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     Hey, is that the Dream Bagger? Listen to his story.
     
     “Welcome to your dream, a dream that will 
teach you about the underside of  Salem as you learn 
something about yourself. You are here today to save 
the spirit of the Boy Emperor of China. The Golden 
Egg was stolen when King Derby hired Capt. Joseph 
White to capture the Anna Marie, while leaving Canton 
and sailing for England. In the ensuing time, Captain 
White has been murdered. With the help of a lowly 
cabin boy, you will make your way through a labyrinth 
of tunnels built by Derby and his kin. They’re guarded 
by his six dwarfs, who’ve captained his most famous 
ships. If you succeed, you might just save your own life! 
Through the looking glass you will go.”

Follow me and we will have some grand fun . . .

           Prelude to a Dream





     We are entering the sub-basement of Captain Benjamin Hodges. 
Yes, sub-basement! This place is filled with trap doors leading from basement 
to basement, and then basement back to tunnels again.  OK, climb the 
ladder again. Up you go. Ho, who is that in the corner? Is that Hodge’s chief 
architect, Joshua Upham, mason, and designer of these stately homes about 
Salem?  In my opinion, I never liked these Federal style homes. Then do not 

get me started, on Hamilton . . . Hamilton . . . 
     “Oh excuse me. I did not expect you. Come have a seat and I will tell you 
about the journey before you. Why, should you trust me? Because I have not 
been paid in 10 years and do not expected to be paid in full for another 12 
in 1825.  Why, what year is it? They owe me a lot of interest then. See, the 
McIntires and me built these brick homes throughout town. They are spaced 
the distance from this house to Capt. Hodges’ warehouse on the wharf. Two 
brick homes at a time are built to hide the bricks needed to build the tunnels. 
These tunnels lead from King Derby’s home to his kin, his business 
partners, and their banks.  See, when you build a house as big as these, the 
best masons cannot estimate the bricks needed to build them at a glance. The 
King had made that mistake when he built that tiny home on Essex Street. 
So Benjamin Crowninshield Jr. built that massive home next to him, and it 
went by without question. As for the dirt, we snuck our wagons into the line 
coming from the hills to fill in the coves around town. Have I heard about 
the Golden Egg? Port Inspector Hawthorne is waiting with the Cabin Boy for 
you. I hear they have a mighty wizard waiting to help you find the egg!”

            The Architect





      Under the Derby House
     We enter the Derby house. A small brick home.  This was 
a gift from the King’s father when he married into the powerful 
Crowninshield family. There at the desk is Derby’s left-hand man, 
George Crowninshield Jr. who is our first dwarf Captain. He is 
a deft privateer and a man not to be trusted. He dresses like the 
Polish prince in the painting that many attest is Saint Germaine, 
“The Immortal.” He has sailed the seven seas on his yacht “The 
Cleopatra.” They say he brought back a Mummy and kidnaped (or 
traded for his boat to a Hawaiian prince) Kuka’ilmoku from Hawaii.  
He has made a profit during the Opium War between China and 
England on Macou. He is not to be trusted. He is also the Salem 
East India Marine Society’s bull. Plus, he is the one who snuck the 
Philosopher’s Stone to King Derby before his alleged death.

     “You are trespassing, now leave or else I will have my 
flying monkeys attack you.”
     I hate those monkeys and I hate Darwin.  I wonder if I can 
receive some advice from Webster on that subject . . . There are a 
lot of magical items here, but mostly stuff you can buy openly at a 
bazaar in Bagdad on a Monday.  The Golden egg is not here. Now 

let’s leave before he does send those flying monkeys after us!





     Its amazing what Derby sneaks past customs. The Hawkes’ house is full of cargo that 
he never paid any duties on. Even though it was all a bit trivial, just tea, china, cassia, and 
cloth. Nothing special. There has to be another place in town where he hides all of the 
magical items from around the world.  All right…turn the latch. This should be Hodge’s 
warehouse.  There are Nathaniel and the Cabin Boy. Let’s see what they have to tell us.
     “Its about time, Joseph White has been murdered and the Golden Egg has been ab-
sconded from its resting place. This cabin boy was on the Sloop “Revenge” when they stole 
it from the British. He saw them store it in here, but now it is gone. The Crowninshield’s 
have been seen leaving here. George Jr. is said to be Derby’s left-hand man? His nephew 
Richard Jr. and his brother are accused of the Captain’s murder. They are all under the 
protection of Benjamin Crowninshield Jr., who serves as President Monroe’s Secretary of 
the Navy. It is hard collecting duties when Crowninshield’s power in the navy prevents us 
from boarding ships. They say President Monroe is lost in the tunnels as well.  With the 
President missing and the international disaster of the theft of the Golden Egg, the Senate 
has called upon the aid of the Wolof guewel, Mamadou. A powerful wizard.”
     In the corner a mysterious man from Africa’s west coast sits.  It’s been told he followed 
one of Captain White’s sloops filled with slaves to help stop him from stealing his friends 
and families from their homes. He now works with Mr. Remond using these tunnels to 
help free his friends and others to save their spirits. His powers of distraction and powerful 
spells are well known throughout the Underground Railroad.  For when a slaver shackles 
a man, he steals the egg containing that person’s spirit. He has arranged a meeting with 
Remond under the House of Seven Gables. Nathaniel has worked it out with his cousin 
that no one will interrupt us when we use this mojo bag of truth on Capt. Ingersoll.  Most 
people think he was lost at sea, but they are wrong. He has been wandering the tunnels for 
quite a long time now. He is the second of the dwarfs we are to meet. There seems to be 
something sad with Cabin Boy. I am kind of sad too.  I haven’t had a Cadbury bar today! 

Strange place for a walrus...

The Port Inspector





     OK, let’s carefully poke our heads up through 
this trap door and see if we found the Seven 
Gables yet. Oh me! Look at all of those beautiful 
women. Oops, I think we just ruined their plans. 
I am glad to help the gullible. That sailor was 
about to be shanghaied by those three sisters. 
     Even after Saint Nick saved them by 
providing for their dowries, they fell into ill 
repute. They bought this tavern and others on 
Derby Street.  Besides selling ale and food, they 
are paid by King Derby to mickey their patrons 
and drop them into the tunnels to be loaded out 
to sea. You girls know better. 
I think that bag of gold that fell down the 
chimney fell on the oldest one’s head . . .

The Shanghai Tunnels





     Here we are. The famous home. The House of the Seven 
Gables. Lots of slaves came through this tunnel from the sea 
to reach freedom. They are to be born again as free men 
and women.  A tiny tunnel, a birth canal of sorts, will lead 
these people from their night’s journeys across the seas. Here 
Charles brings them into their new lives.  With the help of 
Mamadou’s mojo bags, he keeps Captain Ingersoll in a minor 
zombie state. He actually has the good captain provide them 
with enough gold to settle themselves into Knocker’s Hole, 
with a good home and enough food to hold them over until 
the Remond family finds them work in their many businesses 
in town. What is with the frogs and the pomegranates?  Do 
they make you feel nervous? What are you hiding in your 
closets?  Be careful!  Just one seed will have you roaming 
through these tunnels forever.  Now let’s use this bag 
Mamadou gave us and see what Captain Ingersoll knows of 
the Golden Egg. 

What is with the Scarlet “M”?

Under the House of Seven Gables





Fort Pickering

     This is a long stretch of tunnel. We have just entered the hill 
fort on Winter Island. Several rooms are built into this hill, but 
there is the door out. Great Oz is that sun bright! I always forget 
my sunglasses. Now go up the hill. We are going to meet Col. 
Timothy Pickering on top of Fort William, which became Fort 
Anne, which is now known as Fort Pickering. I wonder why?  
     These cannons at this fort would blow up British ships 
chasing Derby’s privateer fleet. No ship has ever made it through 
these guns. The British ship, “Nautilus,” almost made it past 
the cannons on Fort Lee if it did not run aground.  Pickering 
dismisses that fort in the Willows as second rate. 
     Come now, lighthouse keeper Harris is waiting for us in the 
lighthouse. He grabbed some bacon as it flew by. He will cook us 
some lunch with it. Do not worry he is not a fairy.  He is human. 
Besides, we are out of the underworld so it will be safe to eat with 
him. Col. Pickering will arrange our passage on the Nautilus. No! 
It’s not the ship they shot to pieces. Captain Nemo’s sub. It will 
bring us to the other side of Salem where the tunnels continue. 

I told you I frequent his table for supper . . .





     Well it is always a pleasure to be on the Nautilus.  The 
food is always wonderful and Nemo plays a fabulous 
organ. It was built by Edward Searle and Henry Vaughan. 
Nemo says he has seen more than the “Revenge” bringing 
the Golden Egg into port. He has seen many magical items 
being sailed into Salem. 
     It is an old tradition, he says, that started with Prince 
Henry Sinclair. See, the French King killed a Pope and 
began the 2nd Avignon Papacy, which resulted in three 
simultaneous Popes and the downfall of the Templars. 
The Templars hid their treasure in Roslyn Chapel in 
Scotland. From there, some of the treasure made it to the 
Isle of Orkney. Twelve years later, Prince Henry Sinclair, 
a Templar, took the treasure with a crew of Vikings, who 
lived on the isle, to the new world. In 1398, they sailed in 
dragon ships armed with cannons by a Venetian navigator, 
who joined them and sailed into Salem mistaking it for 
Vinland.  

Captain Nemo’s Sub





                         They say he brought the Merman and 
                    Mermaids here to protect the port just outside 
                    Squid Cove, the same place the British 
                    “Nautilus” was run aground. What treasure! Do
                     you have to ask? The Holy Grail of course, 
amongst a few biblical scrolls and a horde of gold they brought 
here! 
     Ever since then, this port has been an ancient hideaway 
for magical items including the Irish Library that the Salem 
Athenaeum was built upon, the Library of Alexandria that 
Ted bought from them, The Gospel of Xavier (Jesus’ tailor), 
the Spear of Destiny, the fingernails of Saint Pickles, the Ark 
of the Covenant, and many, many, other things! No, they did 
not find your sock! 
     Nemo tells me that many dark items have come through 
the port since he took over. Dark items from cannibals in 
the Pacific, demon statues from China, magical swords from 
Japan, the Russian crown jewels blessed by Rasputin, and 
worse have the Salem East India Marine Society brought here.

Mermaid Cove





     We are almost to shore now. Nemo will send 
someone for the dory later. A pirate! Where do 
you see one? Oh that is Rory, he is harmless. He 
is sort of a friendly porcupine. Just do not brush 
him the wrong way. We have nothing he wants. He 
sinks ships filled with rum coming back from his 
hometown in Barbados.  
     They say he has a hand in Colonel Lawrence’s 
distillery. He likes to offset the market for his 
friend and smuggle the rum through the tunnels 
in his house to the distillery to be renamed with 
Lawrence’s label.  Then, he sells the Flotsam and 
Jetsam of those ships and their hulls to Captain 
Andy’s shipyard next door. Captain Nemo 
sometimes offers Andy the ships they capture as 
well.

The Pirate’s House





     We have just passed the tunnel to the east that leads under the 
Slug House (The Robert Cook House later sold to John Bertram 
embellished by Samuel Field McIntire), Mack Industrial School 
for Girls, and two others on Pickman Street. As we continue 
straight under Pleasant Street, we are now under master mason 
William Roberts’ home. Roberts is the mason who built all of 
these tunnels. He is also waiting to get paid by Hodges and the 
Salem East India Marine Society.  There he is now carrying some 
bricks.  What is that monkey doing following me? 
     He has been following me since that pirate’s house. Roberts’ 
home connects two tracks of tunnels. The one we were in 
continues to Senator Nathaniel Silsbee’s home and a few others 
built by S.F. McIntire on the Commons. It continues back 
to the Hodges home, and then past the Philip’s school to the 
Salem East India Marine Societies headquarters on top of the 
Hawthorne Hotel. We are going through the other tunnel that 
connects Judge Story’s house on Winter Street to the White 
brothers homes on Hawthorne Square. Hodge’s daughters live in 
the first White House. Never mind....

Listen to the echo.  It is fabulous!

The Builder





     Richard Crowninshield, he is suspected of killing 
Captain White.  Roberts told me he has stolen the magic bags of 
gold Saint Nick gave to those girls and gambled them away to King 

Derby. He is bad with playing cards.  He is short of a full 

Deck. They keep running away. He even 
owns a gambling hall up on Lafayette Street. I wonder what he is 

up to? Where is he sneaking off? He did have a guilty look on his 

face when he spied upon us. If he is a dwarf, then I 
am a monkey’s uncle. 

There is that walrus again...

The Murderer?

Normal Dwarf Size.





Luminaries
     Talk about a bottleneck. There are 
Ralph Waldo Emerson and Longfellow 
leaving Col. Peabody’s home looking for 
Dante’s Inferno. Then there is President 
Monroe leaving Judge Joseph Story’s house. 
He was following Benjamin Crowninshield 
Jr., his Secretary of the Navy, to Senator 
Silsbee’s home, but got lost in the tunnels. 
Oh we don’t have time to send him back to 
Hawthorne. 
     There is Daniel Webster. I wonder if 
we advise him about where Richard was last 
seen, he might help me with my monkey 
problem. We are both respected lawyers.





The Keymaster

     OK. We are stuck. The door to the next part of the 
tunnel is locked. What was that, the door behind us 
slammed shut? Why didn’t the Architect warn us about 
the Henry White house and the Key Master? There he 
is laughing and twirling the key to the rest of the tunnels 
on his little finger. A skeleton key. If we do not get out of 
here, they could make the next set of keys out of us. What 
is this, flying monkeys have busted down the door behind 
us? I hate monkeys! What’s this?  They are attacking the 
Key Master! I thought they worked for Crowninshield? 
They are trying to steal the key for that dwarf. Impossible. 
They got it! Now who is this imp? He is giving me the key. 
     He says he is no imp and his name is Herbie and he 
will be joining us on our adventure. Mamadou said we 
would need help. He met up with these guys in Senegal 

after they took their leave from the Witch. 

I hate monkeys...





Your Last Hair Cut

     We have traveled under the Andrew Safford House after skipping the route pass the 
Old Witch Gaol. That tunnel would have brought you through the Universalist Church on 
the way to the Superior Court along Federal Street and into the McIntire District. Now we 
are coming to the crossroads. One leads down to the old wharfs past The Woman’s Friend 
Society on Hawthorne Boulevard, and founded by John Bertram’s daughter Caroline 
Emmerton.  If we take a right back on Essex Street, we connect under the Hawthorne 
Hotel. I think we should take a left though. At least that is what the coin toss told me . . . 
Come on.   
     We are now walking under the house one of Lovecraft’s critters escaped out of. Watch 
out for those blood stains. Don’t trip in them. We are passing the house in which Capt. 
White was murdered.  Now we are going to cross under Essex Street and check up on 
some gossip. Who knows more than the local barber and the priests about what is going 
on in town? Under the store, Remember Salem, lays an old hair salon that fixes the hair of 
corpses for the local funeral homes.  Two ghosts, a brother and a sister, who died in this 
building during the 1914 fire, welcome the dearly departed here.  
     Well, here is Alex fixing the Reverend from Saint Nicholas’ hair before he presides 
over the body Alex just finished with. The Reverend has to keep things confidential, so he 
can only hint at what Alex says is true or not.
     “I have heard that George Crowninshield has been storing lots of strange things under 
the Peabody Essex Museum. They also have a couple floors in the Armory stored with 
things, along with that home built in the 1600’s on Charter Street next to the graveyard.  
You should investigate the 3rd sub-basement under the Marine Hall in the Museum. 
It would be hard to get into all of the freestanding vaults that stretch the length of the 
basement, but you can try. Make sure you stop under Charlie Bumpus and speak to 
Nidhog. He might have an index of what is in their vaults.”
     The Reverend nodded as he began to cough up a lung. Ok let’s get going. 

     Our condolences. The corpse waved in gratitude.





Nidhog
     Watch out for that root. That’s OK; most people have tripped 
on it. Let me help you up. Who would figure that Yggdrasil, the 
tree of life, would be in Salem? Maybe those Vikings moved 
the tree here? You know him as Charlie Bumpus. The squirrel 
Cotton Ratatoskr delivers messages from Harry Hawk on top 
to the Snake Nidhog below. He usually messes up the message. 
Nidhog thinks he does this just to antagonize and I think he is 
right.
     “So you have come to find the Golden Egg. I have 
the indexes to the vaults in the Salem East India Marine 
Society’s collection in the Peabody Essex Museum. The 
egg is not listed in any of them, but you should still look 
in each and every one. I have Ted looking for any other 
references that the tree might have processed. The tree 
keeps a record of everything in the world and reflects it 
in a great pool. We store that information in great books 
for future reference. Sometimes we get a record of what is 
going to happen. Speaking of which, be friendly to Herbie 
and his friends. They will become a great help to you all!”





The Vaults
     Be friends to monkeys? Why? Hurry up, you imp!  Get in 
that elevator and pull the rope. The rope will pull a stubborn 
mule toward us, which will lower us on a pulley system. They 
retired this mule from the Flying Carousel at Willows, and 
replaced him with a pony. OK, now be quiet and sneak around and look 

for the egg.  What’s this? An army of Flying Monkeys 
just ruined our surprise. The guards have found them. 
They are chasing them everywhere, but they can’t 
catch any of them. They stole the guards’ keys 
and are opening all of the vaults. I wonder if they 
will find anything? The suspense is killing me...
     I guess Nidhog was right.  I was too hard on those monkeys. I am 
sorry Herbie; can you ever forgive an old daft fool like myself? Thank 
you! 
     Well I see we interrupted a meeting of the Salem East India Marine 

Society. Lets go and have a seat with them. 

I do hope they have some chocolate.





     “Why have you ventured into my museum 
and made a mess of the place? May I have 
my keys again? Tell your monkeys to settle 
down! What right do you have to interrupt our 
meeting!” barks Crowninshield. 
     Seated at the table are Captain Wellington (Owner of the 
West India Goods Shop), Richard Saltonstall, and Sir William 
Pepperrell. Hey, I found that missing Leatherback Turtle! It is 
still dripping oil. It is a bit narcoleptic. He gets down from the 
wall and walks off somewhere and he falls asleep again leaning 

against some other wall on his way.  What? I am not blind. 
I saw them too. I know that is the Spear of Destiny, and that is 
the Ark of the Covenant. Yes, that jar contains the lost gospels, 
and over there is the lost pharaoh’s mummy.  But, I found that 

missing Leatherback Turtle. Ooh!!! There are all of 
those folk toys from around the world the museum 
used to sell! Oh ignore George; he is nobody to worry about.

Salem East India Marine Society





The Pamplemousse

     I hate to admit it.  The monkeys have everything under 
control. They are going to ensure all of those magic items get the 
appropriate protection. Prince Henry Sinclair is sending over 
a Viking from Orkney to protect them once more. A Viking of 
high standing within the Templars will be sent to Salem. Till then, 
Mamadou and Saint Nick will help watch over them. 
     Herbie, can you please pull the other rope now? That one will 
pull a carrot across a series of pulleys, forcing the mule to pull 
the elevator back up. Woo horsey! He must have been hungry. I 
think I got whiplash! Follow me back through the tunnels. 
     We are going to the Naumkeag Block. Some of the monkeys 
have seen Richard going that way. Go on in. That is the biggest 

pamplemousse I have ever seen. There is Richard 
scurrying about with the dwarf Captain, Abel Lawrence. What 
do those two have planned to do with those pamplemousses? I 
wonder if Lawrence is planning to distill it? He is a close friend 

with that pirate. He is said to have drunk too much of that rum . . . 





Quick
Follow Lawrence! I think he knows 

something more than we thought. He is 
leading us under the old Custom 
House on Central Street. These guys are 
sneaky. They smuggled everything under the 

old port inspector’s nose too! He is just 
too fast. 
What is with the walrus? 
     Herbie thinks we should follow him. It looks like we are 
heading back to the Naumkeag Block. He is going into the 
tunnel leading to the Essex Bank on the other side of Central 
Street. I have heard strange rumors about that bank. Goblins 
and gnomes from Switzerland have run it for centuries.





The Goblin Bank

“Account number please.” echoes through the 
tomb like bank. The Goblin Banker seems short on 
personality.

 “Account number please.”
Do you know where the Golden Egg is?

“Account number please.”
Do you know what is the bicuspid of an equilateral triangle?

“Account number please.”

Oh, let’s just follow that walrus again . . . 
I hope he does not have “Eat at Joe’s” 
printed on the back of his jacket.





King Derby
     We finally found him, the Mastermind of the theft, King 
Derby in the flesh. What did you do with the Golden Egg? If the 
Boy Emperor of China does not get it back, his evil counsel can 
take advantage of him and lead the world into war. He will not be 
able to think for himself. He will never be able to choose what ice 
cream he likes or if he would like a nice stroll in the park instead 
of blowing up Russia! Now hand it back! 
     You do not have it? You want us to believe you were only 
hired to steal it for someone else? Who would be that devious? 
That cold? You say a mother? What mother? She is called the 

Red Queen. The scarlet “M” for mother. 

     Don’t eat anything! You’re in the fairy underground 
again. Plug your ears. That song can entrance you and lead you to 
your doom. Follow the Duchess’s cook, she just hit Derby 
with a large flying frying pan and tossed her fire poker at 

him. Run before King Derby can get up and his lobsterman 
can catch us!





Mothers
     Things are getting weird. King Derby does not have the Golden Egg anymore. Some 
Red Queen has it. Can it be Queen Elizabeth? Did she enter the fairy realm as their 
queen? Was Spencer right? Did she give immortality to herself and Orlando? Is it 
possible? What about her wizard, John Dee? Curwin and Winthrop were his apt pupils 
in alchemy. They brought over Dee’s library. Funny how Curwin hung witches for far less 
than what he conjured up in his kitchen. Look! 
     We found the White Queen; she is bit of an Aries. So forgive her for she can be a little 
flighty.

“The rule is, we are in a jam to-morrow and jam yesterday - but 
never deal with the jam to-day.” said the White Queen.

 Behind her is Princess Bethany; she has always been a bit too big for her britches. She can barely 
be contained within this house. Her wants are escaping the White Queen’s ability to provide for 
her. Behind them is her other daughter, the cook. She asks for nothing and gives everything. Well, 
with the princess there is nothing left afterwards. 
     The White Queen did not do this on purpose, her mother died before she could teach her 
how to be a good mother. All is not lost.  I see Mother Spider descending from the ceiling. 
     “Golden Eggs are truly magical. Every child is born with an innate talent and kindness. This gift 
will lead the child through life to its bliss. It’s what makes every child different from the last, each 
magical and precious. When a parent steals that egg from the child to use it for its own, it becomes 
useless to them. They steal it because they’re trying to replace the one their parents took from 
them. Don’t worry about this family.  I am powerful enough to lay new eggs for them. They will 
be cured, but I am too weak to produce one for the Boy Emperor. You must find him his Golden 
Egg and send the Cabin Boy back to China to return it to him,” says Mother Spider.
      Mother Spider gave back the cook her name, Ana the Grand One.  Thank you Ana for saving 
us from King Derby.  It’s much appreciated.  Can we take you dancing? I hear dancing runs in the 
family. The white Queen is known for her amazing dancing. Let’s all go and see Cab Calloway.





The Walrus

     After playing a show in the Willows at the 
Casino Ballroom, Cab got lost in the tunnels. 
He went through a trap door in the stage 

and followed some strange blue colored 
brothers. There he met Betty Boop. 
     Here, under Daniel Lowe’s, he has been 
performing with his ghost band ever since. Oh 
he was the walrus.  He turned into the walrus 
singing “Minnie the Moocher” with Betty in 
that famous cartoon.  He has been guiding us 
through. Somehow I thought the walrus would 
turn into some slug or beetle . . . Oh well! 
Now let’s just enjoy the music and dance the 
jitterbug.





The Odd Fellows

     This is odd. Quite odd indeed. We took a wrong turn. We 
went through the tunnel in the back of the vault. We entered the 
Odd Fellows Lodge on Washington Street. Who are they? They 

are odd . . . 
     They give charity following Saint Nick’s example. They never 
like to be caught. They are quite agile. They bounce through 
windows and leave money and food behind before anyone 
notices. 

     Now, for something completely different! 

     Run or that Elephant will run us over. A 
Crowninshield bought it. It was the first elephant to be brought to 
North America, and now it will make us the first people on this 

continent to be trampled by an elephant.





Hell
     After we go back to Daniel Lowe’s, we can head straight 
up Essex by the new town hall and cross at the smoke shop 
on Washington Street. From there we can continue to the 
Mason Lodge. Wait…the tunnel is blocked. The Essex 
Lodge is up to something. Lawrence, Derby’s son Elias Jr., 
Benjamin Hodges, Pickman, and Secretary of the Navy 
Benjamin Crowninshield have infiltrated the lodge.  I am 
getting tired of all of these dwarfs. No wonder they are 
sending a Templar over to restore order. The lodge was 
built on property that King Derby once owned. 
     We are going to be forced to go through hell before 
this journey is over now. When James Russell Lowell 
read Dante’s Inferno in the Lyceum on Church Street, he 
opened up a gateway to the ninth circle of hell. The ghost 
of Bridget Bishop has done her best to contain it behind a 
locked vault door. Our only option is to have Virgil open 
that door and lead us through to the other side. It is the 
only way.





The Ninth Circle of Hell

     We are half way through. Finally the chorus of bullfrogs 
singing “Happy Together” is over. No! Now they are pushing 
pomegranates past us to the tune of “Age of Aquarius”! This is 
indeed hell. Woo! Watch out for those tramps.  They are not 
hobos. They never worked in their lives to do much but get in 
trouble. There is their ringleader smoking the hookah. 
     “You think you are going to make it past my viscous tongue? 
You redheaded stepchild.  I will get you and your monkey too. 
What’s with the clown’s feet? Your monkey is blue, is he sad? 
Come here crybaby. What’s with the crown, are you the crown of 
fools? Stop here, as you will never amount to much. To continue 
in your own way is destined for failure. Listen to me and take the 
easy way. Listen to me you pocket dancer,” yells the Caterpillar!
     He is not that nice. Avoid his smoke. You can only hear him if 
the smoke lands on you. Ignore the man behind the mist. There 
is nothing to see there. 
     We are in a train tunnel. A time tunnel. This can get us out 
of hell. It can get us back into the real world. I love reality shows. 

Not! It might bring us to the Queen’s chambers. Now run…the 
tunnel is filling with smoke. Go through the door!





The Queen and the Golden Egg
     The door leads us into the train station. Keep going. Be careful. 
Go up that platform and enter the door on the right. Wow, this room 
is gorgeous! It must be the queen’s. There she is. We caught her and 

her Vizier John Dee by surprise. Dee is holding the Golden Egg. The 
Flying Monkeys burst into the room. Herbie, get them to stand 

still. It is all over if he drops it. Who is that coming behind the monkeys? It’s the 

Cabin Boy. He is walking right up to the Queen. Is she sad or mad? 
He keeps walking over to her. Dee steps back and is about to leave when the 
Queen stops him.
     “Mom, can I have my egg back? I am sorry it was not strong 
enough to make you happy.  Only your own egg can make you 
happy. I know that is why you stole the most powerful egg in the 
world, to see if it was powerful enough, but if you do not return it to 
the Boy Emperor it might be the end of the world. You don’t have 
to listen to Dee anymore. Look at the trouble he caused. He is the 
worm tongue. He told you to steal the Golden Egg. If you give me 
my egg back, we can still have time before the Boy Emperor’s evil 
advisors tell him to start the war. He is just a boy. On the way back 
we can stop in on King Henry and get your egg back.”
     The Queen returns Cabin Boy’s egg back to him, and the monkeys get 
the Golden Egg back from Dee.





The Queen’s Train Station

     Dee is sent back to England. King Derby is looting 
some other ship in the harbor. The Essex Lodge is still 
under control of the Salem East India Marine Society. 
The Flying Monkeys are helping Mamadou and Saint 
Nick protect the magical items under the Peabody Essex 
Museum until the Templar arrives. President Monroe is 
still lost. There is still a crazy elephant running through 
the tunnels. Queen Elizabeth and her son are traveling on 
Captain Bob’s train across the ocean back to the Orient. 
The Boy Emperor has gotten word of the return of his 
Golden Egg. The war has stopped before it has even 
started.
      I think our friends who joined us in our voyage learned 
something. Did you? I know I did. Monkeys are not all 
bad. Some like you and your friends, Herbie, are actually 
quite wonderful. Thank you for your help. 
     So what’s next? You are going to teach me to fly? Are 
you crazy! I have a perfectly fine balloon for that!





The End



Or is it?



Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin is 
usually called, Chris. He lives in 
Salem. In fact you probably seen 
him wearing a 12 foot long scarf 
walking through town drinking a 
quart of milk and eating a dark 
Cadbury bar. If you want to help 
support his habit, he always is 

willing to accept a Cadbury bar and some milk from you. Also 
he is some times mistaken as the “Dancing Guy” (Tip #1 If you 
want some one to dance with you, look them in the face and 
smile. Dancing with your back towards them does not work and 
only attracts creeps.). Other times better known as the “Viking 
Chris”,”The Norseman”, and even Fritter by one large Indian. 
Also he is still looking for investors to build his event center on 
200 acres in Manchester-by-the-Sea. Vingolf will have a highway 
exit off 128 thirty minutes from Boston. Vingolf is a premiere 
wedding destination, 5 star accommodation, conference center, 
and music showcase. For more info visit www.vingolf.info
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T h e  S a l e m  T r i l o g y

A Walk Through Salem
by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin

     The first book in the Salem Trilogy. The fairy tale that brought you first 
into the magical whimsical side of Salem. A place where fish fly, tall ships 
drop anchor next to parking meters, and Vikings storm Dead Horse Beach!  
Follow Mr. Zac through town in this tale to meet some werewolves, 
witches, and ghosts. Drink some tea with an African wizard, book passage 
on a sea train, talk to a gargoyle, and meet some of the famous people 
from Salem’s past. 

    A wonderful tale for those of all ages who are still young at heart. A tale 
in which you are the main character. Follow the story’s path on Google 
maps as you read it!
                                      www.mr-zac.com



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.



 M a k e  s u r e  y o u  a l s o  b u y

Salem’s Secret Underground
 by Christopher Jon Luke Dowgin

    This is the non-fiction companion book to A Walk Under Salem.  In this book you will travel through the real 
tunnels of Salem, Ma. built by Masons, Senators, and Privateers. Tunnels linking wharfs to secret warehouses 
under Salem’s oldest and most famous homes. Tunnels leading from secret warehouses right into the oldest banks 
in town. Sometimes these tunnels lead right into 
the back of their vaults. 
 Salem’s Secret Underground will clue you into the largest tax swindle by our founding fathers. They 
had tunnels smuggling tax free goods under both Customs Houses! In the book you will find maps, photos, and 
histories of the buildings connected. Learn who built them and why.  Who was the Salem East India Marine 
Company and what did they smuggle into their museum. What did a crew of Vikings and Scotsmen bring into 
Salem Harbor in 1398? Some people have rumored it was a Templar Treasure. What could of that treasure of 
been?
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