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A Very Late Night or a Very Early Morning  

In another dimension, there is a galaxy very far off from the Milky Way. In that galaxy, 

which is called Billy, there is a solar system; in that solar system, there is a solitary flat planet. 

That planet is called The Realms. No one is sure why it was named that, but it does bring to mind 

a picture of a fantasy land filled with possibilities. Unfortunately, The Realms is more of a 

lonely, overpopulated, overstimulating sort of place. Picture a ComicCon the size of New York 

City. Now picture New York City rearranged onto a square surface with a six-inch margin of 

grass around it before the world just stops. If you fall off of the edge, gravity ceases to work and 

you will float on forever in space. Thus, you are sort of stuck in the city, unable to ever get any 

peace and quiet.  

The city that makes up the entirety of this planet is, of course, the capital city. It wouldn’t 

make sense if it weren’t the capital city. The city, being the only city, is simply called City. Due 

to the lack of space for building, the inhabitants have built tall skyscrapers; these are much taller 

than any buildings on our planet, no matter which dimensional version of our planet you look at. 

This is because The Realms has been helped by the curious talents of the population. Unlike 

Earth, The Realms is not hindered by a population of mere humans. Their population is much 

more diverse than that. On Earth, many problems occur simply based off of skin color. On The 

Realms, problems can be based off of both species and skin color. On Earth, humans are the only 

beings with souls and higher-level reasoning (that they know of, at least). On The Realms, there 
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are fairies, gnomes, aliens (they are properly known as Billyians, but on Earth we would call 

them aliens), and humans. No one is sure how the humans got there or when, but they brought 

two of their languages with them. These languages are French and English. The only true 

Realmish language still spoken is Gnomish. Unfortunately, the other Realmish languages 

(Fairish and Billyi) are rather like Earthen Latin. That is to say, they are only spoken by scholars 

and nerds. Anyways, the way that these multiple species have helped The Realms to achieve 

such tall buildings is that the aliens, who look much like humans except for their large heads and 

green skin, are equipped with bigger brains than humans. Also, quite unlike humans, they can 

access all parts of their brain at once with no difficulty. Thus, the aliens have been forming plans 

for impressive structures since the dawn of time. The fairies, despite the fact that they are all 

cursed with unfortunately small stature, are able to fly and to manipulate cells. We might call this 

cell manipulation magic, but that would bother the fairies. Magic is an undignified word. They 

call it Spellness. The capital S is necessary, as are the italics. The Gnomes, meanwhile, provide 

brute strength. Their physique is much like any human or alien’s, except that they are three times 

the size of the average human or alien… and that everything about them is gray in coloration. If 

they were on Earth, one might mistake them for giants if it weren’t for the pointy red cap worn 

by all gnomes. The humans have not helped the skyscraper-building process much, but I will 

include them here because they are easily offended. 

On The Realms, in the City, there is a coffee bar. It is the only such establishment on the 

planet, and it has no proper name. There is debate as to whether it qualifies as in the city or not, 

because it is so far up above all of the other buildings. In fact, you could say that the building 
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isn’t even truly on the ground. It is simply held up by a pole stretching up to it from the ground. 

For our purposes, let us say that it is within the City.  

On the night that our story takes place, a nine-year-old girl named Hanna Brown was in 

the coffee bar. She was about to play the most intense game of chess ever. As she stood off to 

one side, waiting for her opponent, she ran her crooked fingers through her white-blonde hair. 

She then wiped the grease deposits from her hair onto her khaki shorts—except, the shorts fit her 

rather like pants. This was because when she was much younger, a fairy with a Napoleon 

complex had cursed her, stunting her growth. This curse caused Hanna to be extremely small, 

frail, and sickly, as well as having a voice that sounded rather like that of an electronic baby doll. 

Due to her unfortunate stature, obnoxious voice, and aggressively arrogant personality, she had 

few friends. This did not bother her, however; as a genius, she often had no time to feel lonely or 

bored. She was always too busy playing chess. 

     She rubbed the joints of her crooked fingers. They had been broken by a gnomish chess 

player a year before. She had kicked him in the face and laughed. Tonight she would be playing 

against a different gnomish chess player, and it was bringing back bad memories. Her knuckles 

ached with the remembrance of the smashing. Hanna knew that she couldn’t let this distract her 

from the chess game at hand, of course; she must be 100% focused and ready to win.  

That was when the massive gnome appeared. 

He had flown in his spaceship until he was halfway up the pole, and then he had parked 

the ship in the parking lot. Then he had shimmied up the rest of the pole, up through the hole in 

the floor. The hole was directly under the huge chess table, which he banged his head on. He 
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then cursed with zeal. Hanna rolled her eyes. Clearly he doesn’t know how to properly articulate, 

she thought. 

He scrambled out from under the table, squeezing his massive gray body around the pole 

and through the hole. Making it a point to ignore Hanna, he stood up and walked to the bar.  

“The armor,” he grunted. Hanna dashed over to the bar and clambered up onto one of the 

stools, so that she could be seen. 

“Yes,” she added in her screeching voice, “the armor.” 

The barista rolled his eyes and ducked underneath the bartop. He reemerged with some 

pieces of heavy, vaguely medieval-style armor in his hands. He continued piling the pieces of 

armor onto the bartop as the gnome (whose name was Snocklack Woweeni) and Hanna pulled 

the armor on over their clothes. Snocklack removed his pointy cap just long enough to put the 

helmet on before he placed his cap atop his helmet. Both suits of armor were perfectly sized for 

the players; the utmost care had been taken to ensure their comfort and safety. 

Hanna and Snocklack sat down at the massive chess table. The chess pieces each 

measured five inches across the bottom and were made of granite, which meant that the table 

(which had the chessboard painted on it) had to be huge and made out of mahogany. Neither 

player touched the pieces right now; the time to play had not yet come. 

A rock band called Disillusioned Monopoly struck up their hit song, “Monopoly.” The 

regular midnight customers began to arrive through the hole in the floor. The regular midnight 

customers were mostly authors, late night talk show hosts, and insomniacs. The band wasn’t very 

good, and their lyrics made little to no sense, but that didn’t matter. This was the midnight 

insomniac crowd, after all. 
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The customers milled around for a few moments before they began settling at tables. 

From their seats, they gazed at the chess players. The clock ticked steadily towards midnight. 

Both players saw the clock hand move to the twelve before they heard the bell ring. Both 

players knew when the game had officially begun.  

Snocklack, of course, moved his piece first. It was customary for the gnomes to move 

first. It had become the custom because of years of gnomish players becoming impatient and 

quite literally crushing their opposition before the game even began. He slid a chess piece 

forward. Hanna eyed his move. As she was thinking through her game plan, she saw an odd 

motion out of the corner of her eye. 

Snocklack was flicking his fingers next to his seat, completely oblivious to his 

surroundings. Hanna was surprised to see a small, metallic bug falling from his hand. The bug’s 

abdomen lit up with a strange red light. It was like a demonic robot firefly. It flew under the table 

and down the hole in the floor. Snocklack watched it with strange eagerness.  

That’s odd, Hanna thought. What could that bug do? 

She looked back at the chess pieces, her move formulated. Being a genius, she was able 

to work on two problems at once, which meant that even as she contemplated the demonic robot 

firefly, she was coming up with the perfect strategy for the game. 

She moved her piece. Snocklack looked back up at the game, seemingly caught off guard 

by the noise of the granite scraping across the mahogany. He eyed Hanna’s move appraisingly. 

He didn’t seem pleased. 

“I’d hoped that she wouldn’t… last one, last one…” he muttered under his breath. 



 
 

Phillips, 6 

“I win,” Hanna said automatically. Then she covered her mouth, hoping no one had 

heard. It was a bad habit. Her natural response to everything was ‘I win,’ and it rather annoyed 

people… particularly if those people were playing against her in a game that she hadn’t won yet. 

To her utmost relief, Snocklack was too preoccupied to have noticed her slip, and the music had 

kept the other people in the bar from hearing.  

She looked under the table, down the hole, out into the dark sky. There was the demonic 

robot firefly! It was hovering in midair, and its eyes were flashing. Then, to her shock, it 

exploded with a small bang.  

It was a bomb, she realized. But why? 

Then she looked back up, hearing the granite pieces scratching up the mahogany tabletop. 

Snocklack had made his move. She judged the move to have been a poor one; she could easily 

continue her plan to defeat him. Odd, she thought. Snocklack’s supposed to be a genius. I 

would’ve expected slightly better skills.  

Snocklack was releasing another firefly under the table. Almost imperceptibly, Hanna 

tensed. Could these explosives be meant to assassinate her? I mean, I’ve been called annoying, 

but no one has ever tried to kill me… she thought. But no… the firefly flew down the hole. 

The chess game is only a cover, Hanna realized, moving one of her chess pieces across 

the board. He’s trying to kill someone down there! 

“Your move,” she had to say, prompting Snocklack to come out of his own thoughts. His 

hands shook as he reached for a chess piece… and then backed off. He was second-guessing 

himself.  
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He really is nervous, Hanna thought. He must be trying to kill someone important… but 

who? 

Almost as though she was in autopilot mode, as soon as Snocklack had moved his piece, 

she captured it. Snocklack growled from within his helmet. 

“I gotta win… It’s the last… No, no it’s not, because I’ll win…” he said nervously. His 

words, due to the fact that they were being muttered very quickly from the confines of a metal 

helmet, were almost impossible to make out. Hanna could only make them out because she was 

sitting across from him. 

While he contemplated his next move, she checked on the explosive firefly that he had 

just deployed. To her horror, it exploded near a person who was climbing up the pole, knocking 

the person off and sending them hurtling downwards. There was no way that they would survive 

the fall. 

It occurred to Hanna in that moment that she could devote all of her brain power to 

keeping Snocklack from hurting other people. Of course, if she did that, she wouldn’t win the 

chess match. 

I would be beating him at something, though, she thought. I would be keeping him from 

achieving his goal… and he did ignore me when he came in…  

It was then that Hanna Brown stood up, leaned over the table, and punched Snocklack 

Woweeni, denting his helmet. Both the coffee bar staff and customers perked up.  

“Fight! Fight! Fight!” they yelled. Disillusioned Monopoly struck up a faster tune. 

Snocklack was at a loss. He couldn’t hit a girl. Hitting a girl was punishable by death! So instead 

of hitting her, per say, he picked up a chess piece and smashed it onto the empty space her 
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fingers occupied. She made a yelping noise. He held it there, keeping her from moving her 

fingers. 

“Just moving my piece,” he said innocently, releasing another firefly bomb with his free 

hand. 

Slowly, Hanna retracted her other hand, the one that had been doing the punching. 

Quietly, she shoved the visor of her helmet back. Hatefully, she glared at him with both her pale 

green eye and her deep blue eye. 

“Oh, it is on,” she said. 

Thus, a normal chess match became the most violent chess match to ever take place in 

the history of their planet, their galaxy, their universe, the other dimensions of their reality, et 

cetera. 

Meanwhile, on the parking lot platform, a bona fide superhero was shimmying up the 

pole to do exactly what Hanna was doing. Snocklack had led the kidnapping of a six-month-old 

child of prophecy, and it was up to The Accidental to save the day… or, alternatively, to save the 

night. It was 1:00 in the morning, so technically the day. Except that it was dark, which would 

make it be considered night.  

     Goodness gracious, that’s so confusing, The Accidental thought as she shimmied up the pole. 

The shimmying was no difficulty for her, because she had been doing this for years. She’d never 

beat up a bad guy in this particular locale, but she had stopped by for the coffee bar’s famous 

chaispressilkshake, a delicious mixture of chai, espresso, and a mint chocolate milkshake. Hey, a 

superhero had to keep going somehow. 
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But anyways, Snocklack had stolen one of the children of prophecy, and she just knew 

that he was going to train the child up in evil ways. That couldn’t happen; a regular bad guy was 

bad enough, but a bad guy of prophecy just sounded like trouble.  

Thus, The Accidental pulled her body up the pole, slowly but steadily. I’m coming for 

you, Woweeni. 

She was shocked when a small metallic object exploded next to her. She survived the 

blast thanks to her handy-dandy-fantastic-plastic, impenetrable raincoat and rain hat. They were 

bright red and virtually indestructible. They’d kept her alive through many scrapes and they kept 

her alive now.  

Finally, she made it up the pole and through the hole. She was careful to not bump her 

head on the table above her as she crawled onto the floor. She stuck her head out from under the 

table. 

“I have come for you, Snocklack!” she cried. Then she stopped. 

Snocklack was lying unconscious on the floor, his chess player's armor dented. His visor 

was up, revealing his black and blue face. A tiny little girl was standing on top of him, pulling 

her helmet off with one hand. The other hand hung from her arm, fingers bruised and bloody. 

“Thank you,” The Accidental said, pulling her whole body out from under the table 

before she stood. “Thank you so much.” She held out a hand for the little girl—the girl we know 

as Hanna Brown, genius chess player—to shake.  

“Don’t thank me,” Hanna’s metallic, high pitched voice screeched. She dropped her 

helmet to the floor, and pulled a gun out of seemingly nowhere. She pointed it at The 

Accidental’s chest. “I’m not on your side, hero. What’s to say I don’t shoot you now?” 



 
 

Phillips, 10 

The Accidental winced. This most certainly was an uncomfortable situation to be in. 

“Look,” she said, “we can settle this without violence.” Her voice was calm, soft. Hanna lowered 

the gun a bit, her tiny, broken hand shaking. 

“...How?” she asked, voice laced with skepticism. 

“I know who you are, Hanna Brown. Orphan, age nine. Born on month 

three-out-of-fifteen, day seven-out-of-eight, year eight-thousand-we-think. Lower the gun and 

you can come with me. I’ll take you to the finest doctors and scientists. They’ll reverse your 

curse, fix your crooked fingers, put you through speech therapy, and rehabilitate you into society. 

You’ll go to school, you’ll be offered to people looking to adopt, and in your free time you will 

play chess against the finest artificial intelligence in the world.” 

Hanna froze. She didn’t breathe, she didn’t blink, her hand quit shaking. 

Behind the bar, the baristas all stopped making coffee and playing games on their 

Intelli-phones. One of them, a male alien by the name of Baryn, remembered that he had been 

recording the chess match and all subsequent events. He smiled. This will be very popular on 

UsTube and VisageBook tomorrow. 

Hanna dropped the gun. This was it. She was letting go of her old life. The gun fell onto 

Snoclack’s already bruised face. 

It looked like she was going to say yes. 

She didn’t. 

“Absolutely!” she exclaimed.  
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The Accidental beamed. All in a day’s work. “First let us take this villain to jail,” she 

said, nudging Snocklack with the toe of her bright red rain boot, “and then I shall take you to the 

city.” 

The Accidental held out her hand to Hanna. Smiling, Hanna took it. 

The band members, the baristas, and the customers all shrugged their shoulders and 

moved on. 

It was just another strange occurrence on a very late night… or perhaps it was a very 

early morning. 

 

  

 


