding paradoxes,” Gyro
continued. “You know what I mean.” Then he hit his forehead with his
glove. “Oh, I probably haven’t explained it to you yet.”
Evina had a lot more to think about. The prospect of finding other
toonish life brought up many emotions. He both wanted it and feared it,
just like his previous experiences with adventure.
Like the previous day, they cleaned up, got into their seats, and the
ship appeared in another location in space. This time, they were only given
a couple options for worlds to explore. Glue Stick was granted the chance
to choose which one. He was indecisive but, once he made up his mind,
they headed down there.
“We’re going to the dark side?” Evina asked.
“Why not?” Gyro said. “After all, it’s supposed to be night for us.”
They soared over the dim landscape and searched for an interesting
spot to land. There were lights in the distance, and the pilot headed toward
them. It appeared to be a large, illuminated area up next to a large
building. Gyro parked nearby, and the hatches unsealed.
As soon as they hopped out, they noticed that the place appeared to
be some kind of gigantic garden. The grass beneath their feet was trimmed
neatly, and the flowers all around were blooming and fragrant.

325

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GRAPHITE

“This place is actually kind of nice,” Glue Stick said. “Do you think
this is natural?”
“No. This is definitely the work of some kind of toon life,” Gyro
answered. “I never expected to run into some this soon.” His eyes scanned
the whole area. It appeared to be empty.
“Ok, that brings me to my next question. Will they be okay with us
wandering through their garden?”
“Relax. We’re going to be fine,” Evina told him. Then he glanced at
Gyro and noticed how calm he still looked. “Right?”
Gyro pointed to a lit structure in the distance. “Do you see that
building over there? The architecture is reminiscent of an area of Earth I
studied called Japan. The same applies to this garden. Whoever owns this
place must be very wealthy.”
“Well, we should probably set up our camp here,” Evina suggested,
sitting down on a bench near a fountain with crystal clear water. The area
was illuminated with torches placed around the perimeter.
“Guys, I really don’t think this is a good idea,” Glue Stick said. “Have
you seen some of the dark shapes moving around?”
Evina turned and looked at him with his arms folded. “No. What
makes you say that?”
Just as he finished that sentence, cloaked figures jumped out of the
darkness and surrounded them. Evina had fast reflexes and tried to run,
but the shadows moved way too quick. He had no chance at all. Something
spun around his waist and legs that bound his limbs together. He fell to
the ground, and a bag was thrown over his head.
The ropes that bound him were too strong to struggle against, and he
knew it would be foolish to attempt an escape anyway. Arms picked him
up and carried him. The sounds of many footsteps were heard around. He
knew the others must have been captured, and now they were being taken
somewhere.
Evina was terrified, and his mind frantically thought of all the worst
possible things that could happen to them. This continued for several
minutes before the footsteps stopped, and he was tossed carelessly onto a
cold, hard floor. The sound of grunting from the others told him they had
been dropped too. The blindfold was removed swiftly. Then everyone was
gone. Everything was pitch black. He assumed he was alone with Gyro and
Glue Stick.
“Well, that wasn’t a good plan at all,” Gyro admitted.
“We were stupid,” Evina continued. “Where are we?”
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“I don’t know,” the father replied. “Are we alone in here?”
“Of course not. You don’t know anything about me,” a voice
answered. It was Glue Stick trying to imitate someone else.
“Stop it!”
“Sorry, I was just trying to have some fun with you,” he replied with
embarrassment.
“Sure, laugh all you want. I know you were right, but this isn’t the
time to say, ‘I told you so.’ We need to know if we’re going to survive. Aren’t
you scared?”
“Very. But I’m trying to break up the tension with a little humor. You
can’t blame me.”
“Shh,” Gyro interrupted them. “I think I hear something.” It was true.
The sound of feet on the stone floor was nearing them.
A torch was lit, and it illuminated a face behind their dungeon cell. It
looked similar to a human, but in some ways, it was different. Much of it
was covered in a black mask. He was obviously a ninja. After staring at
them for a moment, he turned and spoke to someone in the darkness who
couldn’t be seen, and in a language that none of them had heard before.
Whoever he was talking to then left. He glared back at the prisoners with
anger in his eyes. But after another minute, the other ninja returned and
handed him a spherical object made of glass.
Glue Stick spoke warily. “Please don’t hurt us.”
“Who are you?” the man demanded. Nobody answered at first. They
were surprised to hear the voice in their language, and they weren’t sure
how to explain themselves. “Speak now!”
“We are… toons from another world,” Gyro replied, not sure how he
was going to give the man a believable story.
“No, you are obviously spies,” the ninja said. He leaned forward and
glowered at them with disgust.
“We were just exploring and happened to come to your world,” Gyro
continued. “And who are you?”
“Who are we? We are the Protectors of the Night, the elite guard of
the emperor of this land. Now it’s my turn. What is this object full of dark
magic?” He held up the pencil.
Evina suddenly remembered not closing the locker all the way. They
must have rummaged through the ship and found it.
After not receiving an answer, the man threw down the pencil and
turned his attention to the other ninja. “I will go speak with his majesty.
Stand here and watch them.”
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“Yes,” the other spoke. It was a girl. She took the torch while the man
left the room. As they sat there in silence, she watched them with interest.
With her free hand, she held a glimmering sword by her side.
“What was that ball?” Glue Stick asked.
“It is the translation orb,” she replied. “I don’t need it because I
learned your language myself.” There was a pause. “And I believe you too.
I know you can’t be spies. No spy would draw that much attention to
himself.”
“So, do you think they will let us go?” Evina asked.
“Unfortunately, no; they never pardon trespassers. You will certainly
be executed within the hour.” The last sentence struck Evina was despair,
but the girl interrupted his train of thought. “And that’s why I need to help
you.”
“Help us?” Gyro said.
“Oh, and did you say you’re explorers? I’m coming with you.”
“What!?”
With one swift swing of the sword, the girl broke the lock off their cell
door. “Run!”
The toons leaped off the floor and followed her as fast as their feet
could take them. Gyro grabbed the pencil and was slightly delayed behind
them.
“Why are you helping us escape?” Evina shouted.
“Shut up and keep running, or you’re dead,” she replied. They hastily
fled the emperor’s house and sprinted through the garden.
Every few seconds Evina turned his head to look behind, dreading the
thought of seeing the shadows silently pursuing them.
It seemed to take forever to reach the ship, but when they finally did,
everyone dived inside. Gyro started the ship in record time, and the
rumbling of the engines started. Outside the window, the ninjas could now
be seen advancing toward them. Everyone dropped into their seats as the
ship rocketed into the sky leaving the shouting ninjas below.
“Seal the hatches!” Evina hollered as they got higher in altitude. The
doors sealed, and he grabbed his seatbelt. Everyone’s nerves were on edge.
The ride was very bumpy.
The moment they left the atmosphere, the ship stopped rattling, and
they took time to catch their breath and relax. That was probably their
closest encounter to death so far.
The girl ripped off her mask and looked down at her world below in
awe. Then she showed a smug grin. She had long black hair and was
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different from any creature Evina had seen before. He never expected to
meet another type of intelligent life in person.
The helper took over the piloting of the ship while Gyro went back to
the main room where the others were gathered.
Gyro did not look happy. “Ok, explain yourself right now.”
“Excuse me?” she said. “I just saved your life.”
“Yeah, but you were one of them. How can we trust you?”
“Are you going to eat us?” Glue Stick threw in.
She groaned. “They were only like that because you were trespassing
on the emperor’s property. How can I trust you?”
Gyro was defeated. He took a seat and sighed. “Well, why did you
suddenly decide to let us go and come with us?”
She folded her arms. “Because.”
“Uh, can you give us a little bit more than that?”
“Yeah, I wanted to get away and have a little adventure. Everything
down there, I’ve tried it, and it’s not for me.”
Evina was beginning to understand her response. It was oddly similar
to how he had once spoken. He once felt that way about Toontown. Now
he watched her while Gyro went to lock up the pencil more securely. “Why
should we take you with us? What was life really like for you down there?”
“I wasn’t allowed to do much of anything. It took me years to convince
my father to let me join the Protectors of the Night, and he still didn’t like
it.”
“Why was he like that?”
“Because he just is. He’s the emperor.”
Glue Stick’s mouth dropped open at the same time as Evina’s.
“Yeah, okay, I get it. You expect me to be daddy’s helpless little
princess, just like everyone else, but I wasn’t born to be that way. Now he’ll
have to consider how much he loved me now that I’ve left him.”
“I still think it was a stupid idea,” Gyro said from the back of the ship.
“All the same, I think I can be of some use to you. I have superior
training in the art of stealth and fighting, and I have my family’s katana.
You guys look like you need someone to protect you if you go to another
world like mine.”
“Alright, enough with the teasing,” Gyro said. By now everyone
admitted that what she was saying was true. “We don’t even know your
name.”
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She spoke her name in that other language that was much too
complex for any of them to pronounce. It became obvious that they needed
to use something else.
“Well, let’s see.” Evina thought it over for a minute. “You look like a
Kate. We’ll call you Kate.”
“Fine, anyway, thanks for being cool with this. Where do I stay?”
Gyro pointed to one of the vacant bedrooms, and she headed in that
direction, the sword swinging dangerously from her belt. He returned to
the pilot’s seat. “She is… something else.”

CHAPTER 9

THE CAVE
After much pestering and pleading, Gyro finally gave into the
pressure. He decided to drop out of hyperspace early to find a world to rest
on. The group had suffered a lot of stress, and everyone wanted to get some
real fresh air without any more threats to their lives. They gave their
newest member of the crew, Kate, the opportunity to choose the next
world. She chose one without any hesitation.
The ship descended onto a sandy beach on what appeared to be an
uninhabited world. They unfastened their seatbelts and stepped outside
into the chilly air.
Evina took a look around. The sky was gray, but everything around
them was surprisingly serene. It was almost kind of sad, and the feelings
that he had been hiding time and time before were beginning to surface
again. He began to realize that, if he didn’t deal with this now, he wouldn’t
be able to face whatever lay ahead.
“I’m leaving now.”
Gyro was inspecting the still dented exterior of his ship. “Why?”
“I need some time alone. It’s hard to explain.”
“Oh, well ok then. We’ll be busy here. The ship needs to charge a lot,
and this is the perfect time for repairs.”
“I can help,” Glue Stick said.
“Yes, I was planning on having you help. There’s a whole lot to do,”
Gyro responded.
“Then afterward I need to teach you some of the basics of fighting and
defense,” Kate added.
The others looked like they would do well on their own. Evina took a
flashlight from the ship because he had a hunch he was going to need it.
He didn’t know where he was going, but that didn’t matter right now.
Further along on the beach, he sat down on a rock and looked out at
the dark waters of the ocean. Just like the beach at Harry’s island, he had
thought about some of his personal concerns. But still, the sky was as dark
as the water. Dark like the feelings inside him that he couldn’t shake off.
The thing that lived inside of him he felt he needed to understand. He
knew there was a reason why that curse was given to him, and he had to
discover what it was. If not, he strongly believed that his chances for any
lasting happiness were slim if not nonexistent.
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The rock he was sitting on was still too close to the others. He felt like
he needed to explore some more and find someplace even more secluded.
So, he followed the beach without knowing how far he would go. He just
walked without stopping to see anything. Then about half an hour later, he
paused to notice the cliff by the beach, how it was now so high, and the
rock was so smooth. Something caught his eye, something very interesting.
It was a cave in the side of the cliff. He took the flashlight out of his pocket
knowing that his instincts had been right once again.
He didn’t even try to guess how deep the cave was because it seemed
to go back as far as he could see. The flashlight only illuminated a small
area in front of him. But there was no fear that could stop him now. He
was on a quest to save himself from the forces that held him down.
The very moment he entered, the sounds of the wind and waves faded
away. He had to rely on the flashlight to guide his way. In and out of the
tunnels he wove, going ever deeper into the unknown, and it didn’t seem
to bother him as much as he thought. Mineral formations were seen after
not much time had passed. This included many little crystals that sparkled
eerily. Sometimes he would pause to stare at something, but then he
continued onward. The path became steep, but still, he marched
downward until he arrived at a large pool of water with a small island at
its center. From what he saw, it appeared to be the end of the tunnel, so he
sat at the pool’s edge. He looked down at his reflection in the water. It was
perfectly still, and his faint image was realistic like it was a mirror.
All I see is utter uselessness. I was a tool that was helpful for saving
the world, but now there is no place in that world for me. I am
abominable, a freak show, a pained soul who needs relief from his
suffering and whom everyone else wants to get rid of. Maybe the ending
of the cogs would have been more impressive if everyone had died
heroically. Good job for ruining everything once again, Evina. Do people
really love me? No, they don’t. They love being famous and thinking
they’re related to someone famous. My chances of real love are zilch.
Nobody cares for me, the genuine me. Wait a second, who even is the real
me? Are these feelings me? Were my feelings as a ‘toon’ a different
individual, of someone who died in a way that day, or have I yet to
discover my real self? Maybe my existence has been different with this
thing inside. Who would I be without it? Only my father tries to
understand me, and that doesn’t count for much because he’s in this same
mess and has been in it longer than I have.
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He turned off the flashlight. Now it was absolutely dark and silent,
except for the occasional drip of water. There were no more distractions
and nobody around to see him, so this was the time that he needed to let
his feelings work out. He didn’t stop thinking about it. He let the anger,
loneliness, and sadness crush him. He wanted all the emotions to come.
He let them rip through his soul. He understood the feeling of complete
isolation from others and the knowledge that he had never been free. He
had been controlled and emotionally drained by a strange thing his whole
life. The horror burned his mind in ways that words couldn’t describe. He
begged for relief. He longed for understanding. He wanted others to
understand even though he had no way to properly express it. Then he
unexpectedly thought about his mother, the one he had never known. She
must have been someone who could comfort him and give him advice.
Why did she have to die? What kind of cruel, sick world would let that
happen? Was there no justice?
As this train of thought continued, he felt increasingly unstable, and
it was almost tangible. Inside his mind, he felt like he was getting
dangerously close to a precipice. Soon he felt like he was only hanging by
thread. It was uncomfortable, something he didn’t understand, and yet it
felt so real. What’s happening? But then, at that moment of panic, before
he could know what was happening, his mind fell.
His memories flashed by violently as he plunged back and back in
time. There was no control and no way to stop it. He continued speeding
backward and feared there would be no end. But eventually, he hit rock
bottom. He couldn’t fall further, because there was nowhere else to go. He
had reached the very beginning.

*

*

*

The vision was blurry. Evina tried to focus his eyes to see where he
was.
“Wow,” Gyro spoke softly. His clothes were cleaner, he looked
younger, his eyes were normal, and his face was full of admiration. “I can’t
believe it. I have a son.”
“Yes, and he’s beautiful,” an unfamiliar female spoke. It was Evina’s
mother. She gazed down at her newborn child covered in thin, fuzzy red
feathers.
“We shall call him Springwidget after my great uncle’s second cousin
once removed.”
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The mother gave Gyro a cynical smile. “I’m not saying I don’t respect
your family and their traditions, but I think he deserves something
different.”
“What did you have in mind?”
“Well, have you noticed how there are so many toons born with colors
these days? It used to be rare, and now there’s hardly one that’s not vividly
bright.”
“What about it?”
“It means something, Gyro. This world is changing. Things are going
to happen, and I’m afraid it won’t be good.”
“Sorry if I don’t understand you, but what does this have to do with
his name?”
“I want his name to be Evina. You know, ‘the hero’ from the old toon
language?”
“Yeah, I remember.”
“He is going to do great things. I can’t tell you how I know, but you
must trust me. This kid is special. Do you promise you’re going to raise
him well?”
Gyro gulped and stepped back. “Yeah, you know he’s my son. But
darling, there’s nothing bad that’s going to happen. You need to relax.”
The mother didn’t answer. She simply stroked Evina’s tiny feathers
on his head. He was sleeping calmly.
The father bent over the duckling. “Hey, Evina. I’m your dad. And I
hope you know how lucky you are to have the world’s best mother.” Evina
continued sleeping peacefully. “Hmm, you probably already know that,”
he smiled. Then he walked away.
The mother went to the crib to set him down, but before she left the
room she paused. “Evina… life may be tough,” she whispered. A tear
formed in her eye. “You need to be brave. You can’t ever give up.” Evina
was tucked into his bed, and the light was turned off. “And always
remember how much I love you.”

*

*

*

Evina rushed back into his body in the present time. He was crying
and couldn’t stop it. The emotions flowed freely for a couple minutes until
he noticed something coming in through the corner of his eye. It was too
hard to ignore. It appeared to be a faint light.
He calmed down and opened his eyes. There actually was some eerie
silver light forming over the island in the pool of water in the cave. He
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checked and confirmed that the flashlight wasn’t turned on. This wasn’t
supposed to be possible, but yet it was.
The light was swirling softly and grew brighter. It pulled together into
a form, a living form. It was a beautiful white duck who glowed in a
mesmerizing and ghostly way.
“Mom?”
The figure spotted him and smiled. “Hello, Evina.”
Evina jumped to his feet and backed away slowly. He couldn’t be sure
it wasn’t an illusion. “I… I saw you in the forest.”
“Yes, that was me,” she affirmed.
“How is that possible? Aren’t you… dead?”
“There are some places where the connection is more sensitive. The
forest was one, and so is this cave. But let’s not worry about the details
right now.”
“Wow,” gasped Evina. He sat down slowly and put a hand to his head.
No words were spoken. He just stared at the figure of his mother, trying to
take in the realization that he was really talking with her. She too remained
silent, sitting leisurely on the island with her eyes fixed lovingly on him.
This lasted for a few minutes.
“So, is there anything you want to say?” she finally inquired.
“Yes! How did you die?”
Lowering her head, she sighed. “I knew you were going to ask that.
But is it really that important? Will the answer really help you at all, or will
it just give you something more to be angry about?” Evina couldn’t answer
so she continued. “I’ll only tell you this: It wasn’t anyone’s fault. There is
not a single individual that can be blamed for it. Life simply comes with
tragedies, and one of them happened to me.”
“Ok.” Evina accepted her answer. “So, then why have you been
following me?”
She looked shocked. “Why wouldn’t I? I’m your mother! Someone
needs to look after you. Your father obviously didn’t take that
responsibility seriously.”
Evina suddenly felt a twinge of sadness for his father who had broken
his promise to care for his son. “I know he regrets his mistakes.”
“Yes, I forgive him,” the mother said, “and I’m glad you have come to
a resolution with him as well. He needs you just as much as you need him.
Don’t lose your connection to your father or you will feel even more
isolated and alone. But even then, remember that you aren’t ever alone.
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I’ve seen all of the amazing things you have done, and you are living up to
your name.”
“Thanks,” he replied quietly. He knew that what he had been through
and done was amazing, but this was no time to be boastful. He hadn’t done
anything special to survive. It was the all due to the parasitic entity. “Oh,
do you know about this thing that’s living inside of me?”
“I do.”
“What is it?”
She smiled apologetically. “I’m afraid you will have to figure that out
for yourself.”
Evina was frustrated, but it only lasted a moment. He couldn’t feel
angry when looking into his mother’s face.
“But mom, it has ruined me. Now I have all these expectations that I
never asked for. I can’t get anyone to like me, let alone love me. I hate
myself and feel so worthless inside. You can’t understand.”
“Well, maybe I should give you something more to think about,” she
suggested. “If you never asked for it, then how can you blame yourself for
anything? You’ve never done a single thing in your life to hurt someone.
You haven’t fallen short of anything when you did the best you could do.
That’s considered winning in my book. How can you think you are
worthless?”
“Hmm, I never thought about it in that way before,” Evina admitted,
scratching his head.
“That’s why you need some motherly advice every once in a while,”
she teased. “Don’t immediately believe everything you feel. Oh, and
regarding love, you will eventually find what you desire so long as it is
right.”
“And it is right… right?”
“Yes,” she confirmed. “You won’t be as alone as you think you are.
And those companions you have up there at the ship, you may not think
much of them, but they can become your closest friends if you would let
them be.”
Evina considered this for a while. Every moment he listened to his
mother was so liberating and comforting to his mind.
“Do you want to know anything else before I leave?” she asked.
“What? You have to go?”
“I’m so sorry, but all good things can’t last forever.”

THE CAVE

336

Evina was shocked. He didn’t want her to ever leave his sight again.
“Then please… just tell me one more thing. How is it you are talking to
me?”
She carefully stood up and stared into his face with her beautifully
radiant eyes. “Isn’t it obvious? Evina, I live within you. My love is what
binds us together, and that’s why you will never be truly alone.”
Evina watched in wonder and terror as the light started to dim, and
her image slowly faded until it yielded to the empty darkness of the cave.
He was physically left alone, still questioning the reality of all that he had
seen. The tears continued spilling from his eyes. There were so many
questions that were still unanswered, and they might not ever be
answered, but he didn’t care about it right now. He knew with certainty
that he was loved, and that was all that mattered.

CHAPTER 10

THE LABYRINTH
“Space: the final frontier. These are the adventures of the foolish
passengers of a small, unnamed ship. Their mission: to explore strange
new worlds, to seek out the human civilization, to boldly save others as no
toon has done before.”
Kate groaned loudly.
“What?” Glue Stick protested. “It’s from this show I’ve been watching
today. I feel like we can compare our experiences to it. All we need to do
now is wear more colorful shirts.”
Evina tried to ignore him, but he wasn’t irritated by him anymore,
just bored. Ever since he returned from the cave, he felt like a brand-new
individual. The thing living inside of him could still be felt, now more
clearly than any other time before. It was like a strange, cold, weighty
presence somewhere around the area of his stomach. But now that he was
no longer fighting it, it was no longer hostile. Now he could relax properly.
He was getting used to it.
“But just listen,” Glue Stick pleaded. “Don’t you think it would be cool
to like beam places? Just think about it. It’s a shame this ship can’t do stuff
like that.”
Gyro smirked but tried to conceal it.
Glue Stick had seen it. “What was that? Are you hiding something?”
“Maybe,” Gyro grinned. Even he seemed to be in a better mood.
“Fine, if you’re too busy to talk to me then… I can still have fun on my
own. Yeah, I am just as busy as you are! Even busier!” He turned back to
the monitor and started another episode.
Evina noticed that Glue Stick was upset with Kate now. The lazy toon
didn’t like standing in a funny way and breathing slowly for hours like she
did. As much as the idea of being a ninja was appealing, he wasn’t up to
putting all that effort into it. Likewise, Kate wasn’t fond of Glue Stick. She
spoke her mind without holding back any criticism.
Then there was a small beep that interrupted everyone’s activities.
Gyro looked down at a small, red light and turned it off.
“What was that?” Evina asked.
“Oh, it’s nothing.”
Of course, Evina didn’t believe it and, sure enough, the light turned
on again.
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“That’s interesting.”
Evina walked up to the control panel. “Does interesting mean good or
bad?”
“Well, just look at our energy readings.” The pilot pointed to a dial
with its needle jumping up and down. “Even though we’re in hyperspace,
there is something out there that’s strong enough to cause these
fluctuations. No, we’re actually losing energy. Without it, we’ll be in
serious trouble!”
“Will we have to drop out?”
“I really don’t want to, but now I don’t think we have much of a choice.
It’s dangerous to go on like this. But there’s nothing that’s supposed to be
out in this region except the empty void of space!” His hand moved toward
the warp lever and hovered there for a moment. He worried about whether
he should, but the energy readings were too troublesome, so he gave in.
After the ship’s repairs, the hyperspace transitions were smoother,
but it was still shocking to someone who wasn’t expecting it. Glue Stick
leaped out of his seat, slammed the headphones down, and stormed over
the cockpit. “You scared me half to death! Why didn’t you tell me we were
dropping out?”
“It’s because our energy is dropping out!” Gyro angrily pointed to the
dial again. “And if you don’t want to miss your show, how would you feel
if we got stranded out here literally in the middle of nowhere?”
The two of them argued while Evina watched. He was getting tired of
seeing all this contention going on. It was too predictable, but what he
didn’t expect was what happened next.
“Hey, guys. What’s this?” It wasn’t the voice of anyone in the cockpit.
Kate has spoken from the back.
Evina turned to see her pointing at one of the monitors. “What is it?”
He walked over to take a look. And even though he wasn’t an expert, it still
alarmed him to see it.
“Is everything alright back there?” Gyro asked.
“Um, you might want to take a look at this,” Evina replied, his voice
shaking a little.
The pilot rushed over to them and glared at the image. “Holy cog
sprocket, what is that?”
Indeed, that was the question on all their minds. Out here, in the
middle of space, where there were no stars or planets to be seen, a world
had somehow been detected by the computer. It was very close to them. It
was barren, but there were huge waves of magnetic pulses coming out of
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it. There was no way it could’ve been natural. This is what was draining
their ship’s power.
“We need to get out of here. Now!” Gyro was sweating, and he jogged
back to the controls.
But the thing inside Evina tightened painfully. This was the strongest
impression he had ever felt from it. The answer was so obvious and so
clear. “We have to go down there!”
“Are you out of your mind!?” the father cried. “There’s nothing there
but certain death!”
“No, dad. There’s something calling us. And the feeling is so strong
that I know you can feel it too. Don’t deny it.”
Gyro was panting. He carefully withdrew his shaking hands from the
controls and inhaled deeply. “Ok,” he admitted quietly, “I can feel it too.
But can we really trust it?”
Evina paused for a moment to think about it. All eyes were on him.
The feeling inside was so intense that he couldn’t ignore it. “I do trust it.”
“You’re going alone then?”
“Yes.”
“No!” Kate cried. “I’m coming too!”
Gyro scratched his head, still trying to figure out what to do with this
unexpected turn of events. “Well,” he started, “I guess that means we only
have one option now.” He turned to the little robot. “Helper, activate battle
mode.”
“What?” Glue Stick cried.
The helper pressed a large, red button. The images on the monitors
changed, and all the lights in the ship turned red.
“Battle mode engaged,” the ship computer responded.
“You two,” Gyro ordered Evina and Kate, “into the back room, now!”
Glue Stick stood frozen in the main area with his mouth wide open. The
helper made sure he didn’t follow the others.
In the back room, Gyro hastily threw a drawer open and took out the
briefcase he had received from Harry. He dropped it in Evina’s hands.
“Meet me in the main room when you’re ready. Then I’ll explain
everything.”
He ran off, and the two of them were left standing clueless in the
room. Evina carefully flipped the latch on the case and opened it. He
gasped when he saw what was inside. It was his black suit, the one from
his last adventure, complete with the gloves. He turned to Kate. “Do you
mind giving me a minute?”
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She stepped outside but left the door open a crack to talk to him.
“Would you kindly tell me what this is all about?”
“Yeah, we went on another adventure last year,” Evina explained. “We
explored a nation of robots called the cogs, and we fought them. Our toony
energy was draining. The suits helped protect us against our laff dropping.
Oh, and it made us stealthier.”
“Ah, I can see what you mean with the black and all that. But in
fighting those cogs, did you win?”
“Yes, um, actually sort of. They’re our allies now. It’s complicated.”
“And what about this thing you keep talking about? You’re feeling
something?”
Evina chuckled lightly. “Ironically, I found out toward the end of the
adventure that I’m part cog. Or the thing that makes them alive is inside
me too. It’s also in my dad.”
“Now that makes sense. I usually try to learn all I can about the lives
of the rookies I work with.”
“Hey, about that, why are you coming, anyway?”
“What? You think that because I’m a girl I couldn’t handle it?”
“No!”
“You men are all the same. That’s why I don’t listen to you.”
“That’s not what I—”
“So, I’m coming with you, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me!”
Evina paused. “Um, ok.” He slipped on the last glove and could feel a
sensation of power wash over him like a warm wave. It was wonderful, and
he felt so excited again. There was one more item in the suitcase, but it was
unfamiliar to him, so he brought it with him to the main room. Kate
followed right behind.
“Wow, you look… good,” Glue Stick remarked.
“Thanks,” Evina said. “That’s the best compliment I’ve heard from
you so far. By the way, do you know where Gyro is?”
A door opened up, and the man in white emerged from the pilot’s
room. It was Gyro in his odd technology-packed suit. He wore the helmet
that formed eyes out of tiny blue lights. Evina had once feared the sight of
this thing, and it surprised him again, even though he knew it was just his
father inside.
“Good,” Gyro said. “I take it the suit still fits well?”
“Perfectly. But what’s with this battle mode?”
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“Oh, it’s just precautionary. I don’t want to be attacked out here, but
I don’t plan on doing any attacking either. In a place like this that could
possibly be filled with all kinds of terrible things, we can never be too safe.”
“Glad to hear it. So, are we going now?”
“Wait a moment.” The pilot went to his seat in front of the controls.
This made Evina remember pieces of his old visions. “When Harry gave
me your suit, I was overjoyed. He isn’t that bad of an inventor. But I took
the liberty of adding some more features to it.”
“Like what?”
“You’ll see,” he said. “Now step onto this circle, both of you. I am
going to beam you down there. Evina, in your hand you have a mask that
I made. It’s not so much to protect your identity, but it is armored and has
inferred vision. Squeeze your left wrist to signal pickup. And remember
that I can’t help you at all once you’re below. All that’s left is to wish good
luck to you two. Don’t get yourselves killed.” He sounded worried as
though he knew this was all a very bad idea.
“I promise you, we’ll be fine,” Evina said, although he wasn’t sure
about it either. He really hoped that the thing inside of him knew what it
was doing.
“Ready?” the father asked.
“I’m always ready,” Kate said.
Evina put on his mask. He took a deep breath and exhaled. “Yes, I’m
ready.”
“I hope to see you soon.”
There was a bright flash of light, and Evina found himself standing
deep in frigid snow. The wind was howling, and he was very nervous all of
a sudden. But at least he was fully alert.
“You good?” he asked Kate.
“Yeah,” she assured him, rubbing her head like she was disoriented.
“We need to get out of the snow.”
Though the visibility was low, Evina could see a metal structure a
short distance away. “Over there. Quickly!”
It looked like a small station, probably just one of many leading to the
interior of the planet. Unfortunately, but not surprisingly, they found that
it was locked with a keypad combination.
“Yeah, I don’t know what we’re going to do,” Evina confessed. Even
though he was insulated with his special suit, the bitter cold was starting
to get through to him. Even Kate couldn’t hide how cold she was.
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Then they both looked up to see something at the same time. A
security camera from the roof was looking down at them, and they knew
they were being watched. Kate panicked and sliced it off the wall with a
swing of her sword.
“What did you do!?” Evina cried. “Now they’re definitely going to
know we’re intruders!”
Just as he finished that sentence, the ground opened up, and they fell
down a deep tunnel. It was pitch black all around them with nothing but
the sound of air rushing by. It was terrifying, but after a few seconds, there
was some kind of force that slowed their fall until their faces rested on the
hard ground. Bright lights flickered on, and they jumped up to see where
they were.
It was a small, simple, concrete room with no windows or doors. It
was illuminated by cool, eerie light that came from the cracks along
corners in every wall. They were trapped.
Kate tried to kick one of the walls even though they both knew it was
pointless. It was thick and solid. “Let us out of here you cowards!”
“Stop it. There’s no point,” Evina calmed her. “Our plan messed up
big time. We shouldn’t have come in here following that stupid voice in my
head.” He watched her keep on kicking for a while. He was at least grateful
that it was warmer in here. Then he got bored and turned his head. He
gasped in shock. They were at the end of a long hallway now.
“What?” Kate marveled. “Wasn’t there a wall there?”
“There was,” Evina said. “But now, it looks like the room has stretched
itself.”
“Why?”
He thought about it. “I don’t know, but it might mean we’re meant to
go over there.”
They made their way to the other side of the mysterious hall. It still
gave off a feeling of being unusually alien.
Then when they reached the end, Evina turned around again and
jumped in fright to see he was inches from another wall. “What the heck!
I wish it would stop scaring us!” They were stuck in another box.
“I think I saw it,” Kate said.
“You did?”
“As a ninja, you are trained to notice every little detail. It moves
lightning fast, but this whole place seems to be made of tiles that silently
rearrange themselves into different shapes.”
Evina considered this. “But why? What is it all for?”
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Kate shrugged and pointed to the ceiling. “Maybe we should press
that button and find out.”
It was true. There was now a red button protruding from the ceiling,
and Evina jumped up to press it. When he fell, he didn’t hit the floor
because it had already opened. He landed on a padded area much further
below.
“Very good,” a robotic voice spoke, although it didn’t sound very
friendly. It emitted from the walls around them.
They were now at a crossroads between four different paths. Each one
was identical and unmarked. There was no way to tell which path was the
right one.
“Go with your gut,” Kate said.
Evina chose one of the paths randomly, and they walked in that
direction. They followed maze-like halls until they reached a larger room.
A huge metallic cube lay nearby with three large buttons on the floor.
“What the heck? Is it supposed to be a puzzle?” Evina wondered.
“I believe so,” Kate said. “Strange, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, but at least they seem easy.”
“Something tells me they will become harder soon enough,” she
added.
Each of them stepped on a button, and they used the big cube to hold
down the third button.
“Very good,” the voice repeated again in the same tone. “Now, try
this.”
One of the walls opened up, and the opposite wall began moving
inward to force them to move into the new area. Finally, they were sealed
in the new room, and for some reason, Evina had lost track of where Kate
was. It couldn’t be possible.
“Hello? Kate? Where are you?” he shouted. Then he started to panic
again. Finally, he spotted her. She was lying on the floor at the opposite
side of the room and appeared to be injured. “What happened?” He ran
over to her.
Then she faded away abruptly. Obviously, it was some kind of cheap
illusion. Evina turned around to see he was trapped again. This time, he
really was alone. “NO!” He pounded his fists on the wall, even though he
knew it would do nothing.
The mysterious announcer spoke again. “As part of testing protocol,
test subjects are required to work alone.”

THE LABYRINTH

344

“Evina?” a muffled voice called out. It seemed to be coming from the
other side of the wall. “Are you in there?”
Evina jumped in glee when he heard Kate’s voice. “Are you alright?”
“I’m fine,” she assured him. “But I don’t think they want us working
together anymore.”
Evina growled in frustration. “What’s the point of this, anyway? Why
do they want to test us? Is it a form of torture or brainwashing? It makes
no sense!”
Then the sound of gunfire was heard from behind the wall. It lasted
for half a minute. Then there was an awful silence.
“Kate, are you alive!?”
“Yeah,” she said. “A wall opened and surprised me with some robotic
turrets. It’s a good thing I have such fast reflexes. They won’t get rid of me
that easily.”
Evina looked around the room and spotted an air vent on the ceiling.
It was just large enough that he thought he could fit inside. “I think I found
a way out.”
“What? Oh, that’s great,” she replied in an unenthusiastic tone.
“Hopefully it’s not just another part of the test. Go on without me, and I’ll
catch up with you.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, don’t worry about me,” she insisted.
Evina imagined suction cups in his mind. Then they popped up on his
hands, elbows, and knees. It was just as he had done in his last adventure.
He jumped onto the wall and crawled up to the vent as fast as he could. He
was scared of being crushed if the room changed itself again.
“When I find what I’m looking for, I promise I’ll come back for you!”
He ripped the grate off and climbed inside.
“Good luck!” she shouted back.

CHAPTER 11

INTO THE DARK
The eerie lights from the cracks in the concrete walls were gone, and
he was alone in the darkness of a dusty vent.
Great, now I have no idea where I’m going! Oh, wait… the mask.
How could I forget?
He turned on the mask, and a fuzzy gray image of the vent was
projected onto his eyes. It wasn’t excellent, but it was enough to give him
an idea where he was going. Crawling on his elbows as quickly as he could,
he made his way through the vent. He could hear the clank and echo of
each step. Now that he was out of the puzzle area, the thing inside kept
him calm and led the way. In fact, it almost felt exhilarating to be crawling
through vents again. He felt like he was doing something heroic and
meaningful again.
When he came to a junction, he was instructed to go right, and he
obeyed. It was another minute of crawling before he heard the loud
humming of machinery coming from below. He quickly broke off the
nearest vent cover and jumped out. He fell farther than he expected. It hurt
his legs on landing, but mostly hurt his pride. He had become too
confident. Now he turned off the mask.
The room he was in now was poorly lit and dirty, with exposed pipes
seen on the blank walls, so he figured this was a maintenance area, an area
that was not meant to be visited. It was filled with several giant engines
with turbines, gears, and pistons. They were giving a ton of power to
something, probably to whatever it was that moved the tiles to rearrange
the puzzles. He still had no idea what that was all about. Luckily for him,
there were no cameras in here. But he knew he still had to be careful and
look out for anything that might catch him.
On his left was what seemed to be the only door to exit the room.
There was a small window in it, so he could see that the hallway was clear
for him to use. As he swung it open, he cringed at how loudly it squeaked.
Luckily, no one was around. He jogged as quietly as he could, using his
night vision to navigate the darker areas where there weren’t harsh white
lights shining from above. He listened to the thing inside of him
continuously to know if anything was coming in his direction. This place
was enormous, and he was already starting to get lost. There were so many
tunnels leading to so many rooms; all of them were full of different kinds
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of industrial machinery. He tried to use the arrows painted on the cement
walls, but most of them were pointing to sectors with long titles that meant
nothing to him. The further he went, the more curious he was becoming.
Finally, he arrived at a something familiar, a freight elevator. He was
just about to board it when he spotted a camera. Jumping out of the way,
he managed to avoid having it see him.
That was close! How am I supposed to get past that thing?
He waited for a few minutes, paying close attention to the movement
of the camera. Eventually, he concluded that it followed a predictable path
back and forth across the hall. It reminded him of the searchlights in the
District Attorney’s Office back in Lawbot HQ when the cogs were invading
Toontown. But this was no time for nostalgia. Things were different now.
His life was seriously in danger, and things would be get ugly if he were
caught. When the timing was right, he silently leaped out of hiding and
followed the path of the camera as it turned away. Then he flattened
himself against the wall below it, hoping that this small spot would be out
of its range. When that was over, he sprinted to the elevator and pressed
the up button before the camera turned in his direction again.
The elevator rose up the shaft with increasing speed and noise. Evina
was keenly aware of every sound now and afraid that one of them might
give him away. When it reached the top, he stepped off into a small room
and tried to open the door in front of him. It was locked, probably from the
other side. So, without any other choice, he climbed into another air vent
to find a way out of there.
All his survival instincts told him to go back, but the thing inside him
was stronger, and it forced him to move onward. He had little choice but
to follow it, although he always second guessed it. At times like this, he
wondered if it wasn’t just a figment of his imagination.
Only a short distance later, he stopped at a vent cover that overlooked
a small, circular room. The only light in the room came from the dozens of
monitors that surrounded the perimeter. A myriad of buttons and other
tools of many colors, shapes, and sizes were seen all over the place. The
text and images shown on the screen made no sense to him, and neither
did the room’s inhabitants.
There were two robots or people seated motionlessly in front of the
monitors, he didn’t know which. They were in the shape of humans but
covered entirely in shiny, dark gray, ominous-looking suits; and their
heads were hidden inside simple blocky helmets. Their real form could not
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be seen. This sight worried him, but he was confident that they could not
see him.
Then a voice spoke, and it sounded somewhat like a person’s voice,
but it was modified to sound muffled and machine-generated. He didn’t
know the language, but the thing inside translated it within his head.
“Nine-One-Eight, have you seen this?”
“What?” the other said.
“It looks like there’s been a slave breach in Sector C.”
One of the monitors changed to a camera view with rows of toons,
each one different than the others, performing manual labor in a dark pit.
“I know a few of them complained yesterday, but I thought I quelled
it. Maybe it wasn’t enough. Should I finish these troublemakers for good?”
Evina was suddenly feeling angry. It didn’t matter who these slaves
were or what they were used for because now he knew that these creatures
were evil. The anger was greatly amplified by the thing inside of him, just
like it had done before. He now had a motivation to fight and defend
himself, to save Kate, and to retrieve what he needed to find.
“No, you fool!” One of them shouted and pointed to a screen. Evina
was startled, and because they looked and sounded identical he couldn’t
tell which one had spoken. “It wasn’t from the slaves; it was a high-security
breach from the test chambers! Activate the red alert!”
This was the moment to do something, and Evina reacted instantly.
He jumped down from the vent and knocked out both the security guards
with ease. It didn’t look like either of them had a chance to activate an
alarm.
Then he turned his attention to the screens. It was hard to read
through all the complex information, most of which still made no sense to
him, but the notification of him escaping the test chambers was still there.
He wanted to clear it somehow but couldn’t figure out the controls. And he
knew that anything he touched might only make matters worse.
Just as he was about to leave, something else happened. He had a
sudden compulsion to press a button, and when he did, there was a
detailed map that appeared on the largest monitor. It was the floor plan of
this level of the sector, and it was humongous. But a certain spot caught
his eye. Whatever he was looking for had to be there.
He went to the door and opened it a tiny bit to peek outside. It was a
huge hall stretching left to right with bright lights lining the black walls in
each direction. In fact, the hall was more cylindrical, like a tunnel, and it
was designed in a futuristic way. It gave the impression of being both clean
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and dangerous. A few more of those strange creatures marched by in a very
unnatural way. Evina suspected there would be more. This place was likely
full of them.
I need some more power, he thought.
Then his wish came true. He felt energy flowing to his right hand. It
looked like a small laser device had popped up on the back of his glove.
This was going to be useful. He breathed deeply, trying to gain his focus
and listen to the thing that was guiding him to his destination. The
slightest mistake could be the end of him. Then, when he was ready, he
sprinted out into the hall. His footsteps were silent as he jogged down the
corridor heading right. He listened for any sign of movement.
“Warning: High-security breach in this sector!” a speaker announced.
Evina knew there was no point in trying to hide now; he had to run. Yet
they didn’t have to know which direction he was going. So, when he found
another security camera in his path, a light squeeze of his fist triggered the
laser and disabled it.
He tried to remain focused but, despite his best efforts, he couldn’t
ignore the fact that an army of alien guards was now chasing him; he could
hear their footsteps clearly.
At an intersection, he darted around a corner and desperately hoped
that Gyro had put some kind of wire in the suit. As it turned out, there was
a grappling hook launcher under and behind his left elbow. He shot it
across the hall from about a foot off the ground, and it hooked onto a
doorstop. The timing was perfect. All the guards tripped over it and
crashed on the ground. He recoiled it rapidly then darted through the door
closest to him. It was a heavy door fitted with all sort of locks. He slammed
it shut, and one laser burst shattered the controls. He rested knowing it
would take them a while to get through it.
The thing urged him to keep moving, but he had to stop to catch his
breath. As exciting as it was to feel like a hero again, there was no shortage
of anxiety either. And even though he had escaped death so often before,
it didn’t mean he had unlimited strength. When he heard the sound of
them trying to break down the door, he ran again, this time down a long
ramp. An arrow on the wall told him he was heading toward some kind of
dock. The thing was leading him this way. He was getting close to where
he was supposed to be.
That’s kind of odd, he thought. I thought a dock would be closer to
the surface instead of…
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He stopped dead in his tracks. He was only inches from an edge. It
looked like the whole interior of the planet was hollowed out, and he
almost fell into a pit that had no bottom. The dock appeared to be an area
protruding from a ceiling that stretched on and on in every direction, yet
no other walls were visible. There were some lights shining around the
dock, but nothing could pierce the infinite gloom that lurked below.
Confusion overwhelmed him for a moment, but it was soon replaced
with a twinge of horror. He heard the footsteps of angry guards storming
down the ramp toward him. There was no place he could flee from them.
The thing inside commanded him to jump.
“No,” he answered aloud. He witnessed the empty darkness below. It
held nothing but certain death. Nevertheless, the army was charging
toward him at full speed.
Evina was someone who had experienced many miracles. Maybe it
was because of the thing living inside him, or maybe he had been chosen
for some greater purpose. But whatever the reality of the situation was, he
expected a miracle to happen again. He leaped into the abyss and was
swallowed by the darkness. He was plummeting deep into the belly of the
beast.

CHAPTER 12

GRAY RISING
The wind blew droplets of sweat off his face as he tumbled. He was
struggling to have faith that this wouldn’t be the end of him or anyone else
he cared about.
On and on he fell, and it felt like ages. Even the thing inside couldn’t
do enough to calm him. Finally, he thought he noticed something. He saw
a beautiful light coming into view. It wasn’t his mother, and he knew he
wasn’t dead yet. He seemed to be approaching a ground. Yes, it was
amazing to discover that a ground existed down here, like a world inside a
world. And it was covered in little buildings with lights that broke through
the vast darkness. It momentarily made him feel like he was flying up
toward the stars, even though it was quite the opposite. He closed his eyes
and braced for impact. If this was the end, he would take it with dignity.
A kind of static field formed around him and braced his fall. He hit
the concrete ground, and it felt like the softest of all mattresses. As he stood
up, he couldn’t help but laugh. He was overjoyed to still be alive and not
even the least bit hurt. Yet the momentary bliss didn’t last long.
“STOP!” someone shouted at him. One of the aliens had landed a
small spaceship nearby and was investigating to see who had fallen from
the sky. Evina was dizzy from the fall, and it took his eyes a moment to
adjust to the image. Unlike the guards he had seen earlier, this one was
wearing armor that looked stronger. It was shiny and decorated with
spikes. This looked like an elite soldier. It slowly approached Evina with a
fist in an iron glove. There were electric sparks jumping off it.
Evina fired his laser and jumped into the soldier’s ship. The controls
were simple enough. They were much more familiar than the buttons at
the security room. The engines roared to life, and he lifted off the ground.
The thing inside him was like a compass, and he went speeding in the
direction that it led him.
A few minutes passed before he arrived at the right place. It was a
small building, much like the many others all around this place, except it
had no windows. Evina landed the ship in a hurry, causing it to hit the
ground with a bang. He cringed and hoped it wouldn’t draw more attention
to him.
When he located the entrance, a locked door, he realized that the
handle was made of some strong alloy. It couldn’t be broken so easily, so
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he had to do it the hard way. He sustained the beam of laser to cut away
around the handle. The metal began to glow orange, and there was sizzling
heard. He found it hard to control his breathing, and every few seconds,
he jerked his head around to see if anyone was coming. But for the
moment, it looked like they had stopped pursuing him.
Come on… why is this taking so long?
Eventually, he finished, and the red-hot door handle fell out and
clanked on the ground. He had essentially bypassed any lock within it, and
he swung the door open.
It had the appearance of a normal library, except for the futuristic
architecture and cold lights that weren’t present back in Toontown. It
contained shelves full of strange artifacts packed tightly together. Now the
situation began to make sense to him now.
This is their vault. It’s what they value the most, the things they want
to hide and preserve. Anything that they found interesting from their
conquest, they brought here. Each shelf is labeled with the name of a
planet that its contents were stolen from. This planet is a war machine!
It’s generating countless clones to conquer and enslave as many toon
worlds as it can! It made Evina nauseous to think about it.
The thing inside was creating a lot of mental noise. It tried to direct
Evina where it wanted him to go, but Evina resisted. He wanted to learn
more about this place first, even if it would only make him angrier. In vain,
he searched the shelves and looked at things that he did not understand.
But it wasn’t long before he gave up and followed the directions to the thing
he was supposed to find.
This shelf was marked only with a mysterious question mark, and
somehow, the peculiarity of it disturbed him more than anything else in
the room.
I wonder if it means the aliens don’t know where these items are
from. Could they really be that unusual?
He stretched out his hand, and it was guided to a dusty, rectangular
item that he promptly picked up. All that he had done to get down here
and everything that he had risked was for this reason. This had to be the
answer to everything. This was the key to the success of their adventure
and the future of the tooniverse. He blew the dust off lightly and stared at
it. “It’s… a book?”
“I don’t know. What did you think it was?”
Evina spun around at record speed, and he couldn’t believe who he
saw. “Kate?”
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“Yeah, it’s me,” she smiled lightly. “I figured that by saving myself I
could save you the trouble of saving me.”
“But… how did you find me? You’re not possessed with that thing!”
“It was actually pretty easy. I followed all of that red alert shouting
and the fleet of ships flying off into the dark to find you.”
“What?”
“Seriously, dude, there’s like a million weirdo soldiers looking for you
right now. I’m surprised I got here before they did. Now, do you want a
ride out of this place or what?”
“Let’s go!” Evina shouted, running to the door without hesitation.
They jumped into the ship and were in the air within seconds.
“Oh, and about that energy disturbance,” she said, “I found out what’s
causing it. There’s a huge amount of energy that they’re hoarding below us
in the core. I have no idea what they plan on using it for.”
“How do you know this?” He paused and sighed. “Okay, let’s not talk
about it now. We need to focus on escaping in one piece.”
Kate was nearing the dock now, and her landing of the ship was no
better than Evina’s last attempt. They hopped out. Evina had his laser
ready, and Kate had her sword.
“Don’t stop, show no fear, and trust me,” she ordered. They ran into
the main hanger where alien soldiers were waiting for them. They had
blocked every exit. There was a deafening noise as dozens of lasers were
fired at them. Evina realized his laser was useless compared to theirs. But
then he saw what Kate was doing, and he was astonished.
She spun the sword in circles, and it absorbed every beam shot at
them. It began to glow so brightly that it soon became overwhelming. The
aliens ceased their shooting and covered their eyes.
“Now, let the fun begin,” she grinned.
The sword emitted an intense, hot stream of white fire that destroyed
any obstacle in their way and made all the soldiers flee in fear. Windows
shattered and doors were blasted off their hinges until the blade finished
and stopped glowing.
“Ahhhhhhh!” Evina didn’t know what else to say.
“I know, right? But it does require a lot of power. I only discovered
this trick before picking you up when I destroyed the main power
converter coming from the core. Oh, did I mention this planet is going to
explode in a few minutes?”
“WHAT!?”
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They did not stop running. Evina and Kate were quick, and they
managed to avoid all the soldiers and their deadly beams. They followed
the signs to the exit of this evil place. Finally, they saw it. It was the final
staircase to the surface. The door burst open, and hundreds of soldiers
flooded out and surrounded the area. Even Kate looked scared now. She
couldn’t block them all. This was too much to escape from.
Then it happened. Time seemed to slow down. The sounds of the laser
blasts faded. Evina’s fear vanished, and the entity took over every fiber of
his body. He had become something else. His eyes opened again. They
were pure gray and full of incredible power. They were the eyes of some
other being. It had happened once before, but now the hero has returned,
and it was stronger than ever before.
He seized the sword out of Kate’s hand and sprinted into the chaotic
jumble of soldiers. He could see every individual beam of laser in motion,
but he didn’t care. He embraced the power. He conducted it like metal. He
soared through it like a storm cloud. Each beam was merely a drop of rain.
The less he resisted, the less it hurt. He let the heat flow through him. He
was unstoppable, and all the excess energy was shifted through his hand
and into the sword. It began to glow immediately.
“You better use it now!” Kate screamed, but he didn’t listen.
Evina knew exactly what to do, and there was nothing that could stop
him. The soldiers were knocked off the stairs left and right like they were
nothing more than bugs. With Kate right behind, they soon emerged from
the ground into the frigid snowy wind. Fortunately, the book was still
strapped inside the pocket on his waist.
Evina squeezed his left wrist lightly to signal the ship, but then he saw
that it wouldn’t be needed.
“I won’t leave you again, Evina!” Gyro shouted through the voice of
his white battle armor. He charged full speed toward them.
This wasn’t something Evina had been expecting at all, and he lost his
focus for a moment. His father was shooting his laser at the soldiers still
coming up the stairs. “Dad, this place is going to explode!”
“Then you better get to the ship!”
Kate was staring at the sword that was glowing so bright now it was
blinding to look at. “I don’t think you should do that!”
Evina grabbed the book and tossed it to her. “Get to the ship! We’ll be
right there!”
She didn’t look like she was going to cooperate, but a sudden
earthquake caused her to change her mind.
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A colossal hole had suddenly opened in the planet, and countless
ships flew out to space like a swarm of insects. Lastly, a gigantic battleship
emerged from the chasm. It was completely black and one of the most
intimidating things Evina had witnessed. The aliens were trying to escape
the explosion, but it was obvious that they were livid as well. They turned
toward Gyro’s tiny ship and began preparing to attack.
Evina returned to full focus, and the thing regained control of his
senses. He remembered Kate’s words and tried to be a ninja. He looked for
every little detail. It seemed like there was a piece of a lower wing that
looked thinner than any other part of the ship, and it was probably close
to the ship’s energy reserve. He compressed all of the energy together,
including the energy of his suit and the energy of his whole body. All of it
went into the sword that was brighter than anything he had seen before.
With pinpoint accuracy, he aimed for the weak part of the wing and
unleashed every bit of energy at once. Of all the lasers seen that day, there
was none brighter or more spectacular than the pure white beam that shot
from the blade. The whole sky was set ablaze, and the heat burned them
even in the snow. There was no way the ship’s shields could’ve stopped it.
The fuel tank exploded in a ball of fire, and the giant metal monster
dropped like a rock. The ground shook violently, and billows of smoke
poured out in every direction.
With his eyes softening, he felt the thing’s influence leave him. All the
energy had been used up, and he collapsed in the snow.
Gyro scooped his son off the ground, whose hand was still clenched
to the sword, and he ran with him to the ship. Their work there was
finished. They rose above the cursed planet and rocketed away into space
just before the energy core collapsed and the planet vanished in a fiery
flash.

CHAPTER 13

THE BOOK
Everyone was seated in a circle in the main room. All they heard was
the hum of the ship’s engine. Nobody spoke. Nobody moved much. They
only stared blankly with mouths slightly open, the mysterious book sitting
on a table in the middle.
“So,” Glue Stick finally got the courage to speak, “what was all of that
about?”
Evina turned to him and had to think of what to say. “To be honest, I
don’t really know. So much of it doesn’t make sense. I don’t know who
those creatures were or how this thing inside of me made me
indestructible.”
“Yeah, only a few feathers got singed,” Kate remarked. “And you
absorbed like a thousand beams of laser? What the heck?”
Gyro spoke now. “I think we can all agree that there are a lot of
questions we can’t answer. Until then, we must be patient and focus on the
things we can do. If you don’t mind, I want to take some time now to
explain myself.” He sighed, and everyone gave their attention to him.
“I’ve been a lousy father. It’s true. All I’ve done is run from my past.
I’ve been running for so many years that I forgot everything else that was
important to me. I forgot my responsibility as a father. I forgot all the
wonderful things I did for Toontown before. I forgot all about my friends
and the excitement I felt when I invented something brilliant like the
portable hole.”
“You invented the hole!?” Evina interrupted.
“Yeah, I did. You really don’t know what things were like before. And
even to this day, I couldn’t adjust my life to having my son with me. I mean,
he can do incredible things! He has such courage and integrity that I never
imagined I would see in another toon. Over time, I began to remember the
things I lost. Today, I decided I was going to set things right. Evina is the
true leader here, and I will support him. I will never abandon him again.”
A tear came to his eye.
“Dad… wow,” Evina said in awe. “I never really knew how you felt all
this time.”
“It’s alright.”
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“Yeah, but you do realize I’m not the hero, right? It’s the thing inside
of me. I’m actually starting to get scared of it. It’s becoming stronger every
day, and I can’t seem to control it. Is it dangerous?”
Gyro shrugged. “I wish I knew.”
“And what about all the slaves on that planet? I guess the thing didn’t
consider saving them, did it?”
Kate cleared her throat, and they shifted attention to her. “Actually, I
have something to say about those slaves you mentioned. When I went to
the computer room to locate you and the energy core, I saw the slave
chambers. I figured out the controls pretty easily and set up their release
to the escape pods.”
“Seriously?” Evina cried. “How were you able to do so much in so little
time?”
“I’m a ninja,” she grinned. “I was the one doing all that work while
you were busy running for your life.”
Evina groaned and covered his face, though Glue Stick seemed
amused. “But do you think they’ll be safe?”
“It’s a long way to the nearest planet,” Gyro reasoned. “But there is a
chance they’ll be ok. It’s a lot better than getting blown up.”
There was a squeaking noise as Gyro’s helper pointed to the book in
front of them.
“Oh yeah, um, has anyone had a chance to open this thing yet?” Gyro
asked. Evina and Kate turned to each other.
“Not really,” Evina admitted. “I think we were focusing more on
saving ourselves. But now is a better time than any.”
He picked up the book and wiped it clean. Now they could see its true
color, a kind of dark bluish silver that shined, and it was surprisingly thin.
He wondered how many pages were in it.
“Ok, it’s called… The Book of Toon. A rather uncreative name, don’t
you think? It was written by… the Confederation of Gearloose.”
Gyro’s mouth dropped open. “What!?”
“Yeah.”
“They never told me about a secret book!”
“But it says right here: C.O.G. That’s what the acronym is, right?”
“Let me see.” Gyro took the book from his hand and examined it
carefully. After a minute, he sighed and shook his head lightly. “No, it’s not
from the cogs. Did you notice this symbol here?”
He showed them the book’s cover and, underneath the C.O.G., there
was a triangular symbol made of three pencils with an eye in the middle.
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“It is referring to someone or something else.” This confused everyone
even more.
“We need to see what this is all about.” Glue Stick took the book and
tried to open it, but it didn’t budge. “What?”
Gyro, annoyed by Glue Stick’s impatience and lack of effort, took the
book back and used all his strength to pry it open, but he failed as well. “I
don’t understand.”
Now Evina grabbed the book and pulled as hard as he could, but it
felt like it was resisting him. It was as if it was alive and didn’t want to be
opened. “Come on!”
“No!” Kate snatched the book. “You’re all doing it wrong. I’ll come
back later,” she marched to her room and slammed the door.
The three guys and the little robot sat silently in embarrassment. Gyro
was the first of them to stand up. “I suppose we’ll just have to hope she has
better luck.”
An hour passed, and Kate was still locked away in her room. They
were too anxious to do anything else. Each of them was growing impatient.
Then, when they least expected it, she rushed back to the room.
“Watch,” she said.
They gathered around her as she sat on the floor with her eyes shut.
She set a hand down gently on the book and breathed deeply. After a
minute of doing this, she moved a finger to the edge and pulled up very
slowly. It obeyed and opened.
“How did you do that?” Glue Stick demanded.
“Well, for starters, Evina and his dad have this… thing. The book
doesn’t like it. And for anyone else, including you, it won’t open to
someone with a disorganized mind.”
“What do you mean disorganized?” Glue Stick protested.
“You have to be mature and open-minded. You can’t be selfish or have
any bad motives.”
Glue Stick groaned and turned his seat away from her.
“Thank you, Kate,” Evina said. “Um, do you mind if I read now?”
“Sure, as long as you don’t make it angry. I think it’s sensitive.”
“I still find it hard to believe that a book has feelings,” he insisted,
although he handled it delicately just to be sure. His heart sunk when he
saw the inside. There were no pages. It was just a blank white surface. “Oh
no.”
“Exciting, isn’t it?” Kate smirked.
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Evina wasn’t about to give up now. He tapped the book angrily like he
was trying to wake it up. He didn’t expect it to actually work.
There were some flickers. Then the white surface lit up. It was a
computer screen.
“Whoa,” Everyone spoke at once.
Text appeared, and Evina immediately began to read it. “Woe to the
forces of darkness. They never cease but must be fought. Abusers of the
truth will perish. The Graphite will live.”
“So, what is that supposed to mean?” Kate interrupted.
“How would I know? Judging by the table of contents, this book must
be huge! I don’t understand any of these topics.”
“I would look through the topics carefully,” Gyro suggested. “Search
for the ones that seem the most applicable to us, or the ones that the thing
wants you to read. Maybe then it will let us rest.”
Evina took his turn sitting down in the middle. He read each chapter
title and listened for any response from the thing. He discovered that
moving a finger across the screen made a page turn. “Wait… the pencil?”
“Go ahead and read it,” Gyro said.
Evina was excited to know what this was about.
“The Pencil, a term used in the formal sense of a single entity, is a
legendary, ancient artifact originating from the human world. Although
there have been many accounts of its sighting and use, little is known
about its origin.
“Generations of power-seeking individuals have stolen it, hidden it,
and utilized its supposed magical powers. The oldest record of its
existence started with Gerald the Dishonorable who claimed he used it to
create new toon life. However, it is not believed that he created any such
thing. After his defeat, the pencil moved hand-to-hand through many
generations on many worlds until, some say, it was taken by a
mysterious man of bitterness. After that time, any legends of its existence
ceased. It is assumed to be lost forever.”
“Apparently not,” Gyro mumbled. “That is fascinating. I wonder who
could’ve collected this information. Keep searching!”
Evina flipped through the pages. There seemed to be no end. They
covered hundreds of topics that were mostly foreign to him. “Oh.” He
noticed the thing had selected the right chapter. “This must be it!”
“One of the most unusual and dangerous aspects of toonology is the
concept of masking. A mask is an artificial form used to conceal the
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identity of a toon passing to another universe, specifically the human
world.
“Perhaps the most well-known example of its use was in the midtwentieth century on Earth during a time when toons were given open
access to certain cities for the purpose of film production. In 1947, one by
the name of ‘Doom’ was found responsible for violent crimes in the
human and toon world, hidden through the use of elaborate masking that
was not well understood at the time. (See chapter on Dip.)
“Although Doom was destroyed, the toons still suffered many losses
thereafter. The ACME corporation, which provided many jobs and
resources to the toon film industry, declared bankruptcy. Soon after that
time, the law decided that for the good of humanity they should deport
all toons from Earth. They were permanently sealed off in their world
now known as Toontown. More recent data confirms that all the
memories of the toons and their incidents were erased from the human
citizens’ minds.
“It is for this reason that we recommend against the use of masking.
It requires careful skill, and the technique must not be disclosed to any
irresponsible or malicious beings. This chapter will explain the
fundamental concepts regarding masks.”
Evina continued to read it while the others listened intently. Gyro had
taken a notepad and scribbled down as many notes about the masking as
he could. When the chapter was finally finished, Evina closed the book,
and they all rested.
“Now, that’s what we were looking for!” Gyro exclaimed. Evina hadn’t
seen him so happy in a long time.
“We’re going to mask ourselves?” Glue Stick inquired.
“We would be risking a whole lot if we didn’t try,” Gyro replied. “Until
we get to Earth, we must focus all our attention on masking.”
Evina smiled. He was glad to have a goal that everyone could finally
agree on. He was also grateful that the thing living inside of him was still
useful, although obtaining that information put them all in grave danger.
But as pleased as he felt, he couldn’t ignore some little annoyance. There
was still something missing, something that he needed to know but hadn’t
found yet.
“Um, I want to go do some more reading. I think there’s something
else I need to see.”
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Gyro smiled. “Now, I know I said I would trust you, but you be careful,
alright? I don’t know where that book came from, but it could either be
completely crazy or dangerous when dropped into the wrong hands.”
Evina ran back to his room and dropped onto his bed. He knew Gyro
was right. Knowing how powerful the pencil could be, he felt guilty for
allowing it to be stolen back on Kate’s planet. It was good that they
managed to bring it back. He tried to relax as best as he could and allow
the book to be responsive to him. It was skeptical at first but decided, in
the end, to allow Evina to read it again. Because the book was a computer
screen, he didn’t need to turn on the light above his bed for illumination.
Now he was more aware of the fever building up inside of him. There
was something else in that book, and he felt like he had been waiting to
read it for a very long time. Scrolling through the chapters, he searched
vigilantly for any familiar sign. He was not consciously aware of exactly
what it was. The thing inside suddenly became quiet. It was like it felt
nervous but wouldn’t stop Evina from finding the truth this time. So
instead, it went away to hide. Finally, near the end of the list, Evina found
the chapter he was looking for.
The Shadow is a powerful force living throughout the tooniverse, yet
it often hides its actions and tries to be elusive. Therefore, it is difficult to
study. Some of our scholars still debate whether it should be classified as
a fundamental component of the toon reality model.
The Shadow seems to be sentient and has been known for many
peculiar behaviors. Although it is thought to be one omnipresent force, it
manifests itself in singular ways. It can easily possess metal and give
individual and intelligent life to any machine it wants. While it is
dormant and harmless in most cases, it can also become agitated and
dangerous. It will never accept a compromise on its goals.
Most strange of all, however, is the very rare occurrence where a
toon becomes be possessed by it. Ink and lead may somehow, through
unknown means, become stained with its even darker influence until the
full scope of its power is eventually realized.
Signs that a toon is possessed with The Shadow include gray eyes,
the most obvious symptom that may vary in shade, incredible strength,
increased emotional intensity, expanded knowledge and sensory power,
unconscious behavior, and many other things.
The Shadow may present a solution for almost any undesirable
scenario it encounters; nonetheless, there is a much more ominous side
that is seldom foreseen. Every toon that has become a victim of The
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Shadow has been destroyed, either by its creator or from a collapse of its
life-sustaining story due to the chaotic and unpredictable nature of the
entity. (See chapter on toon life cycle.) As The Shadow grows in its power
and influence over the host, the risk continually rises for creating a
tangled web of plot points that will almost certainly lead to a painful end
for the toon. There is no known cure.
Evina slammed the book shut and was suddenly left in the darkness.
His mind was full of horror, and he didn’t have a clue of what to say or do
next. My days are numbered. I’m doomed.

CHAPTER 14

OFF THE PAGE
“Oh.” Gyro fell into a chair and looked sick. He rubbed his face and
moaned in a way that frightened Evina.
“Dad, are you alright?”
“Um, yeah,” he answered, although it didn’t sound convincing. “But
you just told me we might die soon.”
“Do you think the book lied?”
“No, I’ve checked the logic, and it makes sense, but this is much more
dangerous than I had imagined. I mean, do you know what could’ve
happened during that incident on the planet? That moment I saw you like
that, like some… crazy monster of unstoppable destruction, I knew there
was something really bad about this. But I didn’t consider that it could
cause your very existence to tear apart! We need to get this under control!”
“Dad, it controls itself. Like I said, it has all the intelligence, it won’t
compromise. There is no cure for it.”
“Well, I think we’ve heard plenty of information now. Glue Stick, take
the book and put it in the locker. And make sure it’s locked securely this
time!”
“Um, I was the one who didn’t lock it before,” Evina admitted, not
sure if this was the best time to confess it.
“It’s alright. Now, as I was about to say, there is nothing that can take
control of us completely. We must prevent it from growing any stronger.
We must ignore anything it tells us to do. Do not give in! Do you
understand?”
“Yes.”
“Good. We don’t have any more time to waste. Toontown is
depending on us to fix this mess on Earth.”

*

*

*

Gyro sat at his messy desk covered in dozens of quickly-scribbled
notes. He was deep in thought and was startled to hear a loud knocking at
the door. His helper was busy doing some calculations, so he knew he had
to answer it himself.
As he opened the door, he was met by a short, orange duck with thick,
square glasses.
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“Hello, sir. I am Doctor Featherworth from the Duckburg Institute of
Science.”
“Ok,” Gyro mumbled. He didn’t know what else to say. He wondered
if they had finally come to revoke his membership. After all, his science
had always been considered by others to be a bit unorthodox. “How may I
help you?”
The duck presented a lump covered in a towel, and he held it
delicately with red rubber gloves. “We have all been perplexed by this
certain meteorite. It was found a couple months ago in the Northern
Wastelands. Its properties are unlike anything we have seen before. We
cannot trace the source of its fluctuating magnetic field. That is why we
have come to ask for your opinion.”
“My opinion? Wow.” Gyro rubbed his forehead in awe. “If you’re
coming to me, then you must really be out of options.”
“Please, sir, would you mind examining it? If you happen to notice
anything we could have overlooked, please contact us at once. But please
be careful. We cannot be certain it is harmless.”
“Ok, I’ll do it.” Gyro took the meteorite in his gloves and immediately
noticed how heavy it was for its small size.
“I hope to hear from you soon,” the doctor concluded before leaving.
“Look what we got here!” Gyro said to his helper. The little robot
paused its work and jogged over to him.
Gyro lifted the towel to reveal a pure black rock about the size of his
palm, filled with holes like swiss cheese, but glimmering beautifully under
the light.
The helper’s lightbulb head lit up, and Gyro leaned closer to examine
the details. “Weird. I wonder where this came from.”
He picked up the rock but had forgotten how heavy it was. It slipped
a few inches from his grip and briefly touched his wrist, unprotected from
the glove. He felt a cold chill, and a sensation like lighting traveled up his
arm. It became numb. It was unnatural and unsettling. He didn’t know
what to say, but after a few moments, he noticed feeling coming back.
The helper seemed to have detected it and jumped up and down in
fear.
“Relax,” Gyro assured him. “It was nothing. I just need to be more
careful with it.” He set it down and was determined to not let that happen
again. Although he did suspect something was wrong, he tried to ignore it.
Little did he know that he had been possessed with something, a
living shadow that had been trapped within the rock. Now it would lie
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dormant inside him, undetectable, until the right moment when it would
take control. The day of the gray would come, and the cogs, its children,
would rise. And it would pass on to Gyro’s only future child.
Evina, who was seeing all this in the memories of his father, now
witnessed the whole scene fade away.
There was something up ahead. It was somewhere in the future. He
saw it looming like a terrible and unstoppable force of darkness, driven by
anger. It was not the cogs, no, that was in the past. This was much stronger,
much more determined, and it could not be avoided. It was completely
foreign to him. He was certain he had never seen or learned of this before,
but all his courage and strength instantly vanished at the thought of this
invisible beast. It was a silhouette of death, an omen of his doom.

*

*

*

Evina woke in the morning with all his limbs feeling weak. He had
had a bad dream, and from his prior experience, he learned that bad
dreams were never good for him.
A week had passed since they read the mysterious book. They visited
a few more worlds to recharge their power, but they were also a lot more
cautious than before. Each day, Gyro pushed the engines to their max,
telling everyone that they were getting close to Earth. Indeed, as patient as
they tried to be, the question on everyone’s mind was when they were
finally going to reach their destination.
Usually, when he woke in the morning, there wasn’t enough light to
see his hand in front of his face, but today was different. There was
something outside his window. He bent down to get a better look, and he
saw an incredibly huge, white blur. It was like a galaxy. The ship was
heading straight toward it.
He scrambled out of bed and ran to the main room. “Do you see that?”
“Isn’t it magnificent?” Gyro marveled.
“Why are we going in there? I thought we were going to Earth!”
“What? Oh, you think it’s a galaxy. No, it’s a portal.”
“A portal?”
“Yes, and we are drifting toward it, closer and closer. So many of them
were closed but, in my travels during the cogs’ reign, I found this one. It
may be the only one left.”
“The size of it… I can’t even imagine!”
“I hope Kate and Glue Stick are waking up. We only have a couple
hours before we go into it.”
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“Into what?” Glue Stick asked, sticking his head out of his room.
“Into that portal.” Evina pointed to the front window. It was filled
with bright white light.
Glue Stick’s eyes grew wide with wonder.
“Yeah, I know.”
“Hey, what’s all the commotion about?” Kate demanded, emerging
from her room.
“The portal!” the other three shouted together.
“Oh, is that what it is?”
“Enough talking! Get yourselves ready,” Gyro ordered.
Everyone rushed to clean up, get dressed, and eat breakfast. Then
they checked to make sure they didn’t forget anything else. Evina was
pretty sure he didn’t have to bring anything with him, but he remembered
the strange red vial that Rocky had given him. He picked it up just before
he left his room for the final time. With only fifteen minutes until they
reached Earth, all of them lined up in the main room for final preparations.
“Gentlemen, and Kate, I hope you each understand the significance
of what we are about to do.”
“Yes,” they answered in unison. Gyro’s helper only squeaked.
“Our mission is serious. There is no room for error, and there will be
absolutely no slacking. That means you!” Gyro glared at Glue Stick who
gulped. “We must search diligently for any hostility toward toonkind, and
any threats we find must be neutralized. Is everyone ready?” They each
nodded. “Good. Glue Stick, the pencil please.”
The horse reached under the dining table and picked up the
magnificent object. He handed it to Evina. Kate threw down the pages she
was holding. Each page had a sketch of a person that they had created to
take the form of.
Evina studied Glue’s Stick’s mask carefully, examining all the details.
When he was ready, he looked up and saw him shaking with fear. “Please
don’t move unless, of course, you want me to mess up your real form.”
Glue Stick shut his eyes tightly and tried his best to breathe calmly
and stay still. Evina worked slowly and carefully, placing an intricate layer
over his body that colored itself to the desired appearance. When he was
finished, he examined his work. Glue stick was a young man with spiky
blonde hair, freckles, and an overall appearance of being fun-loving and
immature. When he opened his eyes, they were emerald green. He wore
faded holey jeans and a red t-shirt.
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“I need a mirror!” Glue Stick shouted, and he ran into the bathroom.
The others heard a scream almost immediately.
“Kate next,” Evina said.
“Yes, you better hurry,” Gyro insisted.
“And why do I need to do this again?” she complained. “Don’t I
already look human enough?”
“We’ve been through this a million times!” Evina growled. “Humans
are complex, very complex. They have a lot of details that toons don’t have.
You still need a lot of work.”
“You know, some girls will get insulted if you say their appearance
needs a lot of work. Fortunately for you, I don’t care about that stuff.”
Gyro groaned while Evina worked. “And I don’t even think we’re
doing this very well. It’s not going to look perfectly human, but I hope it
will fool everyone long enough to get our work done.”
When Kate was finished, she looked similar to her previous self
except much more human. She appeared to be a young Asian woman with
long, black, shiny hair. She had a beautiful glow and a perfectly calm
expression on her face. Her clothes were changed to a simple white top and
skirt with floral patterns on it. She had previously insisted on keeping her
ninja clothes, but they convinced her that she couldn’t wear them out in
public.
“I guess I’ll have to examine the wonderful work,” she said
sarcastically, heading to the bathroom to meet Glue Stick. They hadn’t
heard from him and thought that maybe he passed out.
“Please hurry, Evina!” Gyro pleaded.
Evina went hard to work on his father. Then they switched places, and
Gyro worked on him.
After some quick work, Gyro became a tall but bulky man about age
fifty. He had amber eyes, a round nose, and subtle lines in his aging face.
His brown hair had some gray strands, and he was starting to bald. His
clothes were a simple plaid shirt and brown pants.
Evina was taller than the others, a bit older than Kate and Glue Stick,
with dark brown hair trimmed in a professional way. He wore a casual blue
t-shirt buttoned at the top with clean black pants. His irises were dark gray.
They reflected the strong influence that The Shadow still held on him.
Fortunately, though, he looked pretty normal from a distance.
“Don’t forget to smile, Evina,” Gyro reminded.
Evina had always kept a stern expression but tried his best to loosen
it and be optimistic.
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The ship began to vibrate slightly as their speed increased, gravitating
toward the gigantic portal. The white light outside the windows grew
brighter. Glue Stick and Kate came back to the main room.
“Ok, everyone, we only have seconds left! From now on, Evina will be
known as Aaron, I will be Jack, Glue Stick will be Nick, and Kate will be…
Kate. Is everyone ready? When we get there, you must remain calm and
follow my lead!”
The light was getting very bright now, and the ship was creaking as it
fell.
“Oh, and I must warn you, this will feel very, very weird!”
“What do you mean by weird?” Glue stick asked.
With the sound of a page being torn, the ship shattered to pieces. They
all screamed as they were stretched out like spaghetti and twisted around
in a pearly white vortex swirling around violently. It was like water, and
they were funneled up to the surface, to another universe.
There was a loud pop, and they fell onto a hard floor, piled on top of
each other.
“WOW!” Glue Stick shouted. They all jumped to their feet.
“Shh!” Gyro whispered furiously. “We don’t want to draw attention to
ourselves!”
As they looked around, they noticed they were in a dark room. There
were printing machines lined along the walls, covered in dust. It was an
abandoned printing shop. On the floor between them was a crinkled sheet
of paper.
Gyro bent down and grabbed the paper. “This is our portal,” he told
them quietly. “We have to make sure that nothing bad happens to it.” He
took a step forward and slipped on some oily substance spilled long ago on
the grimy floor. The paper fell and was soaked in it, completely useless.
“No!”
“Dad, I mean Jack, are you alright?” Evina gave Gyro a hand to lift
him off the floor. He looked unharmed, just a little dirty now.
“All I want to know is if you still have the pencil.”
“It’s right here.” Evina reached into his pocket and lifted up the item.
It was tiny now, as small as a regular pencil, but it still seemed to sparkle
with magical power.
“Good,” Gyro sighed, rubbing his balding scalp. “I was afraid that…
never mind. Now we may be able to draw ourselves another portal when
we need to. Never take it out of your pocket in public. It must be kept
hidden!”
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Evina placed it securely in his pocket. “Ok, and what about the ship?”
Gyro had a keychain with him, and on it was a tiny model of the ship.
“It’s right here. Cool, huh?”
At last, they turned around to see where the only light in the room
was coming from. There was a boarded-up window next to the door.
“I am ready,” Kate said, and she held Glue Stick’s arm, so he wouldn’t
run away.
Together they marched to the door and swung it open. The sound of
cars speeding by blared in their ears, a whiff of gasoline fumes met their
noses, and hundreds of humans were seen walking in each direction.
Compared to the quiet confines of the ship this place was completely
chaotic.
Gyro remembered this place well, and he was becoming nervous.
“Welcome to Earth.”

CHAPTER 15

NEW FRIEND
Suddenly, they were here, the place they had been trying to reach for
weeks. And they felt so weak, small, and exposed. Even with the graphite
masks, they felt out of place.
“Act natural, and look for clues,” Gyro whispered through his teeth.
“Yeah, I got it,” Glue Stick said. His eyes scanned the surrounding
area carefully. “I think I see something suspicious over there.”
“Really?” Evina teased.
“Yeah, don’t you think it’s weird for so many people to be staring at
the ground like that?”
Kate considered it. “Yeah, I suppose it is. We should go take a look.”
When they arrived, they saw that the people were looking at stars in
the sidewalk. “See, like I told you, totally not natural.”
“Nick,” Gyro sighed, “this is Hollywood.”
“WHERE? DON’T LET HIM TAKE ME AGAIN!”
“Whoa! No! Not a Mr. Hollywood. I meant, uh, how do I explain this?
This is the place where many toons and their movies were made. There
were once plenty of portals here, so it makes perfect sense that one was
still here, that is, until we arrived.”
“Alright then, I’ll try to be quiet and not blow our cover.”
It was too late, though; there were already plenty of people throwing
funny glances at them. This wasn’t helped by the fact that the four of them
didn’t look like they belonged together for any real reason.
“Uh, maybe we should have thought our designs through a little
more,” Evina whispered anxiously. “Like, do we even have a story to
explain why we’re traveling like this? We don’t have much of a cover at all!”
“We should get out of here,” Gyro said. “We need to stay somewhere
safe until we have time to figure out our plan.”
“How do we get away?” Kate asked.
“I don’t know! But something tells me the enemy is nearby. I
remember it being close to the printing shop.”
“How about we steal a kart?” Glue Stick suggested.
“It’s a car, actually, and how do you think we can do that will all these
people around?”
“There are cars everywhere! I’m sure nobody will notice if we just take
one. Like, look at this one over here, I think the door is unlocked.”
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“No, we’re not doing that.” Gyro ran over to Glue Stick and dragged
him away from the car. It was embarrassing how little each of them
actually knew and how feeble their plans were. At this rate, they wouldn’t
get anything done.
Kate came forward and cleared her throat to get their attention. “I
don’t know about you boys, but we have to act more mature than this if
we’re going to survive. I’m going to walk into this place here and ask for
some directions.”
“To where?” Evina asked.
“Does it really matter?” She walked to the door while rolling her eyes
at them.
But then, someone opened the door, and it hit her head while she
wasn’t looking.
“Oh, are you alright?” a man asked, coming out from the store.
Kate rubbed the side of her head. “Yeah, I’m fine.”
“Oh, well if you need anything, I’d be glad to help you.”
“That’s very kind of you. It just so happens we need a ride out of here.”
“To where?”
“Um, we don’t exactly have a place to stay for the night.”
“Aw, I understand,” the man said with a strange smile. He was skinny
and very well-dressed, but his skin was unusually pale, and his face was
long and tight.
“Do you think you could help us?” Kate asked, not sure if it was a silly
question to ask in this situation.
The man just stared back into her eyes and sniffed loudly. A moment
later he replied. “Hmm, okay, maybe I can give you a ride. You can stay at
my apartment tonight.”
“Oh, that’s great! We would be so grateful. I’m Kate, by the way. And
over there is Aaron, Jack, and Nick.” She now realized how odd they all
looked together and didn’t think the stranger would believe the outrageous
story; but to her surprise, he didn’t question it.
“Pleased to meet you, Kate.” He shook her hand, and she noticed how
cold it felt. “I am Harold Johnson. My car is just around the corner.”
He led them to his vehicle while they followed, thinking about what
they would do next. It was great to find someone to help them, but there
were things about this man that made them feel uncomfortable.
Evina and Gyro lagged a short distance behind to avoid being heard.
“Didn’t you say you could feel people’s emotions?” Evina asked.
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“I did, but this guy doesn’t have his mind opened; it’s shut tight. I
don’t know a single thing about him.”
At the car, the younger three crammed themselves into the dusty back
seat of the old, beige sedan, and Gyro was brave enough to take the front
seat with their new friend.
As the doors shut and he turned the ignition, Mr. Johnson sniffed
deeply again. The car drove away down the street, and Evina could see the
man’s eyes looking at him through the reflection of the rear-view mirror.
They were unnatural. They were piercing him. They made him feel uneasy.
“So, what brought you guys to Hollywood?” he asked them as if trying
to start a pointless conversation.
They froze, not knowing what to say. Gyro finally uttered, “Tourism.”
“We get a lot of tourists here in the summer. There is plenty to do for
the fun-loving type. But you couldn’t find a motel to stay at?”
They all remained silent again.
“Eh, it’s alright, I won’t ask.”
The city seemed to go on forever with so many buildings, so many
highways, and so many cars, but they eventually arrived at Mr. Johnson’s
apartment. As Evina stepped out, he could see the ocean below the hill in
the distance. There were some human children playing on the beach. The
waves looked shiny in the midday sunlight.
They walked up to a simple-looking building and took the stairs to the
fifth level where the man lived. As they followed him into his apartment,
they noticed it was kept very clean, but there was little to no decoration.
Most of the walls were blank, and the furniture was old and simple. It was
like his life and interests were as hard to decipher as his closed mind. It
wasn’t likely he had any friends.
The lights were not turned on, so the only illumination in the room
came from the windows. The air conditioner was also turned off, so it felt
unusually warm.
“Please make yourselves at home,” Johnson said with another
lopsided grin. “Forgive me, I have some work I need to get done. I’ll be in
my room. Please don’t disturb me.”
“Alright. Thank you once again,” Gyro said.
Their new friend disappeared behind the bedroom door, shut it
loudly, and locked it.
Kate stepped closer to them with her arms crossed. “So… what do we
do now?” she inquired quietly. “Do you think all humans act like that?”
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“I doubt it, but I never had the time to study what humans have done
over the last decades. I don’t know what’s considered normal these days.”
They heard the sound of a TV being turned on. Glue Stick was already
in the armchair with his eyes focused on the screen.
“What are you doing?” Evina demanded.
“Hey, he told us to make ourselves at home, so that’s what I’m doing.”
“Oh, why did I expect something else from you?” Evina covered his
face.
The current channel had a weather report airshow. It showed a map
of the of the whole Southern California area. The four of them watched it
with interest.
The image zoomed into an area not far south of where they were, and
the weather woman briefly mentioned the word Disneyland.
“Disney?” Evina asked. “That’s the name on the pencil!” But he tried
to contain his excitement, cautious as to not make too much noise.
“And look at this,” Glue Stick interrupted. He had noticed something
lying on the ground next to the chair. It was a crinkled map of Disneyland.
He unfolded it as the others bent over him to examine it. The first thing
that caught their eyes was Toontown.
Kate considered it. “Wait, does that mean there’s a portal left?”
Gyro’s eyes grew wide. “If there is a threat nearby, then we’ll have to
destroy that portal.” He backed away from them and looked around the
room. “And there is something about this place that I just can’t put my
finger on. It’s something… familiar.”
The rest of them shrugged.
“Not a single word,” Gyro told them. He crept very quietly to the
bedroom door and put his ear against it. Evina and Kate couldn’t resist the
temptation to do the same, and soon they were all listening. Although,
Glue Stick was still watching the TV.
“I told you already,” Johnson complained through the muffled sound
of the door, “I got them this time. We have to act now!”
Some voice on a phone spoke for a few seconds.
“Yes, I know they’ll be there. Trust me! Just make sure it’s evacuated!”
The indiscernible voice continued for a few more moments.
“It’s now or never! We must go now. Prepare to put up a fight!”
Gyro motioned for them to move away. They crawled back to the main
area. “I think… this is the threat I’ve seen before.”
“Are you kidding?” Evina cried.
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“I don’t know what is going on, but we have to get to that portal and
destroy it before he can use it to hurt anyone.”
“Are you sure?” Glue Stick asked, not wanting to get off his comfy
chair.
“Trust me on this one. Guys, this is it!”
They ran out of the apartment as quickly and quietly as they could.
“How are we going to get there? We’ll need his car!” Kate asked
between breaths.
“I found this in the kitchen,” Evina answered, holding up the key.
Gyro gasped. “Amazing!”
Glue Stick didn’t know how to react; he only looked more worried
with each passing second.
“But do you know how to drive, dad? With a car, I mean. In Cog
Nation, Harry said he could, but—”
“Evina, I’ll be fine,” he interrupted, forgetting to use his fake name. It
probably didn’t matter anymore.
They hopped inside as swiftly as they could and sped away from the
apartment, pushing the old car to its limits. It rumbled and vibrated.
Gyro turned a corner. The tires screeched, and cars honked at them,
swerving to get out of the way.
“Won’t we draw attention to ourselves this way?” Kate asked. “I’m just
trying to be logical.”
It didn’t matter for very long, though. They soon saw hundreds of
people spilling out in droves from the entrance to Disneyland. Police cars
with flashing lights were starting to surround the area.
The four of them abandoned the car and jogged to the park entrance
on foot. They had to push people out of their way, going angrily in the other
direction.
But when the police spotted them they blocked their path.
“We have to get through,” Glue Stick insisted.
“Nope.”
“Please?”
“There’s been a massive outbreak of some disease. Don’t ask me about
the details. Our job is to keep the park clear until it’s decontaminated.”
There was no way to fight it. They couldn’t run past all the cops, so
they walked away looking sad, even though they weren’t really deterred at
all. When nobody was looking, they jumped into a patch of trees and
followed a concealed fence going around the park. A minute of walking
passed, then each of them took their turn standing on Gyro’s broad
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shoulders to jump over the fence. Lastly, they helped pull him up and over.
Despite his larger size with the mask, he didn’t weigh all that much.
“Great. Now, where do we go?” Evina wondered.
“It’s at the north side,” Glue Stick said. “But we have to get out of this
jungle first, wherever it is.”
They ran through the trees as fast as they could but weren’t paying
attention to where they were going. At last, they tripped and crashed into
a river.
The water turned black, and they rose to the surface sputtering. “Why
didn’t you tell us this was here?” Kate shouted.
Glue Stick shrugged, and then he gasped as he saw Kate in her normal
form again. “Look!”
“Does that mean the mask isn’t waterproof!?” Evina exclaimed.
“Aren’t you the one who did it?” Gyro shot back.
“But you only gave me a week to figure it out! It’s not like you did any
better.”
There were voices and the sounds of footsteps marching nearby. Gyro
shushed them, and they waded quietly to the back of the waterfall to hide.
“Cool,” Glue Stick remarked, “I always wanted to see the back side of
water.”
Kate covered his mouth with her hand.
Indeed, it sounded like a lot of people had entered the park. And they
heard something like heavy vehicles driving around. They wondered if it
was the decontamination team that the cop mentioned.
Johnson was spotted standing on the roof of a building. He was far
away, but his dark suit and pale skin were unmistakable. He turned around
and searched the whole park. Then he yelled as loudly as he could, “You
toons are so stupid; you fell into my trap even quicker than I expected! I
was barely able to keep up with you! Yes, I know you can hear me; you
can’t be too far. And believe me when I say we will find you. There is no
place you can hide. You better get ready to die!”

CHAPTER 16

WAR IN THE PARK
“A trap?” Kate said as they carefully walked out of the waterfall and
onto the shore. “Something tells me that the Toontown here isn’t the same
one we’re looking for.”
“Yeah, I don’t think we’ll get out of here very easily,” Gyro mumbled.
“And those vehicles are no doubt carrying soldiers.” He squinted through
the distant images behind the trees. Shadowy figures were marching. “Yep,
I see them.”
They were interrupted by a sad-sounding squeak. Gyro’s helper
crawled out of the murky water and onto the soil.
Gyro’s mouth opened in shock. “I thought I left you back in the ship!
Did you use an invisible mask?”
“What?” Evina asked.
“It erased itself. It’s not a toon. That’s rather clever but foolish of it to
come anyway. If Johnson got his hands on it, he could extract information
about our world.”
“But why does he want to kill us?” Glue Stick demanded. “Who is this
guy?”
“None of that matters now,” Gyro said. “All we can do is stay alive and
stop him if we can.”
“How?” they asked.
“Remember our food storage? I learned how our physics are different
from the human world. We can use that to our advantage. Although we
won’t be able to break the laws of physics, like that time you removed sand
dunes with a shovel, the pencil remains our most powerful tool.”
“So, what are we going to do?” Evina asked.
“We have to stop Johnson, and with your strength from The Shadow
you will have to do most of the work.”
“What about me?” Glue Stick asked.
“Don’t ruin our chances of surviving,” Kate shot back coldly, but she
noticed her tone of voice and changed it immediately. “Um, why don’t you
erase little lightbulb guy again?”
Evina tossed Glue Stick the pencil, then he turned to the others. “Ok,
this is the plan. Dad and Kate will go distract that group of soldiers headed
to Tomorrowland. Meanwhile, Glue Stick and the helper will distract the
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group in Frontierland. I can use that time to take on Johnson alone in Main
Street. Got that?”
“It’s the best plan we got,” Gyro admitted.
“I will succeed or die trying,” Kate assured him.
“I won’t let anyone die,” Evina insisted.
“We’ll see about that…”
Everyone took off through the forest of trees in their designated
directions.
Glue Stick followed the helper out of Adventureland, or at least he
thought it was following him. He couldn’t see it. He was sweating and
looking around frantically. Never had he been so nervous.
A squeak directed his attention to Frontierland, and he followed it. It
wasn’t long before he saw an armored truck parked outside a funnyshaped rock formation.
“Ok, I need to distract them somehow,” he whispered. “How about
something like this?” He stepped forward. The helper tried to stop him,
but he didn’t listen.
“Hey, guys, what are you all doing?”
The soldiers turned to look at him.
“Dang, I never thought I would see a toon with my own eyes. It’s true,
after all!” one of them gasped.
Another one didn’t look so amused. “Follow your orders. Don’t let it
escape alive.”
The first soldier pointed his rifle at Glue Stick, and a window
shattered behind him with a loud bang.
“Ok, well, um… bye!” Glue Stick turned the other way and ran as fast
as he could, screaming as the bullets whizzed by him and the soldiers
followed in hot pursuit. He broke the window to the Golden Horseshoe and
climbed inside, thinking for a moment that he had thrown them off his
track. “That was close!”
The helper squeaked in agreement. Glue Stick had almost forgotten it
was with him.
“Well, do you have any bright ideas?” The helper’s lightbulb head
flickered on and off. “Ha-ha, that’s very funny,” he said sarcastically.
“There has to be a backdoor we can sneak through or something.” He
sprinted to the stage and accidentally knocked a can of gold paint off of a
nearby table, getting paint all over his foot.
“Hey, now I have the golden horseshoe. No, wait. Have you ever
wondered why I have these paw things instead?”
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The helper jumped on his other foot, causing pain, and convinced him
to keep moving. Glue Stick ran through the curtain, followed some halls,
and found an exit door where he could escape.

*

*

*

“Where are we going?” Kate demanded.
Gyro was nearly out of breath. “I don’t know! This is all Evina’s plan!”
“Because I understand how we’re toons and all, but my sword can’t
deflect all those bullets.”
“Why don’t you do that white fire thing again? I saw it back on that
planet—”
“And cause a blackout for the whole city? I think we’re in enough
trouble as it is!”
“Over here,” Gyro said. He darted into a random building and Kate
followed.
“What are we doing?”
“I’m not sure yet.”
After they made their way out of the long zigzag halls, they came
across the ride. It looked very cartoonish. There was an image of a man in
a bizarre spacesuit pasted on the opposite wall, and the ride vehicles were
all lined up on a track, not moving.
“Do you really think we can hide from them in here?” Kate asked with
doubt in her voice.
“Who knows,” Gyro muttered. Then they both heard the same noise
at the same time. It was the voice of soldiers.
“I think they went this way,” one soldier spoke. His voice was clearly
audible even though it was from somewhere back in the queue hallway.
“I can’t believe what I saw. I mean, I didn’t see what I thought I saw,
and we won’t let these illusions interfere with our orders, will we?”
“No, sir.”
Gyro hopped over to a control panel and pressed every button he
could see. “It won’t work,” he whispered.
Kate rolled her eyes. “No key? No problem.” She sliced off the security
key mechanism, and all the lights flickered on. The ride began to move.
“Wow, this is slower than I thought,” Gyro said.
“You really should do more research before you choose random rides
to hide in.”
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“Well, I’m sorry,” Gyro said through his teeth with frustration. “I
didn’t have time to read up on the latest attractions when there were men
with heavy weapons swarming this park trying to kill us.”
He took a plastic laser gun from its holster to defend himself. The
trigger caused the gun to vibrate and create an annoying sound.
“Did you hear that?” the first soldier said. “I think they’re on the ride!”
“Duck!” Kate warned.
They crouched down low enough so that the soldiers could not see
them just by scanning the tops of each ride vehicle.
“Get in, private.”
“Sir?”
“You heard me! We’re going to follow the target like they ordered us
to. What have I always told you? This isn’t Disneyland, kid; this is war…
Oh, wait.”
“I’ll try to distract them,” Gyro said. He aimed at a target and fired,
causing a prop to light up and create more noise.
Kate was impressed. “You’re not all that bad, old man.”
Both soldiers jumped in fear, but the officer glared down at the
private, pretending that he hadn’t been frightened. “You scared of a
cardboard cutout? Don’t let them distract you. Watch out for them when
they come out to take another shot.”
“Try the robot,” Kate suggested. “Gyro took aim, but a bullet sailed
past his head and caused a prop of a three-eyed, green alien to explode.”
“That’ll be us next,” Gyro cried.
“Don’t be so worried. Have you thought this through? Since when
have human weapons caused toons any damage?”
Gyro didn’t answer. He almost looked surprised that he hadn’t
considered that idea so far. “With the power of those weapons, I’d rather
not find out. Even if we survive the impact, it would give any toon a world
of pain.”
“But only one of them is shooting, right? That rifle doesn’t have rapid
fire.”
“We really don’t know for sure.”
“Cover me.”
“What?”
Kate leaped up from the floor and landed in a perfect battle stance on
the vehicle’s edge. Her glimmering sword was in hand, and her hair was
flowing in a wind that didn’t exist. “I’m going to send you to infinity and
beyond!”
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The private took a shot, and it was easily deflected. Then he tried
again, and with another spark and another clang, it ricocheted somewhere
else.
“Are you using armor piercing rounds?” the officer asked.
“That thing must be made of something crazy strong!”
With a deep sigh, the older one took out his pistol and helped with the
fight. Even working together, they were no match for Kate. Despite the
faster rate of fire, she flinched faster than any move they could make, and
it looked so effortless. Props exploded left and right, and even a few lights
shattered as the bullets ricocheted off to all the surrounding room. The
sound was deafening.
“This is what I’ve been waiting for!” Kate exclaimed, laughing in the
face of death. “And what do you know, it’s actually working better than
planned!” the blade began to glow. It was collecting a lot of energy from
those bullets.
“Please don’t hurt them much,” Gyro insisted. “We have to be better
than that.”
“Alright,” Kate agreed, “but it’s not going to be fun for them.”
The soldiers stopped firing as Kate’s sword glowed brighter, and she
focused the energy in their direction, ready to fire. The officer cowered
behind the private and screamed.
She grinned. “Welcome to Disneyland, boys.”

*

*

*

Glue Stick couldn’t keep up with the helper. He was running out of
breath. “I’ve seen so many westerns, but I never wanted to be in one. You
never really think about how scary it is to have guns aimed at you.”
There was a squeak. Glue Stick followed in that direction.
“Why are you going to New Orleans Square? It’s not like they won’t
eventually find us.” He looked behind and saw that his foot had been
leaving golden footprints behind the whole time. “Oh, great.”

*

*

*

Evina did not hide. He walked straight down the center of the Main
Street, watching intently for any movement, and listening for any sound.
It was unfortunate that he didn’t have that ability to smell people like
Johnson could smell toons. “So, are you going to come out and fight me or
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what?” Evina shouted. “I don’t see you trying to destroy me. Who do you
think you—”
“Quiet,” a silky-smooth voice spoke. Evina could not trace where it
came from. He had to stop and listen. “You don’t fear me, but that isn’t
courage like you think. It’s just the foolishness of a clueless kid who thinks
he’s special. You don’t know me, not one little bit.”
Evina’s heart rate went a little faster. The way Johnson spoke so
calmly was unnatural, and he couldn’t see him either.
“But soon, very soon, you will learn to fear me. I will knock that
disrespecting gloat off your face. Then you’ll know what true terror feels
like.”
Evina could feel the presence of his evil grin. He knew he was being
watched. He followed where his instincts led him. The evil was moving,
and he knew where it was headed.

*

*

*

Kate and Gyro each hauled a semi-burned, unconscious soldier
outside.
“I’m so glad I have you,” Gyro said.
“Happy you didn’t jettison me into space, huh? Well, you’re not half
bad yourself.”
“I could do with a little less sarcasm, though.”
“What’s that? I can’t hear you. You need to keep up with me, so we
can find the others and get out of here.”
Gyro rolled his eyes and followed her.

*

*

*

“Ok, so what do we do now?” Glue Stick demanded. “Hey, where are
you?”
He heard a squeak right behind him.
“Stop scaring me!”
The helper sounded angry. It jumped up and down and squeaked in
a familiar pattern over and over again. “Pencil! Pencil! Pencil!”
Glue Stick’s eyes opened wide with amazement. “Wait, I can
understand you? I just decoded that in my mind, somehow. How did I do
that?”
“PENCIL!”
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“What do you mean? I… AH, I STILL HAVE IT! Why didn’t Evina take
it back? Um, ok, I have to stay calm now. Remember your breathing
exercises. Find your happy place. Um, alright, I’m ready now. What do I
do with it?”
“Anvil.”
“Did I hear that correctly? Anvil?”
“ANVIL!”
Glue Stick scribbled a very simple anvil, and the image popped up out
of the ground. The helper scooted it to a conveniently located pulley
system, and Glue Stick was instructed to hoist it up.
“I really don’t know what you’re doing, but because you’re a robot who
probably has some valuable data to keep us alive, I’ll do it for you.”
“Run!”
Glue Stick didn’t have time to react. The soldiers spotted him.
“Did you hear a squeaking sound?” one of them asked.
“Who cares? The target is right there!”
Glue Stick screamed and ran away, but he heard a sudden bang and
some shouting. He had to turn around to see what had happened.
The helper, using its invisibility as an advantage, had dropped the
anvil off of a building. It hit a barrel of oil that burst open and caused all
the soldiers to slip. They were unable to get to their feet, slipping no matter
how hard they tried to stand.
“Fire, you idiots!”
The soldiers, although stuck on the ground, continued to shoot at
Glue Stick as he fled down the narrow street. Plenty of props, doors, and
windows were destroyed, but he managed to narrowly escape them once
again. He ran straight into Evina, and it startled both of them.
“I thought you were in Main Street!” Glue Stick gasped.
“There’s no time to explain. I think Johnson is coming this way!”
“And you would be correct,” the sinister voice sneered. The man
jumped from a roof and landed gracefully only feet away from them.
Just then, Kate and Glue Stick appeared behind Johnson and tried to
attack him. He was very agile and defended himself with great skill.
Everyone was distracted by them for a moment.
Glue Stick had an expression on his face that Evina had never seen
before. It was a mixture of deep contemplation and fear.
“What are you doing? We have to help them!” Evina cried.
“I know what I must do,” the horse spoke, with more determination
than any other sentence he had ever uttered.
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“What?”
“Evina, this is what I was destined to do. If I don’t come back, please
make sure I’m remembered.”
“What are you talking about?”
Glue Stick dropped the pencil and sprinted swiftly to the curved slope
leading to the entrance of the Pirates of the Caribbean ride. “Hey, you!” he
bellowed as loud as he could.
Johnson’s eyes briefly switched focus to Glue Stick on the balcony.
“Uh, yeah…” he seemed to have lost his words for a moment, “ugly…
pale creepy face. Yes, you! Think you can catch me? Then come and get it!”
Johnson growled with rage. He chased Glue Stick into the building as
fast as he could.
Even the soldiers were fazed. They stopped and watched with their
mouths open as the two disappeared out of sight.
“Glue Stick,” Evina murmured quietly, “you finally earned the title of
hero, but I doubt I’ll be able to give you that honor alive.”

CHAPTER 17

ON STRANGER RIDES
Johnson arrived at the entrance to the pirates ride and examined the
large dock. The place was very detailed and complicated, the ideal place to
hide. “Ok, now where did he go to?”
A parrot squawked. “He’s over there! He’s over there!”
Glue Stick was lying flat on the bottom of a boat floating out to the
swamp. “Stupid animatronic bird,” he griped. “Who even programs AI like
that?”
Just as the sounds of crickets and banjo music were starting, Glue
Stick could hear the splashing of Johnson wading in the water, drawing
closer and closer to his boat. He needed to wait for the right moment to
act. Then the boat entered the dark tunnel with the talking skull on the
wall. Glue Stick rose up and slid into the water as quietly as he could,
hoping that his toon scent would wash away and conceal him from
Johnson. It seemed to work for a minute, and he followed alongside the
boat, floating silently in the darkness. Then he tumbled down the waterfall.
His body was pulled beneath the murky waters, and all he could hear
was the sounds of the waves underwater. His head kept hitting things,
whether it was the ground or the boat or something else, he didn’t know.
There wasn’t enough light to see which direction was up. But finally, he
found the surface and gasped for air. He still hoped Johnson didn’t see or
hear him. The tunnel was still very loud and dark. At the second waterfall,
Glue Stick saw that there was going to be light ahead, and he wouldn’t be
able to hide.
“Just wait until I find you,” the cold voice echoed through the caves,
sending shivers up Glue Stick’s spine. “Some little freak needs to be taught
some manners.”
Glue Stick clung tightly to the left side of the boat as it plunged down
the second drop. He was now in the large cavern. The sounds of the
waterfall faded away, and the cave shimmered beautifully with the
refraction of the water under the dim blue light. Listening carefully, he
could notice the simulated thunderstorm and the low hum of the pirate’s
theme song further away. It was calming and, for a second, he almost
forgot about Johnson. But that was soon to change.
Johnson was moving again and didn’t even try to conceal the noise
caused by his breathing and splashing.
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Glue Stick considered his options and decided that the best way to
continue surviving and giving the others enough time to fight the soldiers,
was not to keep running but confront Johnson. His boat drifted over to the
small cave with the gold coins spilled all over, and he had the perfect plan.
Johnson saw Glue Stick hop off the boat and lurch toward the
treasure room. The toon took the sword from the skeleton prop, but the
man arrived there only seconds later.
“Stand back,” Glue Stick warned, holding the blade up to his enemy
dangerously.
Johnson managed to grab another sword from behind his back
without turning around. Now he was also armed. An evil grin stretched
across his pale face. “You have no idea who you’re messing with, boy!”
“Maybe so, but neither do you.”
The man was puzzled. His opponent didn’t look very threatening.
“I’ve memorized all the moves from the films,” Glue Stick said.
Suddenly, he swung the sword, and Johnson blocked it.
“You do have spirit,” Johnson admitted, “but I’m still going to destroy
you.”
Glue Stick struck again, swinging from different sides, and stepping
carefully, ready to dodge any counterattack.
Johnson jumped to the side with a sudden movement, and his skill
surprised Glue Stick as well.
The horse lost his balance trying to avoid the blade. He toppled over
a heap of gold coins and rolled out of the way from the coming attacks. But
once on his feet again, he fought ferociously. The air was filled with the
sounds of the swords clashing.
Glue Stick hopped onto the captain’s bed to gain the advantage of the
higher position. He jumped and narrowly missed the swing aimed at his
feet.
Johnson fought well, but he was growing more impatient with each
passing minute. Glue Stick was tired, but he did not show his weakness.
He never rested from his swinging. Finally, Johnson was driven back and
fell back into the water, sputtering.
Glue Stick took this opportunity to change plans. He bounced off
Johnson’s head and dived headfirst into the water, following the tunnel to
the cloud of mist up ahead. It looked like he might finally escape him. With
an angry shout, Johnson threw his sword at him. Glue Stick dodged, but
he didn’t miss the edge, and it cut his arm. It wasn’t too serious of a wound,
but it did sting. He swam quickly to the big room where the two pirate
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ships were having a battle. A myriad of props and animatronics provided
plenty of places to hide.
The man arrived a minute later to see that his target was nowhere to
be found. He never imagined it would take this long to eliminate one
annoying toon. “Alright, if you want to play like a coward, I’ll find you
another way.” He jogged over to a flaming torch on a wall and raised it
proudly. “Let’s see if you can take the heat!”

*

*

*

Evina was running. Gyro and Kate were not far behind. They were
heading north along the river, and the soldiers were in hot pursuit.
“Where are we going?” she asked him.
“Anywhere,” Evina said. “We have to get away from them.”
“And what about Glue Stick?” Gyro asked the best he could through
his lack of breath.
“That’s his problem,” Evina insisted. “The best we can do is get rid of
these guys.”
“We need somewhere to hide,” Kate continued.
Evina pointed to another large ride ahead. “You mean like that?”
It was the best option available, so they ran into the queue as fast as
their legs could move, jumping over any ropes in their way. It was pretty
long, and they weren’t sure how far the soldiers were behind them.
Evina read a sign hanging on a wall.
You can’t run away from trouble – There ain’t no place that far.
“Very helpful,” he grunted.
The cavern-like area they entered seemed to be near the entrance to
the ride. It was set up as a river with logs in it. Each log had seats to sit on.
The shouting of soldiers echoed through the caves behind them as they
hurried to get on the ride.
Gyro found a key and tossed it to Kate. She put it in, turned it, and
pressed the button in only a moment’s time. All the equipment began to
whir to life as the three of them hopped into a log. The safety gates shut,
and it was launched forward into the water. The soldiers were seen getting
into a log behind them.
They wished it would go faster. The log floated along rather peacefully
as the safety announcement was spoken. Eventually, they came to the first
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conveyor belt that lifted them up a hill. From the log behind them, a shot
was fired. It chipped off the back part of one of the seats as they ducked.
“Ok, I hate these guys,” Kate said.
“You’re telling me.” Gyro rolled his eyes. “I don’t see how we’ll ever
get away from them.”
Evina pointed ahead. “Hey, what’s this?”
They had arrived at the first drop. Their log fell down a waterfall and
sprayed them with water as they went into a tunnel full of singing
animatronics.
“It’s dark. Do you think they can see us?” Gyro whispered. A bullet
whizzed by his head to answer his question. They tried to keep their heads
low. Their log weaved in and out of complicated areas full of props, and
they were clueless as to where they were going. They didn’t know if the
ride’s noise was helpful or simply annoying. From what they could tell, the
soldiers were whispering now.
Evina was confused. “I wonder what they’re up to.” The sound of
rushing water interrupted that thought, and he lifted his head to see that
they were approaching a really dark waterfall. “Oh no.”
They went down the hill, and it felt more like a rollercoaster than a
river. They were launched over another hill, and a wave of cold water
washed over them. They were soaked and floating through another dark
tunnel with air conditioning blowing on them.
“They don’t call it Splash Mountain for nothing,” Gyro moaned.
“It’s times like this that I wish I had my black suit,” Evina said. “At
least that thing is waterproof.”
“So, why didn’t you wear it?” Kate argued.
“It was full of magical radiation that couldn’t be masked! Seriously,
didn’t you read the book?”
“Whatever,” she said. “But where did those guys go to?”
They listened carefully for the soldiers, trying to drown out the
musical noise of bees buzzing, but it didn’t sound like the soldiers were
behind them anymore.
“That’s odd,” Gyro remarked.
The music suddenly changed tone. It was eerie and suspenseful. Up
ahead, they thought they could see another conveyor belt to lift their log
again.
Above their heads, an animatronic vulture sneered down at them.
“You won’t be laughing much longer.”
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There was a bit more light seen now. The toons turned around to see
that the log behind them was empty.
“This isn’t right, guys,” Gyro said, and he looked very scared.
Evina was genuinely worried now as the ominous music continued
and the log was hoisted up a high hill, much higher than all the previous
ones. He was shivering from the cold as well. It wasn’t just the ride that he
was worried about, but more importantly, why the soldiers had suddenly
disappeared. “What do they have planned?” he whispered through his
teeth, trying to reason his way through this. In his mind, there was a silent
plea for help. He didn’t know for sure if he was as invincible as he thought.
At the top of the hill, they saw the props of the rabbit about to be eaten
by the fox. Evina imagined himself as the rabbit and Johnson as the fox,
ready to destroy him. Their log emerged from the dark and into the light
of day. They were above the park, about to fall down a very tall waterfall.
And below them, there was something blocking the river. It was a huge pile
of explosives.
The log tipped downward, the toons opened their mouths to scream,
and the camera flashed.

*

*

*

Glue Stick was getting very hot. All the props surrounding him were
engulfed in bright orange flames, and he didn’t see any way to escape
without being caught by Johnson.
The man in black stood in the water and watched the flames all
around him. He waited for his prey to come out. His impatience was
growing, and he wondered how long it would take before he could continue
with his plans.
Just then, Glue Stick dived from a bridge and landed in the water. The
man waded to that spot and searched furiously but couldn’t find him.
Before he knew it, he was hit in the head and fell down.
Glue Stick dropped the bottle he had taken from one of the pirates.
This solution wouldn’t last long, but he hoped it would provide enough
time to get out. He fled to the exit tunnel to escape the ride. By the time he
reached the dungeon room, he found Gyro’s helper in the cell with the
other pirates.
“Hey, what are you doing here!?” he shouted.
“Rescue,” the helper squeaked.
“I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m doing just fine on my
own.”
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There was a terrible scream of rage from the previous room. Johnson
was out of the water, and he wouldn’t be stopped so easily anymore.
Besides that, there wasn’t much time left for any of them. The heat was
rising, the water was boiling, and the building was going to collapse soon.
“Alright then, rescue me!” Glue Stick begged.
The last room showed pirates shooting at one another. The people on
the boat would feel jets of air with each shot. The helper had brought a
cork. It hopped onto Glue Stick’s shoulder and shoved it into one of the
pirate’s guns. Then it squeaked “RUN!”
Glue Stick picked up the helper and jogged up the hill to the dock area.
Johnson wandered into the room behind them when the pressure in the
gun caused it to explode. The room filled with smoke that allowed the two
to escape.
They had scarcely stepped outside when they heard a low rumble
from behind them. The underground building collapsed from the fire. It
didn’t seem likely that Johnson survived, or at least they knew he wouldn’t
escape for a very long time.
“I suppose we have to find the others now.”

*

*

*

The blast knocked out their vision and hearing. It took a moment for
their senses to return. They felt pain everywhere on their bodies. Then they
saw that the tunnel at the bottom of the waterfall had been completely
destroyed. Their log had been blown to smithereens also, yet they were still
alive and floating with debris in the remaining water. Ahead of them was
the Ferris wheel with all the animals singing Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah.
When they finally reached the ride’s exit gate, Kate warily climbed out
of the water to lie down on the ground. “Wow, you’re right. We are pretty
tough in this world.”
“Yep,” Gyro agreed, “but let’s not let that happen again. I don’t know
how long our luck will last.”
“I wonder where Glue Stick is,” Evina wondered.
“Right here,” Glue Stick answered. The other three were stunned to
see him there. They had feared he was gone forever. A paper was in his
hand. He held it up to show them. “Ok, it’s actually a pretty good picture.”
The photograph showed their terrified faces when they saw the
explosives from the top of the waterfall. It was very detailed and extremely
humiliating. Evina dropped his head in shame. “How did you get out of
there? Where did Johnson go? How did you find us?”
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“Whoa, slow down, one question at a time!” Glue Stick insisted, not
thinking that there might still be soldiers nearby. “I was rescued by
lightbulb guy, Johnson is gone now, and I found you because that
explosion could be heard miles away.”
“What do you mean he’s gone?” Kate demanded.
“He was nuts! He burned the pirates ride to the ground and got
trapped inside. Anyway, I expected you would be thanking me now
considering I had him distracted for you. Why did you get yourselves
blown up?”
“Look out!” Gyro shouted.
An angry soldier, maybe the one who had set the explosives, ran out
toward them from a hiding place and prepared to attack. But then
something unexpected happened. He was knocked to the ground by a large
gear that seemed to be flung out of nowhere. Evina turned around to see
hundreds of cogs standing in a nearby tunnel. He wasn’t sure if it was real,
because it looked impossible.
A Glad Hander was grinning at him. “I heard you needed a hand!”

CHAPTER 18

MAN VS. METAL
Evina was speechless. His mouth was open, but no words came out.
“Are you alright?” the Glad Handed asked.
“How did you all get here?” Evina demanded.
“Shouldn’t it be obvious?” a deep voice answered. The crowd of cogs
parted, and the chairman stepped forward. “Remember, you have a
connection to our minds. We heard your cry for help and came to assist
you. That was our promise.”
Evina was still frozen but finally managed to laugh. “Wow, that’s
great! We’re in serious trouble with these soldiers.”
“That’ll be no problem,” a Big Wig assured him, cracking his knuckles.
“We’ll bring justice to those fiends.”
The soldier who had just been knocked out was starting to stir. He
looked shocked to see he was surrounded by robots now. “How weird can
this day get?”
The Big Wig walked up to the soldier and slapped him in the face.
“Shame on you for such bad behavior!”
The man raised a shotgun and blasted the cog to pieces. That was
when the chaos continued again.
The other members of the squad had heard the shot and ran back
through the exit of Splash Mountain to face the cogs.
“We’ll distract them,” the chairman said to Evina. “What you must do
is get out of here as fast as you can.”
“What? That’s the same plan as before!” Evina exclaimed.
“Let those boys fight,” Kate said. “As for me, I’m getting tired of all
this.” While the soldiers began fighting the cogs, and bullets ricocheted
noisily off the metal plates all over the room, she sneaked behind them to
escape the ride. Gyro, Glue Stick, and Evina followed.
“And where is my helper, anyway?” Gyro wondered. “I’m worried
about it, and that last time I checked, it was with you!”
Glue Stick was nervous again. “I don’t know! I lost track of it for a
while, then it showed up at the end of the pirates ride.”
“Did it escape!?”
“I swear it did! I was sure it was following me, but now it disappeared
again, and it wasn’t my fault!”
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“Well, I’m going to help Kate and Evina get someplace safe. You
should go back and find it.”
“Are you kidding? I barely got out of there alive!”
“Well, you aren’t getting any medal of honor until we all get out of
here alive, and that means the helper too. Besides, you have a way of being
really lucky in these situations, for some reason.”
“What! I— I— ugh… fine.” Glue Stick jogged back to New Orleans
Square. It was quieter there now. He only heard the crackling of the fire
from the pirates ride. The smoldering remains of the building glowed
where it once stood.
The helper was standing still, looking out into the ash and smoke with
determination.
“What are you doing now?” Glue Stick demanded. “Gyro is mad at me
now because you—”
A squeak interrupted him. The helper pointed to the glowing embers.
“Look. You and I both saw what happened in there. He’s dead.”
The helper shook its head.
“Oh really? Then what are you going to do when he rises out of that
pit of fire? You think you can stop him then? What’s the plan?”
“Hide,” it squeaked.
“You’re pathetic,” Glue Stick said, crossing his arms, and turning
around in rebellion, but the helper wouldn’t move, and he was certain it
would not like to be picked up from that spot. So, with a sigh, he turned
around again. “Ok, have it your way. Where do you want me to hide?”
It pointed to what looked like an old mansion a short distance away.
The building was mostly white, artistic in an old way, and different from
anything else in the area.
“Fine, see you around then.”
It didn’t look like there was anything special about that place, but he
didn’t have a reason to argue with the helper. As he arrived at the
building’s doors, he opened them with a creak and walked inside. It was
darker than he expected. The lights were off. But then his eyes adjusted,
and he saw that the lights were actually on; they were just very dim. The
lights were candles hanging on the walls and a chandelier on the ceiling.
He thought he saw spider webs. This was unexpected.
“I think they call this the Haunted Mansion or something,” Glue Stick
said to himself. “It’s not as impressive as I imagined.” He walked onward
into a large, circular room that was eerily empty. “What is this all about?”
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He looked up at the ceiling then turned around to see everything else.
There were four paintings on the wall. Then he realized something was
wrong. “Hey! Wasn’t there a door just there?”
A creepy voice suddenly spoke, and it frightened Glue Stick enough
to yelp. “Our tour begins here in this gallery where you see paintings of
some of our guests as they appeared in their corruptible, mortal state.”
He didn’t know if he was hallucinating, but the paintings seemed to
be growing, showing detail that wasn’t there before.
“Your cadaverous pallor portrays an aura of foreboding, almost as
though you sense a disquieting metamorphosis.”
“You’re t-telling me,” Glue Stick stammered.
“Is this haunted room actually stretching? Or is it your imagination?
Hmm? And consider this dismaying observation. This chamber has no
windows and no doors.” His ghostly laugh echoed through the room.
Glue Stick was sweating now. He could now see that the people in the
portraits were facing imminent death. He didn’t know how this was
possible.
“Which offers you this chilling challenge: To find a way out!
HAHAHAHAHA! … Of course, there’s always my way.”
Glue Stick gulped. “And what’s that?”
There was a clap of thunder, sudden darkness, and a brief flash of
lightning that revealed a skeleton hanging from the ceiling. Glue Stick’s
eyes popped out from his head. He screamed louder than he ever had
before. Fortunately, the lights returned, and an opening appeared in the
wall. There was a way to escape.
“Oh, I didn’t mean to frighten you prematurely,” the voice said with
amusement. “The real chills come later. Now, as they say, look alive, and
we’ll continue our little tour.”
Glue Stick took tiny steps into the next room. He was shaking
nonstop. “What if I don’t want to continue the tour?”
He was in a long hallway with windows. There was a storm outside
that created lots of noise. He thought he saw something unusual in every
portrait in the hall whenever the lightning flashed.
“I’m sorry I offended you or something. Okay, I get it now, this place
is scary.”
“We have nine hundred and ninety-nine happy haunts here, but
there’s room for a thousand. Any volunteers?”
“I’d rather not,” Glue Stick said.
“If you insist on lagging behind, you may not need to volunteer!”
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He whimpered and started walking faster. He had the feeling he was
being watched. Now the real ride was in sight. Some mysterious black
vehicles were moving in a line down a track. He didn’t know if he should
get on, but he entered one of them anyway. The safety bar lowered itself.
He buried his face in his gloves. “Oh, please let this be over. Please.
Why did the helper send me in here? I bet it’s laughing its little lightbulb
head off. Son of a weasel.”
The ride was unusually creepy. He wasn’t sure how any of this was
possible to simulate. Then at one point, when he was starting to feel a little
safer, a different voice spoke out of the darkness.
“Just you wait. I’ll teach you the real meaning of fear.”
It was Johnson, but Glue Stick knew it had to be an illusion. That guy
was gone, and he knew it. Still, his heart kept beating faster. He went
deeper into the mansion for several more minutes. He went into a
graveyard with lots of singing ghosts. The ride has to end soon, he thought.
Just then, the ride announcer came back to speak. “Beware of
hitchhiking ghosts!”
The vehicle moved into a room full of mirrors. Johnson appeared as
a ghostly figure sitting beside Glue Stick. His clothes were burnt, and he
looked angry. Still, the face briefly grinned in a sickeningly sinister smile
like he knew a secret.
Glue Stick was panting. As soon as the safety bar lifted, he darted
away to the exit as fast as he could. He could see the beautiful daylight up
ahead, but it was only a minor comfort. All he could do now was run to the
helper who was still staring at the ashes of the pirates ride. “What was that
all about!?”
The helper didn’t reply.
“Because of you, I’m being haunted by Johnson’s ghost!”
It hesitated before replying. It raised a finger and pointed behind him.
“No! Alive!”
“What is that supposed to mean?” Glue Stick demanded.
“It means I’m still alive, you idiot! But very soon, you won’t be.” Glue
Stick spun around, and, to his horror, he saw that Johnson was indeed
alive. The man looked tired and beaten but still able to fight.
“New plan,” Glue Stick said to the helper. “Let’s not hide but RUN!”
Johnson didn’t let them out of his sight. He was determined to finish
this.

*

*

*
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Evina had barely reached Fantasyland before he ran out of breath and
had to stop. Gyro and Kate looked similar. It was only a matter of time
before the soldiers would catch up with them. Then the worst possible
thing happened. A military truck carrying reinforcements arrived at the
park. It skidded to a halt in front of them. They couldn’t afford to rest
anymore.
“Are you kidding me?” Kate cried out.
Evina ran to the nearest visible ride, a snowy mountain.
“I hope this thing is fast,” Gyro said.
“Me too,” Evina agreed. They hopped inside, and Kate pressed the
button. Together as a team, they were getting faster at doing this routine.
In the noisy, pitch-black tunnel, going up the hill, he spoke again. “Man,
they sure do have a lot of mountains around here. At least this one seems
fast, though.”
There was a pause. “Do you think they’re behind us now?” Kate asked.
Evina tried to find out. “I can’t see or hear anything.”
There was a roar, and they were faced with a ferocious yeti. It
surprised them, but they weren’t too scared. They were at the top of the
hill now and starting to roll down the track. A few seconds later, they were
scared by something else. Soldiers were both in the bobsled behind them
and the one to their side. They were using the other track as well.
The ride was old and shaky. As they accelerated, the bumps became
harder. It would be very difficult to fight from here.
Kate still managed to maneuver her sword to deflect the bullets shot
from both sides. Sometimes the other track would take a different turn and
leave them as they went through a tunnel, but often there would be a
moment when they saw each other and were shot at. They had to do
something else.
Evina tried to stand up even though it was foolish to try. They were
moving fast, zig-zagging through icy tunnels, and sometimes the clearance
was dangerously low. “I’ll take it from here.”
“You sure?” she asked.
“Yeah.” Evina took her sword and deflected the bullets until the blade
began to glow. He didn’t notice until they passed through another tunnel
how bright it had become.
“Duck!” Gyro shouted.
Evina turned around and saw that he was about to slam into a stone
arch. The bobsled would make a quick dive underneath, but he wouldn’t
make it. It was extremely dangerous, but he decided to make a sudden
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move. He jumped to do a front flip, and his body barely cleared the arch,
slicing it apart with the sword, causing it to fall apart into many pieces
behind him. He landed with his feet on his seat down below. It had worked
flawlessly.
The bobsled behind them was derailed by the rocks, and the soldiers
were launched out of their seats, landing in the water down below.
Now Evina could see the other track. The sword was still glowing, and
he now tried something new. He threw it onto the other track, and it stuck
in the ground. When the bobsled hit it, there was a shockwave of energy
released which flipped it over. The soldiers were catapulted into the water
with the others.
The three heroes arrived back at the entrance with amazement.
“That was close,” Evina said, wiping the sweat from his face.
“That was amazing!” Gyro beamed. “Did you see that blast of energy?”
“All I saw was Evina being stupid with my sword,” Kate murmured.
“It’s not replaceable, you know.”
Some of the soldiers were crawling out of the water slowly, groaning
with pain. “I can’t believe it!” one of them shouted. “How are we going to
explain this?”
Kate ran to the sword, picked it up from the ground, and returned to
the soldiers. “Ok, drop your weapons!”
The same man put his hands up and replied, “We lost them.”
“Oh, I see… Then everyone, follow me. And don’t try any funny
business!” She led them to what looked like a storage room concealed
behind some nearby bushes. She made them go inside and locked the door.
Immediately afterward, she dropped to the ground, looking exhausted.
“Ok, now we’re safe.”
“WAIT!” a metallic voice shouted. A Pencil Pusher was running down
the street toward them, his feet clanking on the ground with every step. “I
have to talk to you!”
“What is it?” Evina asked. “Is everything alright?”
The cog looked very scared. “No, we are losing! We can’t hold them
back forever! That man, Johnson if I heard correctly, has returned, and we
can’t stop him.”
“Great. That’s exactly what we need.” But right in the middle of
Evina’s sarcasm, he saw something out of the corner of his eye. The cogs
were swarming through the streets like they were fleeing something
terrifying. Glue Stick and the helper were in that group with them. Their
shouts were heard louder and louder as they passed by the Matterhorn.
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Not far behind them were the soldiers. Johnson was at the front of the
group. He looked infuriated but, when he spotted Evina, his rage was
about to boil over.
“Dang!” Evina spat. “I wish I had something else that could help!”
Then he remembered it, and it had been with him for such a long time that
he wasn’t sure if this was even the right time. He took the vial of red liquid
from his pocket, given to him by his friend Rocky. It was only to be used in
an emergency, and this was one. He popped off the cork and held it up to
his mouth. “Well, here it goes.” Then he swallowed it all in one gulp.
The effects were immediate. His mouth was burning. The heat rose
higher and higher, and it never stopped. Something had gone wrong. This
was unbearable.
“AHHHHH!” Evina screamed, and the pain gave him sudden energy
and reflexes. He began to glow and emit steam. It wasn’t the power of The
Shadow, but it was still very useful.
A soldier ran up to him, and Evina disarmed him with ease, moving
out of the way from any incoming attack. This went on and on, and soon
the troops were dumbfounded at how they were losing. He fought
alongside the cogs until the heat died down and he was exhausted. The
soldiers were knocked out left and right until they were each disarmed.
They were escorted away to the storage room that Kate had found. It must
have been really crowded in there.
“NO!” Johnson bellowed. He was pinned to the wall of the castle; the
cogs had stapled down his clothes.
The chaos was dying down. All of the soldiers were locked up, the
toons were on the ground resting, and the remaining cogs were down for
repairs. The entire park was a mess scattered with broken pieces of rides,
buildings, and cog parts. The head of the Walt Disney statue was missing.
But despite all the destruction, Evina was glad that they had finally won
the battle.
“I think we really did it, Evina.” Gyro smiled at his son. “We saved
Toontown.”
“Yeah, you did an okay job,” Kate admitted. “But I was doing most of
the work, of course.”
“I appreciate your help,” Evina told her. He then went over to check
on Glue Stick and the helper. “Are you alright?”
“Yeah, I’m ok,” he mumbled.
“You really did save us, Glue Stick,” Evina said.
“Really?”
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“Yep,” Evina grinned. “So, um… thanks.”
“No problem.”
The helper squeaked.
“Oh, and thank you too,” Evina added.
With nothing else to fight, Evina knew that the last key to this mystery
lied in that man in black stapled to the wall. Johnson had a lot to explain.
So, Evina wiped the dust off his shirt, put on a bold face, and marched
confidently up to the enemy to stare him in the face. “Alright, you’re going
to tell me everything!”
The pale face didn’t change. His eyes looked up into Evina’s eyes with
unnatural coldness, almost unreal. “As you wish,” he agreed, “but you
might not like what you hear.”

CHAPTER 19

DOOMED
Evina didn’t know where to begin. There were so many questions to
ask. “Ok, why do you want to destroy Toontown?”
Johnson hesitated before answering; his pale face stared unmoving
like a statue. “It’s not just your world.”
“You mean…”
“Yes, your entire universe, and all creative life imaginable. And the
reason is simple. Do you know what would happen if all source of creativity
stopped?”
Evina didn’t know what to say. He took a step back from the man out
of disgust and thought about it.
“You can’t figure it out? I’m disappointed. You see, without creativity,
there is no innovation. Without innovation, there is no progress. Without
progress, there is no hope. Without hope, there is no way to survive. This
planet and its people will fall without any support, and it doesn’t require a
complicated scheme or a backup plan to work. It’s foolproof.”
“So, let me get this straight. You want to destroy the tooniverse and
Earth?”
“That’s right.”
“But why!?”
Johnson was a statue once more. The pause was so long that Evina
was tempted to ask him again. “Wow, do you really think I’m the one who
could answer that question?”
Evina was confused, and while he was figuring out what to say next,
he didn’t notice the man in black pulling the staples out from his clothes
with ease.
“If you think about it, one has to wonder, what meaningless idea do
you represent? If you can’t answer that question, then what are you
worth?” Now he was free. He didn’t look that strong, but clearly, he was.
Nobody moved, neither toon nor cog. All of them watched with
confusion as the man strolled over to one of the military trucks and opened
the back door. It was empty inside.
“Looking for something?” Evina asked.
“They confiscated it,” Johnson said through clenched teeth.
“What?”
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The man turned around, and the sickening grin stretched across his
face once again. “Tell me, have you ever heard of dip before?”
Evina was about to scream, but he couldn’t react in time. Johnson
threw something at him. It was a small, glass tube of dip that shattered
when it hit his body.
The man’s grin vanished. “Why doesn’t it work!?”
“I’m immune to dip! And you listen to me! I won’t let anyone get hurt
by you!” Evina’s fear turned to anger, and the other toons stood up to stand
by his side.
“Oh, is that so?” Johnson took a deep breath and sighed loudly. “I’m
really sorry about this. Truly, I am. This wasn’t part of the plan, but now
you have forced my hand.”
There was a bang in the distance. The soldiers broke out of the storage
room, and dozens of them came running straight to Johnson. They didn’t
even seem to care about the toons anymore.
One officer looked fatigued and annoyed. “Sir, this operation is a
failure! We must retreat immediately!”
The pale man didn’t budge. “No. You’re not getting out of here that
easy.” Then something started to happen. He was changing.
Evina’s mouth dropped open in horror. Glue Stick shut his eyes and
squealed. Even Kate was petrified in utter disbelieve. Now they realized
what was going on. Johnson was growing, and soon he was bigger than the
truck, twice as big, and still growing. He became even paler and no longer
looked human. His clothes morphed into something like a black liquid that
coated his deformed body. Soon a terrible monster stood before them with
bulging, wild-looking eyes and hatred etched into every line on his twisted
face.
“What are you!?” Gyro screamed.
“My name is not Johnson!” the monster bellowed with a voice so deep
and thunderous that it shook the ground. “I am the successor of that great
judge who changed the city, who drove out you scum from this world, and
I come back now to finish that work! I am the next generation! I am
DOOM!”
Johnson’s arms retracted, and hundreds of black tentacles came out
of him. They looked like living worms of death, reaching out in all
directions, and stretching continuously.
The soldiers fled in terror, shooting every weapon they had at the
monster, but there was no effect. Each one of them was eventually picked
up by a tentacle and tossed hundreds of feet out of its way.
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“RUN!” Evina ordered them. Gyro led the others away to find
someplace safe. The cogs were no match, and the remaining few of them
disappeared as well. Evina was alone. There was no match for this
monster. And yet, he knew of at least one thing that could defeat it. He
didn’t want to use it, but it was their only hope.
“RUN AWAY YOU COWARD! I KNOW YOU’RE CHICKEN!”
Evina didn’t run; he stood right where he was. “Actually, just half
chicken, on my father’s side.”
This was the moment Evina had been waiting for. A cold chill filled
his body, The Shadow seized him. He shut his eyes while time slowed
down, the noise of the chaos drowned out, and all fears and doubts were
washed away. This was full control, more than Evina had ever felt before.
He was immortal, unstoppable, the chosen hero to save the world. The eyes
opened and were nothing but dark holes.
He leaned back then jumped forward with all his strength. There was
a sonic boom. His body was lightning in the air, knocking the monster back
over the water and smashing it into the wall of the castle.
Doom was surprised. He couldn’t imagine the power contained
within this toon. “WHY DON’T YOU GIVE UP?”
“Never,” The Shadow said. It picked up Doom’s monstrous body like
it was just a baseball and threw it back into the castle, causing the entire
structure to collapse in a cloud of stone, wood, and dust.
“Ok, have it your way!” Doom was livid. His tentacles grabbed
anything it could reach, the stone bricks, chairs, trash cans, even the huge
carousel ride, throwing it all at Evina.
Evina’s body became rigid. It wasn’t scratched by anything that hit
him. Metal shattered in fragments and stone was reduced to dust. Rubble
flew through the air and accumulated in piles all around him.
“How is this possible?” the monster screamed.
The Shadow was equally frustrated. Doom was extremely resilient as
well. There was a chance that neither of them might win even if they turned
the entire park into dust.
Evina sprinted forward again, but Doom was smarter this time. It
caught the duck with a tentacle and removed the legendary pencil from his
pocket. It was tiny but still emitted magical energy.
“Wow, would you look at this?” the monster gloated. This discovery
had changed his mood. “I know of someone who will be thrilled to have it
back.” He began to swing Evina around and around. Then he slammed him
into the ground, and a crater was formed.
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It didn’t hurt, but it was disorienting, and it was hard to see with all
the dust in the air. He jumped to his feet and ran to find anything else that
could help. He couldn’t understand why Doom wanted that pencil so
badly, but there was no way he could be allowed to escape with it.
In Tomorrowland, there was nothing to be found. No soldiers, toons,
or cogs. Doom caught up to him within seconds. He tore the spire off of
Space Mountain and hurled it at Evina like a giant spear.
The Shadow slowed down time even further. It grabbed the giant
metal spike in midair and swung it around to go the other way. It blasted
into splinters as it hit Doom straight in the chest. The monster wasn’t
injured, but he was stunned for a brief moment. The Shadow didn’t wait
for him to recover. Evina ran forward and took as many tentacles as he
could find, tying them together in a knot. Then he took the pencil back.
Doom screamed in rage.
Now Evina ran someplace else. He had a feeling there was something
missing that he needed to find. Also, he needed to hide the pencil
somewhere safe. He went back to Fantasyland, then he headed north and
arrived at Toontown, the fake Toontown they had been looking for when
they fell into this trap. There was a larger-than-normal military truck
parked there. Evina opened the doors and saw what was inside. There were
dozens of dip barrels within.
A scream was heard, louder than any other before. Doom had torn
himself free and was coming to find Evina. There was madness in his eyes.
“You can’t stop me, you abominable freak! Give me that pencil NOW!”
Evina didn’t know what else to do. “Oh, you mean this?” He snapped
the pencil in half, not knowing what would happen. There was a flash. The
pieces disintegrated into wooden shards that fell to the ground. There was
a glimmer of magical light that lingered for a moment, then it was over.
“NO! Do you have any idea what you’ve done? I’ll make you wish you
were never born!”
“This is your last warning,” Evina announced. He had just enough
power over The Shadow to give the monster a second chance. He didn’t
want it to end this way. “Surrender now and leave the toons and humans
alone.”
Doom looked even more infuriated than before. “I WOULD RATHER
DIE FIRST!”
“Then so be it.” Evina was disappointed, even though he knew this
had to happen. He picked up the truck and launched it at the monster.
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Upon impact, there was a fiery explosion of diesel and dip. A loud sizzling
noise was heard.
Doom writhed and screamed in pain. He was melting. Within
seconds, his body began collapsing. The pale face turned to liquid. The
maniacal eyes sunk inwards. The last scream was heard just before he
flattened into a pool of black slime.
The Shadow instantly withdrew its power, and Evina fell. He was
overcome with sudden terror. This was much worse than before. He felt
paralyzed. He couldn’t see. He heard the quiet sound of feet running on
the ground.
The others had obviously seen everything that happened and were
coming to find him. They saw him on the ground with the shreds of his
clothes barely hanging from his body.
“Son, are you alright?” Gyro cried out.
Evina couldn’t answer. He struggled to gasp for air.
“Oh no. Oh, please no. This isn’t good.”
There were flashes in Evina’s vision. Bits and pieces of his history
were popping in and out of his mind. It was already starting to happen.
The Shadow had twisted his story, and it was tearing him apart.
He saw the library at that weird planet where he found the book. He
was on the beach at Harry’s island. He was battling the chairman on the
roof of the Cogs Incorporated tower. He was stapling papers in the office.
He was bored and lying down in Toontown Central. It was rewinding
astonishingly fast, but with all his remaining strength, he managed to hold
onto the present. He was still alive.
“I can hear him breathing,” Kate said. She sounded so worn out from
the excitement of the battle. “I’ve never seen anything like that before! He
was moving faster than the eye could see. Even I couldn’t do that.”
“Is it true that Johnson was a toon all this time?” Glue Stick asked.
“Yes,” Gyro said gravely, “and the book makes reference to it. This
isn’t the first time the name of Doom was heard around here.”
“Wow,” he muttered. “And is The Shadow doing all of this to Evina?”
“I think so. I was afraid it would happen.” The old chicken looked like
he was going to say more but decided against it.
“I’m fine,” Evina mumbled weakly. He didn’t know if they heard him,
because it sounded so weak and insincere, but he could now make out a
blurry picture of the toons standing above him.
“Hellooooo!” Kate waved. “Earth to Evina. Are you there?”
“Hi,” Evina said with a quiet, raspy voice.
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“Oh, Evina, are you alright?” Gyro still wasn’t satisfied.
“Yes,” he answered.
“Because I promised I would never abandon you again.”
“It’s fine,” the son insisted.
“And I was afraid I had lost you again.” Gyro’s eyes began to tear up.
Evina thought he could see the gray in them. Clearly, Gyro had felt the
strength of The Shadow as well.
Even though it had defeated Doom, there was no denying that The
Shadow was a monster too, and it couldn’t be controlled. Their struggles
weren’t over yet.
“Hey, is he doing alright?” a metallic voice asked with worry. Evina
could see something triangular and yellow. It was a Big Cheese.
“We think so,” Glue Stick answered, “but it looks pretty bad.”
“Really guys, I’m fine,” Evina wheezed, and he tried to sit up, but
failed.
“Don’t overexert yourself!” the father cautioned.
Evina didn’t listen. “Please, I want to get up.” He finally succeeded in
sitting up, and the others lifted his arms to help him stand. The ground
looked like it was moving. He was so dizzy. “I’ll be better in no time.”
“I’m sorry we couldn’t help you, master,” the cog apologized as the
other toons helped Evina to walk.
“It’s not your fault,” Evina assured him. “There was nothing you could
do. There was nothing anyone could do. The Shadow did all the work in
the end.”
Another cog walked beside the group. The Telemarketer carried a few
wooden fragments in its hands. “I’m afraid to say that the pencil is gone
forever.”
“I know,” Gyro replied somberly. “It’s probably better this way. Sure,
we’ll never find out what it was all about, but now it won’t fall into evil
hands.”
“But what if we need it again?” the Big Cheese wondered.
“Explain,” Kate said.
“I mean, we managed to find just one last portal to this world. What
if we need to draw another?”
“Oh, so that’s how you did it,” Evina mumbled. “Yeah, I never thought
about that.”
Gyro was growing more nervous with each moment. “It’s still open,
right?”
“Last time I checked it was,” the cog said.
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“Well we need to get out of here as soon as possible,” the worried
father insisted. “I’ll take Evina somewhere safe and get him what he needs.
As for the rest of you, we need to figure out a plan to clean up this mess.”
“The boss is already working on it,” the cog said.
“That’s correct.” The chairman walked up to them with perfect
timing. “Don’t worry, master, we’ll make it look like none of this ever
happened?”
“But the destruction!” Gyro protested.
“Didn’t I tell you before? Our Buildbots work extremely fast. By
tomorrow, the humans will never know that any of this happened.”
“And what about the soldiers?”
“We’ll take care of that too,” the chairman said with a grin. He turned
around and yelled at another cog. “Bring out the drive wiper!”
A Yesman arrived with a mysterious energy gun that it handed to its
leader.
The chairman walked up to the soldiers all tied up with rope around
a tree. “Gentlemen, what happened today was only a bad dream.”
“You must be kidding,” one man said before there was a flash; they all
fell asleep.
Gyro cleared some rubble away from a shaded area and set his son
down. “I want you to know how proud of you I am.”
“But, The Shadow—”
“I’m not talking about The Shadow,” the father told him. “I’m talking
about your courage and your integrity. You never gave up doing what was
right, even in the middle of madness like this. You are still the hero, and a
great inspiration to all of us.”
Evina smiled. “Thanks, dad.”

*

*

*

An hour had passed, and Kate was becoming impatient. “So, are we
going, or aren’t we?”
“Hold your horses!” Glue Stick said heatedly. “Can’t you see they’re
busy? There’s a big mess to clean up, and you’re not helping!”
“Well, when you ran away from the battle, that didn’t help too much
either,” she said.
“Admit it. You needed Doom out of the way, so you could take on the
soldiers,” Glue Stick continued. “There’s no way you could’ve fought them
all at once.”
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“I think both of you should shut up,” Evina interrupted. He could
stand on his own now, even though he remained very tired.
Gyro let out a sigh and returned to the group. “Ok, I think we can leave
now.”
“Is it safe?” Evina inquired, staring down at the portal. The paper was
wrinkled and torn in places. The hole in it was small and disfigured.
“Yes, and it’s the best we can do,” the older one admitted. “The cogs
won’t be long, then they’ll leave as well. After that, the portal will be too
unstable, and it’ll have to be closed.”
“Wait!” Glue Stick cried. “Isn’t this the last portal left? What happens
if it’s closed?”
“It means no toon will ever come to Earth again,” Gyro finished with
a sad tone. “But at least the tooniverse will be safer from threats that way.”
He took the tiny ship statue off his keychain and dropped it in the hole.
They heard a pop. “After you.”
Kate leaped inside, followed by Glue Stick, the helper, and Evina.
Gyro went in last.
They were on the ship once more, and there was nothing but darkness
out the windows. The helper hopped from one computer to another,
turning on lots of switches. Multicolored lights appeared on the panels,
and the engine came to life with its familiar, low, humming sound.
Gyro dropped into the pilot seat, and Evina took the copilot seat.
The inventor turned to his son and smiled. “You know what this
means?”
Evina beamed. “We’re finally going home.”

EPILOGUE
Even Kate had to remember she was still a princess who had
carelessly left her responsibilities. She couldn’t abandon her home forever.
So, they took her back to her world and said goodbye. They knew they
would miss her. They had done so much together. She pretended like she
didn’t feel anything, but Evina could see the truth in her eyes. She was
going to miss them too.
The cogs’ portal was closer to home than the other one they had used
before, so it didn’t take very long to reach Toontown.
As Evina saw his world approaching, he had the same concern arise
in his head as before. He wondered what he was going to do with his life
now that the adventure was over.
The ship landed in Toontown Central. There weren’t many toons
around. The sky was cloudy. It had never been cloudy like this before.
Flippy noticed their arrival and promptly rushed out from Toon Hall to
meet them.
“I sure hope you have some good news,” Flippy grumbled.
“The threat was neutralized,” Gyro assured him.
Flippy was overcome with relief. “Oh, finally there’s some good
news!”
“Is everything alright?” Evina asked him.
“You’ll have to talk to Mickey about that. He can explain it better than
I can.” Then he turned and walked back to Toon Hall.
“What was all that about?” Glue Stick wondered.
“I have no idea,” Evina answered, jumping out of the spaceship. His
feet touched the ground. It had been a long time since he touched his
homeworld, and it felt comforting, even now after The Shadow had tainted
him so much. He stretched and walked through the grass. He couldn’t stop
thinking about how wrong the sky looked.
“Oh, there you are!” Mickey sighed with relief. He was walking up to
them now.
“We did it, sir.”
“Yeah, we’ll have to talk about that. Um, who is this?” As Mickey
approached Evina, he saw the unfamiliar horse standing by his side.
“Oh, this is my friend, Glue Stick,” Evina explained.
“Nice to meet you,” Mickey greeted. “That’s an… interesting name.”
“Well, you see, sir, he was a slave of the cogs in Cog Nation for many
years.”
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“Oh, then I’m glad you were finally rescued!”
“Yeah.” Glue Stick didn’t seem too interested in what was being said.
“Do you know where the nearest TV is? I am way behind on all my shows
now.”
Mickey rolled his eyes. “You can use the one in the Toon Hall lobby.
And as for you, Evina, I would like to speak to you in private.”
“Uh, sure,” he said. He left his father and followed Mikey to a hidden
area between the shrubs where a few chairs were sitting. It was nice to be
away from any curious onlookers. He sat down and looked up into the gray
sky again. The way it appeared still bothered him. There were no thunder
or rain to explain it. “What is that all about?”
“It’s been like that for a couple of days now,” Mickey said gravely.
“Every hour it grows darker. We don’t know what caused it, but there is a
theory.”
“What?” Evina inquired.
“Tell me, did you close the last portal to Earth?”
Evina hesitated before answering. “Yes.”
Mickey buried his face in his gloves. “I was afraid of that. It’s a good
thing that you did. I’m glad you stopped the threat, but there will be
consequences for this separation. Our connection to the human world is
limited by thought energy alone now. The tooniverse is changing.”
“What can we do?”
“Nothing,” Mickey replied, “except adapt.”
Evina was trying to adapt, but it was hard to accept so many changes
at once. “Well, we have dealt with problems like this before, and we
survived until everything returned to normal.”
Mickey was staring at Evina. “And you are losing your color.”
“Wait, what!?”
“I’m certain of it. Your red isn’t as bright as it was before.”
Evina hadn’t noticed the change. He didn’t want to think about it. One
of his biggest wishes was to fit in with other toons, but now he was starting
to wonder if it would be better to just give up on that wish. “Sir, I assure
you we are completely safe. Now, if I remember correctly, I have a kart to
fix.” He stood up. “I’ll see you later.”
Just before he left the area, Mickey stopped him. “Wait a minute.
What exactly was that threat you stopped?”
Evina turned around. “It was someone, a toon, a wild monster that
called itself Doom.”
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Mickey shuddered at the name. He was silent and deep in thought.
Clearly, he had been around to see the previous incident, and the
memories were not pleasant. “I’m sorry that you had to get stuck in this
mess, Evina.”
Evina shrugged. “It’s not your fault. I’m used to it now. Everything’s
fine.”
“I know you don’t like to see things change, Evina. But I’m sorry; I
don’t think we’re safe at all.”
There was no response. Evina stood for a moment then looked back
at the president of Toontown. “But we have to be.”
“You should take some time to think it through. If Doom was a toon,
then where did he come from? They don’t appear out of thin air, you
know.”
Evina remembered the dream he had experienced before they
reached Earth. There was darkness ahead. It was unimaginably powerful.
He didn’t understand it. He couldn’t escape it. It was very close, but
nobody noticed it coming. This wasn’t Doom, no, this was something else.
This was the reason for everything. He had been born in its shadow and
destined to face it one day. The worst was yet to come.
Evina couldn’t speak. He left the shrubs and walked away slowly, not
knowing or caring where he was going. This was his dominion, a land of
fears, of dark swirling clouds, of graphite stained with a black ink of evil.

BOOK 3

GENERATIONS

PROLOGUE
The window shut, the stars shone bright
And then they fell down from the skies
The world revolved from day to night
And darkness came and filled their eyes
The lonely one had quit the war
He had defeated every foe
They hoped he would come back once more
To save them from the endless woe
The greatest threat of all drew near
And all had hoped it was not true
The hero’s heart was filled with fear
This challenge, no one else could do
And so, he goes to give his all
The last thing he can do is try
But if The Shadow makes him fall
Then everyone will surely die

CHAPTER 1

ETERNAL NIGHT
The sky was black and bare. The park was deserted. Bright lights from
buildings nearby left blurry streaks of color on his vision. As his eyes
adjusted, they provided just enough light to navigate. Typical. His only
thought was how much he didn’t want to go to work today. He was
unusually tired, but that might have been typical too. It was hard to tell
these days.
The toon was a duck named Evina Gearloose, and he was the retired
hero of Toontown, a fact forgotten from days long ago when things were
different. There was a time he wished he could be forgotten, but he didn’t
expect it to happen so fast. None of that mattered anymore. There were no
more heroes. People only knew him as the guy with a funny name.
Evina wasn’t in a hurry to get there early. He only did it because he
knew he should. He strolled into the tunnel that led to Punchline Place.
It looked the same as before; it always did. Many shops hadn’t opened
yet. Only the streetlights were on. He continued walking.
Often, he would look back at his memories, remembering the times
when lights weren’t needed on these streets. It was a strange thought. In
such a short period of time, everything had transformed, never to be the
same again. Now, over nine years later, it was hard to believe things were
ever different.
Nothing could have stopped it. Nobody realized it was coming, but it
came. There was no fight, so there was no glory in their defeat. It was
pathetic. They watched helplessly as their world crumbled, sinking into the
impenetrable darkness. If only he hadn’t allowed a mistake to happen.
Perhaps if he hadn’t closed the portal this wouldn’t have happened.
But living in the past didn’t do him any good right now. He needed to
get in the right mind for work. He reached Toon HQ a minute later.
He opened the door to find what he expected. He was the first one on
shift. Pulling up a chair near the counter, he sat down drowsily, propped
his arms up, and waited.
“Another rough night?” the monkey asked.
Evina tried to keep his eyes open. “I should be asking you that. You
work the night shift.”
“But it’s pretty much the same as your shift,” the other reminded him.
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“Oh yeah,” Evina sighed. “Sorry Otis, you have to forgive me. Old
habits.”
“No problem. And oh, look what the cat dragged in!”
“Ha-ha, that joke never gets old.” The dark blue mouse rolled his eyes
with sarcasm. “You can go now, Otis.”
Otis stood up to leave, and the other officer took his place.
“Hey, Evina.”
“Hey, Kyle,” Evina returned dully.
“I guess nothing happened during the night?”
Evina shrugged.
“Oh, well there’s still plenty for us to do,” Kyle said. He promptly
presented a stack of pink papers and dropped it on the counter. “We have
to put up more of these.”
“Are they nuts?” Evina groaned. “I’m already sick of seeing them.”
“Hey, it’s the chief’s orders,” Kyle said. “I don’t like it any more than
you do.”
Evina pulled the stack toward him and looked at it a page with
disinterest. He practically had them memorized. “I’ll do it when I have the
time,” he mumbled.
“Whatever you say.” Kyle appeared just as tired and unmotivated as
Evina was.
The door swung open. The two didn’t have to look to know who it was.
“Very lively today, aren’t we?” An aqua dog hastily marched into the
HQ, shut the door, and walked over to them. She always looked wide
awake compared to the other two.
“Hi, Jenny,” the boys said in unison.
“I assume you already heard about the tip we got last night.”
Evina jerked awake. “What?”
“Don’t worry,” she said. “It was a false alarm. I don’t think the exhibit
will have any security trouble. They have more than what’s needed to keep
the gem safe.”
“The gem?” Kyle said. “What’s that?”
“Oh, come on!” she shot back in disbelief. “You can’t tell me you
haven’t heard of the Crystal of Yensid!”
“It’s supposed to be priceless,” Evina said. “And legend has it that,
somehow, it can grant a toon with crazy powers. It’s all nonsense, of
course. Most likely it wasn’t even created by Yensid.”
“I see now,” Kyle thanked him. “But, by the way, who’s Yensid?”
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Before Evina could express his annoyance, the door opened once
more. None of them had expected this. A red rabbit stormed into the HQ.
He did not look happy.
“Officers Evina, Kyle, Jenny, what are you doing here?” he demanded.
It was the chief of police, George Sprocket. Long ago, he was Chief Justice
of the cogs. Few toons remembered them anymore.
Kyle didn’t know how to respond, “We uh—”
“You didn’t see the news!?” he cried.
“Is it Flippy again?” Evina asked. “Because ever since he was booted
from office he’s been acting like—”
“Look at the alerts!” the chief ordered.
The three officers jumped up from the counter and sprinted to the
computer screen. They hadn’t even noticed that a red light was flashing.
“We only just got here!” Kyle defended himself.
The chief dropped his head, looking weary. “Yes, I don’t think they
could’ve picked a better time to attack the museum.”
Jenny’s mouth dropped open. “Son of a weasel!”
“No kidding,” he said. “Now get going!”
The officers ran to the back room to get their supplies. They hadn’t
been expecting action so early in the day. They threw on their blue police
jackets and grabbed a hammer.
The banhammer was an unusual piece of equipment. If successful, it
would teleport its target to wherever it was programmed to send them. In
this case, the destination was a cell in the nearest Toon HQ. Unfortunately,
they didn’t always work as desired. It was even rumored that some
enemies had developed immunity to them.
In his efforts to fight the rising crime, the chief tried to allow police
the use of sadness blasters, an old cog technology, but it wasn’t without
controversy. Many toons were certain they would end up in the wrong
hands. Nothing got in the way of gangs.
During Evina’s last adventure with his father when they went to
Earth, not everything was peaceful back at home. Crime began to rise for
the first time in ages. Glitches were abused for personal gain. And certain
neighborhoods were terrorized by the so-called hackers. They exploited
natural glitches in the tooniverse for their selfish needs. It was disgusting.
Evina’s friend, Goopy, who devoted his life to the study of glitches, couldn’t
take it anymore. He had to resign from his work and retire in hiding,
hoping that the gangs wouldn’t find him. The idea of being forced to work
for them was appalling.
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When the portal closed on Earth, the tooniverse was sealed off from
the outside world. The toons felt a distinct lack a purpose. They were
emptied out, slowly devolving into something feral. The sun fled from the
sky. Total darkness came, and still, nobody had any clue how bad it could
get.
All former threats were put to shame and either absorbed or put out
of business by the two giant organizations of evil: s<um and d!rt. It was a
popular topic of discussion as to which was more dangerous, but there was
no doubt in anyone’s mind that both were responsible for the downfall of
their society. Now they lived in fear, always afraid to step out of the
streetlights and into the shadows. There was no more day, no hope for a
future, just eternal night.
They were ready to go now. The three officers dashed out the doors of
Toon HQ and jogged down the street, hammers in their hands, heading
toward the museum.
“We’re not going in through the front door,” Jenny told them. She was
the senior officer in their little group and usually gave the orders. “We’ll
come in through the west alley. Got it?”
“Right,” the other two replied, even though they were trying to catch
their breath from all the running.
At last, the museum was in sight. They didn’t see any attack in
progress. The only way it could be threatened was in a very sneaky,
professional break-in.
They crept into the alley as quietly as they could and crouched down
against a wall. Evina looked up and saw an orange pig with a black mask
on, climbing a rope up to a window above them.
“Do you think we should wait?” Evina whispered.
Jenny didn’t look happy at all. “No, we’re going in now.”
All three of them fired their hammers at the pig. He shouted, fell, and
disappeared in a puff of smoke before hitting the ground.
A few windows shattered. More masked toons had heard the noise
and were ready to strike back. They had things with them that they pointed
at the officers.
The silence was broken by the sound of gunshot. Bright energy beams
ricocheted off every surface, and the officers ran for cover.
“Sadness blasters!?” Kyle cried.
“Cover me while I clear the entrance,” Jenny ordered.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea!” Evina cried, even though she wasn’t
listening.
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She ran out into the open, and the sadness beams rained down
around her. She couldn’t dodge them all. A beam hit her, and she fell to
the ground.
Kyle and Evina peeked around the corner every few seconds to take a
shot with their hammers. More windows shattered. They hit one of the
enemies; they disappeared in a puff, but there were so many more.
Kyle took out his walkie-talkie. “This is Officer Kyle. We need backup!
Repeat: We need backup at the museum NOW!”
Evina darted out from hiding and was lucky enough to dodge the
shots fired at him. He found a blaster dropped by one of the thugs. He had
never encountered a robbery like this before. He didn’t know how else to
defend himself. Taking aim at any enemy in sight, he fired the blaster and
saddened some of them. Now it was safe to get Jenny. He dragged her out
of the open to rest where Kyle was hiding. Then a shot hit him in the back.
Even though The Shadow made him immune from going sad, it hurt like
crazy and weakened the surrounding muscles.
“Let’s go!” Evina shouted, trying to ignore the pain. He led Kyle to the
front door and kicked it open, firing accurately at every masked toon in
sight. Some of the museum guards were tied up and gagged. Kyle freed
them while Evina searched the nearby rooms for anyone he missed.
“Do you think they took the gem?” Kyle asked anxiously.
“I don’t know, but this level appears to be clear. Let’s go up.”
They jogged up the stairs. The spot of Evina’s sadness hit was aching
more now, and he was growing more fatigued with every passing moment.
Someone was guarding the door to the special exhibit hall. Kyle used
the banhammer to take care of him because it was quieter than any blaster.
But it still caused enough noise to make them worry that more enemies
would arrive. Luckily, that wasn’t the case. So, the two of them went into
the hall, surprised to see the crystal there with nobody in sight.
“That’s weird,” Evina said, looking at the sparkling beauty. It reflected
the eerie glow coming in through the window, the only light in the room.
“There’s no way to protect it with the guards gone. So, I think we
should take it back to HQ,” Kyle suggested.
“No, I think I’ll take it back to my HQ,” a sinister voice said from
behind them.
The officers turned around and their mouths dropped open in horror.
It was Alistair McKillden, the boss weasel of s<um. They recognized him
from photos but had never seen him in person before. All that mattered to

ETERNAL NIGHT

416

them now was what he held in his hands. It appeared to be some kind of
sadness submachine gun.
He fired sadness shots at a rapid rate. Glass cases broke everywhere,
and their fragments flew in every direction, scattering the dim light in a
flashing haze.
It was impossible to fight him. All they could do was run. Kyle was hit
about a dozen times in a few seconds and fell to the ground.
Evina was livid. He felt like calling upon The Shadow’s power, but
that was far too risky. He couldn’t allow that. He couldn’t control it
anymore, and he was too weak. All he could do was drop his weapons and
raise his arms in surrender.
The weasel sneered. His eyes glistened evilly under the shadow of his
fedora. He snatched the gem in his grubby hand and walked toward the
window. “It was nice meeting you, duck.” He leaped outside and
disappeared.
Evina picked up the blaster and ran for the window, but he knew it
was hopeless. The boss was nowhere to be seen.
He went to Kyle’s unconscious body and picked him up. As he wiped
away the glass fragments, he could see, even in the dim light, that the
sadness shots had left burn marks. This only made Evina hurt worse.
“Hang in there, buddy, I got you.”
Evina carried him down the stairs and set him down on the carpet.
He sat beside him, too tired to do anything else.
The museum was full of broken artifacts and unconscious s<um
members. Their silhouettes were all that was visible, like a dark, abstract
painting. Sirens were heard from outside and flashing lights appeared.
Apparently, the main TTPD squad had finally arrived. Many officers
stormed the building with bright searchlights and banhammers in hand.
They spotted Evina.
“Took you long enough,” Evina said. “You just missed them. The
crystal’s gone.”

*

*

*

Evina was sitting down on a couch, trying not to fall asleep. He was at
the main police station, waiting for his superiors to come out and speak
with him. Both sides had a lot to explain. Jenny and Kyle were lying down
nearby. A medic was applying pixie dust. They were expected to make a
full recovery soon.
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The door opened, and the deputy walked into the room. It was a bulky
bear with thick, untidy, dark brown fur. He was the legendary Carnivorous
Grunt, an intimidating creature on normal days, but he looked even
unhappier than usual. He walked up to Evina with his arms crossed. “Now,
will you tell me what actually happened over there?”
Evina was suddenly furious again. “You’re asking me!? Why don’t you
tell me where the heck you were while we faced all of that on our own!?”
“Hey, we have our own—”
“I don’t care! Why did the chief send only three of us to face a fullscale invasion?”
The red rabbit finally showed up and stepped in front of Grunt. “I
apologize for that. It was my fault. I had the main squad busy with another
assignment. That’s why they were completely unprepared to help. It was
wrong of me to send you out without more support.”
Evina opened his mouth to speak but closed it again and turned away
from the others. Jenny and Kyle were looking much better. They awoke
and sat up with some help.
The chief picked up a sadness blaster with a look of contempt on his
face. “We were afraid of this,” he sighed. “It seems we need to rethink our
tactics.”
“Indeed,” Grunt said. He intentionally avoided looking directly at
Evina. “And from what I heard, we even had McKillden show up.”
“It’s true,” Evina said.
The chief sat down and wiped his brow. “And besides all that, they
managed to get no fewer than twenty-two of their men into the museum.
Can you believe that!? How could they move them all without anyone
noticing? Did they glitch through the walls of the building!?”
“I have a theory,” Jenny said. Everyone turned to look at her. “I was
doing some studying on the cogs lately, and apparently, they had a system
of sewers running beneath Toontown. They weren’t really sewers, though,
just tunnels barely wide enough for a small goon to walk through and
transport information or important supplies.”
“And what does that mean?” Grunt demanded.
“Well, if the cogs could do something like that without any of us
realizing it, why couldn’t s<um do it? I believe they may have developed a
system of tunnels much more elaborate than the cogs had. That would
explain how they get around so secretly.”
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“Officer Jenny,” the chief said, “if what you say is true, that there are
tunnels underneath our feet transporting criminals all across Toontown,
we are doomed. Is there anything they can’t do? What will it be next? Dip?”
“I’m really sorry to hear that,” Evina said. Everyone turned to look at
him now, wondering why he was interrupting their conversation. “I have
to go.”
The chief stood up again. “What!?”
“I have to resign.”
“Evina, do you have any idea what you’re saying? You’re one of our
most valuable officers, and Toontown needs toons like you more than ever
before!”
“I’m sorry,” Evina said again, “but this is personal. I don’t think I’m
fit for duty anymore.”
The chief was about to ask, but he caught a glimpse of the gray eyes,
and he had a hunch what it might be. “Please,” he begged.
Evina didn’t reply. He removed his police jacket, along with the
badge, and handed it to the chief. “It was a pleasure serving with you.”
Then he walked to the door and left.

CHAPTER 2

THE ONE WHO REMEMBERED
There was a drop of water and then another. Evina hadn’t been paying
attention. He should have expected it at this hour, but there was nothing
he could do about it now. He didn’t even care about it anymore. Suddenly,
the sky poured, and the sound of it was all Evina could hear in the streets.
This was a regular occurrence every other day or so.
He spent most of the day wandering around randomly, unable to stop
thinking about his decision to quit work. There was no more responsibility,
no more pointless fighting, and no more Deputy Grunt. But on the other
hand, there was no more Kyle and Jenny. They had fought by his side for
years. Now he had nowhere else to go now.
Finally, when it had come time for the only other event he had
planned for the day, he walked to Daisy Gardens. He didn’t bother
teleporting because his access was probably revoked by now. The use of
portal holes was tightly restricted these days. The police claimed it would
prevent abuse. Ironically, it only prevented the poor victims of the gangs
from escaping.
His feet splashed in the warm water on Maple Street while he walked.
By the time the rain ended, it was always colder. The glare of the
streetlights and shop signs reflected up into his eyes. It made the area
appear brighter than it was before, a confusing mess of neon colors.
It looked nothing like the Maple Street from his memories. He passed
a boarded-up shop where an old, faded sign still hung, The Squirting
Flower. He remembered how he had to save their business that time they
ran out of flowers. Later he saw Bert’s Dirt. Everything was still here as if
nothing had changed, but it was an illusion. This was now a different street
on a different world.
Most toons were wary to go outside, let alone in the rain. Evina was
the only one in sight. He began to worry again about what Jenny had said
before. Beneath his feet, there could be tunnels transporting criminals to
every part of Toontown. Nowhere was safe. His eyes wandered toward one
of the pink posters. Although he had it memorized, he read it again, just
for the heck of it.
STAY SAFE
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The Toon Council reminds you to do all you can to protect yourself and
your friends. Never travel alone. Bring a friend. Avoid standing in the
dark. Always look out for suspicious activity and report any findings to
your local Toon HQ.
Thank you for doing your civic duty.
Keep staying toontastic!
It seemed particularly depressing today. Things weren’t turning out
well for him. The paper was drooping in the rain, and the text was smeared.
No doubt Kyle or another officer would replace it soon. He turned away
and kept moving. There was still one thing he could look forward to.
He found the flickering neon sign above his destination. It was the
Barley, Hops, and Malt Shop.
He swung the door open, and it rang a bell. This place was still bright,
clean, and well maintained. It had a style based on an era long ago in the
past, even before his time. Nobody else was here except a cream-colored
cat. She wore a periwinkle shirt and an emerald skirt. A little yellow bow
was set on her head. Evina walked over and sat down in the chair across
from her.
“You’re late,” she said, although it wasn’t in an angry tone.
“Yeah, I’m sorry,” Evina replied drearily, not looking at her directly.
“Are you ok?” she asked.
Evina jerked up. “Um, yeah, everything’s fine.”
She didn’t seem convinced at all. His deception was pretty obvious.
“Ok, I… quit my job.”
“What!? Why?”
He shrugged and hesitated before answering. “It’s hard to describe.”
“You say that a lot.”
“I know I do,” he admitted. The pain was visible in his eyes.
She reached out her paws and held his hand tightly. They felt so warm
compared to his coldness.
Evina sighed and looked up into her brilliant eyes. It calmed him. He
knew she understood. He knew things would be alright.

*

*

*

An aqua-colored mouse looked up at Evina from behind her reading
glasses with a kind of scowl. The librarian always looked unhappy
whenever he saw her. “Yes?”
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“I’m looking for books about the cogs,” he said.
She removed her glasses and rubbed her eyes sleepily. “Have you
looked in the history section?”
“Um, yes, but I didn’t find anything there.”
The librarian stood up and walked to the back room. She emerged a
minute later. “Ok, I remember now. It’s titled Machines of Malice.”
“Thank you,” Evina said. He walked back to the history section at the
far end of the building. After locating the ‘M’ shelf, it didn’t take long
before he found the book the librarian was talking about. “Finally.”
He reached out his hand to take it, but it was stuck. He pulled harder,
but it barely budged. It was like someone was pulling it from the other side.
With curiosity, he let go and watched it slide away.
Evina ran around the shelf to see who had taken it. A cat stood there,
surprised to see him arrive so suddenly.
“Uh, hi,” she said.
“Yeah hi. Listen, I was going to read that book.”
“So was I,” she argued.
Evina was confused for a moment. “You mean, you actually
remember the cogs?”
“Yes,” she replied.
“But I thought everyone forgot about them!” he exclaimed, trying to
keep his voice down as to not attract unwanted attention from the
librarian.
“Of course, I remember them! It was only like, what… nine years ago?
But I wanted to learn more about it to refresh my memory. I like to think
about the past; things were so different back then.”
“Exactly!” Evina said. He hadn’t expected to meet another toon who
felt that way. Most toons longed for the past but really didn’t remember
much about it, and to be fair, most of them never paid attention in the first
place. “Hey, maybe we can read it together.”
“Great idea!” she beamed. She took it to a table, and Evina sat down
beside her. She opened the first page and began to read the introduction.
“Do the cogs mean something special to you?” Evina asked. “I don’t
understand how you still remember them.”
She shrugged. “I fought them long enough. I don’t see why I wouldn’t
remember. And what about you?”
Evina paused a second before answering. He was afraid of saying too
much. “I fought them too.”
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A small smile came to her face. “I know. I remember you too. You’re
Evina Gearloose.”
Evina couldn’t believe this. He was stunned and tried to figure this
out while she read.
Then she stopped. A look of disappointment came over her face.
“Wow, this is strange.”
Evina bent over the book and saw what she was pointing at. There
was plenty of information on the cogs here, but most of it was false. “I can’t
believe it.”
“You get surprised a lot,” she said.
“Yeah… sorry about that.” He was feeling embarrassed. “But what
kind of idiot wrote this?”
“I know, right? If only there were some way we could fix it.”
Evina found some blank sheets of paper nearby. He grabbed them,
found a pen, and scribbled down notes as fast as he could. There was so
much knowledge that he had in his head, and it frustrated him that nobody
cared about it. Nobody was around to share it with. This cat was the only
exception for some reason. A minute later, he placed his filled sheets in
between the pages of the book and slammed it shut.
“Are you allowed to do that?” she wondered.
“I don’t know,” he said, “but I feel like I don’t care.” It was weird how
he admitted his feelings so easily. Usually, he buried them deep inside. “I
think this needs a lot more work. I’ll probably return to add more.”
“Yeah, me too,” she said. “I’ll write some pages on the cog
headquarters. Ok?”
“Alright,” he agreed. “Oh, and what’s your name?”
“Lily.”
“Ok, I guess I’ll see you later, Lily.”
“Thanks, Evina.”
After she left, Evina remained at the table and rubbed his head. The
way Toontown’s history had disappeared, the way it was being blotted out
with false information, was immensely frustrating to him. Yet, somehow,
it was a relief to know of someone who understood this. It was proof he
wasn’t actually going crazy. In fact, he didn’t believe this had happened to
him before. He felt like she understood more than history. It was like she
understood him as a person. She didn’t suddenly reject his existence, even
after seeing his gray eyes. And there was no doubt she had heard all the
lies the media said about him and his friends. He couldn’t explain it, but it
was powerful, and it was rare. And at a time when he felt so alone, he knew
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he needed a friend more than ever before. And so, without knowing what
he was doing, he stood up and briskly walked to the exit.
For a second, he was afraid he missed her, but she was seen walking
away down the street. Nobody else was around, just like before. The rain
was surely due to start soon. But he couldn’t stop thinking about her. All
he could do was walk and keep her image in sight.
For a few minutes, all they did was walk. Eventually, she glanced over
her shoulder and saw him. A look of confusion came over her face, and she
stopped walking. “Why are you following me?”
Evina was speechless. He didn’t think to prepare for this, so he
shrugged. “I really wish I knew.”
She stared back at him, looking deep in thought.
“Uh, it doesn’t bother you… does it?”
She smiled warmly. “No.” She walked up to him, so they were face to
face. “It’s ok. I understand.” She kissed him on the cheek, then turned and
quickly left.
Evina stood still for a while; he didn’t know how long. The rain began,
just as he had predicted, and he became drenched. Inside, he felt a mixture
of pain and joy. The Shadow clearly didn’t like her, but Evina didn’t care
about what it thought. This one time he chose to live his life without its
opinion. He felt amazing. Was this what love felt like? He couldn’t help but
smile just a little and watched her disappear before turning around to go
home.

*

*

*

“I know that look,” Lily said.
Evina woke up from his trance. “What?”
“You were remembering something.”
“Yeah.”
“Cool! So, what was it?”
“It was the first day we met.”
“I remember it well, and it feels just like yesterday.”
“Yes, and not much has changed since then.”
“What do you mean?”
“The world is still dark and miserable, and I’m still dark and
miserable, and I don’t think The Shadow likes you either.”
“I’d like to see The Shadow and give it a piece of my mind,” she said
defiantly.
“Thanks,” he said in a voice without emotion.

THE ONE WHO REMEMBERED

424

“And I still can’t believe you like me,” she continued. “I’m so weird, I
don’t know what you see in me.”
Evina was surprised, and he pointed to his eyes. “If you don’t think
this is weird then I don’t know what is!”
“Ok, so we’re both weird. How is that a bad thing? Is it so bad to be
different?”
“Apparently, it is to others,” Evina mumbled. “I don’t know why I’m
still concerned about what people think of me. I guess it was one of the last
things I had left, my reputation, my legacy. And now it’s being forgotten.”
“But I thought you didn’t like all the attention,” she said.
“I know, but it’s not just me they’ve forgotten. The toons forget how
they banded together to fight the cogs,” he explained. “They were strong,
and now they are weak. And if I can’t be famous, I certainly don’t want to
be hated. It’s kind of confusing, and I don’t know how else to describe it.”
At that moment, the waitress came up to them. She took a pencil and
notepad from her apron pocket to take their order. “Ok, so what’ll it be for
you two today?”
“I’ll have a double chocolate banana special,” she said. “What about
you?”
Evina didn’t move. “Uh, I think I’ll pass.”
The waitress walked away, and Lily looked back at him with
puzzlement. “What? You usually get two malts for yourself. What’s
happening to you?”
Evina looked down at the table. “I’m just not feeling so well today.”
“You mean, even worse than normal?”
“Yeah. I did quit my job, after all.”
“And I still can’t believe you did that.”
“I can’t seem to shake this feeling that something’s wrong.”
“Wrong with what?”
“I had this vision long ago about some kind of evil force that waited
for me in the future, and it still haunts me. It hasn’t gone away, even after
all this time.”
“Could it possibly be s<um or d!rt or the sun?”
“No, this is so much worse,” he insisted. “And I don’t think it will stop
bothering me until I find out what it is.”
“Are you sure you have to do this?” she asked.
Evina still couldn’t look at her. “Yeah, I think I am destined to face
this, and I don’t even know what to do about it. But I can’t sit here doing
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nothing anymore. I have to try something before it’s too late.” He stood up
suddenly.
“Where are you going?”
“I don’t know, but I have to do it now, and I have to do it alone.” Now
he had the urge to leave. He had to do this now. He quickly dropped some
money on the table and walked to the door.
Lily was looking extremely worried. “Are you sure? Because… I don’t
want you to leave.”
Evina turned around and looked into her sad eyes. “I will really miss
you too. I’m sorry, Lily.” And with that, he opened the door and left.

CHAPTER 3

SUNSET
The rain ceased the moment Evina expected it to. He trudged out into
the deserted streets and his feet splashed in the puddles of water,
glistening with reflected light from the buildings. He was angry and
confused. He wondered why he had made this decision but at the same
time knew that there wasn’t a better alternative. He would never rest until
he found this darkness and learned why it was haunting him.
As he headed back to his estate, he was startled by a chilling sound,
the mournful howl of the doodle. He despised the sound each time he
heard it. Since the sun abandoned Toontown, all the doodles fled their
owners and never returned. Now homeless, hungry, and going crazy, they
howled out at random. It was a constant reminder of the depressing decay
of their world.
Finally, he had arrived at his estate. He was always surprised and
relieved to discover that it hadn’t been robbed while he was away, not that
it would matter anymore. He went inside and walked to his room to see if
there was anything he needed to pack for his trip. But in the end, he
decided it was best to go lightweight with only the clothes on his back.
Everything that had been important in the old days was trivial now. He
cared little about anything anymore. Lily was one of the few exceptions,
though he didn’t have a need for love or friends now.
Then he spotted that mysterious book, the one with more questions
surrounding it than the answers it gave. He picked it up and chose to bring
it with him. He thought it might be a good place to start. At last, he left his
house, not knowing when or if he would ever return and not sure if it even
mattered to him.
He went to the backyard where a spaceship Gyro had given to him
was hidden under a dirty tarp. This was the first prototype of the bigger
ship they used in their journey to Earth. It was very small, metallic, discshaped, and had a glass dome on the top through which the driver could
climb into it. It looked stupid, but it worked well, and he found it useful
now that teleportation was no longer an option. He clambered inside and
started the engine. It hummed and rose off the ground.
He flew it away into the dark, starless night. The towns and cities
below were easily discernible from the lights they emitted that pierced the
shroud of darkness around their world. It was a small glimmer of hope that
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the darkness had not consumed everything yet, but he knew it too was
fading. With every passing moment, with s<um and d!rt around, with the
doodles howling, with the toons losing hope, how much longer could it
last? In the end, the darkness would claim them all.
He started brainstorming ideas of places to go. A library would be a
good place, but the Toontown Central one had the creepy librarian he
didn’t like, and it reminded him too much of Lily. He made up his mind he
would go to Pete’s Palace and search through the library there. As far as he
knew, it was the largest library in Toontown and would probably have a
better chance of giving him the information he sought. So, south he went,
and over the mountains he flew until one patch of light was seen in the
valley, just beyond the tallest peak. It was Pete’s Palace. He descended
gracefully just outside the city limits and hid the ship among some shrubs
where nobody would find it. Silently, he went into the town.
He walked through the doors of the library and headed back to the
place where all the old books were kept. He didn’t know how long it would
take, but he had to start somewhere. He went to the books and started
scanning them. He opened every book that looked interesting, and he
checked them, and he closed them. A few of them seemed to contain good
information, and he took them to the table to deeply search through the
pages before finding out they answered nothing. Then he put them back
and continued. As the hours passed, he was growing weary and considered
quitting his hopeless search.
Then, near the end of the shelf, he found a book that looked more
promising. It was titled Strange Mysteries and Myths of the History of
Toontown. It seemed to be the kind of unusual information he was
searching for, the kind that most toons would forget about because it
sounded so irrelevant to them. There was information in there so vast that
he couldn’t absorb it all. He had to force himself to filter through it. He
only needed to read the parts that might be useful to him. At last, he
stumbled upon a section that seized his attention instantly. At the top of
the page, he found the symbol. It was the same symbol that was on the
cover of his own book, the triangle made of three pencils with an eye in the
middle. Only then was he confident he had hit the jackpot. He read the
chapter.
Of all the strange tales concerning the north, none seem to recur
more often than this: A secret organization of some kind living in the icy
mountains of the Northern Wastelands.
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The first such sighting was recorded by the famous explorer, Sir
Walter Pippenhopper, who claimed to have seen a monk in the distance
while he was lost in the snow. But even he later admitted that it may have
been a hallucination.
Other such reported sightings have been similar in nature. Claims of
kidnapping and alien activity are usually discredited. But another theme
seems to be in common, a triangular symbol composed of three pencils
with an eye in the center. Again, this was first recorded by Pippenhopper
who found it carved in a glacier. Others who came back after being lost
in the north claim to have lost their memory but write down the symbol
as something that they still remember.
As for their exact location, the facts are conflicting. Some scientists
have tried to investigate where these monks may be hiding, with no
success. This has led them to believe that they do not exist. But firm
believers still say they are there, only very well hidden. Perhaps, it is
because all the sightings have taken place on the ground, usually in places
where aircraft or other vehicles would not be able to get to. This has made
further research difficult and unprofitable, which is why this myth is
unlikely to ever be proven.
Evina had read enough. He noticed his mouth was open, so he closed
it and closed the book too. He knew what this was about now. He looked
down at his book and saw the symbol again. This organization in the
Northern Wastelands must have authored the book, and he knew he had
to find them. They clearly knew a lot about mysterious topics. He thought
there was a chance they could help him find what he needed. And so, he
returned the book to its shelf and walked back to the little ship.
Should I leave now? No, I don’t think so. It would be better to
prepare myself first. I might need supplies. And what better place to find
supplies than Cog Nation? I feel like I should visit the city one last time.
And so, he flew to the east, far to the east. Fast and high he went until
the city lights faded, and there was nothing left but a great black sea
beneath him.
A few hours passed, and he waited. Then he saw a faint glimmer of
orange. It grew brighter and brighter. Then he saw the sun. It hadn’t
completely disappeared; that much was obvious. But it was hiding its face
from Toontown. It stayed as far from the toons as possible because they
had insulted it.
Across the ocean, he could see the skyline of Cogtropolis. It was that
beautiful, glistening city from his memories that was always impressive, so
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impressive that it seemed unreal. It was so beautiful, so lonely. He soared
over the gigantic skyscrapers. Nothing had changed. There it stood, empty
but powerful, a symbol of the past somehow surviving in the cruel world
of the present.
The city was perpetually stuck in sunset, the sunset that reminded
him of those memories years ago, of the cogs. He remembered the time he
found his father, when they stood on the roof and saw the end of all their
fears. He felt a pang in his heart as nostalgia overwhelmed him. It
appeared so wonderful that he forgot for a moment what he was doing
here. Then he saw the needle skyscraper, the former headquarters of Cogs
Incorporated. He landed his tiny ship on the roof and stepped outside. It
was surprisingly warm outside. He looked out over the city and marveled
at it.
He sat down and thought about everything. He thought about how he
had left Toontown, his best friend, his career, and everything else. He
thought about the meaning of his life and the meaning of the darkness. He
thought about how confused he was, and how worried he was, and he
didn’t know if he was up to this job or not. All he could do was watch the
sunset until his thinking was interrupted by the sound of an engine behind
him.
Gyro’s other ship landed on the roof behind him. Evina hadn’t spoken
to him in a couple years and wondered why he suddenly showed up at this
time and in this place of all places. When the ship landed, the old chicken
stepped out. He looked extremely old and was so gray now that it was hard
to believe he was once white. He hobbled over to Evina and sat down
beside him. It felt like reliving the past.
“Hello, son,” Gyro said.
“Hi, dad.”
“I had a feeling I would find you here.”
“Really?” Evina asked.
“Yeah, you know, nostalgia and the feeling of wanting to be alone. I
know that feeling. The apple didn’t fall too far from the tree, you know?”
Then he unexpectedly took an apple from his pocket and began eating it.
Evina remained silent for a minute. “How did it come to this?”
“What do you mean?”
“Toontown is full of so much filth that even the sun has abandoned it.
Was it all because of the portal closing? I don’t get the significance. It’s like
everything I did to help this world has backfired.”
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“It’s complicated and boring to explain, but yes, it is a big deal.
Consequently, the toons forgot who they were and what their purpose was;
but the sun never forgets.”
“But if the sun hadn’t left then crime wouldn’t have had the advantage
of the dark.”
“Well, the sun is a toon too, you know, although nobody ever talks
with it. It makes its own decisions, and I don’t think anyone can reason
with it, especially not now.”
“Of course not,” Evina said. “That would be too easy. But enough
about that. Tell me where you’ve been all this time.”
“Oh, I haven’t been up to much,” he said. “I received a message from
the cogs. They’re doing fine. They’re working on some kind of special
project. It probably doesn’t matter to us. Since then, I’ve been wandering,
wondering what else I could do these days. Looking at the condition of
Toontown is depressing, and I can only stand it for so long.”
“I know. I had to get away from it too,” Evina admitted. “I had to quit
my job… among other things.”
“I don’t think this is healthy for you,” Gyro warned.
“Sure, but you did it too,” Evina said. “Neither of us can stay
anywhere for very long. And now that we’re both here, there’s no point in
arguing over what we’ve done. We should focus on where we’re going
next.”
“Agreed,” Gyro said. Then he paused. The smile of seeing his son
faded away into a kind of wrinkled frown. The more Evina looked at him,
the more he appeared like some kind of undead creature. He was a grim
figure, gray and slowly dying. It was horrific what The Shadow had done
to him. “Our days are numbered.”
It was a very grave statement and said without any sarcasm or tone.
This shocked Evina. He had known this all along, but the way it had been
said reminded him of the awful truth he was trying to suppress. His time
was steadily running out. As The Shadow spread throughout their bodies,
they were slowly being eaten away. Soon, their toon forms wouldn’t be able
to withstand it. Then it would end. It would be like they never existed.
“Yeah, I know,” Evina said, trying to keep his voice from quivering.
“But nobody else knows, nor would they care.” He gazed out at the orange
expanse. “This sunset is more than just a light in the sky; it’s the sunset of
our lives. Soon, it will be night, cold and black and…” He shifted his view
down over the edge and dangled his legs absentmindedly. “Do you think
anyone will remember us or will we be erased from their minds too?”
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“I wish I had the answers, son. But I couldn’t tell you.”
“And also, no offense, but you really look awful. It’s hard to see you
so sick.”
Gyro paused a moment. “It’s hard for me to see you too.”
Evina laughed in spite of himself. “No, I’m pretty sure I’m not in as
bad a shape as you are.”
“Oh yeah?” Gyro challenged him. “Tell me, what color are you?”
“You know… red like an apple.”
Gyro took the remaining part of the apple he held and put it up
against Evina’s feathers. The contrast was undeniable. Evina had lost
much of his color and was growing gray just like his father. It wasn’t just
the eyes at all. The color of his life was almost all gone.
“Son of a weasel.”
Gyro shot him a disdaining look.
“Sorry,” Evina said, “but this is just… wrong. I don’t know what else
to say.”
“You’re right,” Gyro said. “It’s pure evil. I’m afraid my days of
inventing and shouting ‘Eureka!’ are over. I’m a thing of the past, and
sadly, it seems you are too. The world has no place for creatures like us.
We are wanderers. We are the dead walking among the living, and it’s too
painful to bear.”
“I can already tell I’m losing power,” Evina said. “Every time I think
of using The Shadow’s force I give up because I feel so weak.”
“You better not use it!” Gyro exclaimed. “You know if you use that
again it’ll probably destroy you on the spot!”
“That’s what I thought,” Evina said.
“And it’s probably aged you much faster than it’s aged me,” Gyro
continued. “We’re probably about the same age now.”
Evina thought about it but didn’t want to. He couldn’t reply, because
he didn’t know what else to say.
“I wonder how much time we have left,” Gyro thought aloud.
“Do I really want to know?”
“I’m thinking… maybe two weeks, and that’s if we’re lucky.”
Evina closed his eyes. Again, he found no words to speak. He wanted
to numb his brain, so he could stop thinking. All he tried to do was stare at
the sunset. The warm glow felt like the most important thing right now.
“Ok, I’ve told you what I’ve been up to,” Gyro said. “Now, I want you
to tell me where you’re going.”
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Evina considered the best way to say it. “Um, well, ever since that day
we went to Earth, I’ve had this dream that keeps coming back. It’s about
something in the future, something huge and dark. It has nothing to do
with Toontown or the crime or any of this familiar stuff. This is something
new. And ever since Doom was destroyed I feel like he’s had something to
do with it. That whole story of wanting to destroy Earth still haunts me.
He was a toon. Who would create something like that?”
Gyro shrugged. “He’s gone now. I don’t see how it matters.”
“It does matter,” Evina insisted, “because I’ve done too much trying
to protect this world. I’ve been chosen to protect it. I can’t sit back and
watch it crumble, wondering if it’s going to be attacked at any moment by
some evil force much greater than anything we’ve seen before! Because if
somebody is out there creating monsters like Doom, I don’t think we’re
ever safe, never, no matter what! I need to know where the darkness is
coming from!”
“And where would you look for it? You have a couple weeks left to live,
probably less, and I don’t see how you could do much good at this point.”
“I have some ideas.”
“Ideas that will probably go nowhere.”
“I still have that book we found. If I can discover where it came from—
”
“Do you really think that will make a difference?”
“Yes, I think it will! Because unless you have some other kind of
explanation for this it’s the only thing I have to guide me to what I need to
do!”
Gyro sighed. He knew he had been defeated. “Alright, Evina. Go
ahead. I can’t stop you, but I am going to miss you. I’ll miss you so much.
I only wish we could have lived out the rest of our short days together.”
“I wish I could,” Evina admitted, “but we both know I can’t do that.
Mom named me my name for a reason, and I would never forgive myself
if I knew I had a chance to do something and didn’t at least try. I’m going
to figure this out even if it’s the last thing I do.”
Gyro was frozen again, barely looking alive. “I really love you son, and
I hope you find what you’re looking for. I hope you can make one last
change because, personally, I think this is the last generation of our world.
It’s going to end.”
Evina looked at Gyro and knew that he was a symbol of Toontown,
old, scared, and falling apart. It was almost at an end. There wasn’t much
else he could do. All he could do was try. That was all it would take to
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satisfy himself, even if it was fruitless. “I love you too, dad, and I always
will.” He scooted over and hugged him. “I probably won’t see you again.”
“Then I bid you farewell. And whatever you do, do it terrifically. I
don’t believe in much anymore, but I still believe in you.”
And then with that, Evina stood up and walked to his small ship. He
didn’t think about taking any supplies now. There wasn’t much he needed.
He just wanted to get moving as fast as possible. So, he took off for the
skies and left Cogtropolis, turning now to the northwest. Tears came to his
eyes, but he fought them. He never looked back. The world was dying, and
he was in search of something, anything, any hope at all.

CHAPTER 4

TRUTH REVEALED
A long time passed. Any town or settlement was long behind him now.
Nobody lived in this tundra. The temperature dropped, and a layer of fog
descended. Evina flew further into the Northern Wastelands, hoping that
he would find what he was looking for. Then he saw the icy slopes of the
mountains rise from the ground, and the labyrinth of peaks appeared
before him. It was a huge area, and he was discouraged knowing that he
would have to search on foot, but he had to start somewhere.
He put on his coat, landed the ship, and stepped outside. He was
immediately slammed with the frozen wind, and the coat did little to
protect him. There would be no rescue out here, and if he didn’t find the
monks it would likely become his grave. Nevertheless, he moved forward.
Hours passed, and he was trudging through the deep snow in a
canyon between two glaciers. His whole body was already numb. He was
in a trance, hearing nothing except the crunch of ice beneath his feet.
Then he saw something glimmer. In faint lines, the mysterious eye
symbol was seen carved into the glacier.
This must have been what Pippenhopper saw when he was lost.
Perhaps I’m not too far.
Evina looked all around, but there was nobody to be seen, just snow
and ice. He felt strangely motivated by an urge to climb the glacier, so he
started ascending slowly. When he reached the top, he crawled along a
narrow ledge. Then a break appeared in the glacier, and a path led up to
the top of it. From there, he found rocks, and he knew he was on a
mountain. There was a lot more climbing ahead.
Hours must have passed though he couldn’t measure it accurately. He
was almost at the top of the mountain. Step by step, rock by rock, he went
up. The view was amazing but, when he looked down, he remembered that
a little slip would send him falling to an icy end.
He was almost to the top when he encountered something
unexpected, an ancient wooden door. Evina stood there puzzled for a
moment. Then he rapped on the door with a frozen fist, and a few icicles
fell off. He didn’t expect it to be answered, thinking for a second that this
had all been a waste of precious time. But surprisingly, it opened with a
loud creak.
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A monk appeared with its face hidden behind its hood. It didn’t speak
but apparently saw what it needed because it promptly shut the door.
Evina thought he had been rejected and was about to knock again, but then
he heard voices inside. He couldn’t make out what they were saying, but it
was probably about him. Then the door opened again, wider this time, and
he was let inside.
It was too dark to see anything at first, but his eyes gradually adjusted
to see the candlelit interior. He was so glad it was warm inside, so warm
compared to the arctic wind that it almost felt hot. Evina could see what
species the monk was. He was a cat, but somehow different from the cats
back in Toontown. He beckoned Evina to follow.
Evina walked behind him down a narrow hallway, past many rooms
without doors that he didn’t have time to look into, until he arrived in a
chamber with a dozen other monks. They were seated to the left and to the
right, and one was standing in the center. He was a kind of toon Evina
hadn’t seen before, a hedgehog.
After a moment’s silence, the hedgehog spoke. “Woe to the forces of
darkness. They never cease but must be fought. Abusers of the truth will
perish. The Graphite will live.”
The other monks repeated what he said.
“Greetings, guest,” he said. “Please be seated.”
Evina glanced around before sitting on the floor with the others.
“Now for the questions you already know I’m going to ask. Who are
you and why have you come here?”
Evina had almost forgotten the answers to both questions. “My name
is… Evina Gearloose, and I am here because of this.” He held up the book.
There was continued silence. “May I ask who you are?”
The hedgehog stepped forward and stared down into Evina’s face
with a piercing glare. Then finally he spoke. “We are the Children of
Graphite,” he replied. He reached for the book, and Evina gave it to him.
“But you didn’t answer my other question. Why are you here? Why should
the elders listen to you? Is it just because you found a copy of our book?
How can we know you are not a servant of the darkness?”
Evina could tell he needed to be a lot more open about his situation.
“I’m here because of The Shadow. It sent me to find the book. Then it led
me here to you.”
“And no doubt you learned of its nature from the book it led you to
find. This is hard to believe. It’s a mysterious and mischievous force, and
yet…” He paused and stared deeply into Evina’s eyes. “I can see it in your
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eyes. It is risky, but I must assume your words are true.” The hedgehog ran
his hand over the book and turned around to walk back to his original
position. Then he sat down. They were all in a circle now. “I am Master
Sherspine. Welcome to our home, Mr. Gearloose and Shadow. You have
come in our time of greatest need.”
Evina was confused. “What do you mean?”
“I mean, the pieces are falling into place as we speak that will make
for unprecedented catastrophe. We always knew you were coming but
never knew your identity or what day you would arrive.”
“How did you know?”
“These things are revealed in the dark, in whispers, but it was enough
to know that the mighty hero was coming.”
Evina had expected to hear this, and it both pleased and annoyed him,
for while he had desired to make a final change in the world, he wasn’t in
the mood for being a superhero again. “Ok, how can you be sure it’s me?
What catastrophe are we facing? And what am I supposed to do about it?”
The master gestured to another monk to speak. It lowered its hood to
reveal a white monkey. She answered him. “Your name has special
meaning in a language familiar to us. I can sense you’ve already learned
this fact. It’s not so much that we know you’re the chosen one for this task
but that it cannot be done by anyone else.”
“Why?” he demanded.
“The Shadow would never face us unless it was aware of that fact.
Only one with its influence can bear the journey. This is what all the
evidence suggests.”
“What journey?”
“Patience, young one. All of your questions will be addressed in time,
but first, you must open your mind. Otherwise, our words will be uttered
in vain. Now, please calm your mind.” A monk on the other side of the
room lit a stick of incense. The room began to fill with intensely fragrant
smoke.
Evina grew dizzy, but his spiritual awareness was enhanced, and he
felt the dark presence waning. “I think The Shadow is… falling asleep,” he
said.
“You would be correct,” the monkey said. “The truths we must teach
you would be best learned without an untrustworthy trickster trying to
interfere. Now, how are you feeling?”
Evina was doing surprisingly well. “I feel calm and prepared,” he said.
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“Good, now you must be well rested before I can answer the rest of
your questions. Master Sniffens, will you escort Mr. Gearloose to his
room?”
“Yes, Master Pearl,” a voice answered. It sounded like a young girl. A
monk stood up, and a pink hand took Evina by the arm. He was obedient
and followed her to a small, unadorned room like all the others. There was
a simple mat to sleep on and a couple blankets. He turned around, and the
monk lowered her hood. She was a mouse much shorter than him and
appeared very young. “I know you are eager to learn,” she told him, “but
you must rest before we can explain.”
“Alright,” Evina agreed reluctantly. “And by the way, how old are
you?”
She looked confused. “Two hundred forty-two. Why do you need to
know?”
“Never mind,” he insisted. He sat down on his mat and she left.
I don’t think I can sleep here. This place is so strange, and yet the
toons in there could have all the answers. How can I calm down and sleep
at a time like this? Time is running out!
Nevertheless, he tried the best he could to rest, and he eventually
succeeded after some time. There were no dreams.
He woke up the next day, or at least it felt like the next day. He was
feeling much more relaxed than before. Night and day probably didn’t
matter here because the lighting inside and outside never changed. The
Shadow was still asleep, but he didn’t expect it would last that way forever.
He stood up and walked to the main room where all the monks were
silently seated in the same positions as before. Perhaps they never left the
room. Another stick of incense was burned, and while the smoke began to
spread, one of the monks handed Evina a tray of food with some grains
and fruit. His mind was opening again, a feeling that was difficult to
describe, but it was calming, and he felt readier than ever to start whatever
he was supposed to do.
Almost as though it was in response to his thoughts, Master Sherspine
spoke, “Yes, it is time to talk. You want to know about this catastrophe and
your part in all of this, yes?”
“Yes,” Evina replied.
“First, I must explain who we are, why our words should matter to
you, and why should you trust us. The Children of Graphite is an order so
ancient that it has no known beginning. We are found on almost every
world in the tooniverse. We seek to protect it and unlock its mysteries.”

TRUTH REVEALED

438

“Why do you hide from the other toons?” Evina interrupted, and he
was suddenly embarrassed for sounding rude.
“We prefer not to get involved in their story. That is their job, not
ours. We seek the common good of all life, not just the beings of one
world.”
“And you communicate with the other groups?” Evina felt inquisitive
and couldn’t help but ask all the questions on his mind.
“We are united, connected, whatever you’d like to say. The point is,
we believe we know what’s best for the tooniverse. We want to make sure
it is protected, and we need your complete trust. You do trust us, yes?”
“Yes, I trust you,” Evina said.
“Very good, because you may not be pleased with what you are about
to hear. This catastrophe is nothing short of the destruction of both toon
and human universes. This is no rumor; it is a fact and closing in on us far
too quickly. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Evina said again, even though he was completely confused.
“Make no mistake! The problem we face is much greater than the
criminals in Toontown, the portal closing, or the quarrel with the sun.
Perhaps you know something of this?”
Evina thought about it. “Doom,” he whispered.
“Yes, Doom, although he was only a byproduct of the true root of the
problem. We have pinpointed the real threat. It is still on Earth. Your job
is to find it and eliminate it.”
“Why can’t anyone of you do it?”
“Ah, this is where the problem gets tricky. This is why you, with The
Shadow, must do this alone. We believe this evil is driven not by a toon but
by a memory, a diseased memory. And how would one go about fighting
something so formidable when it is not tangible?”
“I don’t know,” Evina admitted. As hard as he tried to keep his mind
open, this was hard to take in.
“Let me explain it this way,” Sherspine suggested. “While in this
universe, the other one does not actually exist. To the humans, we do not
exist. What we are after is in neither. But for every division, there is a place
in between, even if it can’t be seen. Tell me, where can you be somewhere
that lies between what exists and what doesn’t?”
Evina considered it. “I still don’t know.”
“Are you sure?”
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Evina racked his brain, but nothing made sense. Then, just before he
was about to give up, the answer presented itself. Now it felt quite obvious.
“Dreams.”
“Yes, Mr. Evina, dreams. There is a place where every creative
thought ever imagined by every human that ever lived is crammed into a
single realm. It is between what is real and what is not. What I speak of is
the dream zone, or limbo as it is sometimes called. The dream zone is
stranger by far than either of the two universes. I can sense that you’ve
already seen our problem, even if it was only a small part.”
“I have.” Evina remembered the recurring nightmare that caused him
to leave Toontown in the first place. “So, basically, I have to go to sleep?”
“No,” Sherspine said. “Sleeping will not help you, even in the deepest
slumber. Even we, through our knowledge, practice, and meditation, have
only just scratched the surface. And the deeper one goes, the more bizarre
and unpredictable things become, the harder it is to escape. That being
said, we must ask you to do something impossible. And unfortunately,
there is no alternative.” He paused for a moment.
“What must I do?” Evina begged to know.
“You must do what we have never done before. You must traverse this
plane of existence and physically enter the dream zone. Only then can you
find this enemy and neutralize it.”
“How do I go inside?”
“We are almost certain of a way to let you in. You will be taught.”
“And once I neutralize that threat, whatever it is, how do I get out?”
There was not an immediate response. Evina had been afraid of the
answer, even though it wasn’t entirely unexpected.
“We cannot promise you will,” the master admitted. “You will cease
to exist as reality in both universes. The chance of escape is slim if not
nonexistent. But if you cannot do it, no one can.”
“Please don’t be offended that we’re asking you to sacrifice yourself,”
the white monkey said. “It is for the good of all life.”
“It’s fine,” Evina said. “Don’t worry about me. My life is already about
to end soon because of The Shadow. And you already know that, don’t
you?”
They were silent for a moment. At last, the hedgehog spoke. “So, you
agree to do it?”
“I suppose another death sentence couldn’t hurt at this point. So, yes,
I’ll do it.”

CHAPTER 5

THROUGH THE PORTAL
Master Sherspine smiled with a spark of hope in his eyes that Evina
thought looked out of character from his somber demeanor. “Excellent! I
only wish we had more time to teach you, but regrettably, we are in a
hurry.”
“Okay,” Evina said, “so, what do I do now?”
Master Pearl jumped to her feet. “This is what we will do: First, you
will receive a graphite mask. I sense you are already familiar with these.”
“Yes,” Evina said, “perhaps too familiar.”
“Next, we will use our combined energy to open a portal to Earth.”
“What!? You can open a portal? I wish we had known how to do that
on our last adventure. Where will it take me?”
“We will try to place you as close to the threat as possible, but you
may still have to travel some distance. Then, you must locate the threat
using The Shadow and neutralize it.”
“Are you sure The Shadow will cooperate?” Evina asked. He expected
some kind of punishment after putting it to sleep with the monks.
“It has cooperated with us thus far,” Sherspine said, “though we don’t
yet know why. Regardless, we must rely on its help until the end. There is
no other way. But be vigilant! Always be wary of its tricks!”
“I promise I will,” Evina said. “Now I only need to know how to enter
the dream zone.”
“I was about to get to that,” Pearl said. “The final step, to enter the
dream zone, will require a special ritual.” She walked over to the place
where the incense had burned and collected some ash into a small leather
pouch. Then she handed it to Evina. “Sprinkle the ash in an unbroken
circle around you at arm’s length. Then kneel down inside it, close your
eyes, and speak these words: Realm of dreams and visions, desires and
fears: open for me, that I may learn your secrets and find asylum
therein.”
As she spoke the words, there was a sudden chill in the air, and the
other monks cringed.
“Those exact words?” Evina asked.
“Yes,” the monkey said. “It is a translation from the original words in
the ancient language, but still, we shudder at the sound of them. This
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incantation is not usually uttered by anyone seeking to do good; still, it
must be done.”
“And this ritual will make me enter the dream zone… just like that?”
“It should if it is done properly. None of us have dared try it before.”
“How comforting,” Evina muttered.
With a motion of her hand, Master Pearl summoned a couple of
monks who came with pencils to apply the mask. They worked speedily
and, although it was not the prettiest mask Evina had seen, it was suitable
enough for the work he had to do.
“Now, off to your spaceship to await the opening of the portal,”
Sherspine said. “Meeting you was the greatest honor.”
“Yes, it was,” Evina said with sadness. He was never going to see them
again, or anyone else for that matter. “I promise I will do all I can.”
The hedgehog smiled. “We cannot fully express our gratitude, Master
Gearloose.”
Evina walked to the front door, put on his coat, and stepped outside.
A rush of frozen air immediately slammed his body, and The Shadow
abruptly awoke. It was irritated but didn’t do anything. Evina felt it would
be cooperative.
Down the side of the mountain, he slid. The moment he reached the
bottom, he sprinted toward his ship. He knew where it was, and it was a
lot faster to go this way than the way he came. As he climbed inside, he
could already see a giant circle forming in the sky. The portal was opening.
He lifted off the ground and sped toward the circle at full speed. It glowed
in a mesmerizing way, making him feel disoriented.
With a loud whoosh and a dazzling gleam of swirling light, Evina left
the tooniverse and returned to Earth. As the portal closed, he was left in
darkness. Suddenly, he felt anxiety again. That was it. There was no going
back now. He was stuck on Earth, alone until the end. No friends could
reach out to him here. No Harry, no Gyro, no Glue Stick, no Kate, no
Children of Graphite even. It was just Evina and The Shadow.
As his eyes adjusted to the dark, the lights on the tiny ship’s control
panel came into view. Apparently, it was night wherever he was. A loud
beeping noise notified him of his dropping elevation. Still struck with
dizziness, he hadn’t noticed the sharp descent.
He instinctively pulled the wheel back as hard as he could, but it was
too late. Before he knew what was happening, the ship collided with the
ground in a fiery explosion.
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When Evina came to, he was face down on the ground in pain. He
looked up and found himself in a vast, empty desert. Smoke was billowing
from the ground behind him. The ship was gone.
Dad’s going to kill me, he thought. Actually, no he won’t. We don’t
have any time left, anyway. I guess I’ll have to walk the rest of the way.
And so, he stood up and walked. The Shadow guided him forward,
although he had no idea where he was headed or how long it would take to
reach it. There was no indication of anything out here.
He walked through the desert for hours. There seemed to be no end
in sight. The first glimmer of daylight appeared on the horizon behind him,
so he knew he was going west. Now he saw that there was a town up ahead,
and he was almost at its borders. He knew he looked terribly dirty, but he
didn’t care. The mask was still intact. All he had to do was find a way to get
out.
It wasn’t long before he found a car repair shop. A man was standing
outside the garage, looking down at some car’s engine.
Evina approached him. “Excuse me, sir.”
The man turned around and almost jumped at seeing Evina’s dirty,
appearance. “Oh, hi. How may I help you?” he asked hesitantly.
Evina opened his mouth but didn’t know what to say. Nobody was
going to believe him. But at this point, he knew he had to try, regardless of
the consequences. “I need help,” he said. “I’m from another world, and my
ship crashed in the desert. I need a car to continue my journey. The fate of
the world depends on it.” He knew how stupid it sounded but, to his
surprise, the man grinned.
“Well, how about that?” the man said, looking out at the smoke rising
in the distance. “I’ll be glad to help you. I’m a believer, by the way.” Then
he shook Evina’s hand vigorously. “Come with me!”
Evina followed the man into the shop where he pulled the cover off
an old hot rod. Its paint was red and sparkly with flames on the sides.
“This is Julie,” the man said. “I’ve been keeping her for a special
occasion like this. Now, promise to take good care of her, alright?”
“I will,” Evina promised. “And thank you again. You have no idea how
much help this is.”
“I’m happy to do anything I can for our extraterrestrial friends,” he
said, “but in return, tell your leaders to take my family off the abduction
list. We’re not interested in being part of your experiments.”
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“Um… sure,” Evina said. Then he took the keys, waved goodbye, and
drove out of the garage with a roar of the engine. The car rocketed away on
the highway headed west. He passed a sign that read:
Now leaving
Roswell, NM

*

*

*

He drove through the desert all day toward the place The Shadow
directed him. An endless expanse of dirt and sagebrush went by. He
stopped for fuel but never rested. The day passed, and it was nearly
midnight by the time he reached the ocean. This place felt familiar. It
wasn’t far from where Doom had taken them before.
Evina stepped out of the car and felt a cool, salty wind. It was too
cloudy to see any stars. Nothing but a gloomy shroud of darkness hung
over the sea. There was nobody in sight. He turned around and saw little
lights up on a hilltop. There was a large house up there. He knew what he
was looking for was in there. The only question was whether to go now or
wait until day. He was exhausted, but on the other hand, he didn’t have
time to waste. Anxiety gnawed at him with each passing moment.
He decided to at least take a look. Quietly, he ran up the hill and
approached the house from behind. He didn’t dare use any light, nor did
he need it; The Shadow revealed every object in the dark.
He hopped onto a short stone wall and peered in through a window.
Inside, he saw lavish rooms filled with golden light, but not a soul was in
sight. He considered his options and decided that now would be the best
time to strike. So, he quickly opened the window and climbed into the
room. It was silent. He hesitated, wondering if this was actually the place
he was supposed to be, but The Shadow urged him forward.
Down a dim hallway, there was a door slightly ajar. Evina crept
toward it and glimpsed inside. He saw something he wasn’t expecting. A
very old human man was there, sitting in a wheelchair connected to tubes
and noisy machinery. He abruptly awoke and turned to look at the intruder
in the doorway. “Who are you?” he demanded with a raspy voice.
Evina didn’t answer because he was confused. Could this person
really be a threat to the whole universe?
“Answer me!” the man growled.
“I am Evina Gearloose, chosen one of The Shadow, here to defend my
people.”
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“Shadow?” the man asked. “What is The Shadow? I know who you
are. You’re a toon! I knew a toon would come to torture me during my last
days. It’s too perfect. Here I am at my weakest. Are you here to kill me!?
Do you want revenge!?”
“No,” Evina said. “To be honest, I don’t know who you are. All I know
is that there’s an evil threat here, something that could destroy the world.”
“Darn right, there is,” the man said. “Perhaps you’ve met my brilliant
creation.”
“You mean Doom?”
“Yes, but why didn’t he destroy you?”
“I destroyed him first.”
“You’re lying!”
“Really? When did you last hear from him?”
The man’s face tightened in anger. The weariness in his gray eyes
became hatred. “Why you…!” He struggled to reach something behind his
back. It was a vial filled with some fluid. He threw it at Evina, and it
shattered. The dip erased Evina’s mask, and the duck was revealed.
The man was awestruck. “So, you used a mask, but why didn’t you
melt?”
“I’m immune to dip. It’s because of The Shadow I mentioned earlier.”
Evina took out the bag of ash and proceeded to sprinkle the circle around
him.
“Now you’re getting my floor dirty! You’re lucky you found me here
alone. During the day, you wouldn’t have a chance to escape. Do you know
why I created the Dooms? Do you know why I’m going to destroy your
universe?”
“I’ve heard rumors,” Evina said, “but I don’t have time for chit-chat.”
“Mark my words, there’s nothing you can do to stop me! You will all
suffer what you deserve! Everyone will!”
Evina ignored him, knelt down, and closed his eyes. He took a deep
breath and concentrated. At last, he spoke the incantation. “Realm of
dreams and visions, desires and fears: open for me, that I may learn your
secrets, and find asylum therein.”
The ash burned brightly, and a wall of darkness rose above it,
enveloping him in a black dome. The earth was gone, and he fell, sinking
into an endless sea of thought. He felt a strange sensation like he was being
pulled apart, but it did not hurt. Confusion overcame him, and his mind
spun around and around until his consciousness began to fade away. He
had entered the dream zone.

CHAPTER 6

THE DREAM
Tick tock tick tock. There was a loud, constant noise.
Where is it coming from? Where am I? Why can’t I see?
Evina opened his eyes to a blurry white haze. His head hurt. He
gasped for breath and rubbed his eyes. “What is this all about?” he said
aloud. He stood up carefully and examined his surroundings. He was in an
empty room. He still didn’t know how he got there.
“I was traveling somewhere,” he reasoned. “I was trying to find
something… but what?” He rubbed his head again. The pain was starting
to ease a little. There were bits and pieces of memories floating through
his mind. He struggled to put them together.
“There were monks. They talked to me. They said I had to do
something.”
Tick tock tick tock. The noise continued. Evina covered his ears to
think more clearly. But he began to lose his balance. He toppled over and
rolled to the wall. Gravity held him there. The wall became the floor.
He reexamined the room and, this time, he saw a giant clock. It was
the cause of the ticking. It had no numbers on it, only hands. As the
seconds ticked by, the room rotated. Or in other words, the second hand
controlled the direction of gravity.
Evina was seized with a feeling of urgency. “Think! What happened
to me!? I was sent to find something. I had to go somewhere. I went to a
house on the coast. Then I did a ritual and…” he paused. “Did I really step
into another world?” He dropped and rolled to the next wall. “No. This is
no world. This is the dream zone, and I have to find that memory!”
He stood up and ran to the next wall before he would start rolling.
Then he darted to the clock. It was enormous, but he spotted a hole in its
face. There was some kind of tunnel by the minute hand. As time passed,
it was slowly being covered up.
Evina grabbed the second hand and was carried up the clock face to
the minute hand, reaching the tunnel just in time. As he climbed inside, it
increasingly became dark until the minute hand covered the tunnel
completely. The ticking stopped, and he was alone in the dark.
Onward he crawled until it ended at another room. A light turned on
automatically, and he saw himself surrounded on all side by bright red
creatures.
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“Stop!” Evina shouted, but nothing was moving. He closed his eyes
but heard no sound. Then he looked again and saw the figures still
standing all around him. “Who are you?”
Nobody answered. Evina took a step toward one. The creatures took
a step forward as well. Evina continued moving until he stood only feet
away from one. He saw his reflection. “Oh, it’s me!”
But something else surprised him. He wasn’t gray anymore, and his
eyes appeared normal. It was almost like The Shadow had left him. He
searched his mind but felt nothing. He was free.
I wonder where The Shadow went to. Maybe it can’t survive in the
dream zone. But then why would it help me to get here? I’m so confused…
There was a faint echo. Here in the dream zone, Evina could hear his
thoughts aloud. The confusion and confused thoughts continued. It was
hard to navigate through this maze of mirrors. It seemed that whenever he
took a step another Evina would step toward him. But eventually, he found
his way out into a long, straight hallway. Both sides of the hall were lined
with windows that lit the hall unevenly with different colors.
Evina looked through a window and saw a peaceful ocean under a
blue sky. In the distance, there was a lone tropical island. He turned to
another window and saw the unmistakable skyline of Cogtropolis. The sun
was setting. Through another window, he saw a castle in shambles.
Disneyland was reduced to rubble. Through another window, he saw a
forest full of golden trees, with leaves shimmering in the sunlight like
coins. Through another window, he saw the library of Pete’s Palace. A
familiar-looking cat was studying in a corner.
But through the last window he saw something he had never seen
before. It was a hospital. Someone was lying on a bed, motionless. Evina
couldn’t see who it was because a doctor came into the room and blocked
his view. He spoke something to a nurse. The nurse placed a sheet over the
victim’s face.
Evina was startled by a sudden noise. He turned around and heard
voices whispering all around him. They were too quiet and distorted to
understand, but they were everywhere. He left the hall and entered a
chamber surrounded by twelve identical looking doors. “Well this is
hopeless,” he said. “Where should I go now?”
Using gut instinct, he chose a door and opened it a crack. It was pitch
black inside, and he heard the whispering voices again. He had a strong
urge to run away, so he shut the door immediately. Then he selected
another door. This one was more promising. It was the familiar rusty
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warehouse of the Sellbot Factory, or at least it looked like it. He went
inside, and the door vanished behind him. The place was empty.
Evina ran to the door leading to the silos. The metal doors opened for
him, but he was startled to see graffiti someone had scribbled on the wall
in crimson ink. It read:
I am The Master
You are the doodle
Obedience brings treats
Rebellion brings punishment
“How strange,” he said. Warily, he walked to the lift to take him to the
silos. There was the sound of whirring motors, and soon he was at the top.
He stepped off and gazed at his surroundings.
This factory was only partially complete. The train of thought had
been interrupted, leaving gaps in the geometry. Beyond the silos was the
white void he had seen before, the space where no thought existed.
I’m afraid of running into more dead ends. I should find some
dreams that are more complete, maybe that’s the key to finding what I’m
looking for.
He went to the edge of the silo and looked down. “Should I jump?” He
was answered by the sound of bending metal. This scene was
disintegrating. The factory turned into dust, and Evina fell.
He fell through a ceiling and landed painfully on red carpet. Looking
up, he saw the angry face of a finely-dressed human woman. “Be quiet!”
she whispered loudly.
Evina stood up and saw himself in the back of an old theater. It was
ornately decorated and had a large audience. An opera was being
performed on the stage. Whoever was singing was terribly off key. Evina
couldn’t tell if the dreamer was the man on stage or one of the people
watching him. In any case, the sight made him cringe. As the people
started to boo, Evina walked toward the exit.
“It’s terrible, isn’t it?” said the usher standing at the door.
“Yeah, pretty bad,” Evina said.
“You know, you could go out this exit if you wanted. But you won’t
find The Master by playing it safe.” There was a strange grin on his face.
“What are you talking about?”
“Sorry, I figured you knew. After all, you are a doodle.”
“What? No, I’m not. And who is this master you’re talking about?”
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“You’ll find out in good time, sir. But the decision’s up to you. Do you
want to leave the performance or not?”
Evina paused and considered his options. “Actually, on second
thought, I’ll stay.” He went to an empty seat and sat down. As the minutes
passed, he became increasingly worried and restless.
This makes no sense. If this is a human dream, then why is the usher
talking about doodles? Why did he notice me at all? Do I have any
influence in these dreams? And why do I feel itchy?
Evina looked down at himself and saw furry legs. He gasped and
blinked. In a fraction of a second, he was back to his normal self. Now the
opera was coming to a close. All the players gathered on stage for one final
scene. The singing was worse than before, and the audience hated it.
Maybe I have to take his advice and stop playing it safe. Maybe I
should get in on the action to find what I need. I don’t know. Should I
really do this?
Evina made up his mind to do it. And at the final note, he ran as fast
as he could to the stage and leaped onto it in front of the actors. Everyone
gasped, and the theater became dead silent.
“Um… yeah,” Evina mumbled. “I’m not supposed to be in this dream,
but here I am anyway. Look at me, everyone! I’m a duck in an opera! Lala-la-la-la!”
The audience screamed and began throwing things at him. He didn’t
know what else to expect. The dream immediately began disintegrating,
and moments later, another one materialized around him.
It was cold, dark, and devoid of color. He was in a forest, or what used
to be one. Dead trees surrounded him. The air was dank and filled with
thick fog. It was unsettling. Evina felt a shiver run down his spine. He
didn’t know what he was supposed to do.
A piercing scream tore through the air. Evina turned and saw a
human girl running a short distance away. “It’s going to get me!” she
screamed.
Evina darted after her. “Who’s following you?” he shouted. She didn’t
hear him but kept running. Evina tripped over a fallen log but scrambled
to his feet and continued following her.
The girl stopped at a cave and turned around. She was petrified with
fear and breathing heavily. There was clearly something else out here.
Something was running or galloping toward them, but Evina couldn’t see
it through the fog.
“Come with me into the cave!” he said.
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“No,” she sobbed. “I won’t go.”
“Now!” Evina grabbed her hand and pulled her inside. “No monster
will get you when I’m here.”
“Don’t be so sure,” an ominous voice said.
Evina froze and almost had a heart attack. “Show yourself,” he said
feebly.
“Not now, but soon,” it said.
The girl screamed and let go of Evina’s hand. He flailed his arms
around, but she was nowhere to be found.
“You’re going deeper now,” the voice said. “You’ve done well. Now,
walk onward.”
Evina gulped. “And where will I go?”
“Walk,” it ordered.
Evina reluctantly walked forward. Although there was no light in the
cave, he could feel the path sloping downward. The path became so steep
that it became steps. The air became steamy, and he started to sweat, but
he continued to walk. The further he went, the dizzier he became. The
dream surrounding him felt thick and heavy. It was a feeling he could find
no words to accurately describe. The still air was almost tangible, pressing
into him from all sides.
At last, he reached the bottom of the cave. It ended in a cubic room
with rusty metal walls. A small hospital bed was in the center of the room,
with restraining straps for head, arms, and legs. A spotlight shined down
on it. Next to the bed was a table. On the table was a glass bowl full of black
jellybeans.
Evina became nauseous at the sight of the beans. He had never seen
these before, but they felt strangely familiar to him. His mouth watered,
and he felt compelled to pick one up.
What am I thinking? I don’t feel hungry, and it’s probably poisonous.
So, why do I feel this way?
His legs became weak, and he felt short of breath. The sweating
intensified. He needed to do something quick. His hand reached for the
bowl. No matter how hard he tried to resist, the compulsion was too
strong. He picked up a bean and brought it up to his mouth. The moment
it touched his tongue, an icy cold shiver spread outwards and filled his
whole body. His senses were overwhelmed, and he blacked out once more.

CHAPTER 7

THE NIGHTMARE
Evina’s head was spinning. Not again! Where am I now? I feel so sick.
“Evina?” a concerned voice said. “Oh, it is you. Are you alright?”
Evina knew that voice, and he tried to answer, but it only came out as
a nonsensical mumble.
“Kyle, come over here! Look who I found!”
The sound of approaching footsteps stopped a few feet from where he
was lying. “Why is he so sweaty?”
Evina opened his eyes to see the faces of Jenny and Kyle standing over
him. This couldn’t be possible. He clambered to his feet and found himself
in the middle of a very familiar place. It looked the same as the day he left
it. “Ok, now this is weird.”
The sky was black, the lights on the buildings were glowing, and there
was the smell of crime and despair in the air. This couldn’t be anywhere
but Toontown Central. “So… how did I get here?” Evina asked.
“We were hoping you could tell us that,” Jenny said. “When we saw
you storm out of HQ like that, we figured you weren’t feeling well. So, we
had to do what any good friend would do and look for you.”
“Yeah,” Kyle said, “and why did you suddenly become red?”
Evina looked down at himself. The Shadow had indeed left him.
“Yeah, I guess I’m cured.”
“That doesn’t matter right now,” Jenny insisted. “Why don’t you walk
with us?”
Evina strolled with his old friends around the playground. He was
having trouble coping with this new reality, even though it was exactly like
he remembered it, down to the smallest detail. The dream zone had felt so
real, as real as this was now. He wondered if he was losing his mind. Is it
possible that The Shadow could have left me so quickly? If so, why now?
Why not after I had defeated Doom? And is Gyro cured as well?
“You look distracted,” Kyle said. “Are you feeling any better?”
“Yeah, better than before,” Evina admitted, “but I still have no clue
what’s going on.”
“I get it. You probably hit your head or something. You may have been
unconscious for an hour or more.”
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“An hour? It felt a lot longer like that! I went to the northern
wastelands. I trained with monks. I went to Earth. I must have been away
for days!”
Kyle looked at Jenny with a look of confusion, and she looked back at
him, shrugging. “I guess it was a pretty bad concussion. Anyway, we’re
sorry that you’re struggling with some personal issues. It must be tough to
deal with… whatever it is you’re dealing with. But, um, don’t you think we
should get back to the real problem?”
“The real problem?”
“Yes,” Jenny said. “s<um and d!rt. Remember them?”
“Of course, I remember them!”
“Then you’ll come back to the police?”
Evina was still struggling to accept this. But since he apparently never
left Toontown Central, and The Shadow was no longer a part of him, there
was nothing stopping him from returning to work. “Sure, I’m in.”
She smiled. “Great! It’s just the three of us against the world again.
Nothing can stop us when we’re together!”
Evina cracked a smile as he walked into the tunnel. “Yeah, I guess
things aren’t so hopeless after all.”
“Oh, there’s just one more question I have to ask you,” Jenny said.
She pulled a horned helmet from behind her back and put it on her head.
“Do you like it?”
Evina was confused. “Um, yeah, I guess.”
Jenny began singing opera badly. Kyle began to join in after a few
seconds.
Evina was seized with a feeling of dread. “This isn’t right,” he said.
“Well, maybe this will help,” Kyle said. He pulled some jellybeans out
of his pocket and offered one to Evina. “Have you been a good doodle?”
Evina barked like a doodle and accepted the jellybean. Wow, that was
yummy… wait… WHAT THE HECK?
He jolted awake and gasped. The sun had appeared, and he was
blinded, but a moment later, a figure blocked it. When his eyes adjusted,
he saw Gyro standing over him, smiling feebly as he usually did. “Are you
alright, son?”
Evina had a headache and was dizzy once again. “I guess… maybe. I
honestly don’t know anymore.” Then he caught a glimpse of the headless
statue. “Oh no, you’ve got to be kidding me!”
“But it’s true!” Gyro said. “You defeated Doom! You saved us all! And
The Shadow has finally left us!”
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Evina stood up as quickly as he could. This looked and felt exactly like
Disneyland, but Toontown Central had felt real too. “I can’t believe it!”
“You were amazing,” Kate said. “It was crazy how you grabbed the
tentacles and–”
“No!” Evina shouted. “Everyone, be quiet! I… I can’t accept this! This
isn’t real!”
“You don’t look so well,” Glue Stick said.
“I’ve had enough of these games!” Evina shouted to the sky. “I know
none of this is real, so STOP IT NOW!”
The world began dissolving before his eyes. Gyro, Kate, and Glue
Stick vanished along with everything else.
A sinister laugh filled the air. “It seems I can’t fool you, Evina. If
reality is what you want, you can have it.”
Evina appeared back in the metal room. His limbs were tightly
strapped to the hospital bed. A bright light shined down on his face,
blinding him. “I demand to know who you are!”
“You already know who I am,” the voice said. “I am The Master.”
“Why don’t you show yourself?”
“Patience, little one. I can’t reveal myself now, but you will see me
soon enough.”
Evina was dizzy and frustrated. “What do you want with me?”
“Before you proceed with this quest of yours, I need to remind you
who is in control. You are not as free as you think you are.”
The spotlight shifted to the table next to the bed. The bowl of black
beans was still there. They were evil and diseased, but the sight of them
made Evina’s mouth water.
“Go ahead,” the voice said, “they won’t hurt you.”
The strap unlatched off Evina’s right hand. He had the urge to take a
bean, but he didn’t. “You are not my master. You can’t make me do
anything!”
The Master laughed lightly. It was terrible to hear.
Evina felt nauseous. He felt weak. He was desperate for a bean. Every
moment that passed felt like a lifetime of pain. His heart was racing. No
matter how hard he tried to resist, his trembling arm slowly reached for
the bowl, and he finally surrendered. Throwing one into his mouth he felt
the icy chill. It was unpleasant at first, but then he felt at ease. Everything
was fine, at least for the time being. Only minutes later, he became restless
again. “Please, don’t make me do this.”
“You must,” The Master said.
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Evina took another bean. A few minutes later he took another. This
cycle continued. It went on for what felt like days until the bowl was finally
empty.
“It seems you’ve finally learned your lesson,” The Master said. “In
time, you’ll see that it’s better this way. Remember where you stand.”
The other restraints were released, and Evina jumped up. The room
appeared to be empty again, but he knew that The Master was still present.
He could feel something watching him. He panicked and ran to the exit as
fast as he could.
The door opened, and he saw that he was not in the cave but in
another part of the dungeon. This place overwhelmed his senses with a
sickening, unnatural feeling. He was lost in a maze of rusty metal walls,
with some disgusting black liquid smeared all over them. Bright lights
shined down from above and followed him down the corridors. He ran and
ran until he was out of breath and broke down in tears.
However, it was at this moment of hopelessness that the walls
suddenly gave way to a chasm. Floating in the air were stones leading to a
more wholesome light up ahead. It was dangerous, but he was desperate
for an escape from this awful nightmare. So, after collecting his courage,
he jumped onto the first stone. It bounced slightly but held his weight. This
continued, step by step, until he finally reached the end. The air over here
was cooler and smelled fresh. It was a welcome relief.
He began to feel relaxed now. Carefully, he followed the path through
a tunnel until it ended at the most beautiful garden he had ever seen. He
had never seen any of these plants before, but they glowed brightly, filling
the void around him with multicolored light. It was warm and comforting,
something he hadn’t experienced in what felt like ages. This felt like home,
a home more comforting than any place he had lived before.
At the center of the garden, there was a large fountain. Its water
shimmered with the light of a million forgotten memories. Standing in the
fountain was a statue of a woman with an outstretched, open hand. Evina
approached slowly and inspected it. It was made of a type of stone he had
never seen before, but there was definitely something familiar about its
shape. He raised his hand and reached for hers. The moment their fingers
touched, the statue transformed into a cloud of vapor. It was strange and
mesmerizing. Then, at last, the specter materialized into a being shining
with light. Evina’s mother stood in front of him.
“Hello, Evina,” she said with a smile.
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Evina was stunned. For a few moments, all he could do was stare.
“Is… is it actually you?”
She nodded but remained silent.
“It’s been so long,” he said. “How can you appear in an awful
nightmare like this?”
“Don’t you remember? Wherever you go, I will be there also. I am
always with you.”
Evina stood in silence for a while, stunned by her presence. His
mission seemed like the least important thing right now. “What should I
do, mom?”
“You will need to discover that for yourself. But I can tell you that
you’re on the right track. You must keep going.”
“Will I ever be able to escape the dream zone?”
She paused. “The future is uncertain. I don’t know how this will end,
but I can offer you some advice.”
“Anything will help,” Evina begged.
“Evina, my son, you have a trial ahead of you. I won’t lie. It will be the
most brutal challenge you ever face. You will learn some horrible things.
Don’t let it crush you. If you’re not careful, it will destroy you and everyone
else.”
“Can I pass this trial?”
“You may or may not. I for one believe in you,” she said warmly. “But
no one will blame you if you fail. This is a lot to ask of any toon.”
“But I have to try,” he insisted. “I can’t turn back now.”
“I never doubted your courage, Evina. But be careful! You have no
more room for error. Don’t believe the lies. And above all else, remember
who you are!”
“The Master told me something like that too.”
“And who do you think you are?”
Evina didn’t know what to say. “I, I’m not sure,” he admitted. “I guess
I’ve been confused about my identity my whole life. Do I belong with the
toons? Do I belong with the cogs? Who is Evina supposed to be?”
“Your name is no coincidence. You will solve this puzzle yourself
before the journey ends. After all, the dream zone has a way of opening the
deepest secrets of the mind.” She paused and looked over her shoulder.
Another doorway was opening. “I think you should get moving to the next
dream.”
“Wait! Is this the last time I see you?”
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“Even though you won’t see me, I promise I will still be with you, until
the very end.”
“I love you, mom.”
She smiled and vanished into smoke. Her last image was burned into
his eyes.
Evina stood still for a minute, watching the last lingering light fade
away. But he came to his senses and knew he couldn’t stay in the garden.
He fought back the tears. He pressed forward into the next dream,
determined to bravely face whatever came next.

CHAPTER 8

THE SHADOW
At the end of the tunnel, Evina was struck by a bright, warm light. He
emerged and saw the shining sun. He was in the center of a bustling city.
It wasn’t a human city; it was a toon city, a very toony city. The buildings
were bouncing up and down to music that echoed from the sky. Unfamiliar
animals were walking through the streets he had never seen before. It had
to be Toontown, even though it was vastly different from the Toontown he
knew.
He walked into the street hesitantly. Although he looked out of place,
it seemed that nobody noticed he was there. This was not the usual dream;
it was a moment in time, a time long ago.
As he walked through the city, he searched for a landmark to figure
out his location, but nothing was even remotely familiar. Suddenly, a
trolley appeared out of nowhere, riding down rails in the middle of the
street. That, at least, looked familiar. Back in those days, it was only used
for transportation, not games.
After a few more minutes of walking, a large shape appeared in the
distance. It was a building, an extremely large building with steam rising
from chimneys in its roof. It was a factory of some kind. He had never seen
a toon building that large before and had no idea why it would be here.
Then Evina saw something else. Sitting on a bench nearby there was
a gray figure. It sat in stark contrast to all the surrounding color, yet
nobody looked at it. As he got closer, he saw it was a duck, and it wore the
same clothes as he did. It was like a dark copy of himself. He had to know
more. So, he went over to the bench and sat down.
The doppelganger didn’t look at him, but it scooted uncomfortable
close to the original. “There’s no need to introduce yourself,” it said. “I
already know your name, but it seems you don’t know mine. I am Igresna,
the mighty gray one, though I am also known by many other names: The
Shadow, The Master, The Dream Haunter, et cetera.”
Evina was repulsed, but he had to stay calm. “Igresna? That sounds
like a word from the old toon language.”
The Shadow grinned. “Oh, that language is far older than Toontown
or even Earth, for that matter. But that’s not important now. What do you
really want to know?”
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Evina had many questions but had to choose which to ask first. “What
is this place?”
“Toontown.”
“But where in Toontown, or… when?”
“It’s the old city, the first of your world. It was the time of toons like
Roger Rabbit, shortly after they left the human world.”
“And what is that building over there?”
“It’s the ACME factory. It’s where the first gags were made. Are you
telling me you don’t recognize it?”
“I’ve never been here before.”
“Haven’t you? Can you honestly tell me you haven’t seen this before?”
Evina tried to focus. Its size and shape he thought he had seen before,
maybe in a different light with different surroundings. Then all of a sudden
it hit him. “It’s the capitol of Cog Nation!”
“Yes, this place has changed a lot since then. In those days, it was a
paradise for toons. Cogtropolis was a distant shadow many years away.”
Evina was briefly overwhelmed with nostalgia, but now was not the
time, and this was not the place. That wasn’t the real capitol, and this
wasn’t the real Toontown. “So, why are you here?” he asked The Shadow.
“I could ask you the same question.”
“I came here by chance. That’s how the dream world works, right?”
The Shadow shook its head. “No, nothing is random. Every choice you
made and every feeling you felt wove a path that brought you here. You
just don’t recognize it yet. But you will.”
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“I’m not going to spoil everything.”
Evina’s was becoming increasingly frustrated. “And why can’t you
show yourself in your real form? I don’t want to see you look like me.”
“First of all, I don’t have a true form.” Then it paused. “Well, actually
I do, but your finite mind doesn’t have the capacity to understand it.
Secondly, I figured that since I’m so close to you now that we are kind of
like a single being, am I right?”
Evina closed his eyes. “You are nothing like me and I’m not like you.”
The gray one smiled and sighed. “Why do you see me as the enemy,
Evina?”
“Because you’re cruel and sadistic. What was that thing about where
you tied me to a table and laughed at me in the dark? You are obsessed
with controlling people, always deciding what you want and how you want
it. You can’t stand it when someone gets in your way.”
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“Your willpower was too strong. I had to remind you who was in
charge. And what’s wrong with control? I deserve to get what I want. Do
you need me to jog your memory? Let’s see now, a decade ago you were a
nobody. I turned you into a hero and saved literally everyone in your
world. It was all part of my plan.”
“But you also infected my father. If he were healthy, my life might
have been better on its own.”
“Infected? Sheesh, let’s not get insulting. Without the cogs, the toons
would have torn themselves to pieces by now. The toons were naïve and
weak. They couldn’t help themselves.”
Evina opened his mouth to speak but quickly shut it again. He stared
forward and tried not to look at the dark figure of himself.
“Yeah, and what about that creep, uh… Harold Doom, was it? Do you
think he would’ve dropped dead on his own? There was no way you could
have found him, let alone fought him, without the cogs, those very same
cogs that continue to live because of me.”
“It doesn’t matter what you’ve done! You had no right to change my
life like that. I could have accepted being normal like everyone else.”
The Shadow was amused, and a grin stretched across its face. “Oh,
Evina, that’s one thing I still can’t understand about you. I gave you a
precious gift, something other toons could only dream of, but you still have
this delusion that you would be happy living some silly normal life. Oh yes,
building a career, finding true love and whatnot, settling down. It’s straight
out of a fairy tale. Tell me, how are you so sure of this?”
Evina still couldn’t answer, but he was feeling more and more
frustrated with each passing moment.
The Shadow shapeshifted into Gyro, older and more miserable than
Evina had ever seen him before. “Aren’t you going to miss spending time
with me, son?”
“Stop!”
Now it shapeshifted into a familiar cat. “Oh yes, Evina, when you
return we will finally be happy together!”
“You don’t understand. We’re just friends!”
“Oh, please! You and I both know you have stronger feelings than
that. You disgust me.”
“What’s disgusting? Is it really that wrong to want to be loved?”
“No, Evina, but it isn’t easy to love something like you. You are not
the average toon. You are little more than a machine. I’ve seen the
darkness within you. You aren’t built for love. Your sole purpose is to
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destroy. Everything you meddle with will be tainted forever, so please,
leave these delusions behind.”
“It’s not a delusion!”
“Yes, it is! You’re a loner like me. You will never be like the others, so
the sooner you accept it and move on the better! There are still fascinating
adventures ahead. Believe me, I still find you very useful.”
“No! I’ve heard enough! You haven’t given me any useful information.
All you do is insult me over and over again. So, leave me alone!”
The Shadow froze. “Is that so?” It turned away from him with a look
of frustration. “Fine. I wanted to do one more favor for you, but it seems
that you don’t want my help. Good luck finding that infected memory on
your own.”
“Wait!” Evina shouted. The Shadow turned around to face him again.
“Do you know where it is?”
“I know everything, kid.”
“Then where do I go to find it?”
The Shadow grinned. “How badly do you want to know?” Then it
sprinted away before Evina had a chance to reply.
“STOP!” Evina pursued him with all his strength. He wasn’t going to
let him get away. He pushed his way through the crowds but finally lost
him. “Shoot! Where did he go?” Then he saw something up ahead. The
doors to the ACME factory opened and something darted inside.
Evina made his way to the entrance, ran past the guards, and entered
the factory. The interior was chaotic. Toon workers lined conveyor belts,
assembling every kind of gag and gizmo imaginable. But once again, The
Shadow was nowhere to be seen.
“Hey, Red, are you looking for me?” a voice shouted.
Evina looked up and saw his elusive target. He hopped onto one of
the belts and was carried into the monstrous tangle of machinery.
“Catch me if you can!” it mocked, bouncing from one machine to
another with ease.
Evina was furious. He pushed himself to the limit but slipped on a
rubber chicken and fell to the floor below, flattening himself.
“So, now are you willing to talk to me?” The Shadow shouted down at
him. “How convenient.”
“If you want me to find this thing, then you’ll have to tell me,” Evina
shouted back. “I’m not going to play any more games!”
The Shadow looked disappointed but finally jumped down in front of
him. “Let’s go outside.”
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Once again, it seemed like none of the dream toons noticed them. It
was a scene in history that couldn’t be altered.
“So, this memory… how do I get to it?”
The Shadow stared ahead like it was observing something invisible.
“Time is a mysterious thing, Evina. It’s not a straight line like you might
imagine. It splits into thousands of branches and merges at times into
fixed events. But one thing is for sure; it is always moving.”
“What is that supposed to mean?”
The Shadow gestured toward the trolley. “Why don’t you take a ride
and see for yourself?” The two of them stepped onto the trolley, the bell
rang, and it rolled along its tracks down the city street.
“So, will this take me where I need to go?”
“It might.”
“Might?”
“Well you see, at this point, it’s up to probability.”
“So, there’s no way of getting there for sure?”
The trolley rolled onto a turntable and switched tracks. They were
headed toward a tunnel.
“I have a good feeling about this one,” it replied.
Evina looked into the tunnel and thought it appeared unusual. It was
not a typical darkness; it was a heavy, ominous darkness. “Are you sure
about this?” he said. The trolley stopped, and all the other toons stepped
off.
“Are you scared of the dark? I thought you were a fully-grown toon.”
The bell rang, and the trolley proceeded into the tunnel. The light of
the old toon city faded away.
“How much longer is it going to take?” Evina asked.
Almost in response to his question, the trolley began to pick up speed.
It went faster and faster. The wind was blowing through his feathers. He
smelled something in the air. It wasn’t the scent of a thing but of a thought.
It was the smell of memories.
“I think your stop is next,” The Shadow said.
“How do I get off?”
“You don’t need to.”
“Stop talking like that! Why can’t you just tell me what to do?”
The Shadow grinned. “Oh, Evina, you always crack me up. I think we
will meet again, sooner than you think.” Its eyes slowly sank into the skull
to became empty, black holes. Then it shapeshifted into a cloud of smoke
and blew away.
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Evina thought back to their conversation on the bench. He had to
admit that The Shadow was right. There was darkness within him. Part of
him had an urge to hurt and destroy. It conflicted with his good nature. It
was there from the very beginning like a nagging voice in the back of his
head. How long could he keep up the struggle? Unfortunately, he didn’t
have much time to think about it now.
The trolley continued to accelerate, and the wheels rattled noisily. It
was going to fall apart soon. Evina held onto a rail with all his strength. It
felt like he was hanging on for ages. The train was now moving faster than
its physics should allow in the real world. The tunnel was no longer a
tunnel but a blurry vortex. Its lights appeared like stars speeding by in his
father’s spaceship. Then he saw something up ahead. It looked like the
track was going to end. He shouted, but it could not be heard through all
the wind.
It came to a stop in an instant. He was flung from the trolley into a
dark void. But when his eyes adjusted, he saw that it wasn’t black; rather,
it was a dark, dull blue. He wasn’t falling, he was flying. He was no longer
in the dreamscape, he was in dream space.
Then he looked up. Looming up ahead, floating in space, there was an
enormous orb. It pulsed and flashed in many different colors, each a blurry
frame of some larger picture. He immediately knew what it was. He had
seen it before in his visions. It was the memory core. What he didn’t
understand were the black vines that were tightly wrapped around it. As
he swam nearer, he could see them in more detail. They were not plants.
They were glossy, sticky, and menacing. He felt like he had seen them
before but could not recall where.
Once he reached the surface, he put his hand out to remove one of
them. The vine burned his hand like a hot ember. “What happened to this
memory?” he cried out. Nevertheless, he burned himself again to clear an
opening into the core. He shoved his arm inside. It felt like a warm blob of
gelatin that tickled his arm. Some force was pulling him inside. He took a
deep breath and took the plunge. He sped away to the interior, going deep
into some unknown memory, a human memory, long ago in the past.

CHAPTER 9

MEMORIES
“Freddie, stop drawing pictures and get over here.”
A young boy sat in his messy room, leaning over a mess of papers
covered in detailed doodles. He ignored the voice and continued drawing
with his crayon.
“Freddie! For the last time, I told you to stop!”
The boy threw down the crayon. “Ok, I’m coming.”
“Don’t use that tone with me!”
Evina looked up and saw the angry woman, standing with her hands
on her hips, tapping her foot. “This obsession of yours has to stop,” she
said.
“It’s just pictures,” the boy said.
“Is it?” she shot back. “It’s taking up all of your time. You never play
with the other children at school. Your teacher tells me your grades are
getting worse. I can’t allow you to become a hermit. Why are you doing
this?”
“I have to let them move,” the boy said.
“What?”
“They’re not happy if I don’t let them move,” he said. “That’s why I
have to draw them.”
“Why are you talking about these drawings as if they’re people. They
aren’t real.”
“Yes, they are,” he protested. “They live in the paper!”
The mother walked to the papers and scooped them up. “Let’s see
what Doctor Schwartz has to say about this!”

*

*

*

The scene suddenly changed to a small office. The doctor leaned back
in his chair and stared at the woman through his thick glasses. “I’ve made
a thorough evaluation, and he appears to be normal.”
“But, don’t you think his drawing—”
“It’s perfectly normal for children to create make-believe worlds as
well as have imaginary friends. Fred’s creations just happen to be more
elaborate than most.”
“But what about school? What about his lack of friends?”
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“Maybe the other children are avoiding him because they don’t
understand him. Personally, I see no harm in his fantasies as long as they
don’t become violent.”
The mother was seething. “So, you’re just another quack. How many
so-called experts will I have to see before I have to take matters into my
own hands?”
“Ah, I would not suppress this if I were you. That may hurt his fragile
psyche. His creativity should be given room to grow. Someday it may
blossom into something beautiful. He might even have a promising career
in animation.”
“Animation? No, no, no! It won’t do. His father insists that he become
a lawyer. It is the family profession.”
“Well, you may take my advice or not, but I have offered my
professional insight.”
“And I have offered my hundred dollars for nothing,” she muttered.

*

*

*

The scene changed again to a hall inside a school. Fred looked into
the mirror in his locker and combed his hair back. Then he winked at
himself with a smile. “You are one cool cat, Johnson. I can’t wait for the
dance. I wonder what the girls will say tonight.”
“What girls?” a voice shouted. Fred turned around to see another boy.
He wore sunglasses and a leather jacket. And he was accompanied by some
fierce-looking cronies.
Fred’s heart rate increased. “You heard me?”
“That’s right,” the bully answered. “I thought I heard someone talking
to himself like a lunatic. And it makes me wonder, why would any girl want
to think about a worthless no-good freak like you?”
“A freak? Have you seen yourself lately? Your dad’s jacket doesn’t fit
you well.”
The bully stepped forward and grabbed Fred by his collar. “Don’t play
games with me, Johnson. You couldn’t win a fight with a toddler, let alone
me. You know that, right?”
Fred nervously gulped and nodded.
“So, you do know something after all. I suggest you leave the girls
alone tonight. I don’t want a weirdo like you scaring all the good ones
away.” He pushed Fred to the ground and dumped the contents of his
locker on him. “If you want a girlfriend so badly, why don’t you draw one?”
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The cronies laughed crudely and gave the bully a high-five. Then they
turned and walked back the way they came.
Fred stayed on the ground for a minute, trying to hold back the tears
in his eyes. One day, however far away it was, he knew he would have the
last laugh. He would show the world what he could do. Then nobody would
laugh at his drawings ever again.

*

*

*

Fred sighed loudly and slammed the newspaper down on the table.
He lifted his hands and rubbed his eyes. Evina saw that they were now in
a tiny, dilapidated apartment.
Fred was growing restless. Money was getting scarcer every month.
He didn’t know if he would able to pay next month’s rent. If only he hadn’t
had an outburst at the store. As much as he hated it, at least it was a stable
job, and any job was better than none.
He turned to look at a paper pinned to the wall. It listed the names of
a couple dozen animation studios. Half of them had been crossed-out.
“Why won’t they get back to me? Didn’t they see the work I sent them?
Can’t they see that I have the talent?”
Just at that moment of despair, the phone began to ring. Fred jumped
up and frantically ran over to pick it up. “Um, hello?”
“Is this Mr. Fred Johnson?”
“Yes, this is he,” he replied anxiously. This felt like the longest
moment of his life.
“I’m following up on your application to our animation department.
Mr. Disney was impressed with your work and would like to see you for an
interview. Would tomorrow work out for you?”
Fred could hardly contain his excitement. “Tomorrow would be
perfect!” he exclaimed.
“Sounds good. We’ll see you then.” The person on the other end hung
up.
Fred stood motionless and listened to the dial tone for a minute. Then
he dropped to his knees. “Yes, finally!” he cried out.

*

*

*

The scene changed once again. But this time, there was no joy in it.
Fred was petrified with fear. He sat in a chair in front of an empty desk.
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He had a blank expression on his face. His eyes no longer had any color.
They had become gray.
After a couple minutes of painful waiting, he was startled by the door.
It opened with a squeak.
A man walked inside, strolled to the desk, and sat down. Although
Evina had never seen him before, he immediately knew who he was.
“Mr. Disney,” Fred whispered. “I can explain. I—”
Walt held up a hand to silence him. “You don’t need to say anything,”
he said. He pulled a cigarette from his pocket and lit it. The silence was
awfully tedious. But eventually, he spoke again. “What you did today was
over the line, Fred.”
Fred didn’t reply. There was another minute of silence.
“I thought we were friends,” Walt continued. “I thought we had an
understanding. I thought you were brilliant. You are so darn talented, after
all. But then…” he paused, and his face tightened in frustration. “You had
to go and throw it all away. That was months of work, Fred. And not just
animation work, but our whole relationship. How could you do it?”
Once again, Fred couldn’t find the words to speak. He didn’t know if
he was supposed to speak. He sat there in awful silence. Every second was
agony. But before Walt could speak again, he mustered the strength to
open his mouth. “Sir,” he protested. “I couldn’t help myself. You know how
I can be sometimes.”
“I know that you can be a violent lunatic. Is that what you mean?”
“No, sir. You see, ever since I found a mysterious black rock, I haven’t
been feeling like myself. It’s like I’m angrier than I was before. It’s like
something has changed inside of me. What I’ve created here is something
that only I can control, and when it got out of hand, I had to stop it. I know
this doesn’t make any sense. I wish I could do something to make up for it.
But… I can’t.”
Walt stared at him for another minute. “Interesting,” he muttered.
“What?”
“It makes perfect sense to me,” Walt replied. “I too have had
experiences that nobody understands. Trying to explain them to a man is
hard enough without having him think you’re crazy, but maybe you are
just crazy enough to get it.”
Fred shrugged. “Maybe,” he said. He was still scared and confused.
“It happened on that fateful day, many years ago,” Disney began. “As
I was riding that train, I sketched my first drawing of Mickey. I knew he
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was the toon I had been searching for. He was the one. But then, at that
moment of inspiration, my lucky pencil disappeared out of my hand.”
“Wait, a pencil?” Fred asked. He was so confused.
“It wasn’t just any old pencil!” Walt protested. “It was a special pencil.
It was the one that brought Mickey to life. And I swear I didn’t drop it; it
vanished into thin air!”
“Well that’s interesting, I guess, but what does that have to do with
me?”
“What I mean to say is that we all have experiences that we can’t
understand. We all have streaks of bad luck. We all have disappointments.
They happen to you, and they happen to me. But we can’t let them define
us. We can’t let them change us. We can’t let them hold us back. You know
what I’ve always said. We must keep moving forward.”
Fred paused again. “Sir, I want to move forward.”
Walt shook his head. “Son, what you did today was a giant step
backward for all of us. And in this business, we can’t afford to take risks
like that. You had your chance and you blew it. Pack your stuff because,
after today, you won’t ever step foot in this building again.”
Fred stood up, but he felt so lightheaded that he thought he might fall
over. “I understand, sir,” he said. But the words weren’t true.
He turned around and walked to the door, but he was not as calm as
he looked. He was brimming with rage. He didn’t know how the darkness
had influenced him, but it had complete power over him now. He had
become another creature.
He was angry at his coworkers for changing his designs. He was angry
at Walt for not giving him a second chance. He was angry at his family for
shunning him after he followed his dream. But most of all, he was angry at
the toons. His life’s work, everything that he had loved had turned against
him. He had followed this path hoping that it would bring him happiness,
not lead to his destruction. And all of this anger was amplified by the
strange presence that was lurking in his mind.
But he wasn’t going to take it sitting down. He had a plan in mind. He
knew of their precious secret, the source of their silliness, the land of
Toontown. Soon, very soon, the world would see what he was capable of.
He was going to tear down the empire of animation from within and watch
it burn. Every person and toon who had betrayed him was about to meet
their doom.
Evina was overwhelmed by a feeling of intense fear and hatred, by far
the strongest emotion he had ever felt. Horrific images from the following
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years flashed before his eyes. He saw the wild, evil eyes of Doom, heard the
screams of the toons watching their friends being dipped, and watched the
fearful humans closing the gateway to Toontown once and for all.
Evina knew what he had to do. Although he could not see them, he
had to free the memory from the insidious vines. Only then could he escape
it. He reached out and pulled with all of his might. As he expected, he was
seized by an agonizing pain. The vines did not want to release. He had felt
it before. It was a battle between embracing the darkness and the desire to
overcome it. But finally, after what felt like an eternity, the vines released.
The dream ended, and he saw the sphere with his own eyes, shedding the
last remains of its cage. What was once dark and diseased now glowed
brightly.
Once he had finished his work, he was no longer needed in the
dreamscape. He tried to look for an escape, but it wasn’t needed. It seemed
he was already on his way out.
He was thrown backward, and the memories and dreams of countless
years whizzed by in a bright blur. Never before had he felt such powerful
emotions. All the anger, passion, fear, sadness, and joy of his life and
Fred’s life overwhelmed his senses. There were music, words, ideas, and
sensations that he did not recognize. He was dragged through it all on his
violent journey up to the surface. At last, the nightmare was over; or at
least this one was. He had no idea what was still ahead.

CHAPTER 10

THE WISH
Evina appeared on his hands and knees, staring at the floor. He was
back in the real world. The circle of ash was gone. He was weak but, after
a moment, he stood up carefully. Then he looked up at the old man in front
of him.
Fred’s eyes flew open. They were no longer gray, they were blue. He
struggled with all his might to say something. “Thank you,” he uttered. A
tear rolled down his cheek. “I’m free!” And with that, his eyes closed once
more, never to open again. The machines around him stopped their
humming and fell silent.
Evina stood there for a moment, not moving. He was stunned. It had
all happened so fast. He had seen things he felt he shouldn’t have seen.
They were far too intimate, horrifying, and revealing for anyone to know.
Now he had no more questions. He had learned the whole, ugly truth. This
poor soul was ravaged and destroyed by The Shadow. He had lost his
friends, family, and career to The Shadow. Everything in both their lives
had happened because of The Shadow.
He couldn’t help but tear up by the thought of it. “Rest in peace, Fred.”
He wondered how he could empathize with someone like this, someone
who had the hatred to create the Dooms. But how could he not when their
lives were parallel? How could anyone bear the full brunt of that evil and
not be transformed into a monster?
Evina turned around and took a step to the door. He felt sick. He
didn’t know if he had the strength to walk. He looked down at his body and
saw that it was completely gray. The process was nearly complete. He was
going to be gone within hours, if not sooner. Nevertheless, he collected his
strength and hobbled outside.
The sky was still black. No time had passed. Nothing had changed.
The car was still waiting for him at the bottom of the hill. It was like
nothing had happened at all, and yet, so much had happened. The outside
world would never know what was done back there. Now he began
thinking about what he should do with his remaining time. He didn’t want
to stay here, and he had no way of escaping Earth now, so where could he
go?
Then he felt something in his pocket. He reached in and pulled it out.
It was a clump of wooden fragments, the pencil’s remains. He had no idea
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how they got there, but there was no point in speculating. Nothing
surprised him anymore. There was only one more thing he could do, and
it felt like the most important errand of his life. He just had to cling to life
for a little bit longer.
Evina made the slow, arduous journey down the hill, his body in pain
with every step. He opened the car door, dropped into the driver’s seat,
and slammed the door shut. He wasn’t sure if he would be able to stand
again, but that didn’t matter now. He started the ignition and rolled away
from the mansion, determined to never look back. Somehow, he knew
where he was going and how to get there.
Evina didn’t want to think about it, but he couldn’t stop piecing
together the horrible reality of what he saw. He wondered what the
Shadow’s plans for him were, should he have had the chance to live longer.
The Shadow twisted Gyro’s desire to help Toontown by making him
build the cogs. He twisted Mr. Johnson’s creative talent by making him
create the Dooms. If I can’t stop him, what kind of evil will it use others
for?
And, son of a weasel, does it know that I’m thinking about it right
now? Does it know how much I hate it? Does it know what that memory
showed me? It’s in my head! It has to know! It knows everything!
It knew where to send me to find the monks’ book because it put the
book in my path. It sent me to that cursed space station. And I’m pretty
sure that the creatures enslaving the toons there were another one of The
Shadow’s experiments. Is there anything it hasn’t interfered with?
And yet, the monster lied to me. It told me that nothing could stop it.
Even the book said there was no cure, but I saw it with my own eyes! I
cured Johnson, even if it was just for a moment. There’s still hope! At
least, there is hope for others. I know it’s too late for me.
He drove for a couple of hours with these thoughts in his head. It was
a longer drive than he anticipated, and he was struggling to stay conscious.
The car weaved in and out of the hills, and the lights of Los Angeles were
shining in the valley below. He hoped he would have enough strength to
make it to his destination. Time was quickly running out. He was feeling
worse with each moment.
If toons are supposed to represent a human, then I suppose Mickey
Mouse represented Walt Disney, to some extent. He was his toon persona.
But that makes me wonder… who do I represent? What did mom mean
when she said I should remember who I am?
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But there was no more time for thinking. At last, he reached his final
destination. The clock said it was about three in the morning. He
abandoned the car and carefully walked into the cemetery. His head felt
like it was spinning. He had to rely on his instincts to take him where he
needed to go.
The lush gardens were faintly illuminated by moonlight. It was so
calm, so quiet. He was alone among hundreds of headstones, statues, and
crypts. Something about this place felt satisfying. It was a place of repose
among the remains of countless departed souls. He knew it was the right
place to be. It was his final resting place.
Then, after a few minutes of searching, he finally spotted it. On the
wall up ahead was a plaque with Walt Disney’s name on it. Maybe it was
his imagination, but the words looked like they were glowing. He stopped
in front of it, bent down, and placed the pencil’s fragments on the ground.
He thought it was strange to do this, but it had to be done.
“I think this belongs to you,” Evina whispered. “I think you deserve
to know where it went to. Somehow, it came to Toontown. It helped us a
lot. But I’m sorry I couldn’t get it back to you in one piece.”
There was silence again. He struggled to stand up but couldn’t, so he
sat down on the sidewalk and looked up at the sky with a sigh. The light
pollution made it difficult to see much of anything, but something caught
his attention.
Up there, something began to glimmer. It wasn’t the moon, it wasn’t
an airplane, and it wasn’t a reflection. It could only be one thing: a star. He
stared at it and watched as it grew brighter and brighter. His vision was so
blurry now that he could see nothing else, but the star was still there,
brilliant, wholesome, and beautiful. He no longer felt worried; a warmth
washed over him. It was shining only for him.
Here, lying under the memorial of Walt Disney, Evina knew what he
had to do. This was the last hope, not for him but for Gyro and Toontown.
It was ridiculous, but he found himself saying the words aloud.
“Oh, star, please grant me a wish. I wish Gyro can be healed. Oh, if
there is anybody listening up there, please save him. He’s the only one who
can fix Toontown. I don’t know what he’ll do, but I’m sure he’ll think of
something.”
The star sparkled majestically, but there was no answer.
“Hmm, well it was worth a try,” Evina whispered. He felt his life
fading. “I did all I could do.” Then he closed his eyes and consigned himself
to the darkness. It was over.

CHAPTER 11

OBLIVION
The pain returned to full strength. This had happened before. Evina
was tired of fading in and out of existence so many times. When would it
end? Yet, somehow, he was still alive. And he still felt deathly ill.
Evina heard the sound of whistling wind. There was a ferocious storm
above him. He did not want to get up. He did not want to face anything
else. He had already surrendered to his fate. What more was there to do?
But eventually, he opened his eyes.
He was laying on a hard, bare rock. Small stones were scattered
around him. He pushed himself into a sitting position and looked at his
body. He was red and healthy again, but it couldn’t be true. There had to
be a catch.
Then he looked at his surroundings. He was on a rocky hilltop about
two hundred feet wide. Then he gazed upward. Blood-red clouds swirled
around like dirty water in a whirlpool. Lightning streaked across the dark
sky, momentarily illuminating strange shapes.
“YOU IDIOT!” a voice shouted.
Evina turned around instantly to see his evil doppelganger standing
a short distance away. It looked livid.
“You just had to wish upon that star, didn’t you!?”
“What is this place?”
The Shadow ground its teeth. “You’re at the edge of existence. Is this
really what you wanted? You could have gone peacefully, but instead, we’re
trapped on this miserable rock between dimensions!”
“Ok, so how do we get out?”
“There is only one way out: down.”
Evina stood up and carefully walked to the edge of the rocks. Down
below, there was a swirling drain of black mist leading down to a place far
beyond in the darkness. “What’s down there?”
“Oblivion,” it replied. “It’s where you were supposed to go, but now
you made it much more difficult. The sooner you get this over with, the
sooner I can return to the dream world.”
“So, what you’re saying is that one of us has to be obliterated?”
“What do you mean by one of us? Haven’t you learned anything at all?
This is the end of the road! Your story is finished! I’m through with you!
The end!”
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“No, I don’t understand. Why should I jump instead of you? What
makes you so important?”
“I am a timeless being with worlds under my control and you are a
worthless toon. That’s why.”
“If you’re so powerful then why did you need me in the first place?
Why did you make me go through all of that trouble to stop Johnson?”
The Shadow sighed. “I’ve been doing my work exclusively in the
human world for a long time now but, as a result, there have been certain…
consequences. A few of my experiments turned rogue, and naturally, I
would take care of them myself, but my physical presence is limited to
dreams, a miserable phantom realm. That’s when I started looking into the
realm of the unreal. Your father was the first to taste of my power. He
complied without too much whining. Your mother was the next one, but
she couldn’t handle my strength. She was such a weak creature.”
Evina clenched his fists. His anger was increasing with each second.
“And then you came along, and I knew I had what I needed to clean
up this mess. You dealt with the cogs rather easily, but the real annoyance
was that guy you just met. I had to neutralize him before he did any more
damage to my world. And then there were those meddling monks. I needed
to get them off my back.”
“So, I was nothing but a tool to you!?”
“Yes, but don’t take it personally. Everyone became my property the
moment I arrived at your sad little world. It’s unfortunate that they never
realized it. I really thought you were different, but it turns out I was wrong.
You’re nothing special. And now that you’re broken, you’re no longer
useful to me. It’s time for you to go.”
Evina was furious. “I’m not going anywhere! I can’t believe you are
just going to throw me away after all those times I used your power!”
“You think you have been using my power!? I loaned it to you when I
chose to. Your freedom in the matter was only an illusion!”
“And what kind of omnipotent being uses its powers to torture
people?”
The Shadow paused and looked back at the toon with disgust. “You
know, I was growing quite fond of you, of your stubbornness and your
courage. But now you’ve just become… annoying. You’re a rogue hound
that won’t stop biting and growling and can’t be tamed with no matter how
hard I try. In the end, he needs to be put down.”
“Enough! I’m not going to listen to your insults anymore!”

473

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GENERATIONS

The Shadow growled menacingly. Its body began to bulge and
contort. It transformed into a giant creature too grotesque to describe with
words. It was a monster that put the mythical gorgons to shame, a monster
that could kill you with the glare of its eye. It was so horrific that Evina
stumbled backward and cried in fear. Never before had he been so
terrified.
“You wanted to see my true form. Well, take a good look if you can!
Witness the power you foolishly challenged! Did you not understand
anything I said? I am the legend from the beginning to the end! Everything
you ever were, every feeling you ever felt, and every enemy you ever fought
was by my power! And now you cower alone against my infinite might!
Nobody will stand in my way!”
Evina sat for a moment and gathered his remaining courage. He
realized that he wasn’t sent here by chance. This place was an arena. This
was his chance to fight back. Then, at last, he looked back at the beast.
“You’re bluffing! If you really had infinite strength you could have killed
me without wasting time trying to intimidate me. I know you fear me! It’s
so obvious!”
“Fear you!? Don’t try to joke with me!”
Then Evina paused. He had become enlightened. The greatest secret
of the tooniverse had been revealed. “I’ve finally discovered the truth. Now
everything makes sense!
“This small toon form you see is merely a symbol. There is more
between these universes than you care to admit. Your power doesn’t reach
as far as you wish. We know that the legend isn’t about you. It’s so much
bigger than any of us. It’s more than Johnson or Disney or the cogs or the
whole world of Toontown. The legend is what holds the real world in
balance: the real versus the unreal, the fun versus the work, the joy versus
the pain. The legend of our universe is parallel to theirs to give them what
they cannot give themselves. Just as they create and give us life, we give
strength to them.
“We are made to work out their impossible struggles, live their wildest
dreams, and do what they couldn’t ever achieve. We are the embodiment
of all their hopes and fears. We are a place they can run away to. To spend
a day in the tooniverse is to escape reality for a day so that maybe, just
maybe, they’ll be able to face the next day with more courage.
“There is someone out there who provides me my strength, and the
closing of the portal cannot separate me from him. I am a fragment of him.
You already know who I am talking about.”
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“Will you shut up already!? You can’t possibly think you can beat me
because you were destined to, right?”
“No, you see, there was no destiny because destiny isn’t real! I
couldn’t control how or where I was born. I couldn’t do anything to prevent
losing my parents. I didn’t choose to become infected. And no matter how
hard I tried, I couldn’t leech you out of my body, but that isn’t the point! I
could have given up at any time, but I didn’t. It doesn’t matter what you do
to me! It doesn’t matter how you manipulate my emotions or push terrible
thoughts into my mind. You can beat me down, you can take everything
from me, but you will NEVER define who I am! I am not like you, and I
never will be, because I choose my own destiny! I make my own identity!
And if I was following the path that led us here, then fate had nothing to
do with it. It was the result of my own choices!”
“Choice!? Everything I said about choice was a lie! You never had any
choice!”
“I’ve always had a choice! You are nothing but a worthless parasite,
and I am NOT going to fade away and become a monster like you. I know
now who I am!”
“ENOUGH! Tell me once and for all who you think you are!”
The toon stood up, and there was a glowing light in his eyes. He felt
reinvigorated to do something. He was not going to take his death lying
down. He faced his enemy with a cosmic strength that wasn’t his own. “I
AM THE EVINA!”
The monster reeled back and screamed with evil rage. It was pulsating
and contorting in a repulsive, unnatural way. “I’M ENDING THIS NOW!”
It leaped toward Evina with amazing speed.
Evina managed to narrowly avoid being crushed. He ran as fast as he
could until he found shelter behind a pile of rocks. I know there must be a
way to defeat it, I just don’t know how!
“SHOW YOURSELF, YOU COWARD!” it bellowed.
Evina crawled between the maze of rocks silently. He still didn’t have
a plan.
“Fine, have it your way,” the monster continued.
A nauseating sound began. Evina didn’t know what was happening,
but black fluid began to run through the cracks in the rocks. It was a
poisonous, evil ink. He remembered the vines on the memory core. Its
sting was just as painful as dip. He tried to clamber to higher ground while
remaining hidden, but the fluid continued to rise. He had no other escape.
If he was going to fight, he would have to embrace the pain.
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Evina grabbed a rock and threw it away. It distracted the monster
momentarily while he jumped from the cliff and onto its back. The pain
was unimaginable. He blindly hit it with all his strength.
The Shadow roared in pain. Its body was far more vulnerable and
weak than it appeared. It spun around until Evina was flung off, then it
picked him up with a slimy appendage. It ran to the cliff to throw him off.
“You don’t know the horrors of oblivion!” it hissed. “You have no idea
the kind of fear, pain, and darkness that are down there, but you deserve
it all! You should be on your knees, begging me to spare your pitiful life!”
“Well, if I’m going down then I’m taking you with me!” Evina cried.
He managed to wiggle free from the monster’s grasp and fell to the ground.
He grabbed its leg and it collapsed with a loud crash. Then he sprinted
back to the rocks before it stood up again, and he hid behind an unstable
boulder.
“YOU CAN’T HIDE FROM ME!” The Shadow shouted.
As Evina expected, it jumped forward again. Evina pushed back
against the boulder until it toppled over on top of the monster.
A terrible, high-pitched screech tore through the air. The monster,
although wounded, shape-shifted itself out from under the rock.
Evina grabbed a sharp stone and jumped down onto his foe, stabbing
it as hard as he could. The monster’s pain was his pain. It was so awful that
he wanted to give up.
“You will never be free! You are nothing without me!” it cried. “I am
the only good thing that you ever were!”
“NO, I’M NOT!” Evina screamed back. He felt himself sinking into the
monster’s body. It was like a fire engulfing his body. He cried out but did
not stop his attack. The fire was spreading. Eventually, it reached his head
and entered his mind.
There was so much darkness now, so much fear, so much pain, so
much sickness, and so much hate. His head was on fire. The hideous face
of the monster was staring him down. Now Evina wondered why he was
doing this. He was terrified of being alone. He didn’t want to go through
with this. He wanted The Shadow back. It was intoxicating. It was the only
presence he knew. It was the only thing he desired, just like those black
beans.
“YOU WILL OBEY ME!” The Shadow bellowed.
Evina struggled with all his might to resist. Finally, he replied,
“NEVER!” And with all his strength, he ripped his mind free to resume the
attack.
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The Shadow was growing weaker and was beginning to wither away.
It curled up into a disgusting ball. Evina jumped to his feet and kicked it
as far as he could. It rolled toward the cliff but stopped a few feet short.
“OBEY ME!” it repeated.
Evina ran toward it and kicked it again. It rolled off the precipice.
The monster grasped the cliff with all its strength. It morphed back to
Evina’s shape, ink bleeding from its body. “Please, help me!” it begged.
Evina stared down at it without moving.
“Don’t you have any mercy!?”
Evina wanted to have mercy. He wanted it more than anything else.
But he knew there was no other option. Even now, the black eyes held no
remorse, only malice. “You can have the same mercy you showed my
mother.”
The Shadow was mortified. “NO!”
“Go back to hell.” He kicked the beast, and its broken body tumbled
down into the swirling abyss. It disappeared from view and was never seen
again.
Evina kept looking down for a minute. He was still in shock. He
couldn’t believe what he had done. Finally, he stepped back and turned
away. He limped over to a rock and sat down by it. The pain had turned to
numbness that spread until it filled his whole body. His skin became rough
and scaly. He couldn’t move his limbs. But even though he knew his life
was over, he felt perfectly calm. “It is done,” he whispered. “I win.” He
collapsed into a pile of graphite dust, and the wind carried the ashes away.

CHAPTER 12

THE END?
And so it was that Evina the toon died, and no one remembered that
he had ever existed. He willingly chose the path he was told he was
destined to travel. His life was sacrificed to free all realms from the menace
of The Shadow. He knew there would be no honor in it, but he did it
anyway.
Where do toons go when they die? Surely, they are forgotten and are
never seen again. After all, they were never real in the first place, right?
But this conclusion leaves many questions unanswered. How did Melanie
Mallard survive within her son? How could she guide him after being
erased by The Shadow?
And for that matter, why would characters like Gyro Gearloose be
created if only to suffer misery in the end? How could all their history and
work be undone? How could all their memories and laughs be forgotten?
What is the logic? Would the power that brought these toons to life
abandon them to the bottomless pit of oblivion? No! It cannot be true.
And besides, one does not simply wish upon a star within the world
of Walt Disney and expect nothing to happen. A magic is now beginning to
work its way into the story.
From the very beginning, all toons of every world are part of a legend,
a legend of boundless creativity that isn’t meant to have an end, though
their world may decay and the real and unreal become separated. It is an
endless cycle of struggle and victory. It is what gives people the hope to
keep moving forward.
The Shadow has stained many pages, but its stain is not permanent.
With Evina’s victory, its evil power has been broken. The true story
becomes legible once again.
Now the next chapter emerges, and this is what it says:

*

*

*

Evina opened his eyes. He was lying on a cold linoleum floor, looking
up at an array of ceiling tiles. Yes, it happened again; he was alive. He felt
very peculiar. There was something strange about him now. He felt like
something was missing. He searched his mind, but there was silence.
There was nothing except his own thoughts. It was exhilarating. The
Shadow was actually gone, for real this time!

THE END?

478

He sat up and looked around. This looked like a hospital. He didn’t
care how he got here because he was so excited to be alive, so excited to be
free for the first time ever. He stood up and looked at his red body with
amazement.
He went to a shelf and found gags there. He picked up a trigger box
and dropped an anvil on his head. He was flattened momentarily but
bounced right up again. There was no harm. He was a toon again, a normal
toon, nothing more.
Of course, he couldn’t stand in this room forever. He had to go outside
eventually. So, he went to the door and opened it, revealing a long, dim
hallway. There was nobody else in sight. He walked down the hall until he
found a window. Through the window, he saw something happening,
something he had seen while in the dream zone.
Someone was lying on a bed, motionless. The doctor, a yellow
monkey, was checking their vital signs. He turned to the nurse, a maroon
cat, and shook his head. She pulled a sheet over the victim’s face.
“Time of death: five forty-seven,” the doctor said. “If only it didn’t
have to come to this. Gyro Gearloose was a brilliant and noble toon.”
Evina’s joy turned to horror. “Oh, no…”
The doctor turned around to see Evina. “Hey! Who are you? And how
did you get in here? This is a secure facility!”
“Um, I don’t know,” Evina stuttered. “But… Gyro is my dad!”
“Oh, dear, I’m sorry for your loss,” the nurse said.
Evina walked into the room. “No, it can’t be true! I wished upon a
star, and it worked for me, so why doesn’t it…”
He stopped speaking because there was movement under the sheet.
He pulled it away to reveal Gyro. He was alive, and not only that. He was
healthy, young, and looked very confused.
The chicken’s eyes darted back and forth. “Wait, what is this place?”
“Yeah,” Evina agreed, “where are we?”
“This is Saint Giggleworth’s hospital in Toontown Central.”
“Toontown Central,” Evina said with a smile. “Wow, I made it home.”
The doctor and nurse exchanged funny looks with each other. “Well,
since you are both alive, I guess you can… leave?”
“That sounds like a great idea!” Gyro said, leaping off the bed. He
grabbed his son’s arm and walked with him out to the hall. Now they were
alone. “Oh, I’m so happy!” he exclaimed. “Although I doubted you at first,
I had faith in you, in the end. I knew you could do it, I just didn’t know
how.”
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Evina was silent.
“Um, son, are you alright.”
“Yeah, I’m fine,” Evina said with a tremor in his voice. The excitement
of the moment was wearing off, and he was starting to feel traumatized.
The horror of what he had done was fresh in his mind again. He could
vividly remember the intensity of the pain. His eyes began to water.
“What happened?” Gyro asked.
“Oh, dad.” Evina began to cry. “It was so hard! Oh, it was the hardest
thing I ever did! I didn’t want to do it, but I had to do it! I had to!”
Gyro embraced him in a hug, not caring that he was being soaked with
tears. “I’m here for you, son, and you know I’m never going to leave you
again.”
“I don’t know what I’m going to do now,” Evina continued. “It always
told me what to do. It was always there, but now it’s not. I feel this…
emptiness inside of me. I don’t know who I am anymore. This isn’t making
any sense, is it?”
Gyro patted his back. “It makes sense to me. This is a completely new
experience for you. It’s even hard for me to be healthy again. It must be
terrifying to feel for the first time.”
“I just don’t know how I can go on and live a normal life.”
Gyro looked down into his eyes and sighed. “You can, Evina, and you
must. Our troubles are not over yet. You haven’t been the only one who’s
suffered. Remember what Toontown was like before you left? It’s still in
trouble. It needs a leader now, someone who can save it, someone who has
seen the darkness and faced it head-on. Evina, they need you. This is your
chance to truly live up to your name.”
Evina stopped crying and came to his senses. “You’re right,” he said.
“I still have a job to do, and I can’t get emotional until it’s finished.”
“Well if you need to let out some emotions, I’ll be here for you,” he
smiled. “And it might be better if you got them out before going outside.”
Evina laughed for the first time in a while. “I love you, dad.”
“I love you too, son.”
Then Evina remembered something else. “Wait, if The Shadow is
gone then the cogs must be gone too. They lived because of it.”
“Well, about that,” Gyro explained. “Remember that special project I
mentioned before? The last time I spoke to the cogs, they were developing
some kind of collective sentience thing that would keep them alive without
The Shadow.”
“So… they’re still alive?”
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“Well, I hope they completed it in time, but I can’t be sure.”
“At least there’s a chance,” Evina said hopefully. “Anyway, I think I’m
ready to go outside now.”
Gyro smiled again. “I’ll be behind you every step of the way.”
Evina pushed the front door open. Toontown Central was the same as
before, dark and miserable. But it didn’t depress him. He was filled with
hope now.
Down in the playground below, a large crowd of toons was
congregated. Evina and Gyro marched down the hill to see what was going
on. As they got closer, they heard cries of fear and sobbing.
“What’s going on?” Evina asked the first one he saw, a pink bunny.
“s<um has taken Punchline Place and Loopy Lane! d!rt has taken Silly
Street and Wacky Way. They’ve looted everything! They captured the
police!” she cried. “We’re trapped here in the playground!”
Evina looked around. He tried to find a way to escape but to no avail.
Without teleportation, there simply was no way out. “What about Toon
Hall? Can we take shelter there until things calm down?”
His question was answered by a couple explosions. Masked toons
came flooding into the playground, converging at Toon Hall. s<um and
d!rt were fighting for control of the government. Windows shattered and
shots were heard. At last, someone climbed out of a hatch on the roof of
the building. The crowd screamed. A bright searchlight was pointed in his
direction. He had a hostage with him. It was Mayor Kookyboro, the goodintentioned but ineffective politician who had become a puppet of s<um.
The criminal threw him off the roof and picked up a megaphone. “People
of Toontown Central: there has been a change of leadership,” he
announced. “From now on, you will serve the mighty powers of d!rt!”
“I don’t think so!” another voice interrupted. A crack in the fabric of
reality, a glitch, opened suddenly. A man stepped through behind the toon
with the megaphone, took it from his hands, and kicked him off the roof.
It was Alistair McKillden. “Toontown Central is s<um’s territory and
always will be! We have already taken Donald’s Dock and Daisy Gardens
from d!rt. Their last stronghold is Duckburg. Once we take it, s<um will
finally rule the world!”
The s<um members cheered his speech. They tied up their prisoners
and carried them away to Wacky Way, leaving a couple guards at Toon
Hall to prevent anyone from going inside.
“You haven’t won yet!” Evina shouted at them.
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McKillden paused and turned around to see who had ruined his
moment. “Ah, it’s the duck from the museum. Have you come to surrender
again?”
“Your reign of terror is about to end!”
The weasel laughed. “I’ll be back soon, and when I do, I’ll silence you
once and for all!” He passed through the tunnel to Wacky Way and used a
glitch to seal it shut.
The toons screamed in fear again. Nothing could stop them from
panicking.
“Evina!” two toons cried out.
He turned to see none other than Kyle and Jenny. “What!? I thought
you were captured!”
“Most of the officers were,” Jenny confirmed, “but they couldn’t catch
us or the chief.”
“The chief is still free!?” Evina exclaimed.
“Yes,” the chief said. Evina turned around to see him there. “s<um
was emboldened by the museum heist, and everything started falling apart
the minute you left us.”
“I’m so glad you’re here!” Evina exclaimed. “We can’t give up now!
We need to come up with a plan!”
“I’m open to suggestions,” the chief said.
“s<um is on their way to Duckburg. I need you to reopen teleportation
access and evacuate that city before the fighting starts.”
The chief looked down at a communication device and pushed a few
buttons. “Done. Their evacuation is beginning now.”
“Next, we need to arm everyone here in Toontown Central. How many
weapons do you have? Also, call everyone you can to help us! While the
gangs are busy fighting each other, we must prepare to defend ourselves
for when they come back.”
“While that sounds like a good idea, Evina, I have to be honest. These
toons are in no fit condition to fight. Look at them. They’re terrified. They
have no idea what’s going on. We can’t do anything to calm them down.”
“Please, let me talk to them, chief. Give me a chance.”
“You’re free to try,” he said. “I don’t think you could make things
worse, at this point.”
“But we’ll still be no match for them unless we can stop them from
using glitches.”
“Perhaps I can help,” someone said.
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Evina turned around again. He was constantly surprised to see who
was hiding in this crowd. A purple toon wearing a cloak walked up to him.
“After all, who knows more about glitches than me?”
“Wait, can it really be you?”
The toon removed their cloak to reveal Evina’s old friend, Goopy. “It’s
nice to see you again.”
Evina’s hope stronger was than ever. “I can’t believe you’re here!
Shouldn’t you be running from s<um?”
“I was,” he admitted, “but during that time, I’ve been plotting my
revenge. Now I’m ready to fight back.”
“And how are you going to do that?”
Goopy held up a strange device up in his hands. “I call it The
Debugger. Your dad used to help me design this, back in the old days. It
should make it much harder to open glitches, allowing us to fight them on
even ground.”
“Have you tested it?”
Goopy shook his head. “Not yet, but now is as good a time as any.”
Evina embraced him. “I couldn’t be prouder of you if you were my
own brother.”
“Um, thanks,” Goopy said awkwardly. “But we really should get to
work now. There is still so much to do.”
Evina understood the urgency of his task, but it was hard to keep from
being emotional. He stood on a park bench, turned to the crowd, and
shouted, “Everybody, listen up!”
The crowd fell silent and turned to him with looks of confusion.
Evina paused. He hoped he could find the right words to say. “Citizens
of Toontown, I have something to say to you!”
The crowd remained silent. Evina could see the fear and hopelessness
in their eyes.
“I know what you are thinking. Who is this guy and why is he
interrupting us at a time like this? Shouldn’t we be running for shelter?
Well, let me tell you who I am. Some of you may remember me as Evina
Gearloose, one of those who went on that expedition to find the cogs.
“Some of you liked me, some of you were jealous of me, and some of
you thought I was crazy and never went to Cog Nation. Many of you hated
me because the news blamed me for the closing of the portal. I know you
were worried because of my gray eyes and poor social skills. I know you
may not trust me or my father, but I beg you to listen to me now.
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“For over nine years, we have been living in darkness and fear. We
didn’t believe we could fight back. We didn’t even consider that we could
make a difference. Those selfish criminals came out of hiding, and we
surrendered ourselves to their will. Most of you still think this will never
change, but I say it isn’t true!
“Are we going to sit down and watch helplessly while these hooligans
run our world into the ground? No! We were not created for this! A life in
slavery is not a life worth living.
“Please, trust me! I have been to some dark places and seen some
terrible things, but it taught me a valuable lesson. No matter how bleak
things may look, there is always hope! It is not right to surrender when we
still have a chance to make a difference! Our fate is not in their hands but
ours! We are the ones who decide what our lives will be!
“Brothers and sisters, we are toons! We are silliest, wackiest creatures
ever created, and it is our duty to take back what is ours! Today we will
make our stand! Choose to follow me! Choose to resist the darkness!
Choose to fight back!
“Some of you say that this is the end of Toontown, but I promise you
it is not! This is only the beginning! All of you here will be the ones that
future historians will write about! Today is your day! Rise up and take back
your world! Let us fight for freedom, for happiness, for each other, and for
the world of Toontown!”
The crowd was speechless. Then they were suddenly distracted by
something behind him. The moment Evina finished his speech, something
unimaginable began to happen. There was a light rising above the horizon,
a beautiful, wholesome light. The sun had returned.

CHAPTER 13

SUNRISE
The sky turned pink, and the playground was bathed in light. It was a
strange sight. The toons were hopeful for the first time in years. A cheer
broke out in Toontown Central louder than was ever heard before.
“WHO IS WITH ME?” Evina shouted.
“WE ARE!” the toons shouted back.
“Excuse me, Evina,” Kyle said from behind him. Evina turned around
to see what was going on. Someone had dumped a large truckload of gags
onto the playground. “The chief doesn’t have any more sadness blasters,
but he thought maybe these could help.”
Evina grinned widely and turned back to the crowd. “Everyone, take
up your gags! When those thugs return, we will show them what we’re
made of!”
The toons scrambled to the pile to collect as many gags as they could.
Every kind of gag was there. There was no way the gangs would see this
coming.
Deputy Grunt ran into the crowd and everyone jumped out of his way.
“Evina!” he growled. “I’ve just received reports from the other HQs. We
have about seven hundred volunteers coming from the surrounding
playgrounds.”
“Only seven hundred?” Evina asked with dismay. “I think we need
more than that to defeat s<um.”
“There might be more,” Grunt said, “but some of them have to stay
behind to guard the other neighborhoods. s<um might still have a trick up
their sleeve.”
“I understand. And what about the situation at Toon Hall?”
“We have taken the guards prisoner, and I don’t believe they had time
to notify their leaders of what we’re doing.”
“Excellent. Keep up the good work,” Evina said. Grunt left and Evina
looked out over playground which was bustling with activity. He felt pretty
confident that they could win this battle, but it wasn’t going to be easy.
“Hey!” someone else shouted. Evina saw a light blue duck running
towards him. It was someone else he had not seen in ages.
“Zany? Wow, it’s been years!”
“You’re looking healthier than I remember,” she said. “Nice speech,
by the way. Also, look who I brought along.”
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Hiding behind Zany was Pink. She ran up to Evina and gave him a
huge hug. “Oh, I missed you so much!” she cried.
“I missed you, too!” Evina said. “Now, come on, there’s no time for
crying.”
He looked around and spotted some other familiar faces. Simeon was
standing near the HQ, looking strong and courageous. He winked at Evina.
Next to him was Catman, complete with mask and cape, ready to give some
criminals a world of pain. A little way past them was Ricky and Rocky.
Ricky held a large bundle of dynamite, and Rocky held a burrito. Even after
all this time, they hadn’t changed a bit.
Over by the gag shop, Evina saw Lil’ Oldman stacking pies next to his
parents, Harry and Clara. They were hard at work helping the crowds stock
up on gags. As much as he wanted to talk, he couldn’t afford to distract
them now.
“I know we didn’t come with you before,” Zany said, “but we stand
with you now. We did it before, and we can do it again.”
Evina wasn’t used to all the intense emotions he was feeling that day.
Everyone was here, everyone except for the one he met that fateful day in
a library. Evina waded through the crowds. He had to find her, but he
didn’t have to search for long.
“Lily,” he said.
She turned around, dropped all the gags in her hands, and ran up to
him. “I knew you could do it!” she exclaimed.
“I did my best,” Evina said. “Let’s just hope it was enough. We can’t
celebrate until it’s over. Are you ready to fight?”
“You know I am,” she smiled.
At last, everyone was here. It felt like a family reunion. Everyone he
cared about was gathered together, maybe for the last time. He tried to
stop himself from crying again. Time was quickly running out.
The playground grew increasingly crowded. Toons came to join them
from the surrounding neighborhoods. Even toons from Duckburg, Pete’s
Palace, and other places arrived. Some stood on the roofs of buildings,
watching for suspicious activity. Others guarded the entrances to tunnels.
The hundreds that could not fit in the playground stationed themselves on
the streets and at the speedway.
A horse wearing nothing but underwear walked up to Evina. “Excuse
me, do you know what’s going on here?”
“Glue Stick!?”
“Yeah, that’s my name,” he said. “How do you know me?”
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“I’m Evina! We went to Earth together. Don’t you remember?”
Glue Stick paused for an unusually long time. “Oh yeah,” he
mumbled. “You know, for some reason, I feel like I’m still dreaming.”
“I wouldn’t doubt it. Is that why you’re in your underwear?”
Glue Stick looked down at himself and giggled. “Well, would you look
at that? On the one day I decided to come to Toontown Central…”
“So, are you going to help us fight?”
“Huh? Fight who?”
“s<um!” Evina exclaimed. “Don’t you know we’re at war?”
“I don’t think I know anything that’s happening anymore,” Glue Stick
confessed.
“Well, pick up some gags or get out of the playground! Now, if you’ll
excuse me, I still have a lot to do.”
Evina had already assigned captains to the various toon troops. As the
sun rose higher and higher in the sky, they met together at the trolley to
discuss their strategy. Among them were the former cog bosses.
“I’ve just received news from Duckburg,” Grunt announced. “d!rt has
been defeated. s<um is coming back to Toontown Central.”
Evina looked nervous. “We don’t have any more time. Chief, you must
shut off teleportation access the moment they arrive. They can’t be allowed
to escape. Goopy, get The Debugger ready to activate.”
Goopy and the chief saluted him then left to go to their stations.
“Gyro, load some drop gags into your ship. I hope you know what to
do with them.”
“Yes, sir,” Gyro said. His little helper was by his side, lightbulb
blinking, saluting Evina.
“Jared, take your troops to the north. Mike, your troops will take the
east. Bob, it’s your responsibility to defend the west. Are there any other
questions?”
Postmaster Pete raised his hand. “Yeah, will this conflict affect my
delivery schedule?”
“Yeah, and I have a shipment of clown cars coming in an hour,” Loony
Louis added.
“And I need to feed my fish,” Sharky Jones added.
“Enough!” Evina said. “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it!”
He rubbed his face and sighed, trying to regain his composure. “Captains,
please focus on the tasks I’ve given you! If you stick to your assignment,
everything should go smoothly.”
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At last, once everyone had been given their orders, Evina took out a
megaphone and turned to the crowds. “Toons, stand ready! The enemies
are coming!”
All the commotion died down and the playground was suddenly
silent. Minutes passed without so much as a whisper. Thousands of toons
stood with gags in their hands, sweating anxiously.
Then there was an extremely loud popping sound. Holes opened up
on every surface, some natural, some unnatural. Toons in black clothing
poured into the playground like a swarm of black insects and froze in fear.
They immediately saw that they were surrounded in broad daylight.
“GET THEM!” Evina cried.
Chaos broke out. The battle of Toontown had begun. Pies were flung
through the air. Pianos plummeted from the sky. The s<um members took
out sadness blasters and fired back at them.
“Running from the fight already?” Jared asked, hurling a gear at a
fleeing thug. There was a metallic bang and it felt to the ground.
“I hope you can take the heat!” Ricky said, throwing his dynamite at
a cluster of s<um members. They were blown away in a bright explosion.
The criminals were caught by surprise. They were disorganized and
falling quickly to the toons’ attacks. Those that tried to escape slipped on
banana peels or were slammed in the face with cream pies. The police used
banhammers to silently send them to jail. It was going to be packed after
today.
Mike dropped a safe from a roof and flattened an enemy. “Ha-ha, now
you know what it feels like!” he said.
Only minutes after the fighting began, many of Evina’s volunteers had
been saddened by the blasters. Some of the toons were crawling through
the crowds with bags of Pixie Dust to heal them.
“Bombs away!” Gyro cried from above. His ship sailed over the
playground while his helper worked on pushing out dozens of anvils onto
the enemies below.
Evina was engaged in combat with three enemies on a rooftop. He
tripped one and knocked it off the roof. Another he hit with a cake. The
third one he trapped with marbles. It tripped and rolled off the rooftop
screaming. Luckily, he had not been hit with a sadness shot, but the battle
was only picking up steam.
“FORE!” Bob announced. He raised his golf club and sent a stream of
golf balls into some enemies’ faces. Half a dozen of them fell to the ground.
“I’d call that a hole-in-one!”
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Just as they thought they were winning, a wide tear opened up in the
side of Toon Hall. Dozens of s<um members poured through the glitch.
“Goopy!” Evina shouted to the dog on the roof. “What’s going on!?”
“I’m trying to calibrate it!” he replied. “I just need a few more
minutes!”
“We don’t have a minute to spare!” Evina protested. “So, hurry!”
Kyle was by his side now. “Hey, look over there!”
Evina glanced in the direction the mouse was looking and saw a
weasel with a fedora slithering through the crowds and scurrying up the
side of a building. “McKillden!”
“Please, let me!” Kyle pleaded.
“He’s all yours,” Evina said.
Before he was done speaking, Kyle sprinted across the rooftops
toward the weasel.
“Good luck, Kyle,” he whispered.
Things were looking pretty bad on the ground. Hundreds of
unconscious toons were laying on the ground, some good, some bad.
Explosions had left holes in most of the buildings. Evina wasn’t sure if they
had the energy to keep this up.
The chief was surrounded by thugs, but he appeared unfazed.
“Prepare to taste the power of justice!” he said before knocking them out
with a majestic roundhouse kick.
Evina jumped down from the roof and flattened a black-suited toon
in Loopy Lane. Broken glass and splattered gags were everywhere. The
destruction was worse than the playground. s<um was sending more
forces from this direction than he predicted. He picked up a blaster and
began firing at as many as he could.
Harry came up beside him with a blaster. “It’s good to see you again,”
he smiled.
Evina fired at a few more ruffians and dodged their shots before
answering. “I see you came out of retirement.”
Harry kept shooting. “Of course, I wouldn’t miss out on this for
anything. I had to see you again.”
“Yes, but this isn’t a convenient time for a friendly chat.”
Harry continued shooting with incredible accuracy. Together, they
took down over twenty of s<um’s men. “You’re not too bad at this, but
here’s my secret: I’ve been practicing with these things for years.”
“Really? How good are you?”
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Harry turned around and blindly shot behind his back. A criminal
cried out in pain. “Beat that!”
Evina laughed. “Maybe I will, someday. I’ll see you later, Harry!” He
ran down the street and found Zany on the ground, pinned down by a
hooligan. He ran and kicked him away, then he triggered a giant weight to
fall on him.
“Thanks for the help,” Zany said between breaths. “This is so intense!”
“That’s an understatement,” he said. “I wonder if we’re winning.”
“Maybe it’s my imagination, but I think we are,” she said hopefully.
Evina was struck in the neck with a sadness shot, shouted, and fell.
Zany immediately applied Pixie Dust and pulled him to his feet.
“Come on, we’re sitting ducks out here. I think everyone is regrouping at
the playground, anyway.”
Evina jogged with her through the tunnel until they reached the
playground. It was madness. Dust and smoke were in the air. The ground
was soaked with water and cream. At last, he saw some familiar faces.
Jared, Mike, and Bob were standing in a corner looking shocked.
“Why are you standing here?” Evina demanded.
“Our troops are scattered,” Jared said. “And it doesn’t matter,
anyway. s<um has us outnumbered. They’re going to capture Toontown
Central and lock us in a dungeon forever.”
“No, they won’t!” Evina promised. “Try to gather as many toons as
you can! When I give the signal, we will drive them back into the speedway
where they’ll be trapped!”
“We’ll try our best,” Bob promised.
Evina ran to the other side of the playground to see what was going
on. Simeon, Catman, and the dog twins were taking a beating from s<um.
They were on the verge of sadness, but before Evina could do anything, a
blast of water came down from the sky. Glue Stick stood on the library’s
roof with a firehose, washing the thugs away from their victims.
“I’m glad you decided to join us!” Evina shouted to him.
“So, you’re happy to see me for once? I guess there’s a first time for
everything.”
Evina turned to Ricky who was struggling to stand up. “Ricky! I need
you to fill the Kart Shop was as much dynamite as you can!”
“What? As much as I can?”
“Yes, fill it up as much as you can! Trust me, it’s the most important
thing you’ve ever done.”
Ricky went running in that direction.
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Grunt growled with rage and threw some of his assailants across the
park. “Evina, the toons are rallying at the Silly Street tunnel! You’d better
hurry!”
Evina ran in that direction, and he saw that s<um was trying
something similar, separating themselves from the crowd to combine their
strength near Punchline Place.
The former cog bosses stood in front of the lines of toons, examining
them.
“Are we all ready to go?” Evina asked.
“Yes, sir,” Mike replied.
“Toons!” Evina shouted to them. “Our work is not finished yet. Now
is the moment where we will succeed or fail. Don’t hold back! Give them
everything you got! We will not stop until they are pushed out of the
playground! Now, on my signal…”
s<um was gathered opposite to them. There was a moment when
things were strangely quiet again.
Evina stared into his enemies faces with contempt. He didn’t know
how so many of his fellow toons could become traitors to their world, but
it was about to end. “CHARGE!”
The toons shouted and ran forward as fast as they could. s<um was
terrified by their courage and forgot what they were going to do. They tried
to turn and run away. The chief had already blocked the tunnel to
Punchline Place, so they couldn’t escape that way. They were corralled
toward the speedway tunnel and tried to squeeze through as fast as they
could.
I really hope Ricky did his job and got out in time, Evina thought. His
forces kept pushing until every last black-suited toon had passed through
the tunnel. Then he picked up a trigger box and pushed the button.
The speedway was engulfed in an enormous fireball, a shockwave
shook the ground until the buildings nearby collapsed. Debris was thrown
into the air, raining down onto the toons below. Then everything stopped.
It was done.
“VICTORY!” Evina cried.
“NO!” a voice screeched. “You haven’t won yet!” McKillden was on the
roof of Toon Hall, the last building standing. “I will rebuild my army and
take you down!” he said.
“Are you sure about that?” someone else shouted. From behind
McKillden, a mouse stood. It was Kyle.
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“That’s right! I’m getting out of here!” McKillden tried to open a glitch
to escape, but it didn’t work. He tried it again and again. “Why won’t it
work!?”
“Trying to run from me again, huh?” Kyle ran toward the weasel with
all his might, jumped with him off the roof, and landed on the ground on
top of him. He put a pair of handcuffs on the disgusting creature’s wrists
and stood up with a wide smile. “Ah, revenge feels good!”
The toons cheered while Kyle and Jenny led the weasel away. The
battle was over. s<um was defeated. Their conflict was finally over. They
didn’t care that Toontown Central was destroyed because they were finally
free.
Ricky was found hidden under some rubble, covered in soot. “I’m still
alive,” he said. “But, dang, that was a blast!”
The toons slowly began to disperse to find their friends and families.
Evina stood quietly for a minute to look out over the destruction.
Toontown Central was unrecognizable. “This has been the weirdest day of
my life,” he muttered.
Grunt ran up to Evina again. “I’ve received an update from every
neighborhood now. All criminals have surrendered or been defeated. It’s
finally over now, and all thanks to you.”
“I can’t take credit for this,” Evina said. “I didn’t really do all that
much. This victory belongs to all of us. We must never forget it, we must
never forget the strength we showed today.”
Harry strolled up to Evina. “I guess we have to build a whole new
Toontown,” he sighed.
“This is a chance to change, and change is good sometimes. Besides,
I think we’re up to the challenge.”
“Also, I don’t know if this is the best time, but it seems like s<um
locked something in the bank vault. Some toons are trying to open it right
now, but I think you’ll want to take a look.”
“Sure,” Evina said, strolling in the direction of the bank. Amidst the
rubble, the giant vault stood undamaged. A few lockpickers were trying to
open it. At last, they broke the lock, turned the wheel, and swung the door
open. It was too dark to see inside.
“Who is it?” a voice said from within. Evina knew that voice well.
“Mickey!?”
“Yes, get me out of here!”
Evina ran inside and untied the mouse. Flippy was there as well, but
he was silent and looked oddly detached from reality.
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“They had me here in there for months!” Mickey said. “Can you
believe the nerve of some toons?” He stepped outside and gasped at the
sight of the playground. “What in the… how did this happen?”
“Ooh, yeah,” Evina said sheepishly. “I guess you don’t have a town to
run anymore.”
Flippy came out of the vault and stood by them, still staring off into
space, not saying anything and not moving.
“Would you look at this?” the chief marveled. “They had the Crystal
of Yensid in here, and millions of jellybeans, and a bunch of other stuff I’ve
never seen before! I wonder how they planned on spending it.”
“You can ask McKillden yourself when you get back to the station,”
Evina said. “But as for me, I don’t want to see a weasel ever again.”
“Speaking of weasels, we never did find his brother, Lucius,” the chief
remarked. “I can only wonder what he’s doing.”
Evina thought back to his time in Cog Nation. “I think I saw him at
the cog’s dip factory,” he said. “The president destroyed him, so we won’t
have to worry about that.”
“What a relief! But what do you think about all this, Flippy? You
haven’t said a word yet.”
Flippy stared forward, unmoving as a statue, and still didn’t speak.
Evina went to stand in front of him. “Um, Flippy, are you okay?”
As soon as Flippy saw the duck’s face, he started shaking. “YOU!” he
shouted. “IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT!”
“What are you talking about?”
“YOU DESTROYED MY CITY! YOU DESTROYED MY LIFE!”
“Well, it was actually s<um and The Shadow that ruined our lives.”
“I DON’T CARE!” he screamed. “YOU DON’T KNOW HOW THEY
TORTURED ME! I’VE HAD IT WITH TOONS! I NEVER WANT TO SEE
ANY OF YOU EVER AGAIN!” And with that, Flippy took off running to the
hilltop. Nobody knows where he went from there.
“Wow,” Gyro said. “That happened quickly.”
“Yeah, what’s his problem?” Evina inquired.
Gyro sighed and lowered his head. “I was afraid that it might come to
this. Even though The Shadow’s work has been undone, some of its effects
will linger. Flippy was a noble toon once, but he has dealt with more
trouble than any toon could handle. He tried to use pride as a shield, but
it didn’t work. Time and time again, his life has been turned upside-down,
and this was the last straw. He’s broken.”
“Do you think we will ever see him again?”
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Gyro frowned. “I don’t know. I have a feeling we will, but it will only
be when he’s ready, however long that takes.”
Evina stared off at the hilltop where the dog disappeared. He wished
he could comfort him, but he couldn’t fix all the world’s problems.
“Let’s go,” Gyro told him. “We can’t finish this day without a
celebration.”
“I guess you’re right,” Evina said. Then he looked down at his
disheveled appearance and sighed. “But I need to change first.”
“Ok, I’ll see you back here later,” Gyro said.

*

*

*

Evina woke up at his old house. He had rested for what felt like a
moment and slept through most of the day. It was nearly night. He had
almost forgotten how tired he was and how good it felt to sleep without the
constant interruption of crazy dreams.
Then he remembered the party and knew he was already late. He
jumped out of bed. He threw on some clean clothes as fast as he could and
pulled out his portal hole to return to the playground.
Once he appeared at the hilltop, he noticed that the sun was already
below the horizon. He saw the ruined remnants of Toontown Central in
the twilight. Even though it was getting dark, there was no more danger
here, no more fear. Without the artificial lights, the stars of the sky shined
brightly, even brighter than they were in Donald’s Dreamland. Somehow,
everything seemed more beautiful now that The Shadow was gone.
The park was illuminated by tiki torches. Loud party music blared
from speakers, and toons were dancing all over the place. Evina walked
down to the party and examined the food table. He was starving. He
wondered how long it had been since he last ate. He picked up a plate full
of food and walked around until he found Gyro.
“I’m glad you made it,” Gyro said with relief. “You almost had me
worried there!”
“I’m just exhausted. Can you blame me?”
“No,” he admitted. “It could just be my anxiety. I’m still scared of
losing you again.”
“You won’t,” Evina assured him. Then, after a moment of silence, he
changed the topic. “So, the party planners did a great job with this, right?”
“Yes, and there’s one on every street and playground in Toontown. I
don’t doubt that the Toon Council will make this an annual holiday.”
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“I’m sure they will.” Evina stood there and ate in silence for a while
until someone else saw him.
“Evina!” Lily cried out. “I’m so glad you made it!”
“Yeah,” he said nervously. He wasn’t used to being seen with her in a
crowd, so it felt really awkward.
“Do you want to dance with me?”
Evina cringed. “You know, I’ve never been much of a dancer.”
“Oh, come on, it’ll be fun!”
Evina took her hand and reluctantly went with her as she dragged him
to the dance floor. The music suddenly changed to a slow song. He was
nervous. He didn’t want to be seen dancing. It was like everyone’s eyes
were suddenly on them now.
Lily started to dance, and Evina tried to keep up with her. He hated
dancing. He looked down into her eyes, reflecting the light of the torches,
and his nerves started to calm. His anxiety melted away, and he felt at
peace out here tonight.
No words were spoken. Sometimes the deepest conversations are
conveyed in silence. He danced with her until the party died down and the
crowds dispersed to go home.
It was nearly midnight, and he couldn’t stay awake any longer.
Everyone left, leaving him alone in the playground. He stood there for a
moment, still thinking about all that had happened that day.
Evina felt like he was being watched. He turned around and glimpsed
some figures standing on the hilltop, overlooking the destruction. He
nodded to them. The monks saw what they needed and returned the way
they came. No other toon knew they were there. Finally, he sat down on
the ground and fell asleep.

*

*

*

Evina woke up again to see light. He was all alone. The sun was rising
for the second time. It was beautiful, even more so than that the sunsets
he remembered from his past. Truly, this was a new world. This was a new
beginning for all toonkind.
Everything was peaceful. Everything was perfect, and yet, he still felt
that something was wrong. Evina searched his mind to figure out what it
was. He had saved Toontown, he had defeated The Shadow, and all his
friends had come back to fight with him. Even Gyro was healed now. He
had achieved every goal. He had won every battle. So, what could possibly
be wrong now?
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He stood up and walked around the playground. Everything was
serene. It was hard to imagine that this had been a war zone a day prior.
Everything had happened so fast. Was it shock? Could that be what was
bothering him? Why couldn’t he shake the feeling that something was
wrong? No, it was more specific. Something was missing. But what?
He turned toward the sun. He knew it wasn’t safe to look at directly,
but something drew his gaze. There was someone there on the hilltop now,
standing in front of the majestic, glowing circle. He couldn’t see who it was,
but there was something in his heart that yearned to see them. Evina took
off running in that direction, not sure who it could possibly be.
At last, he reached the place where the person stood. He fell to his
knees and started bawling. Nothing could stop the tears. It couldn’t be
true. It was too good to be true.
The woman walked over to him and put her hand on his shoulder.
“I’m here, Evina.”
Evina reached up and held her hand. It was so warm, so full of life.
He didn’t know how it was possible, but here she was. Now The Shadow’s
work was completely undone. “I’ve missed you so much,” he whispered.
“I told you before,” the mother said with a smile. “I was always with
you, and I always will be.”

CHAPTER 14

THE LEGEND
Sally opened her eyes in the dark. It was earlier than she normally
woke. This darkness used to terrify her, but she remembered something
her father had said to her. No matter how dark the night is, it will always
give way to the light. There was nothing to be scared of here.
She didn’t want to get out of bed, but she couldn’t go back to sleep. It
was a waste of time to lie here, so she rolled out of bed and slowly walked
to the door. The hallway was empty. It looked like she was the only one
awake now. She decided to go outside for some fresh air.
The sun was starting to rise. She went to the balcony and looked at
the clouds lazily drifting by below. She liked watching them twist and turn
into strange shapes.
“You’re up early,” someone said.
Sally was surprised. She hadn’t seen her father standing out there as
well, only a short distance away.
“I couldn’t go back to sleep,” she explained.
“Me neither,” he said.
Sally paused. “Do you come out here by yourself a lot?”
The father looked out over the vista with a blank expression.
“Sometimes I like to watch the sunrise. It reminds me of where I came
from,” he said. “And it’s so peaceful out here at this hour.”
“Yeah, it’s nice,” she said, even though she was already becoming
bored. She had always been curious about her father’s past, and this felt
like the best opportunity to ask.
“Speaking of where you came from,” she said, “can you tell me about
the war?”
He looked surprised. “Um, sweetie, are you sure you’re ready to hear
about that? It’s a scary story.”
“Dad, I can handle it,” she insisted.
“Well,” he began. Then he hesitated, trying to find the words. “It’s
hard to explain. Twenty years ago, our world was in the middle of a war.
We were constantly fighting the cogs.”
“Why?” she said.
“I know it’s hard to believe, but we weren’t always friends with the
cogs. Back then, they were trying to take over our world. We were both
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fighting for control of Toontown. But I had a feeling I could figure out what
was going on if I went on an adventure, and that’s what I did.”
“What kind of adventure?”
“I had to leave Toontown behind and go where no toon had gone
before, deep into the wilderness.”
“Weren’t you scared? Did you get lonely?”
“Oh no, I wasn’t alone,” he said. “I had eight other toons with me, and
they became some of my best friends. One of them was Harry. I know it’s
been a while since you’ve seen him, but you still remember him, right?”
She rolled her eyes. “Of course, I remember him. Finish the story.”
“Well,” he said, “it wasn’t very easy, but I eventually found Cog
Nation, the place where the cogs came from. We managed to stop them for
good.”
“And where is this Cog Nation?” she asked. “Can I see it?”
“You’re already seeing it,” he said with a smile. “This city was their
capital. It used to be called Cogtropolis.”
Sally was both amazed by this fact and embarrassed that she did not
know it before. “Wow…”
And on this roof we’re standing on, I destroyed the chairman of Cogs
Incorporated.
“What?” she gasped. “You killed him?”
“Well, um, yes, but he came back to life later.”
Sally was skeptical. “Are you sure you weren’t the bad guy?”
He sighed. “Yes, sweetie. The cogs used to be the bad guys. But, as you
know, we eventually became friends with them.”
“So, that was the scary story?”
“Oh no,” he corrected her. “I went with your grandpa to Earth and we
faced a very scary monster that tried to kill us.”
“Dad, that sounds made-up.”
“No, it’s true! We left the Tooniverse and went to the human world.
We encountered weird aliens along the way, and we barely made it back
alive.”
“And that’s the scary story?”
“No,” he said. “I almost don’t want to tell you what really happened.”
“Dad, I said I can handle it,” she insisted.
“Sweetie,” he paused, not sure if he should continue. “I found out that
the real monster was living inside my body.”
Sally didn’t respond. She didn’t know what to say.
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“It made me angry all of the time. It made the sun leave Toontown.
And lots of toons who were our friends became bad guys and tried to hurt
us. Do you understand?”
“Yeah,” she said, although she still didn’t comprehend it. “What
happened to the bad toons?”
“After we stopped them, we gave them a second chance,” he said.
“Once the sun came back, they stopped doing bad things and started
helping us again.”
“That’s nice.”
“Still, even though we won the war, it was a very scary time. I had to
kill the monster that infected our world,” he continued. “A lot of people got
hurt, and some of them took a long time to heal. That was ten years ago.
Now, do you see why I never told you before?”
“I do,” she said. “Thank you for telling me, dad.”
“Anything for you, Sally. Now, go see if your mom is awake.”
She turned and left the roof through the door she came from.
Evina was left alone. Even though the war was long over, talking
about it brought some old feelings to the surface. He was still worried. He
was concerned that something might happen to separate him from his
family again.
But, on the other hand, even those he thought were lost forever
managed to come back. His father returned from exile and sickness, his
mother returned from annihilation, and Flippy returned after running
away. He knew it was impossible to be separated from those he loved. Even
if they weren’t there physically, their presence was still inside him, but was
there a way to stop the anxiety?
Just as he was thinking about this, an unlikely event surprised him. A
small, black spaceship was seen hovering above the city. It wasn’t like
anything Evina had seen before. He stared at it for a few minutes, then it
started heading toward his building. He stood his ground as it landed on
the roof, only a few feet from him.
The hatch opened. Evina didn’t know what to expect. Then someone
walked down the ramp toward him. It looked like a black-haired human
woman wearing a long gown covered with delicate embroidery. She
appeared to be a stranger at first, but Evina thought she looked familiar.
“Have I seen you before?” he asked.
“Of course, you have!” she said. “Am I really that forgettable, Evina?”
Evina smiled. “Kate!”
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“Yeah, it’s me,” she said awkwardly. It was almost like she was
ashamed of something.
“How did you get here? Where did you get that ship?”
“I built it. It took forever, but the plans your dad gave me helped out
a lot.”
“Gyro,” Evina muttered. “He’s always full of surprises. Anyway, how
have you been? And why are you dressed up so nicely?”
“I’m the empress of my world now,” she explained.
“Oh, and how are you liking that?”
“I don’t,” she replied sharply. “That’s why I’ve been looking for any
excuse to get away for a while. You can’t imagine what it’s like having
people watching you all the time, trying to get your attention, trying to tell
you what you should and shouldn’t say.”
“That sounds crazy,” he said.
“Sometimes, I wish I could go back to the old days when I didn’t have
to care about anything,” she sighed. “But never mind that. I didn’t come
all this way to talk about myself. Tell me what’s going on in your world.”
“It’s going pretty well,” he said. “Or it has been after the massive civil
war we had a decade ago.”
“Ooh, war. That’s sounds exciting.”
“I can tell you about that another time, but as for my life right now,
things are good.”
“While I was on my way here, I saw a yellow duckling here with you.
Am I right in assuming she’s yours?”
“Yep, that’s Sally,” he said.
“Being a parent is difficult,” Kate said.
Evina shrugged. “It sometimes can be, I guess.”
“If it’s not bad now, just wait until you have your fifth!” she said.
They both laughed. “I don’t envy you!” he said.
There was a minute where they quietly looked out over the balcony.
As the sun rose higher into the sky, it began to dispel the cloud layer. Now
the whole city could be seen in all its splendor.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Evina said.
“Yes, the rising sun is a very special symbol to my people. But tell me,
what’s the story of this place?”
“I think I told you about the cogs before. We recolonized their capital
and renamed it Toontown City.”
“That’s not a very creative name,” she remarked.
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“Eh, in my opinion, we have worse names for other places,” he said.
“And it is an appropriate name. This used to be the first city of our world,
but that was over a hundred years ago.”
“I see. Well, from what I’ve seen of it, it’s a little too silly for my tastes.
But it seems to suit your people well.”
“I suppose it does,” he admitted. Then he became silent again. “I still
miss the old Toontown, though. Even though it had so many problems, it
was my childhood. It’s what made me who I am today. I can’t help but feel
nostalgic.”
“I feel it too, Evina. But we can’t live in the past. Things must change.”
“I know,” he said. “We must keep moving forward.”
Once again, they didn’t speak for a few minutes. Most of the city was
starting to wake up. Some toons were seen walking in the streets below
now, like colorful, tiny specks. The buildings glimmered in the daylight.
Many were still cog-like, covered in metal and glass. Others were newer;
they stood out because of how colorful and toony they were.
“I’m scared of The Shadow coming back,” Evina suddenly said
without warning. “I haven’t told anyone else. I don’t want to worry them.
But no matter how hard I try to stop thinking about it, I know it’s going to
return one day.”
Kate remained silent. He wondered if he had ruined the spirit of the
moment, but she eventually replied. “If it does come back, I think you guys
will handle it just fine.”
“You really think so?”
“Yeah,” she said. “I know I’ve made fun of you in the past, but
honestly, the toons are a really strong people. You guys never give up. No
matter what comes your way, I’m sure you’ll find a way to fix it.”
“Wow, thanks,” Evina said. He was flattered. “You know, I don’t think
I could do something like that again, but I have faith in the next generation.
They are so young, so flexible and free. They continually amaze me.”
“Well, of course, they’re better than you,” Kate said. “The story isn’t
about you anymore. You have to pass it on and let someone else have a
chance. It’s a beautiful, crazy cycle that never ends. Just be glad you had a
chance to be part of it.”
Evina thought about it for a while. “You’re right. I know Sally is going
to do great things one day.”
Just then, the door opened up and someone ran onto the roof
shouting, “EUREKA!”
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Evina turned around, even though he knew who it was. “Dad, what
are you doing up here?”
“I just finished my latest invention!” he exclaimed.
Evina looked at the complicated mess of cables and gears in his
hands, dripping with a mysterious slime. “So… what is it?”
Gyro hesitated. “Well, um, I’m not sure yet,” he admitted, looking
embarrassed. He set it on the ground and wiped his hands clean. “But I
need to finish it for Scrooge by Friday. Anyway, are you going to introduce
me to your friend here?”
“Don’t you already know her?” Evina asked.
Gyro’s eyes grew wide. “Oh, Kate! Wow, you finally made it.”
“You always knew I would come back, didn’t you?”
He laughed. “It looks like you finally grew up.”
“And you look younger than ever,” she replied. “Why is life so unfair?”
They laughed together for the first time in ages.
Sally ran out from the door again, this time with her mother and
Evina’s mother. “Are we having a party out here?” Sally asked.
“I guess we are,” Evina said. “Say hello to Kate. She’s an old friend.”
Sally wasn’t sure if she trusted this stranger. “Hi, Kate! What kind of
weird toon are you?”
Kate returned a serious look. “I’m the kind you don’t want to mess
with, kid.”
Here at the top of the world, a family stood, talking and laughing
together. Three generations of toons shared memories from the past and
hopes for the future. Of course, this didn’t mean they never had troubles
again, but they no longer feared trouble. There was nothing they could not
do when they were together. It was just another chapter in the legend of
Toontown, a story that never ends.

EPILOGUE
And so, our tale draws to a close
And everything’s as it should be
But what comes next? Nobody knows
The Legend never ends, you see
The unreal realm is without ends
Creative souls strive to draw near
And each person adds and extends
Their beautiful perspective here
The light within your heart and mind
Can spark a fire of joy and fun
And those who are perceptive find
This hidden truth in everyone
Your dreams, though they seem far away
Can be a source of strength to you
The darkest night will yield to day
With faith, there’s nothing you can’t do

GLOSSARY
Acorn Acres – A neighborhood located on the southern side of central
Toontown, adjacent to Bossbot HQ. It is a rural area without gag shops,
streets, or cogs. Toons can jump on a golf cart to play mini-golf. (This is
completely unrelated to the Bossbot Golf Courses). It is managed by Chip
and Dale.
Ambulance Chaser – The 4th tier Lawbot cog. It is a thin cog wearing a
paramedic hat and an angry sneer on its face.
Backstabber – The 5th tier Lawbot cog. It is medium height with a
large, purple knife blade for a head.
Bean Counter – The 4th tier Cashbot cog. It is a thin cog with a fedora
and a tight, serious face, similar to the Downsizer.
Big Cheese, The – The 8th tier Bossbot cog. It is large and burly with a
head that looks like a chunk of yellow cheese.
Big Wig – The 8th tier Lawbot cog. It is very tall and wears a wig and a
menacing scowl.
Bloodsucker – The 2nd tier Lawbot cog. It looks like a thin, pale,
vampire wearing a suit.
Bossbot Golf Courses – Gloomy, maze-like golf courses used for
Bossbot recreation. Toons infiltrate them to earn Stock Options. One of
its prominent features is robotic mole stomping. For the mythical
creature said to originate here, see Molder.
Bossbot HQ – The stronghold of Bossbots in Toontown, and the last
Cog HQ discovered by toons. It is located between Phantom Forest and
Acorn Acres. It features the Bossbot Clubhouse and three Bossbot Golf
Courses.
Bossbots – The fourth class of cogs, specializing in all things related to
management. Their leader is The C.E.O. of Cogs Incorporated who
promotes them when they receive enough Stock Options. They wear
striped, brown suits. Their emblem is the necktie.
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Bottom Feeder – The 1st tier Lawbot cog. It is short and fat with a
round, blue, swollen face.
Brrrgh, The – A frigid neighborhood on the eastern side of central
Toontown. It is frequently invaded by powerful cogs and is informally
managed by Pluto.
Buildbots – A class of cogs used for rapid construction projects. They
only appear in Cog Nation.
C.E.O., The (Chief Executive Officer) – Robert Gears, an enormous
cog on wheels wearing a golf vest and wielding a golf club. He is the
leader of all Bossbots, and the most senior officer in Cogs Incorporated
after The Chairman. Toons fight him in Bossbot HQ by squirting him
with seltzer water. At the end of the battle, he is demoted to a Flunky.
C.F.O., The (Chief Financial Officer) – Mike Grease, an enormous
cog on wheels with a cash register for a head. He is the leader of all
Cashbots. Toons fight him in The Vault in Cashbot HQ by swinging giant
safes into his head. At the end of the battle, he rolls out of the vault in
frustration and gets run over by a train.
Cashbot HQ – The stronghold of Cashbots in Toontown, and the Cog
HQ with the largest plot of land. It is located northwest of Donald’s
Dreamland. It features the C.F.O.’s vault and the three Cashbot Mints.
Cashbot Mint – Three facilities in Cashbot HQ that toons infiltrate to
earn Cogbucks. The three denominations minted are coins, dollars, and
gold bullions.
Cashbots – The second class of cogs, specializing in all things related to
finance. Their leader is The C.F.O. of Cogs Incorporated who promotes
them if they pay enough Cogbucks. They wear green suits patterned with
dollar signs. Their emblem is also the dollar sign.
Chairman, The – The supreme leader of Cogs Incorporated. He was
only referenced briefly by The C.E.O. in after the battle in Bossbot HQ.
He has never been seen by any toon, so his appearance, history, and
everything else about him is unknown.
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Chief Justice, The – George Sprocket, an enormous cog on wheels
wearing a robe and a blindfold. He is the leader of all Lawbots. Toons
fight him by challenging him to a trial in the courthouse in Lawbot HQ
and providing enough evidence to outweigh all the false evidence against
them.
Chip and Dale – Two tiny chipmunk toons, the managers of Acorn
Acres.
Clarabelle – A cow toon. She is the largest retailer in Toontown, selling
everything from estate furniture to clothing. She resides at her luxurious
barn in the Verdant Valley west of Pete’s Palace in southern Toontown.
Cog HQ – One of the four areas in central Toontown under direct cog
control. They are rallying points for cogs to gather forces and continue
their invasion. It is also where the top bosses visit to give out promotions.
Toons can infiltrate these areas by wearing a cog suit disguise. See Sellbot
HQ, Cashbot HQ, Lawbot HQ, and Bossbot HQ.
Cog Nation – The legendary home of the cogs. Its location is unknown
to toons, and it has never seen by a toon before.
Cogbucks – The cog currency. It’s also a measure of progress collected
by Cashbots (and disguised toons) to pay for promotions in Cashbot HQ.
Cogs – Intelligent, seemingly emotionless, humanoid robots that are
obsessed with traditional office work. Their origin is unknown. They are
bent on conquering Toontown by transforming toon buildings into cog
buildings. Most humor is deadly to them. They see anything wearing a
suit to be a cog, making it easy for toons to disguise themselves. In the
game (Toontown Online), they are grouped into four classes: Sellbots,
Cashbots, Lawbots, and Bossbots. Each class has eight tiers. Each tier
has a range of five levels. A tier eight cog could be as high as level 12 in
Toontown, but in Cog Nation, the limit is level 50. Higher level cogs are
more resistant to gags and can use stronger attacks against toons. To gain
a level, a cog must be promoted by the boss of its class and pay the
respective fee. All thirty-two cog varieties in the original game and more
are referenced in this story.
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Cogs Incorporated – An enormous corporation based in Cog Nation
that almost all cogs work for, whether directly or indirectly. It is led by
The Chairman and The C.E.O.
Cold Caller – The 1st tier Sellbot cog. It is short and round with a dark
blue, cylindrical head. It looks very similar to the Short Change.
Corporate Raider – The 7th tier Bossbot cog. It is very tall, extremely
fat, and wears several features of a sea pirate.
Daisy Duck – The stylish girlfriend of Donald Duck, and the manager
of the Daisy Gardens neighborhood.
Daisy Gardens – A botanical-themed neighborhood on the southern
side of central Toontown, not far from Sellbot HQ. It is managed by
Daisy Duck.
District Attorney’s Office – A large facility in Lawbot HQ that toons
must infiltrate to earn Jury Notices. It features many puzzles and unique
obstacles such as giant goons and Virtual Skelecogs.
Donald Duck – One of the original duck toons, and manager of the
Donald’s Dock and Donald’s Dreamland neighborhoods.
Donald’s Dock – A nautical-themed neighborhood on the southern
side of central Toontown, along the Nutty River, and adjacent to Acorn
Acres. It is managed by Donald Duck.
Donald’s Dreamland – A neighborhood on the northern side of
central Toontown, not far from Cashbot HQ. The sun does not shine
there, so it is always night. It has the strongest cogs in central Toontown
outside of Cog HQs. It is managed by Donald Duck.
Doodles – Small, plump, dog-like creatures with large ears kept as pets
by toons. They can be trained to perform tricks to replenish a toon’s laff.
They can be purchased from the pet shop found in most playgrounds.
Double Talker – The 3rd tier Lawbot cog. It has a face on both sides of
its head, each with different expressions. Its skin is tinted blue. It is
similar in appearance to the Two-Face.
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Downsizer – The 5th tier Bossbot cog. It is a thin cog with a fedora and a
tight, serious face, similar to the Bean Counter.
Drop Gags – The seventh gag track. These gags involve summoning
large, heavy objects to be dropped from the sky onto a cog (such as
weights, safes, and pianos). Although they inflict a lot of damage, their
accuracy is generally low.
Duckburg – A city in the Calisota region of Toontown. It is one of the
largest toon cities, and home to most of the duck toons.
Estate – A toon’s home, and the home of its doodle. In Toontown
Online, it can be decorated with estate furniture purchased from
Clarabelle.
Factory – (See Sellbot Factory)
Flippy – A blue dog toon, grandson of Goofy, and interim president of
Toontown since the start of the cog invasion.
Flunky – The 1st tier Bossbot cog. It is short and round with a bald head
and oversized glasses.
Gags – Wacky objects used by toons to destroy cogs because humor is
deadly to them. There are seven tracks. A toon in Toontown is only
permitted to train for six of them. They are Toonup, Trap, Lure, Sound,
Throw, Squirt, and Drop.
Glad Hander – The 4th tier Sellbot cog. It is medium sized and fat, with
a large grin stretching across its face. It looks very similar to the Mr.
Hollywood and the Yesman.
Glitch – A fault in the fabric of the Tooniverse. Certain toons can exploit
them to break the laws of physics and escape the confines of their story.
Gloves – Worn by all toons. They contain a magical, toony energy.
Goofy – One of the first dog toons. He is well known for his clumsy and
silly nature, hence the name. He is the manager of Goofy Speedway.
Goofy Speedway – An area just outside of Toontown Central where
toons race each other in their custom-made karts. Its manager is Goofy.
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Goon – A simple, bipedal robot found in Cog HQs. They come in many
sizes, but mostly appear similar. They wear hard hats and have one large
eye that projects a spotlight. These lights are harmful to a toon’s laff.
Jumping on their heads will temporarily disable them.
Head Hunter – The 6th tier Bossbot cog. It has a very large body in
proportion to its shrunken head.
Jellybeans – The currency of Toontown. They can be earned from
fishing, gardening, toontasks, or trolley games.
Jury Notices – A measure of progress collected by Lawbots (and
disguised toons) to earn their promotions in Lawbot HQ.
Laff – A toon’s level of energy, measured by how happy they are. Cogs
use corporate-themed attacks on toons to lower their laff. When it is
depleted, they go sad and are unable to do anything. Toon activities and
certain items called treasures can replenish laff. The more a toon trains
and completes tasks, the higher their laff limit can be.
Lawbot HQ – The stronghold of Lawbots in Toontown. It is located
between the Pinhead Plains and The Brrrgh. It features the Courthouse
and the District Attorney’s Office.
Lawbots – The third class of cogs, specializing in all things related to
the law. Their leader is the Chief Justice of Cog Nation who promotes
them when they receive enough Jury Notices. They wear blue suits and
bowties. Their emblem is the gavel.
Legal Eagle – The 7th tier Lawbot cog. It is a large, burly cog with the
head of an eagle.
Loan Shark – The 7th tier Cashbot cog. It is tall and thin with the head
of a hammerhead shark.
Lure Gags – The third gag track. They do not directly harm cogs but
put them in a temporary trance so that other gags may have a stronger
effect. Well-known examples are the magnet and the hypno-goggles.
Merits – A measure of progress collected by Sellbots (and disguised
toons) to earn their promotions in Sellbot HQ.
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Mickey Mouse – A world-famous cartoon character, the original
president of Toontown, and its oldest remaining citizen. He is the
manager of the Toontown Central neighborhood.
Micromanager – The 4th tier Bossbot cog. It is by far the smallest of all
cogs and one of the few cogs with a somewhat feminine appearance.
Mingler, The – The 7th tier Sellbot cog. It is tall and broad-shouldered
(although not as much as a Mr. Hollywood) with a bright pink head and
a creepy smile. It is one of the few cogs with a feminine appearance.
Minnie Mouse – Mickey Mouse’s girlfriend and the manager of the
Minnie’s Melodyland neighborhood.
Minnie’s Melodyland – A musical-themed neighborhood on the
northern side of central Toontown. It is managed by Minnie Mouse.
Molder – A legendary creature that is a combination of a Cog and a
mole from the Bossbot Golf Courses.
Money Bags – The 6th tier Cashbot cog. It is a medium-height, fat cog
with a head that looks like a sack stuffed full of cash.
Mover & Shaker – The 5th tier Sellbot cog. It is tall and extremely thin,
with a long, cylindrical head. Its face wears a thin mustache and a smile.
Mr. Hollywood – The 8th tier Sellbot cog. It is tall and hefty with a
large grin stretching across its face. It looks very similar to the Glad
Hander and the Yesman.
Name Dropper – The 3rd tier Sellbot cog. It is short with an elongated,
purple head that ends in an extremely large pair of red lips. It is one of
the only cogs with a somewhat feminine appearance.
Neighborhood – One of the various themed cities in central Toontown.
Each one has streets infested with cogs. The playground is the only safe
place in the neighborhood, home to the most important toon buildings,
like the gag shop, clothing shop, pet shop, and Toon HQ.
Newsbots – A class of cogs used for investigating and reporting the
news. They are only found within Cog Nation.
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Number Cruncher – The 5th tier Cashbot cog. It is a medium-height
cog with actual numbers spilling out of its mouth. It is one of the only
cogs with a somewhat feminine appearance.
Pencil Pusher – The 2nd tier Bossbot cog. It is extremely thin and short
with the head of a sharpened pencil.
Penny Pincher – The 2nd tier Cashbot cog. It is short with a tall, orange
head and an angry expression.
Pete – A large, fat dog toon. Historically, he acted as a villainous
character. But in modern times, he is rather benign, although still rude
and greedy. Starting with the cog invasion, he became the manager (or
monarch) of the Pete’s Palace neighborhood.
Pete’s Palace – A neighborhood in southern Toontown. During the cog
invasion, it was isolated from central Toontown. It is managed by Pete.
Pixie Dust – One of the most potent Toonup gags, used to replenish a
toon’s laff when it is low.
Playground – The only safe place in each neighborhood, located at its
core. It contains various shops to aid toons in fighting cogs.
Pluto – Mickey Mouse’s pet dog. He is a rare example of a nonanthropomorphic animal in Toontown. He is the de facto manager of The
Brrrgh neighborhood.
Portable Hole – An inter-dimensional portal used by toons for easy
transportation. It can be stored in their pockets and placed on any
surface to travel to a desired location.
Promotion – When a cog (or a toon disguised as one) is promoted to a
higher level by visiting its respective boss and paying the required fee.
Also see Merits, Cogbucks, Jury Notices, and Stock Options.
Robber Baron – The 8th tier Cashbot cog. It is a tall and intimidating
with green skin, a large mustache, and sunglasses.

511

THE LEGEND OF TOONTOWN | GENERATIONS

Roger Rabbit – One of the first toons to settle the modern world of
Toontown after leaving the Toontown on Earth in the 1940s. He is
featured in the movie Who Framed Roger Rabbit.
Sad – When a toon loses all of its laff. It is unable to do anything in this
state. In Toontown, when a toon goes sad, a safety mechanism sends it
back to the nearest playground to safely replenish its laff. Outside of
Toontown, this safety does not exist.
Sellbot Factory – A sprawling facility in the dark wasteland of Sellbot
HQ. Toons infiltrate it to collect Sellbot disguise suit pieces and Merits. It
is the first place a toon will encounter goons. Despite a common myth,
this facility does not manufacture actual cogs.
Sellbot HQ – The stronghold of Sellbots in Toontown, and the first Cog
HQ discovered by toons. It lies on the outskirts of the dark wastelands
outside of Daisy Gardens. It features Sellbot Towers and the Sellbot
Factory.
Sellbots – The first class of cogs, and possibly the most abundant. They
specialize in all things related to sales. Their leader is The V.P. of Cogs
Incorporated who promotes them when they receive enough Merits. They
wear plaid, burgundy suits. Their emblem is a bar graph.
Servicebots – A large, miscellaneous class of cogs. The most common
type is security guard. They are distinguished by dark blue suits. They
only appear in Cog Nation.
Short Change – The 1st tier Cashbot cog. It is short and round with a
light blue, cylindrical head. It looks very similar to the Cold Caller.
Skelecog – The inner structure of a cog, without its skin or suit. They
are typically only found inside Cog HQs but are also fought by toons as
v2.0 cogs.
Sound Gags – The fourth gag track. They are weaker than other gag
tracks but have the advantage of affecting all the cogs in a battle. Wellknown examples are the Aoogah and Foghorn.
Spin Doctor – The 6th tier Lawbot cog. It is tall and thin with a large
green head and serious expression. It looks similar to the Telemarketer.
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Squirt Gags – The sixth gag track. They all involve water. Examples
include the Squirting Flower, Fire Hose, and Storm Cloud.
Stock Options – A measure of progress collected by Bossbots (and
disguised toons) to earn their promotions in Bossbot HQ.
Telemarketer – The 2nd tier Sellbot cog. It is short and thin with a large
head and serious expression. It looks similar to the Spin Doctor.
Throw Gags – The fifth gag track. They take the form of pastries that
toons throw in the faces of cogs.
Tier 1 Cogs – The weakest of all cogs. Their level range is from 1 to 5.
See Cold Caller, Short Change, Bottom Feeder, and Flunky.
Tier 2 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 2 to 6. See Telemarketer,
Penny Pincher, Bloodsucker, and Pencil Pusher.
Tier 3 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 3 to 7. See Name
Dropper, Tightwad, Double Talker, and Yesman.
Tier 4 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 4 to 8. See Glad Hander,
Bean Counter, Ambulance Chaser, and Micromanager.
Tier 5 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 5 to 9. See Mover &
Shaker, Number Cruncher, Backstabber, and Downsizer.
Tier 6 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 6 to 10. See Two-Face,
Money Bags, Spin Doctor, and Head Hunter.
Tier 7 Cogs – These cogs have a level range of 7 to 11. See The Mingler,
Loan Shark, Legal Eagle, and Corporate Raider.
Tier 8 Cogs – The strongest cogs (excluding boss cogs). Their level
range is 8 to 12 in Toontown, but, in Cog Nation, they can be as high as
level 50. See Mr. Hollywood, Robber Baron, Big Wig, and The Big
Cheese.
Tightwad – The 3rd tier Cashbot cog. It is short and fat with a wide head
and angry expression.
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Toon HQ – One of the many buildings in Toontown where HQ officers
assign Toontasks to toons. It is also the hub for emergency services.
Tooniverse – The greater universe in which all fictional characters live.
There are countless worlds, each one made for the countless stories that
humans have created.
Toons – Anthropomorphic animals that reside in Toontown. They are
the embodiment of literal animated cartoon characters, specifically ones
following The Walt Disney Company’s old design. They have no desire to
do work, only to have fun continually. Since they do not exist in the same
world as people, the laws of physics affect them differently. They seldom
age and are almost impossible to destroy.
Toontasks – A task given by an HQ officer to a toon. These give the
toon important experience, train their skills, increase their laff, and assist
in holding back the cog invasion.
Toontown – The colorful, cheerful land of the toons. Its president was
Mickey Mouse until the cog invasion when Flippy took command.
Toontown Central – The capital of Toontown and the safest
neighborhood in central Toontown. It lies adjacent to Goofy Speedway.
Its manager is Mickey Mouse.
Toontown Online – An online video game created by The Walt Disney
Company. It was active from 2003 to 2013. It provided the setting that
this story is based on.
Toonup Gags – The first gag track. It isn’t used against cogs, but as a
way to heal fellow toons. One of the most important gags is Pixie Dust. It
is important to note that a toon cannot heal itself.
Trap Gags – The second gag track. Toons set these as a trap for cogs so
that, when they are lured, they will be hurt by them. One of the most
potent gags, dynamite, is in this track.
Trolley Games – Short games played by toons. Toons simply sit on the
trolley in a playground, and it takes them to a game to play by themselves
or with other toons. The better the toon’s performance, the more
jellybeans they will earn.

GLOSSARY

514

Two-Face – The 6th tier Sellbot cog. It has a face on both sides of its
head, each with different expressions. It is similar in appearance to the
Double Talker.
V.P., The (Vice President) – Jared Sparx, an enormous cog on wheels
with two faces on his head. One face is smiling, the other glowering. He is
the leader of all Sellbots. Toons fight him at Sellbot Towers in Sellbot HQ
by hitting him with pies. He rolls backward until he falls off the roof.
V2.0 cogs – A cog that is resistant to being destroyed. After its outer
layer is defeated, a toon will have to fight its skelecog. They were first
discovered by toons infiltrating Bossbot HQ.
V3.0 cogs – Similar to v2.0 cogs but, after the skelecog, a virtual
skelecog will need to be defeated. These only exist in Cog Nation.
Virtual Skelecog – A skelecog made of hard light. Although it appears
to be intangible, it can still cause harm. The only instance of them in
Toontown is in the District Attorney’s Office at Lawbot HQ.
Yesman – The 3rd tier Bossbot cog. It is short and wide-shouldered with
a large grin stretching across its face. It looks very similar to the Mr.
Hollywood and the Glad Hander.
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