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Chapter One - Transformation 

In the late spring High Prairie was a place 

of wildish beauty. Even at seven in the evening the 

sun was high in the sky. Nature responded to the 

long periods of daylight with the buzz of life. 

Fireflies and mosquitoes swarmed in carpets, while 

the chirping of crickets gave rhythm to the day.  

Mr. Funguy was warm and humid. He ran 

his hand over his balding head to wipe away the 

sweat. His palms stuck to the steering wheel, as he 

swerved down a curved and narrow country road. 

He needed to concentrate as he drove. Quack grass 

and thistles did their best to barricade the 

entrance. “Not enough to keep me away”, he 

smiled, his hazel eyes twinkling from the challenge.  

His orange floral shirt fit snuggly around his 

ample waist, and when he laughed his hearty 

baritone shook his chest, popping buttons that 

defied constriction. He felt so alive in the country. 

The city offered him great opportunities, but he 



relaxed in the country. Even as dust from an open 

car window stuck to his damp skin, he felt content. 

This was no easy task he had assigned 

himself. He knew his friend Dr. Bo Tanic was 

happy to remain hidden in nature, left alone from 

the pressures of the world. Claus Funguy knew it 

was time for the forced exile to end. He mulled over 

the approach to take with Bo. Knowing his friend 

like he did, he decided on being direct. He knew 

how entrenched Bo Tanic was in his ways. It would 

take a little miracle to help persuade him. Funguy 

believed in divine intervention and opened his 

heart to the possibility of this happening. 

Bo squatted on the first step of the old porch. 

His thin, red hair now peppered with gray, hung 

over his eyes. His skin was weathered from 

spending time outdoors. The cabin he lived in was 

a bit run down, but basically sound. It had been 

built to environmental standards, warm in the 

winter, cool in the summer.  



Solar panes on the roof, along with straw 

insulation, provided a stable temperature. A solar 

powered pump filtered water from a pristine creek, 

allowing a small, if at times erratic, supply of 

running water. It was enough for his needs. It 

allowed him conveniences like a low-flush toilet, 

and morning shower. 

Bo replayed the day Brigid died in his head. 

He should have known, and could have done 

something differently. He sensed something was 

wrong as he drove up the lane. He smiled wryly, 

recalling how her small body felt, when he held her 

close. The injustice of her death still caused the 

blood to pump hard in his veins, until he could feel 

his pulse swell into his throat.  

There were two dead doves lying on the 

porch. Bo knew they were a bad omen. He still 

couldn’t recall opening the door of the cabin. He 

was in an altered state, adrenaline coursing 

through his body. It was then that he saw body 



crumpled in a heap. He had breathed into her 

mouth and pinched her nose.  No amount of 

resuscitating could bring her back. Her 

otherworldly blue eyes stared up at him.  

Their daughter Celeste was there too. She 

had also passed out from the fumes, but was still 

alive. At least he was able to drag her out of the 

house. Bo had taken Celeste to her grandparents.  

She complained that were too many rules there, 

but she’d be safe 

Since then he’d holed himself up here. 

Partially paralyzed by grief, he went through the 

day- to- day motions, eat, read, and attempt to 

sleep. He’d picture over and over what had 

happened. 

 Sometimes the thoughts would elicit the only 

feeling he seemed to have, anger. The rage seemed 

permanently lodged within him; white, endless and 

seething; aimed at the oil companies who refused 

to take responsibility. 



Residents had complained for years about 

the toxic gas being leaked into the atmosphere by 

the petro-chemical companies. Cows, pigs, and 

wild animals had all shown increased rates of 

cancer and respiratory illness. Each time the 

residents were close to a case in court, outside 

experts would refute the evidence with “reasonable” 

doubt. The oil companies kept getting off.  

 

  

Bo was a naturalist. It is what had driven 

him to his career as an ecologist and botanist. It 

was in nature that he felt at peace.  He was usually 

an observer, detached, waiting to see what people 

did, not said.  

He’d never needed the support of traditional 

religions. “Nature is my cathedral”, he said softly to 

himself. “It is here I know what makes sense, what 

is real. Her death will not be in vain.” He felt more 

resolved than ever to fight for ecological rights. He 



knew that there was no choice. It was only by 

stopping the arrogant polluting and destruction of 

the earth that the planet could survive. 

It was cooling off on the porch. He felt 

grateful for the breeze washing over his dusty skin, 

and the quiet of the country. His thoughts were 

interrupted by the sound of a car in the distance. 

He grimaced at the thought of someone visiting 

him.  

Friends and neighbors had tried at the 

beginning, just after she’d died, but it took Bo too 

much energy to entertain people, to talk. He found 

it easier to escape into his own thoughts. With the 

sound of the approaching car, he felt his self- 

imposed exile threatened. He felt both resentment 

and relief at the prospect of company. “But who 

would have the audacity to come uninvited?” he 

asked himself. 

The small green smart car beeped cheerfully 

at Bo. Claus Funguy, Bo’s work partner and friend, 



squeezed his sticky body out of the small vehicle. 

With his whitish beard, and unabashedly bright 

shirt, he looked a bit like Santa visiting out of 

season. 
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Chapter One - Transformation

In the late spring High Prairie was a place of wildish beauty. Even at seven in the evening the sun was high in the sky. Nature responded to the long periods of daylight with the buzz of life. Fireflies and mosquitoes swarmed in carpets, while the chirping of crickets gave rhythm to the day. 

Mr. Funguy was warm and humid. He ran his hand over his balding head to wipe away the sweat. His palms stuck to the steering wheel, as he swerved down a curved and narrow country road. He needed to concentrate as he drove. Quack grass and thistles did their best to barricade the entrance. “Not enough to keep me away”, he smiled, his hazel eyes twinkling from the challenge. 

His orange floral shirt fit snuggly around his ample waist, and when he laughed his hearty baritone shook his chest, popping buttons that defied constriction. He felt so alive in the country. The city offered him great opportunities, but he relaxed in the country. Even as dust from an open car window stuck to his damp skin, he felt content.

This was no easy task he had assigned himself. He knew his friend Dr. Bo Tanic was happy to remain hidden in nature, left alone from the pressures of the world. Claus Funguy knew it was time for the forced exile to end. He mulled over the approach to take with Bo. Knowing his friend like he did, he decided on being direct. He knew how entrenched Bo Tanic was in his ways. It would take a little miracle to help persuade him. Funguy believed in divine intervention and opened his heart to the possibility of this happening.

Bo squatted on the first step of the old porch. His thin, red hair now peppered with gray, hung over his eyes. His skin was weathered from spending time outdoors. The cabin he lived in was a bit run down, but basically sound. It had been built to environmental standards, warm in the winter, cool in the summer. 

Solar panes on the roof, along with straw insulation, provided a stable temperature. A solar powered pump filtered water from a pristine creek, allowing a small, if at times erratic, supply of running water. It was enough for his needs. It allowed him conveniences like a low-flush toilet, and morning shower.

Bo replayed the day Brigid died in his head. He should have known, and could have done something differently. He sensed something was wrong as he drove up the lane. He smiled wryly, recalling how her small body felt, when he held her close. The injustice of her death still caused the blood to pump hard in his veins, until he could feel his pulse swell into his throat. 

There were two dead doves lying on the porch. Bo knew they were a bad omen. He still couldn’t recall opening the door of the cabin. He was in an altered state, adrenaline coursing through his body. It was then that he saw body crumpled in a heap. He had breathed into her mouth and pinched her nose.  No amount of resuscitating could bring her back. Her otherworldly blue eyes stared up at him. 

Their daughter Celeste was there too. She had also passed out from the fumes, but was still alive. At least he was able to drag her out of the house. Bo had taken Celeste to her grandparents.  She complained that were too many rules there, but she’d be safe

Since then he’d holed himself up here. Partially paralyzed by grief, he went through the day- to- day motions, eat, read, and attempt to sleep. He’d picture over and over what had happened.

	Sometimes the thoughts would elicit the only feeling he seemed to have, anger. The rage seemed permanently lodged within him; white, endless and seething; aimed at the oil companies who refused to take responsibility.

Residents had complained for years about the toxic gas being leaked into the atmosphere by the petro-chemical companies. Cows, pigs, and wild animals had all shown increased rates of cancer and respiratory illness. Each time the residents were close to a case in court, outside experts would refute the evidence with “reasonable” doubt. The oil companies kept getting off. 



	

Bo was a naturalist. It is what had driven him to his career as an ecologist and botanist. It was in nature that he felt at peace.  He was usually an observer, detached, waiting to see what people did, not said. 

He’d never needed the support of traditional religions. “Nature is my cathedral”, he said softly to himself. “It is here I know what makes sense, what is real. Her death will not be in vain.” He felt more resolved than ever to fight for ecological rights. He knew that there was no choice. It was only by stopping the arrogant polluting and destruction of the earth that the planet could survive.

It was cooling off on the porch. He felt grateful for the breeze washing over his dusty skin, and the quiet of the country. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a car in the distance. He grimaced at the thought of someone visiting him. 

Friends and neighbors had tried at the beginning, just after she’d died, but it took Bo too much energy to entertain people, to talk. He found it easier to escape into his own thoughts. With the sound of the approaching car, he felt his self- imposed exile threatened. He felt both resentment and relief at the prospect of company. “But who would have the audacity to come uninvited?” he asked himself.

The small green smart car beeped cheerfully at Bo. Claus Funguy, Bo’s work partner and friend, squeezed his sticky body out of the small vehicle. With his whitish beard, and unabashedly bright shirt, he looked a bit like Santa visiting out of season.
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