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    Thanks to Philip Hal Brown who appears in this book for 
patronizing me. Also Thanks goes out to Diane Allenburg-Reilly 
for graciously editing this tale.  Christopher Cuddy for all of his 
help.  Chris Corkum, Will Pirone and Slav for carrying artwork 
to and from the shows.  Erinn Brown, Radio Scotvoid,  and Jim & 
Rose Malone for providing music at our openings.  Appreciation 
is extended to the Salem Cultural Council and the Mass. Cultural 
Council for funding.  Also make sure you visit Tim Maguire at 
Remember Salem for a guided tour of our story.



Hello there!
    Do you always look over your shoulder, 
when someone speaks to you?  Yes, I am 
talking to you.  Just because I look two 
dimensional to you, you suppose I can’t talk to 
you?  Yes, you silly!
    You are the one who is F.O.D.  up.  Flat One 
Dimensional thinker that is, but in our world 
it is different.  For instance I had breakfast 
with Aladdin in Bagdad, before lunch I chased 
windmills with Don Quixote, and supped at the 
Captain’s table 20,000 leagues under the sea.
    I am here to show you a kingdom on earth 
that man does not see.  A world right here, just 
follow me to see the magical whimsical side of 
Salem.  





    So look behind you!
    

         That tree with the line up the middle, every 
evening at dusk you can watch a shadow extend 
from the flagpole straight up this tree.  Turn 
around.   Look at the tree.  Now you see it.

          Watch this!  Where is it! I know it is in this 

suit somewhere…ah here it is…now step 
back!
      Just give me a second.
    There the zipper is unzipping and 
the gears are turning…



Do not 
mind 
the Fairies.

Now follow me...



DON’T  
DAWDLE!

BE  
DECISIVE!



STOP  PROCRASTINATING!

                       Jump in and follow     
       me.
    
        But be quick, 
  this tree waits on no one. 



    Watch your step. Just step over that 
cog, pay no attention to the snails. They’ll 
get out of your way. I do hope you’re 
wearing shoes.         Slug trails…

    Ah, there’s the light. Go up the stairs. 
Now we’re going to go through the bottom 
of the swamp. Come on. Don’t worry, 
you only get wet if you dive into the water, 
never when you dive out. Just keep walking. 
Cigarettes, gum, candy! There you go. 
Please, step on the shore. Fine, there you 
go.    
     Please mind the fish, good.  Pesky types. 

Those Salem Common’s Carp!



    Good.
Then there was light! I
 got that from somewhere, 
never mind continue with me 
across the ponds and swamps. 
Just mind the fish...they’re 
always slapping me in the face!



    Charles Parker first sold his Monopoly 
Board Game in a building that once stood 
where the Hawthorne Hotel now stands.  
But life is not an easy game with a single set of 
rules. There are many games and many sets of rules 
to follow. But you must stay true to the game you 
choose. Then a mixture of luck and integrity will 
land you where you need to be.  Remember! If the 
game doesn’t bring you happiness, there will always 
be others to play!
    In fact! It looks as if rich Uncle Pennybags has 
decided to leave the Monopoly game and go play 
Frisbee on the Commons. You have many games 
and worlds to choose from. Sometimes you never 
                          have to change your seat to play
                          them.

Life is a Game to be Played





    Now let’s see what Mike and his cats caught today!  

Always fishing for something, that one is.  A true    

    You won’t find silver spoons (they all ran 
away!), dusty books, or old trumpets with 
Mike. No, you’ll find Pieces of Eight, the 
rattles and drums of an old Indian medicine 
man, secret correspondences from George 
Washington, Grails, Blackbeard’s skull, 
stuffed dodos, and even an ark or two.  

 There goes Marie 
Antoinette’s Bureau!

Cat and the Fiddle Antiques



             What is the cat in the sign up to?  I am glad 
you noticed.  See magical shops like his are always 
on the move.  How would you like to be stuck in one 
place?  The cat is just leaving to find their next location.



Hawthorne’s Challenge
“Hello!” says the Hawthorne statue as it smokes on a Clarence the 
Clown bubble pipe. The bubbles pop in your ear.  You can hear 
whispers. “Hello, I said.” Another bubble 
pops near your other ear. “Do not go 
forward, but you can’t go back. 
Then again sideways is always 
the straight course of a sane 
mind. If you keep going 
straight you’re sure to run 
into some changelings, 
zombies, and vampires. Cool, 
you say? If you like your brain 
nibbled on.  I guess it might be 
cool.  Your head will be 
ventilated? Well, I would rather 
cross sideways by the razor’s 
edge to the other side, but it is 
quite nutty! For it is the Fool’s errand.” 
The last bubble pops inside your 
ear with a slight tickle.









Friends of the Essex Institute
    Some of you might have fallen off the last page, but for those of 
you who didn’t I’d like to introduce you to Charlie the Bumpus 
and Cotton Ratatoskr. Charlie has a thing about squirrels climbing 
him and Mr. Ratatoskr has a thing about nuts. So we’re in good 
company. Once Cotton gets to the top of Charlie he tends to have 
a tea party with Harry Hawk. Harry has a thing for pigeons, and 
pigeons want nothing to do with Harry. So Harry shares his tea 
with Ratatoskr.
    Now these tea parties can go on all night. The clanking of 
saucers on cups, spoons in bowls, and then the banging in 
cups keep Charlie up all night. These two like to talk and 
debate the world affairs of mice and men. If they’re not 
debating some finer points, they’re singing great drinking 
              songs. Which keeps Charlie rocking to and fro all night.           
                       Cotton drives Charlie nuts. Especially when he 
                                 stores his nuts in Charlie’s pockets. 
                                     Charlie’s a Maple Tree, you 
                                      see! So Charlie doesn’t grow 
                                      nuts and wonders why he should 
                                     go nuts instead!





    What did you expect, little pale skinned redheads with freckles 
flying by? On this continent the locals look a little different. These 
ladies are in a hurry for the big social lunch at the Unzipping Tree. 
But Amayeta Aponi always has time to sit on Ben’s ledge and share 
her jam and Fluffernutter sandwich. She always brings two.
    Ben guards the Philip’s library and tends to the all-night 
blooming flowers in their gardens. Most of the time you can find 
Ben reading one of the library’s entries on the history of Salem. I 
had to learn all this from someone...
   When Aponi is not around Ben likes to converse on the 
arts and sciences with 
Dr. Edward Holyoke’s 
portrait that hangs 
across from his window. 
Other times you can find 
him staring in amazement 
at the antics of that squirrel 
and tree below him. What a 
nutty group!







    Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, and Hanya has been haunting 
this place a long time. Now just keep low, so she doesn’t see us. It’s a 
good thing for that spirit wall in the doorway. The black wall, it confuses 
evil spirits. When they look in, the house seems empty. So they walk on. 
We can hide in the Yin Yu Tang House and visit the talking fish until she 
leaves.
   There is Fukurokuju laughing Hanya 
away. A god of wisdom helps prolong one’s 
life. Ancient Chinese wisdom amazes me. 
Now hurry up, we need to visit someone in 
the garden before she sees us.  
    Those ancient mariners never imagined 
what spirits would be attached to these 
trinkets. Take our bearded friend. He’s an 
ivory Netsuke used to hold items to belts 
on kimonos. As for Hanya, she’s only a 
mask from an ancient Noh play of a woman 
who was jilted by a priest. After midnight, 
the spirits in these objects wake up and walk 
around the grounds of the Peabody Essex 
Museum.

Yin Yu Tang House



    That was a Narrow escape from Hanya! But now 
we’re safe in the presence of Quan Yin. Her smile is as 
bright as the full moon. All children recognize her in 
their mother’s smile.  Hers is the face that leaves and 
always returns, going a little farther away each time, 
bringing a little more courage back as a gift to the child, 
the courage we need to live our lives! She might not 
be there every time we want her, but she’s there every 
time we need her. We might not see the new moon, 
but we know it’s there and will be full again soon. 
Likewise, we know Quan Yin will always be there for us.
    She has some Cadbury Dark Chocolate and skim 
milk for us. Go on, enjoy! She always knows how to get 
to my heart. I can never deny whatever she asks of me. 
So wait here, I need to help her release a god.

Quan Yin in the Garden





    The Hawaiian war god has been homesick ever since his 
incarceration over 4 decades ago. Following several pleas from 
Hawaiians, the Peabody Essex Museum has been resolute in 
holding him in their Oceanic collection.
    That was up to yesterday, anyway, when three Hawaiians 
broke in and helped him escape! Police say they just 
disappeared. This reporter asks how do you lose two Samoans, 
a woman in a grass skirt, and a four-ton statue walking through 
town? But alas, this is indeed Salem.
    For years the writing of this event has been on the wall. All 
through his captivity, Hawaiians have traveled the length of this 
continent to lay offerings at his feet. Over the years the museum 
has amassed a large collection of beach sand, shells, lava rocks, 
and palm leaf necklaces. All of it had been stored to his left, 
behind a wall. That was until Kuka took it with him during his 
daring escape.
    Some Frisbee players in the common reported they saw 
them escaping through the Unzipping Tree. 
    This reporter knows anything can happen, and probably will, 
in Salem.





Derby Square Bookstore
     Well, it’s been two weeks since I rushed you out of Quan Yin’s garden.  I 
always lose track of time when I wander through a bookstore. I get lost, especially 
in bookstores as magical as this one. As an honorary Piney, Ted knows all about 
obscurity. He has the card catalogs of the Libraries of Alexandria memorized. How 
you may ask, does he know this? Let’s say he acquired them before Julius Caesar set 
the library aflame. Or how about the Lindisfarne Library?  He won that one in a card 
game against Sir James Gunn and his Vikings when they passed through town. Only 
fools would believe the Vikings were only after gold when they sacked Lindisfarne.  
Knowledge is power. Look under this glass here and you will see the Cyrus Cylinder, 
the original human rights charter! Under that stack you can see a codex from the Nag
            Hammandi stash. He even saved tons of books from that little funny man with
                                               the mustache who loved his bonfires.
                                        Just over there he has first editions of To Kill a

Mockingbird, Winnie the Pooh and the 
Blustery day, the original woodcuts from 
Tenniel’s Alice in Wonderland, Dore’s first 
French folio of Don Quixote, plus a few other 
incidentals.
    Well I’m going to check on The Monk. He’s 
been keeping watch for us. The Fuzz is still 
looking for Kuka, so we must be careful when 
we leave. We’ll be safe with The Monk. He 
might be a monk, but he’s no saint. Our secret 
is safe with him. Come on, I need to make a 
phone call.
    You have a dime?





The Lyceum
 Since you haven’t eaten in a couple of weeks, I’ll take you all out 
for brunch at the Lyceum. You know Alexander Graham Bell held his 
first public display of the telephone here? The Salem Lyceum once 
was a public forum for the mutual education and rational, rational they 
say, entertainment of its citizens.
 Many people like Charles Lenox Remond, Fredrick Douglass, 
John Quincy Adams, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, 
and Daniel Webster gave lectures here. They inspired the mind within 
the old confines of the good Christian woman Bridget Bishop’s apple 
orchard. James Russell Lowell delved into a stimulating lecture on the 
nature of Hell as he discussed his first English translation of Dante’s 
Inferno. You’ll be having a hell of a time if you don’t tip the staff well, 
for good lady Bridget’s ghost can get quite ornery. By the way, I hope 
you brought some money.  I left my wallet in my other suit. I’ll gladly 
pay you on Thursday for a Cadbury bar today.
 Well, Mr. Bell is a bit flustered. He left his money home too, and 
Bridget is hounding him for the bill. He would try to call a friend, but 
he’s never quite understood how to use his cell phone. They drive him 
nuts.
 Now do not eat too much we are having an early lunch with 
Charles and Fredrick at Hamilton Hall.  Just remember, say nothing 
about their hair...





Dancing in Salem
    The Street is jumping this afternoon. Look at all of those cats go. 
Go man, go! Look at them all dancing. Nobody is L 7 here. Just cool 
cats on the loose! Salem at one time had 18 venues a night laying 
down some fine tunes. From the Hong Kong to the Grand Turk, we 
had some mean rooms. Nowadays, live music is going the way of the 
Salem Common Carp. It’s not that common any more. It’s drowned 
off Sam’s Pier too.
    Twelve dancing princesses have lost their shoes this afternoon! 
Look at them cut that rug.  Man we got some real alligators here; 
there are no cement mixers on this street. That guy can really play on 
the doghouse. The street is a real clambake. They’re sailing into egg 
harbor. Feel that man on the gobble- pipe. Hey, he can really move 
his plates. What a rag. A real ring-ding-ding. Look at him on the skin 
tickler.  Man, there’s not a tin ear on this street.
    I hear the Duke is playing down at the Willows tonight. We can’t 
give that the kiss off. That would be all wet. Afterwards we can check 
out some scat at the Rockefellas or Salsa at the Edgewater. They got 
some real Pachucos playing the Salsa down there by the water.
    Time for lunch, I’ve only eaten once in three weeks.  

Now, come on! 





Thank You For Letting Me Be Myself Again

    Charles Lenox Remond was a freeman born to this country. His 
father was a freeman of the Arawak tribe of the A,B,C Islands of the 
1,2,3 Lesser Antilles in the Caribbean. His family ran dance halls, hair 
salons, and a catering company out of Hamilton Hall in Salem.
Charles toured Europe and America lecturing on Freedom for all. 
Douglass was a bit of a latecomer, but Remond shared many stages 
with him anyway. Charles’ recruiting many men for the 54th and 55th 
Infantry ran against Fredrick’s pacifism, similar to the debates that ran 
against MLK Jr. and Malcolm X a century later.
    Most important of all, they agreed on similar hairstyles. I believe 
Charles’ sister Sarah gave them both some of her sophistication. See, 
freedom based on religion, race, sex, or color was only the first step. 
It paved the way for people to be themselves. They didn’t try to look 
like the white man; they tried to be themselves and the ability to not 
be persecuted for being born one of a kind out of the millions in this 
world. If you want to wear your shirt outside of your pants, wear your 
hair long or tall, dress with chains hanging from your pants or sport 
a conservative Oxford, thank the courage of these men and the hair 
styling of Sarah. So we must all say to them, Thank You Falettinme Be 
Mice Elf Agin!

    Now lets eat lunch!





The Torch of Hope at the Record Exchange

    Sometimes what you need the most is wrapped up in tragedy. 
This area has felt the flame of rebirth from the Great Salem Fire 
and the burning of the Art Corner. But that flame can be cleansing, 
as a gift of renewal in a Torch of Hope.  A torch that brings a new 
beginning that always leads to a better end.
    In these times it is the spirit of the arts and community that 
pulls us through. At the Record Exchange you can find words of 
inspiration from the poets, the blues that uplifted the downtrodden, 
and songs of cheer and dance that touch the soul.
    There you’ll find the Bard of Jam, but you can call him 
Barrence. Every voice that has ever touched the air he can recall. 
As a historian of the voice he can offer a prescription that can 
exhilarate or sooth. Then Dr. Johnny with his dreads is the 
ambulance driver who gets you to the groove when you most need 
it.
    As faith is always found in the borderlands of happiness and 
grief, you can always find the flame of hope, faith, and charity 
across from the harbor here at the Record Exchange.

 Tea Time…





Tea Time at the Baobab Space
    Welcome to the Baobab Space. These three gentlemen are Emma, 
Mamadou, and the Northman. They are all gatekeepers of the 
community. Sit down. Mamadou will soon have his gunpowder tea 
served. He does it in the traditional style of Dakar. Very Strong.
See Emma fish you anything you want from his magic nets. Let 
Mamadou, a powerful Wolof guewel, entrance you with his tea or 
drum. Hold a conversation with the Northman; he preserves the 
spirit and the bonds of good friendships. They are the guardians of 
the coming, the arriving, and the staying. Emma invites you to sit, 
Mamadou pours you the tea, and Chris engages you in conversation 
and listens to your story. Together they form the four;  for the fourth 
part is when they act together to be the anchor of the community. All 
for one, one for all.
    Sit back and enjoy. You can watch the world go by. 
Enjoy the old ways of the general store or the plains of 
Senegal at the Baobab Space. If you sit long enough these 
four will introduce you to the whole town. Here, take a 
glass from Mamadou and kick your heels back.  Relax 
for a spell. It is Salem after all.   

    Look a couple of giraffe tourists 
from the Serengeti with a camera. 





The Immaculate Rocket
    Oh!  I need to get you guys home. The rocket is 
leaving. Goodbye gentlemen and thank you for the tea. 
Hurry up, grab your things and follow me.
    We can’t be late. It always leaves on time. It is 
immaculate. The rocket is immaculately clean and 
immaculately punctual. Now run! It is just around this 
corner. I see it. There the astronauts are entering the 
craft and will be closing the hatch behind them. The 
thrusters are blazing.  Now duck behind the building 
before we become roasted ducks.
    That was close. What do I mean by getting you 
home? It was your scheduled flight back to the real 
world. Hmm… are you stuck here? Could be.
    I always stay too long when there’s good company 
like Emma and Mamadou. The time gets lost. Have 
you seen it?





The Ghost on the Derby Street Seawall
    Well this boat won’t do.  It will be waiting a long time for the 
tide to come back down the street. The sea might have moved 
since the 1700’s, but life continues the same way it has for the last 
300 years for these souls. Time is as it always was on the Seawall 
on Derby Street. The ghosts come out all day for a swim and a sail 
out of the Old Burying Point.  Be kind if you see them, and do not 
mention that the sea is gone.

   Come on, I know of another way.





      
    Welcome to the Nightmare Gallery. Now dreams 
are made of the little things we do not notice during the 
day or the stuff we wanted to happen, but did not. Then 
the stuff we wish we could forget or let someone else fix 
invades our slumber as nightmares. In the Nightmare 
Gallery our cultural nightmares are on display.
    You feel as if no one sees you, and the Invisible Man 
is created. Then again, some of you think everyone 
stares at you and thinks you are freak. Frankenstein 
is born. Ever felt selfish after you had lots of fun or 
stepped out of the social norms? The Wolf Man 
becomes your excuse to let your hair down.
    Now that water is the symbol of dreams and the 
subconscious, Blackie here is the monster that brings 
you into the dream and guides you about. When you 
are hiding from them he is the Creature from the Black 
Lagoon. Then when you embrace your waking life, he is 
someone we will meet next, the Dream Bagger.
    Then there is Count Orlok. The Count is their host. 
He can take on the shape of what scares you the most. 
Some might see a giant ice cream cone topped with 
mayonnaise chasing them. You might see Vincent, but 
for everyone with us it is different.
    Do not ask him what he is eating; it is not worth the 
price. There is a lot of outdoor ghouling at the cafes in 
Salem.  Don’t eat at Count Orlok’s Nightmare Gallery.  
It is fiendish. They will make you eat your lima beans, 
or else! It’s a good thing we ate already!





The Congress Street Dream Bagger
                  

             ongress Street has an ancient magician of sorts. He might 
know of a way to get you home. I don’t know why you’re in 
such a hurry! What Monsters?
 Well here he is now, the Congress St. Dream Bagger. 
They say he lives in the oldest house in Salem. When the 
Indians originally settled the town they say they found him 
already living here for centuries. Let’s ask him to get you 
home.
 “I doubt if you would believe me, but I know the truth. 
I know you want to stay, for that reason I cannot help you. 
Dreams are your hidden truths, and I see them all. Faith is not 
the hardest part to dreaming; it is believing you deserve them 
to happen!” says the Dream Bagger.
 Well he was useful! Come on I need to get my Whizmego 
fixed. We need to give him a break; he barely had enough time 
to get out of his wet suit. He was in such a hurry some of the 
ants fell out of his pockets from Dali’s last hellish visit.





OK!
The Artisans

                                 Just because you have seen some ghosts
                           and some monsters you want to go 
                           home now? There’s no cause for alarm; 
the Werewolf bit only one of you. We have a full three 
weeks until the moon is full again!
 Anyway, my Whizmego is broken. What is a 
Whizmego, you ask? It was the only way I knew how to 
get you home. Don’t worry, we can ask Rose and John at 
the Awakening Guild to fix it.
 There they are. I think we just missed Rose though. 
She’s quick. You can just barely see her in the distance 
flying over the old Burial Point in Marblehead. Give me a 
second I’ll talk to John about getting this fixed.
 Well John is swamped; he says he can fix it by next 
Tuesday. What?  You say you don’t have that much time. 
Then lets check the train schedule and see when the next 
train is going out to sea. You think I can get a Cadbury 
before then?





Victoria Station
    Every morning this old sailor leaves his home in the Peabody Essex to 
come down to Victoria Station. With his parrot on his shoulder he greets 
the dawn enjoying his coffee, thinking of all the new faces he’ll welcome into 
town today as well as the ones he’ll have to say goodbye to.
    He used to go visiting port to port on the train. Making good friends just 
to leave them. Some he hoped to see next year. Others he found out soon 
enough he would never see again. But he is too old for that now.  So he sits 
here in the morning waiting for all you wonderful people who would visit 
Salem to come to him. He helps Captain Bob’s passengers off the train with 
a smile as he carries their luggage, offering all the local tips. After talking to 
him you’ll know where the best place to eat is, where to go dancing, and all 
the secrets to all the historic places in town. Plus you’ll walk away feeling 
warm and a bit special after leaving him.
    When the day is over, he’ll go back to the museum and visit with his 
daughter’s son. He’ll spend the evening with him creating a ship to put 
inside a bottle. In his idle time after his grandson goes to sleep, he’ll settle 
back in his chair with his tea and think of all the people he met today. After 
he falls asleep his daughter will come and turn off his gas lamp and go to 
bed.
    Well, let’s keep going, Captain Bob is not setting out until daybreak 
and that can be another 6 months from now. Saint Nick uses this port as 
a secondary station. He keeps this station’s time zone synchronized to the 
North Pole.





The Cat Found a Home
     Well, the cat in the sign found a new shop for Mike. The 
cat also suggested that he change the name to The Cat N Fiddle 
Uniques. That is a lot of bravado for a two dimensional painted cat. 
I see Mike has gone fishing again with his real cats. One plays the 
fiddle for him while the other one reels in the baitfish as Mike sets 
the lobster traps. It is a fine shop of antiques and uniques.
 Hmmm... What is that? It’s the Carousel Horse, but is it the 
right one to get you home! Or is it the horse that you can “go to 
places” on? I can’t tell. Only if Burt was here, he could tell you if it 
was a fair bet or not. The fish tells me he’s stuck in a chimney on 
the other side of town.
 Don’t rush into things; it might get you killed. Granted, if it’s 
the right horse you can go home right away. If not...
 Decisions. Decisions. Only if Burt was here, he could look it 
in the mouth. In times like these; I can’t keep myself from laughing.
  

                                                          What do you 
                                   choose to do?





Where is Blackbeard’s Skull?
    It is rumored that Edward Teach’s skull resides in town, encrusted in silver 
and made into a drinking vessel. As with many infamous deaths, great fanfare 
and creative license blend to create fact. This is what we call history.
    Did Christopher Marlowe fall on his own knife, was The Kid killed by 
Garret, did Booth die in Garret’s barn, did Lincoln just escape a distressed 
wife and nation? These are mysteries never to be settled.
    So who is this mysterious woman? Why in the fall of 1718 did Gov. 
Spotswood issue an edict for Blackbeard’s head after he was given full 
pardon? Did the HMS Pearl actually hang his skull from their yardarm? Did 
Blackeard jilt her? Did she have Spotswood put up to take his head? Or is it 
that this legendary man could never get any sleep while the world knew he was 
still above ground? Maybe, this woman set the whole thing up so he wouldn’t 
wake her up every night? Anyway, something must have made him want to 
quit pirating and receive a pardon?
    So is the skull that frat boys at William and Mary and bonesmen at Yale 
drank out of in truth the skull of Edward Teach that now resides in our town, 
or is it some other poor bloke’s? Who knows, but she’s not telling, and dead 
men tell no tales either! With a little help from Nicolas Flamel, they got to 
enter this magical side of Salem. They will look into booking passage for us on 
the good ship Friendship.
    Now Misses Stanwyck-Teach will put her pinafore on and serve us some 
scones with orange marmalade butter and some tea. Just be careful of the 
daggers under her pinafore when she bends over to pour you a cup.





The Good Ship Friendship
    ‘...and all I ask is a tall ship and a star to sail her by’, 
second to the right and straight on till-hogwash she has sailed 
without us! We dallied too long with Blackbeard’s wife. 
She’s half way to the moon by now. If we had boarded her 
in time we might have coaxed her to sail us backwards.
    See flying ships like the East Indiaman Friendship sail 
straight for a star to take you to exotic islands in the sky like 
Neverland. You need a ship to sink and sail backwards to 
take you home though.
 Oh, excuse me. I was just clicking my heels. 
Come on I know another ship up the road 
that could take us home. What?  You do 
not want to leave?
                                   Funny...

Now which one of you said 

you were bitten earlier?





    Night always falls on me when I come here. It’s a 
mysterious store. Goods from the West Indies arrive 
here daily. Some goods Mr. Remond does not want to 
acknowledge exist. Things that would make his sister 
Sarah blush. Magical things. Potent things. The store 
has things that might take you home.
    Mamadou mentioned the store in passing when we 
had tea with him. Beyond getting his spices and Gun 
Powder Tea from here, he also gets his herbs for his 
mojuba bag, his prayer bag. I know a little something 
about prayer bags myself.
    Try the door. It’s locked, you say? Mrs. 
Jones probably dropped another case of 
Gun Powder Tea on the floor. The 
dust usually blocks out the sun for a 
good hour or two.
    Come on. Let’s get going.





Elias Hasket Derby
    Mrs. Jones just stepped out. She mentioned that if we 
turned around, we might find Mr. Derby up to something. 
It’s her opinion that he might have something that might 
help you get home. She heard he just got a cargo in from 
the Orient and it seems he’s going to try to smuggle it into 
his secret warehouse before the custom agents wake in the 
morning.
    Yes, the secret warehouse is right next to the Customs 
House! Where better to hide something than under your 
nose. Some wondered why America’s first millionaire built 
a second home next to his first and never moved in. Usually 
he uses the Mason’s tunnels that lead from the coast to the 
train station, but he is getting reckless lately.
    Then again, Derby did not get rich by not taking risks. 
In fact, it was quite risky to outfit his merchant fleet against 
the British during the Revolutionary War. Others say it was 
quite profitable, if not patriotic. To tell a secret, Mrs. Jones 
did not drop that case of Gun Powder Tea on accident. You 
know...





In a Pig’s Eye
    Since pigs are too heavy to fly—they’re like giant Bumblebees—don’t 
expect to hop a ride on them. Let’s stop and get some refreshments instead.
    Tourists travel from far and wide to this quaint neighborhood pub, all 
sorts of tourists. Many locals come here also to eat during the day and listen 
to swanky music at night. Even flying pigs travel here to eat and drink. You 
might think I’ve been imbibing in their libations too often. In a pig’s eye!
    I swear it’s not so. I drink milk!
    In fact, the bacon regularly gets stuck in the trees behind the restaurant. 
Each morning they send the cook Jason out.  He shakes it loose so he can 
cook it for you. Fresh treed bacon and eggs. Just don’t ask how they get their 
eggs.  That’s another story!





Ye Olde Pepper Companie
    Keeping kids high on sugar and mothers up 
all night for over a hundred years. America’s 
oldest candy shop is Ye Olde Pepper 
Companie. What are you laughing about? 
You think it’s funny watching kids float away 
or dealing with mothers losing their sleep? 
Worrying where their butterfly nets are at all 
times in case their kid gets away? 
    Now. Don’t get any ideas to fly out of here 
like that. I have a little secret. I think it is funny. 
You ate at least 4 meals on the whimsical side 
of Salem; have you read your fairy tales? You 
never eat anything in the fairy world. Once you 
do you can never go home. Or at 
least home will never be the same.





Arkham
    H.P. Lovecraft based his town Arkham on Salem. He visited the 
area regularly, and the town inspired many of his tales. Arkham 
Asylum in Batman’s Gotham City was lifted from his collection. 
The institute was named after Danvers State Mental Hospital. By 
now, you’re probably wondering if I escaped from there.... Anyway, 
it’s been rumored that the Philip’s Library is named after him, but 
we will have to ask Ben the Gargoyle about that.
    English Street is one of the town’s oldest streets. It sits across 
from the power plant. Strange sightings have always been reported 
on this street: UFOs, witches, strange animals, and octopus-like 
creatures sitting on your garage. Then again, there was a social club 
on this street for years.
    What better place than English Street for Lovecraft to introduce 
his critters into the world to begin their world 
domination. But do not fret! You have nothing 
to fear from him and his cast of characters. 
They are 

  Harmless.





The Suits

    It is these guys you worry about. Your parents your boss, your teachers, your 
politicians, these are the people you give your power, your voice, and life to. 
You shape your world around them.
    Then again, perhaps, it’s you you need to worry about. You create a gulf 
in your mind between you and them, which they will react to. Fear and 
abandonment is a powerful force. If you don’t fit in, you fear you won’t make it 
in the world. You think the world will turn its back on you. Those with the most 
power have the most to fear. They gained that power because they were the 
most afraid of the world. You think they need to control your thoughts since the 
suits lack the power to have their own at times?  They relinquish their lives to 
the largest groups.
    By stepping down to them, you justify them, stepping down from their lives. 
So why don’t you quit sandbagging them and go build a sand castle instead. Live 
your life! Who knows?  They might follow your lead and think for themselves. 
The suits have that ability until you get rid of the Dragon that controls your 
thoughts through the power of approval, safety, and abandonment.





What is Inside?
   Your truth is inside you! Everyone has one. Just look inside 
yourself. It’s in there. It’s never left you since the day you were 
born. But it’s like an old man’s toy on the shelf.  It gets dusty and 
neglected. So don’t wait to use your grandchildren as an excuse to 
take it down. By then it’s too late.
 Too late because they will have no appreciation for it since 
you were the one who taught your children to ignore it. Generation 
upon generation your family might of fostered and fed dens of 
Dragons in your living rooms? The Dragon is the overwhelming 
voice that says thou shalt not.
 The truth is, all for one and one for all. The nurturing of the 
golden egg of your soul comes first, always. Why do you think 
socialization in Kindergarten happens so late? The prosperity that 
comes from that egg has great responsibility; the more you gain the 
more you have to share and teach others.
 Alas, we better start running. None of you believe me. Or far 
worse, few of you think you deserve this truth; so we’ve allowed 
Lovecraft to open the other dimension and give birth to your 
Dragon.

  So Run!!!





The Dragon
    Oh Posh! We should have zagged when we zigged! Now 
we’re in for it. We woke up the machine people. Ever seen 
what happens when someone throws a wrench into the gears 
of a large clock. Time stops flying by. I’m afraid we are that 
wrench.
    See these people are content doing what they’re told. Time 
slips by them. Machine people are born, and then they die. 
These workers do not have much time for it.  They’re given a 
program and they run it to the end. Then they start another. 
Initiative? They never heard of it! Then wrenches like us are 
thrown into the cogs. Cognizant behavior tries to deal with 
emotional thinking and springs pop! Then all sorts of havoc 
ensues.
    The Dragon! Quick run this way. He’ll be chasing us soon. 
He’s the enforcer. He sticks to the program. Everything else he 
annihilates. 

Now I would run!





The Riverboat House
                                 
                                                               In Juniper Point there is a 
                                                           peculiar house, a houseboat 
                                                           of sorts.  We might be able to
                                                           book passage back to the real
                            world.  Just got to dig up a couple of shrubs.  I 
                            know it’s been in dry-dock for a year now.
                            Ever since the last Horribles Parade, it has been
                            sitting there, trading barnacles for snail shells. 
                                Oh look there! I guess we’re not the only
                            people stranded. There’s Mark and Huck
                            waiting for a ride on that riverboat. Well no
                            matter how magical or whimsical this side of the 
Universe is, we do have to get back.  At least those of you who did 
not eat anything so far or get bitten by the Wolf Man, still have a 
chance to go home.  I think he ran off  howling while we were with 
Blackbeard. Plus I think we gave the Dragon the slip!
    Now come along, we can’t wait as long as those two have.  That 
boat is not moving.  Hell, they do not even know they can stop 
hiding Jim. Fredrick and Charles took care of that.  Time to go to 
the Willows and hear the Duke tickle some ivory!









Vikings Storm Dead Horse Beach
    In 1398, looking for Vineland, a fleet of Vikings and Scots from the Isle of 
Orkney landed in Salem. A crew of Vikings and Scottish Templars headed by 
Henry Sinclair stormed Dead Horse Beach. They all needed to use the little 
boys’ room. It was a long trip! Vinland was described as a cove with two islands 
and two rivers. So when they saw the islands and rivers leading off Collins Cove 
they thought they had found it.
    Other Viking tales in Salem and beyond include the confrontation with 
the Indians on Castle Hill and a rock in the harbor called the Northman. 
Throughout New England the Micmac called Sinclair Glooskop and admired 
him for teaching them to fish with a net. In the town of Westford there is a rock 
on Depot Street. This rock, known as the Westford Knight, has a punch hole 
inscription on it of a fallen knight with his shield and sword. There is much 
contention over its veracity.
    See, Sir James Gunn of a respectable Viking pirating family had several 
palimony problems from Iona to Isle of Man. He needed a way to disappear. So 
they faked his death and carved his effigy into the rock. Then with a little help 
from Blackbeard’s wife, Sir James Gunn was a happy man again.
    Can they sail you home you ask! Do you not notice how tiny they are? How 
are you going to fit in their boat? The Drakkar is barely big enough to be a 
shoebox for your foot. I mean yours Madame. See they had an accident while 
exploring Rafe’s Chasm opposite Norman’s Woe. They got caught inside when 
the tide was rushing in. Their only recourse was to throw a rope to the top and 
climb out. See the bottom of the chasm is 16 ft wide and the walls slope in to 
the top. By the time they climbed out of the 12 in. opening at the top, they were 
quite tiny.





Red Easter Eggs
    Lithuanians first arrived in Salem in 1860.  Poles and Russians 
followed their example. What they all had in common was the love 
of these buildings and ice cream. Ice Cream was always a love-hate 
relationship for these people. Eating ice cream in cold climates has 
certain drawbacks. Upon moving to America, all of their problems 
were solved. Now they enjoy eating ice cream four months of every 
year. That’s a big improvement.
    Russians have always maintained close relationships with the 
Scoop Bill Pelican. Raising them from hatchlings, these birds soon 
become members of every Russian family. The families provide 
them with food and shelter until it’s time for the females to nest. 
In return, the Scoop Bill Pelicans fly north over the Baltic and 
scoop ice cream off the icebergs and drop it on the spires of their 
churches. Afterwards, the birds nest in them and lay red eggs 
in time for Easter. With the warming weather of spring, June in 
Salem, the local Russians at Saint Nicolas Church hoist up ladders 
and have large Ice Cream Parties. Any leftovers not finished before 
summer is stored in their freezers.
    When the Ice Cream is removed from the spires, the onion 
domes are replaced on the church until the next nesting season 
begins.









Nick’s Place

    Since you’ll need new old furniture for your home, I suggest we visit Nick at Salem’s 
Used Furniture and Antiques on Bridge Street. We can sit a spell with him and listen 
to a song or two. If you play an instrument join along. He has plenty of instruments to 
choose from. We’ll have the time of our lives. Don’t be shy. Take a seat. You too, go 
on! There is just one rule: come as you are.
    Don’t be disturbed by his friends. Alfred and Mike. We can say, they’re a bit...
different. Different as day and night. One will have you be overly considerate and 
have you offer the rocker to someone else. Even if you really want to sit in it and no 
one else wants it. Mike would have you sit in the rocker and suggest you burn the rest 
because your friends took too long to choose!
    Either way, they won’t sit in any of the chairs. They can only settle in on your 
shoulders, one per ear. Just remember, it’s always what’s in the middle that chooses 
correctly.
    Nick is great. He’s an x-boxing champ who defeated Ari in the seventh lecture. Also 
he saved three women from becoming destitute by throwing three bags of gold into 
their father’s house. One went down the chimney. He’s always helping someone. 

   What do you think, will this butter churn
          look good in your new home?





Milk Street
    Salem’s coast Line does not look the same as it did in 17th century 
when founder Roger Conant first established the town. Many of the 
rivers, bays, and coves have been filled in. Once the ocean lapped the 
shores of Bridge Street. Then it was called Essex Street. Front Street once 
was on the oceanfront. In fact, Collins Cove once stretched across Web 
Street and up Andrew Street to Milk Street.
    Local Salem Industrialists from Puleo’s Dairy expect to see large 
returns in their investments this year, capitalizing on the local global 
warming trend from the deforestation needed for cattle ranches. Cows 
are sweating more without the shade of the trees. Large “Milk Clouds” 
have been seen forming above the Amazon Basin. These clouds have 
followed the North Eastern Trade Winds and have inundated Salem 
with what is being called the “Milk Rains.”  Whole coastlines have 
vanished amid this new ocean of milk. In fact Puleo’s has established a 
new distribution center on Milk Street, known to antiquity as the famous 
landing site of early settlers like Saint Brendan, Lief Erickson, and Henry 
Sinclair. The Dairy plans to fill large milk cans from this point and 
deliver them by boat.
    Growth potentials for Puleo’s are on the way amid the widespread wild 
fires in Columbia. The smoke from the burning Cocoa forests is mingling 
in with the “Milk Clouds” as they follow the North Eastern Trade Winds. 
Soon Salem will deluged by “Chocolate Milk Rains”





The Slug House
    Do you feel sluggish in the fast lane? The faster you go does the 
world seem to drag behind you?
    Maybe, the world is pulling away from you! That is your world! 
The world that holds the life you were born to live. You can find 
your happiness and smile only in your world. Take a break.  Let 
your Life catch up to you. You’re better off waiting at the station 
for it. Because if you continue on at this speed, when it comes back 
around the world it’s going to hit you like a freight train. Don’t slug 
through it anymore.

    
                                  
                     

                                         Live Your Life!





The Carousel House
    There’s the carousel horse we saw at Mike’s place. This 
may be your only chance to get home. Do you want to try 
it? What about the Ostrich?  Can you ride him? So many 
decisions, you have to learn at some time to choose for 
yourself. Does fear or your instincts choose for you? To 
me they look like they’re going in circles. You say you’re 
used to circles?
    What about the strange man with the organ grinder? 
He’s playing the same circus tune over and over again. 
Does it sound like the song of your life? No. Then 
should we skip this house? Remember I didn’t say which 
of the choices was your way home.
    You want to try something else, then we better run for 
it because Leslie’s cannon is aiming at us. Well, it was his 
heart’s desire to get that cannon.  In Heaven they gave it 
to him and now he’s going to shoot us with it. Let’s run 
again even though I hate running.
    It’s so tiring.





I am Not a Witch
    Let’s see if Roger can help us.  After all, Mr. Conant founded 
Salem, one of the original Old Planters here.  He also helped 
form Harvard University. He might be able to help us find our way 
home.
    “ I see you made it pass the cannon all right.  It’s never been a 
good shot. I never understood what General Leslie wanted with 
it anyway?” Roger exclaims scratching his chin. “ So you want 
to go home? Have you tried the Carousel horses? You tried the 
Carousel House?  Ah, that was a bad choice! What other horses? 
Have you tried the Baton Blanco behind the gazebo? Now that’s a 
horse of a different color. Now Get out of here!” Roger says with a 
nod. 
 We got to hurry up. I see the Dragon coming!





The Baton Blanco
    Yoo-Hoo! Over here, don’t mind the 
crowd. I put a Lumberjack spell on them. You 
know when you point over your shoulder and 
say, “Look a lumberjack,” then they become 
distracted looking in that direction and you filch 
them. This time they froze.
 Well, here’s Burt. He suggests we take one 
of the horses from the Baton Blanco dispenser. 
The Carousel Horse is lowering. Get on it 
quick! It will ride us across the sky along the 
shadow in the mist. We need to get in through 
the top of the Unzipping Tree before it closes. 
No time.  The Dragon is still on our 
tail!







    Don’t Dawdle! 
Be decisive!  Stop 
Procrastinating! 
Jump in and 
      follow me.  
    Be quick this 
              tree 
           waits on 
            no one.

Five people got stuck in 
the zipper last Wednesday, 
alone..

    Hurry up! The Dragon 
is closing in on us.  Look 
quick. Quan Yin is leading the 
Vanguard, and she’s 
not alone. She’s 
brought 
some muscle. 
Gus the 
Great Brown 
Bear is riding 
with her! 
The Dragon 
would never dare face a warrior 
as brave as Gus. Then below 
there is Saint Nick beating 
him back with his crook.



Well I got you out.
       What?  You were 
          not afraid of the 
                  Dragon?
    

                          

                                   Ah, give me
                  a hand.  I have trouble 
             standing sometimes.  My legs 
wobble.



Yes, we went through the Unzipping 
Tree! You don’t believe me? This 
old man took you to see grand 
wonders!  

You can go there any time you 
wish. Just sit on the bench before 
dusk and concentrate on the 
tree while the shadow stretches 
across the Common toward it. 

Then just step in!



    As you turn to leave, you hear the 
creaking of the old man’s bones.  You 
                   start to feel sorry for the old
                        coot. Was it all a dream?
                            Did the tree really 
                          unzip! 

                       You turn to take one last look and 
                            wave goodbye.To your surprise
                            you’ll see Mr. Zac. He’s 
                            squatting, bent at the knees with
                            his hands out before him. Is he
                            preparing to dive?  Watch 
                            while he jumps into an open 
                            hole in front of the Unzipping
                            Tree.  There he goes.  
                             Very Strange!



The End
(or is it?)



     In the the second book of the Salem trilogy you once again follow Mr. Zac on a 
journey to help him locate the stolen Golden Egg before the Boy Emperor of China 
declares an international war. You will travel through the smuggling tunnels of Salem 
built by King Derby for the mysterious Salem East India Marine Society who has been 
smuggling magical items and art treasures for centuries now. You will encounter 7 
dwarf ship captains, Captain Nemo, goblins, flying monkeys, Alice, John Dee, Queen 
Elizabeth, the White Queen, Dante, and a walrus. Will you find the Golden Egg in time?

     You can also follow along with this story on your laptop, iPhone, iPad Touch, or 
Droid phone through Google Maps. The virtual walking tour will show you the path of 
the tunnels, images of them, old postcards, old photos of Salem, and old historical car 
crashes from the 40’s and 50’s. Just go to www.awalkthroughsalem.com!

T h e  S a l e m  T r i l o g y

A Walk Under Salem
by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin



T h e  S a l e m  T r i l o g y

A Walk Through Salem
by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin

      In this tale the third book in the Salem Trilogy you will journey into 
the skies in a Caddy Balloon alongside millions of other readers who think 
they are safely tucked away in their homes. In fact they will be riding 
within their own Caddy Balloons next to yours. Once you open the pages 
of this book you have entered the magical whimsical side of Salem. We 
have employed a vast network of gremlins to paint what you think is the 
real world around you to keep you comfortable if you should ever look up 
from the pages. In fact you might catch them smiling at you if your quick 
enough to see them before they hide behind the book’s cover once more.

     So open the front cover and enter this tale about the war between the 
Salem Boys Fraternity and the Mack Industrial School for Girls. A battle 
raged from the rooftops using pea shooters and Nerf guns.



  Norge Forge Press is a member of the Salem House 
Press. For more information about the Salem Trilogy please visit 
www.awalkthroughsalem.com for interactive Google Maps for the 
book and lots of fun Salem trivia.
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A Walk Through Salem by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin
A Walk Under Salem by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin
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The Wizard of Lynn by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin
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The Moon, The Sun, and 2 Fish by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin
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Salem Secret Underground by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin

Ideas for America I by Matthew J. Fraser



                                               Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin    
                                               was born in Princeton University and
                                               grew up in the Jersey Pine Barrens 
                                               before moving into Salem 18 years
                                               ago. Since then it has been his home.
                                               His love of the Fairy Tale and its 
                                               structure can be seen through his 
somewhat historical take on Salem. The story just shows what 
can happen when you pay attention to your surroundings and its 
history.
    Chris is owner of Dowgin Industries and a life coach in town. 
His many professions have included being a psychic, haunted 
house actor, web designer, performance artist, flautist, illustrator, 
Buddhist caterer, and recently banquet hall owner. Plus he is a 
proud resident of the Collins Cove Neighborhood.
    In Memory of Ms. Fitzgerald; 99 year old Salem School 
teacher and my neighbor on Beacon St.  Also in memory of 
Mike Narinkiewicz of the Cat n Fiddle, the eternal antiquarian 
fisherman!
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