
Brushtown Stories 

A Strange New Old Ancient New World 

 

The air crackled and suddenly there was a blast of energy. The 

air smelled of lightening and quarks. Through this brief rip 

between worlds a man fell to the ground. Hank Kipshaw had lived 

his whole life in New Molar. He worked at the cement works since 

graduating high school. When Flosso installed himself as de 

facto mayor Hank didn’t care. Politics was for egg-heads and 

anteaters. That’s what he always felt. He’d only voted once and 

that was for the new color of Bert’s Pieces candy. Mother’s Day 

Orange was his choice. It wasn’t one of the options but he wrote 

it in on the inside of the wrapper and put it in the mailbox. 

The winner was blue. Blue. The hamburger of colors, Hank 

scoffed, when he saw the results. But it was fine. If blue was 

what they wanted blue worked for him. Hank was at heart a go 

along to get along kind of guy. 

So Flosso taking over never bothered him and when he forced 

everyone to work on the Fuzzitronic bomb that was fine too. Work 

is work. That was one of the mottos Hank believed in. That and 

‘Bless this Mess.’ He wasn’t sure what the mess was but he was 

all for blessing. Not that he was religious but he liked saying 

‘bless you’ whenever people sneezed. In fact when he’d go out 

he’d often hope someone would sneeze so he could say ‘bless 

you.’ There was a time that it got out of hand and he’d go into 

restaurants and unscrew the tops of pepper shakers. But he was 

over that now. 

Currently though, getting zapped by the weird power current 

fluctuations and sent through some sort of portal annoyed Hank. 

He never liked portals. He had a friend who always called doors 

portals. And she always sighed really loud. And when they’d 

perform the Toothsome Pageant in town she’d laugh extra loud at 

certain parts that weren’t funny but they used to be funny like 

a hundred years ago so she just wanted to show that she “got it” 

and was aware of it being a joke even though it wasn’t a joke. 

But Hank never told her and just smiled and would pat her 

shoulder and say, ‘yep portals.’  

Hank though did enjoy wordplay. He liked it when the announcers 

would call the Pacers the Wasters because they missed so many 

opportunities on the court. He hadn’t had a relationship for a 



while. He didn’t mind. He liked stirring concrete and unloading 

it from the truck. He also liked working on the fuzzitronic 

bomb. They let him hammer panels. But he didn’t like this place. 

He didn’t like wherever he was zapped to. 

But where was he zapped to? Tall and leafy the ferns grew tall 

around him and unfamiliar insects buzzed in the tree tops. Tall 

palm fronds dappled the light from the high canopy above.  

“This don’t look like no New Molar I ever saw,” Hank said as he 

looked around. A large dragon fly buzzed by and landed on a leaf 

in front of him.  

“This ain’t gonna be Roarsday at the bonkophlast,” the dragonfly 

said. 

“You talk?” Hank said. 

“Sure fella it’s shutting up that I’m bad at.” Before Hank could 

inquire further about this the dragonfly flew off into the palm 

forest.  

“Well that’s a real kick to the kiester,” Hank said. He always 

been taught insects didn’t talk. But then again he once thought 

he heard a ladybug say “fun on a bun” when he was 12 but he was 

also suffering from a high grade fever so … He didn’t have time 

to ponder the situation because suddenly the sound of thundering 

footsteps filled the undergrowth.  

He ducked behind a large gourd which was growing on a yellow 

vine. There was a sound of trumpets and then several dinosaurs 

appeared. A few wore centurion outfits and ran through the brush 

their tails waggling. Then came a large sauropod in a purple 

robe attended to by several small lizard like dinos that 

scurried up its body and fed it grapes.  

Once this odd saurian parade passed by Hank scratched his chin 

and considered it. “Well that ain’t the usual.” He said. 

Suddenly there was a rustle in the bushes. “Bushes! Rustling!” 

Hank said redundantly.  

Suddenly a fleet footed deinonychus leaped from the bush. Its 

lightly feathered body rippled in the breeze. Its beady yellow 

eyes locked on Hank as it slightly tilted its head to one side. 

It then lowered its large razor sharp toothed jaw right to 

Hank’s forehead. He could feel its hot breath and the sound of 

its breathing. It then reared up and coughed. 



“Oh verily excuse me, how rude for me to pounce and then go 

about gulphusesing,” the deinonychus said. 

“You mean coughing?” Hank asked. 

“Coughing? No no it’s called gluphusesing here. My you are a 

strange creature. It’d almost be a waste to eat you. Almost.” 

The deinonychus snapped his jaws in the air. 

“I understand. Do with me as you will.” Hank then took a deep 

breath and closed his eyes. 

“Wait, wait,” the deinonychus seemed quite annoyed, “you’re not 

even going to fight back?” 

“Huh?” Hank said. He frowned, “I’m a more whatcha call it ‘do 

what you’re told’ kinda of a guy. Mix the cement. You got it! 

Hammer that panel! Sure thing! Keep working on this experimental 

molecularly unstable bomb. No problem. And now. Get eaten. I’m 

go along to get along.” 

The deinonychus put a clawed hand to his toga. Oh by the way the 

deinonychus was wearing a toga. “That won’t do. You have to be 

self actualizing. You can’t just bend to other people’s whims. 

What do you want?” 

“Want? Huh no one ever asked me previously to this here moment 

what I want?” And in that moment Hank flashed back on his life 

thinking of all the things he wanted. The toys. The cereals. The 

parental hugs. The meatball parms. The trips to Peoria. That 

weird personal submarine in the Hemicker Shlemicker catalog. And 

then again the meatball parms. “A meatball parm,” he said. “In 

all my life that’s what I want most.” 

“Well,” the deinonychus replied, “I’m unaware of that thing. Is 

it like a rock or something?” 

“Kind of. Like several small rocks of meat in a long bread rock 

served with cheese.” 

“Cheese?” The deinonychus was puzzled there was no such 

substance or anything resembling cheese in this dimension. He 

shook his head. “Well in any event I can do one thing. I can 

stop standing atop you. I’m probably crushing some of your soft 

bits.” The deinonychus hopped off of Hank and offered a claw to 

help pull him to his feet. “Also I’ve been quite derelict in 

regards to etiquette. My name is Tiberius. Tiberius D. 

Deinonychus from the Bronchiodal Expanse.” Tiberius then gave a 



salute where he banged his arm against his chest and then hopped 

a bit. 

“I’m Hank of the - uh - New Molar. It’s a town.” Hank held out 

his hand. Tiberius unsure of the gesture gave it a quick lick. 

Hank laughed. “That tickles. Oh also I was zapped via unstable 

molecules into your world.” 

“Well Hank of the Uh-New-Molar-It’s-a-town. What is to be done 

with you?” 

“I don’t know. Throw me a party?” Hank offered. 

“No, throwing such a bacchanalia without a permit would attract 

the attention of the Imperial Guard and their merciless leader 

Strawberry Tops the vicious Triceratops.” 

“But that’s such a cute name.” 

“They call her that because her horn tips are always bloodied 

like the top of a strawberry.” 

“The tops of strawberries are green.” 

“Those are the bottoms. Oh what a strange world you must come 

from.” Tiberius let out a chuckle. 

“This world is upside-daisy. And what’s with the togas?” 

“Oh we’re all part of the Roman Empire which never fell. Huh 

what an odd thing to say; why would I ever think it would have 

fallen? Oh Tiberius you are a delight. Thanks, me. Anyway dear 

fellow you best come with me. Emperor Oedipus T. Rex would not 

like finding you. He hates temporal anomalies.” Tiberius then 

ushered Hank toward his stego-o-cycle a motorcycle which was 

optimized for dinosaurian use. It had a flashy side car with 

flames pained on it. 

 

“Wow, bitchin bike, Tiberius.” Hank ran his hand across the 

polished bone detailing.  

  

“Thank you.  Though here bitchin means ‘a small fruit often used 

for sport’ but I can intuit your meaning from the context.” 

Tiberius flashed his version of a smile. The sun behind him lit 

his frame in a noble almost heroic way. Hank’s cheeks flushed. 

 

Hank turned to Tiberius he couldn’t meet the dinosaur’s dilated 

bird-like gaze. He kicked at the dirt. “Gee. Thanks for helping 

me. For a dinosaur you sure are ... handsome.” 

 



Tiberius was taken aback. But this odd sort of hairy fleshy non-

a-saurus was delightful in his own way. Like a brick or music. 

Flustered the deinonychus blurted out: “You flirt. But I could 

say the same for you.” 

 

It’s hard to explain where feelings come from. Once people 

believed they came from a pink tree perched on a rock on the 

back of an armadillo named Mooshy who would sneeze and cause the 

tree to shake and then feelings would fall to the ground like 

ripe fruit and then a small bear would grab them and toss them 

into the sky and shoot them with a gun and the exploding feeling 

would rain down upon people and fill them with emotions. A nice 

story of which science can’t say definitely say is true or not. 

But at this moment the fluttering exploded drops of feelings had 

found their way into the bloodstream of both Tiberius and Hank.  

 

Hanks wiped his suddenly sweating palms on his cargo pants. “Oh, 

hey oh, I’m blushing over here.” 

 

Tiberius leaned in and for a moment the world seemed to stop and 

the sounds and noise all ceased as Tiberius and Hank shared 

their first kiss. A kiss that would be the first of many.  

They knew the Roman Empire would not sanction their union and so 

they’d have to find a place that would not judge them or toss 

them into a pile of spikes. Spike piles were common at this time 

in this dimension.  

So, they headed up to the hills and then across the Northern 

border in The Democratic Republic of Gondwanaland. They were 

aided by an old hermit Ankylosaurs named Piston Tonks who showed 

them the way to Bare Potato Mountain named because a dinosaur 

named Potato used to run naked across the peak. There they found 

a cave and outfitted it with sofas and love seats and an end 

table. They didn’t have much except for the sofas and love seats 

and end table but they had each other. And that was enough. Love 

kept them warm in the winter and Tiberius had a weird condition 

where he sweated lemonade and this kept them cool in the summer. 

They grew old together. They held each other. And then after a 

long, long time died within ten minutes of each other. And even 

though in the ten minutes between Hank and Tiberius’ death 

Tiberius ate Hank’s corpse it didn’t matter because sometimes 

love, true love, is about eating a corpse. A delicious, 

delicious corpse.  

 



END OF STORY 

 


