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Chapter 1

Chicori’ro found it ironic that her only item of clothing was a
flamboyant flamenco dress. The garment was so lively and
flowing, the complete opposite of her dull and restricted life.
Envy filled her every time she had to clean it, butO failure to
complete the task would mean either going to school smelling
dirty or in her nightie.




“Chicarita, hurry up. Your father will be home soon,” her
mother, Margarita, shouted from downstairs.

Chicarita rinsed the dress, hung it to dry, and rushed
downstairs in her nightie. Her mother was already waiting. The
two of them stood ready at the door, hands behind back,
shoulders straight. Chicarita crossed her fingers and squeezed
her wrist. Both of them looked at each other and took a deep
breath.




“What will | wear if he says
yese"” Chicarita asked her mother.

“Your dress will dry instantly
under the never-ending sun. You
just worry about your father.
The nicer you ask him, the
more chance there is of
him saying yes.”

Heavy footsteps
stomped up the garden
path. His grunts could be
heard as he approached
the house. Chicarita
gripped herself tighter
as the door opened.

Margarita held
her arms open for a
hug. “Gary, my love.
Welcome home.”

He leaned forward to
receive a small kiss on the
cheek, keeping his arms
crossed. His face bore his
constant frown.
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“How was your day at the tea factory, darling?” Margarita
said.

Gary snorted. “I've been working all day in that hell hole.
The last thing | wanna do is talk about it after.”

Chicarita stretched out her arms in a gesture of embrace.
“I missed you, father.”

He pushed past, ignoring her invitation for a cuddle.
“Yeah, and | missed the day. But someone’s gotta feed this
family. Is dinner ready?”

Chicarita lowered her arms. “Yes, Father. | made your
favourite.”

“Roast potatoes and gravye”

“Yes, Papa.”

“Then stop talking and start serving. | wanna get to the Tea
Bar as soon as possible.”

If there was a part of her father that Chicarita loved as
much as she loathed it was his firmness. He demanded exactly
what he wanted and said whatever he thought. She rushed to
the kitchen and prepared plates of food with her mother.

“Go put your dress on,” her father shouted from the dining
room. “You're not sitting at the dinner table in your nightie.”

“But Father ...,” Chicarita paused as she looked at Mother
who was shaking her head, silently imploring her not to put up
a fight. *Yes, Father,” she said. She rushed upstairs and put on
her damp dress. Running back down to the kitchen, she contin-
ued to help her mother.

“He wasn't always like this,” Mum said. “It's only since he
started working at the tea factory that he's become so rotten.
Believe it or not, he used to be sweet.”

Chicarita had heard these words a thousand times. Mar-
garita made the claim like it justified Father's foul behaviour, or
in some false hope that one day, his better self might return.

Chicarita huffed while putting the final touches to the
potatoes and gravy. She had spent over two hours preparing it.
“Let’s hope the food cheers him up.”



The three sat at the table, with the father at the head and
his two women either side. He munched at his food without
making any conversation.

Margarita held his arm. “Are you going to see your friends
tonight in the Tea Bar?”

Gary scoffed. “Friends2! What friends2! You can't frust
anyone round here anymore. | go to the Tea Bar to drink and
that's it.”

Margarita kicked Chicarita from under the table. “Our
daughter has something to ask you,” she said to Gary.

Chicarita’s body tensed. She painfully swallowed her food
and cleared her throat. “I was hoping | could go to Jane'’s birth-
day party tonight. She’s a friend from school.”

Her father raised his glance. “Who's going?”

“Everyone in our class and some of her other friends.”

“Boys and girlse”

“Yes. But her parents will be there.”

“What age?¢”

“sixteen to seventeen, like me.”

“What are you going to wear?”

“My Flamenco dress, of course.”

So far so good. His moving from one question to the next
without saying no was his silent way of saying yes.

He wiped his mouth. “Where's the party being helde”

“In the Bisco.”

His eyes suddenly widened. “No way in helll”

Margarita grabbed his hand. “Why note”

“Don’t be so stupid! That place is full of idiots drinking
illuminice-tea. It's not safe for a girl your age.”

“What's wrong with illuminice-tea?2!” Mother asked. “You
produce the drink all day in the tea factory and then drink it all
night in the Tea Bar!”

Gary snarled. “As I've said before, do what | say, not what
| do. | know best so | make the rules.”



Margarita clasped her curly hair. “What do you know that
we don'tel”

Gary stared deeply in the eyes of his wife and child, point-
ing at both of them with the knife in his hand. "I never bring
illuminice-tea home because the pair of you are never to drink
it. That's all you need to know. You hear me?¢" He continued to
stare and point the knife until getting his desired response.

Chicarita moved closer to her father. “l promise not to
drink any illuminice-tea if | go.”

His face scowled, stretching his deep wrinkles a little
longer. “You must think I'm an idiot! | work all bloody day while
you girls sit at home doing nothing! It's my fturn to relax. The last
thing | want is to be worrying about my daughter and some
drunk boys trying to chat her up!”

Chicarita’s heart sank. “I don't want to speak with boys. |
only want to speak with Jane!”

“About whate”

“Girl stuff.”

“Then it can wait until tomorrow at school.”

“I have to tell her tonight.”

“What could be so important that you ‘have’ to tell her
tonighte All you want is to chat with boys.”

“It's noft true.”

Margarita put her arms around Gary's shoulders. “Just let
her have one night out. She deserves it.”

Gary pushed her off him. *No means no!”

“But...” Chicarita said.

He banged his fists on the table. “BUT NOTHING!” He then
stood up and threw his plate of food across the room. Chunks
of potatoes, gravy, and the plate flew at high speed. Ahead of
them was a white wall, and when spud met brick, the explosion
left giant splat stains. The plate shattered into pieces upon
impact, along with Chicarita’s hopes of attending Jane’s birth-
day party and forewarning her of the urgent news.



Gary pointed at the stained wall and floor. “LOOK WHAT
YOU MADE ME DO! CHICARITA, CLEAN IT UP!" I'm going to the
Tea Bar. And don’t even think of sneaking out while I'm away.
The Bisco is next door to the Tea Bar; any word of your presence
there and you'll be grounded for every day you live under this
roof!”

He stormed out the house and slammed the door behind
him.
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Chicarita looked at the mess on the wall. The trails of drip-
ping gravy looked exactly like the frails of blood that would
soon be dripping down Jane's face.



Margarita rubbed her forehead. “Sorry, darling, We tried.”

Chicarita sighed. “It's not your fault.”

Watching her father leave in a rage had become a
common sight, one she had grown very used to witnessing.
What proved unbearable was his constant condemnation and
lack of faith in her. He only knew how to criticise and curse and
the abuse made her feel like nothing more than a worthless
burden. Gary Baldy would say harsh things which were neither
meant nor true. However, as he was incapable of apologising,
his offenses never left Chicarita’s mind.

Chicarita began to weep. “I wish Father would just go
away forever and leave us alone!”

Her mother extended her arms.

“Come here,
sweetheart.”




Chicarita fell info her mother’s sturdy figure and disap-
peared within her warm embrace. There was something magi-
cal about the woman'’s hugs that could soothe even the most
distressing moments. Maybe it was her thick fingers, foughened
from years of housework and so firm that it felt they would
never let her go. Or maybe it was her brute strength that
squeezed her tight, providing the protection lacking from her
father. Most probably, it was simply the fact that there was
no-one else in the world to comfort her.

“Go put on your nightie,” Mother said. “Take off this damp
dress.”

Her wet dress the least of Chicarita’s worries. What really
concerned her was her friend Jane's well-being. If she didn’t
warn her soon, Jane would be on her way to the hospital
before even having the chance to blow out her birthday can-
dles.






Chapter 2

Lying in bed later that day, Chicarita wondered what else
would happen at Jane's party she was missing. She already
knew that while dancing to her birthday song and with every-
one watching, Jane would slip and fall heavily, hitting the
ground head first,

Initially, many onlookers would laugh, until they saw the
trail of blood running down her face from a deep cut in her
forehead. Her parents would then rush her to the hospital
where she would receive six stitches. In the following years,
Jane would be fraumatised by the scar on her face and would
never dance again.

Tomorrow at school, Chicarita would have to pretend she
knew none of this and would be full of guilt for not forewarning
her friend.




While Chicarita’s hours awake were under the command
of her father, a far greater power of supernatural order haunt-
ed her hours asleep. Vivid and powerful dreams consumed her
time of slumber, not only presenting clues to her own emotions
and struggles, but also prophetic visions of the lives of others.

Some visions were so blissful that she wished to remain
asleep forever. Other dreams would provoke a bad mood for
the rest of the day. Once or twice a month, nightmares were so
disturbing, she would force insomnia just to avoid the horror.

The dreams relating to her own emotions were easy to
accept because they reflected her cruel reality. Struggling to
breathe, she would try to shout for attention, but no sound
would leave her mouth. Trapped inside a collapsing building,
she would run for the exit yet distances stretched and seemed
never-ending.

In other dreams, a masked killer chased her. She would try
to run away, but a strong gravitational force weighed down
upon her, restricting all movement. As the killer inflicted his fatal
blow, Chicarita would wake up from the nightmare.

Although upsetting, such dreams made complete sense,
directly relating to her real life. On the flip side, however, were
prophetic visions of future events with frightening accuracy.
She would dream about many biscuits and see moments of
their lives before their actual occurrence, just like Jane's birth-
day fall—and witness every detail, after which she'd have to
pretend like she knew nothing.

Of all her nightly visions, only one recurred, and never
came true, thank God. The surreal images were more bizarre
than all the other dreams combined. Standing behind a large
wooden desk, her father was accompanied by an adolescent
boy. Using his fingers, Gary would teach the boy how to count.
Her father laughed, smiled, and even encouraged the young-
ster as he learned, showing loving sides that Chicarita had
never received or withessed in reality.



As strange as her father’'s behaviour was, it was nothing
compared to the boy's freakish appearance. His face only
bore one giant eye under a thick monobrow. Dirt covered his
body from head to toe, and his hair was a complete mess. Yet,
with all things considered, the boy enjoyed life like there was
not a problem in the world, as did her father.

Gary Baldy cared for the mutant child as Chicarita wished
he would do so for her. Loving, supportive, and patient, her
father’s behaviour was as abnormal as the boy’s appearance!
Maybe craving for her father’s acceptance and devotion had
caused the dream.

The mutant, perhaps, represented her own strangeness
and seclusion from the world around her. The fact he was a boy
came as no surprise. Chicarita was sure that her father would
have preferred a male child, causing him less bother.

There was one final factor in the recurring dream that
caused much curiosity. In the sky was the Sun, and upon it was
a giant red eye, cenftrally positioned over a green triangle. The
menacing eye never blinked or took its stare off her father and
the boy. Forever present, it observed the moment with as much
interest as Chicarita. Was it the father of the one-eyed adoles-
centg
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Multiple years of prophetic dreaming made Chicarita
more aware of her supernatural ability. However, incapable of
sharing her visions with those concerned, her superpower
became her nemesis. With her father’s dictatorship over her life
and her lack of confidence, she was powerless to inform indi-
viduals of upcoming dangers, filling her with a burning guilt and
sense of impotence. She begged each day for the visions not
to come to her, whether traumatic or euphoric.

She kept all her nightly visions to herself, even her beloved
mother was denied the fruth. With Gary as her husband, Mum
already had one monster to deal with. The last thing she
needed to know was that another freak lived in the house.



Chapter 3

Chicori’ro gasped and shot up out of her bed as another hor-
rific nightmare woke her from her sleep. Panting, she struggled
to regain her breath. Her heart pounded ferociously, as if it
wanted to leave her body. What this vision revealed was not
only tragic, it hit closer to home than ever before.




The nightmare took place down the alley between the
Tea Bar and the music store. Chicarita had entered the body of
her father, Gary, and could see life through his eyes. In front
were three menacing looking Teabags, standing side by side
and blocking any escape.

With a smack of infimidation covering their expression,
they cornered Gary at the end of the alleyway. One of the Tea-
bags in a red tank top held up a picture of Chicarita and her
mother together and waved it in Gary's face.

“Leave my family alone!” Dad screamed.

The Teabags laughed. “Oh, come on, Gary. We only want
to pop round for a cup of teal” said the one in the green
jumper. With fists raised, the three Teabags loomed closer with
a sinister look in their solitary eyes.

Outnumbered, Gary Baldy could never win the fight
alone. He slipped his hand into his pocket, allowing Chicarita to
feel a concealed weapon. Cautious fingers wrapped round a
cold, metal handle.




With the three Teabags about to attack, Gary Baldy took
out a pistol from his pocket and fired a single shot towards his
aggressors. As he pulled the trigger, the whole world came to a
stop, and Chicarita left the entity of her father and moved into
the fired bullet, becoming locked within the golden shell.

In super slow motion, both bullet and Chicarita crawled
out the gun and towards the intended targets. The Teabags all
jumped aside, somehow moving faster than the bullet and nar-
rowly avoiding the danger. The shot confinued down the adlley,
still carrying Chicarita inside. Up ahead, an unknown figure
stood dangerously within the bullet’s path of destruction.




As it closed in, certain features made themselves appar-
ent—wild curly hair and a green apron became agonisingly
recognisable, and once the unintended target was identified,
time instantly returned to its tfrue speed, propelling the bullet
towards her mother, Margarita, at an unstoppable pace.

Chicarita, imprisoned within the bullet, fired directly into
her mother’s chest. Upon impact, a gong sound echoed. The
shock and noise instantly awoke her from the traumatising
nightmare.




Chicarita wiped away the sweat and tears from her lips
with her shaky hand. She had never admitted her nightly
prophecies to anyone, but now her mother’s life was at great
risk, it was fime to confess. She immediately got out of bed and
went in search of the only biscuit she truly loved.

Mother was in the living room, alone on the sofa and look-
ing out the window. Chicarita called out her name.

The woman jumped in her seat and returned to the real
world. “Sorry, dear. Your father hasn't returned home and I'm get-
ting worried.”

Gary usually came home late, but tonight’s extended delay
was clearly a cause for concern. At least it would give Chicarita
the perfect opportunity to talk about her dreams, but before she
had chance, Margarita laid out her intentions.

“I'm going to look for him in the Tea Bar,” Mother said, sniff-
ing. “You stay here. I'll be back before you know it.”

The words sent a cold rush through Chicarita’s veins, causing
a nerve frembling anxiety. “No, Mother, you can't go! Father is in
trouble with the Teabags! They corner and attack him in the alley
next to the Tea Bar. They even threaten him with a photo of us! If
you go, you will be killed!”

A look of confusion took over Margarita’s face. “What are
you talking aboute How do you know Gary has problems with the
Teabagse”

“I saw it in a dream. Please don't go!”
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Her mother waved her away. “Oh,
Chicarital It was just a nightmare.”

“I promise you it's tfrue! Dad has a
gun! He wants to kill the Teabags but
he's accidentally going to shoot you!”

“A gung! Don't be ridiculous! All
weapons are strictly forbidden in
Biscuitville! Go back to bed.”

“Just let me come with vyou,
pleasee”

“No, Chicarital You stay here.
Gary will be furious if he sees you out.”

Chicarita ran to her mother and
clung to her leg. “Please, Mother, you
have to believe mel”

Margarita pushed her daughter
aside and made her way to the front
door. “Get a hold of yourself! I'll be
back soon.”

Weeping on her knees, Chicarita
watched her mother exit the house. The
door slammed behind her as she left,
the noise resembling that of the gun-
shot which awaited her.
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Chapter 4

Morgori’ro worried deeply about Chicarita’s mental health as
she walked to the Tea Bar. She had never seen her daughter so
hysterical and feared she may be going crazy due to her
father’s strict control over her life. She knew the brain was
capable of imagining the wildest thoughts, yet being incapa-
ble of separating dreams from reality was a sure sign of mad-
ness.

Her husband’s uncontrollable anger issues were just as
wild. Watching him throw the plate against the wall, Margarita
knew the problem had reached its limit. She had to talk to Gary
before someone got seriously hurt.

Approaching the Tea Bar, Margarita heard her husband’s
voice coming from the alley. At first, she was comforted to
know of Gary's well-being and presence, but after hearing
parts of his ongoing argument, his choice of words provoked
more concern than relief.

“Leave my family alone!” her husband shouted.

“Oh, come on, Gary! We only want to pop round for a cup
of teal” a deep, husky voice responded.

Laughter ensued from three distinct sources, none of
which were Gary's. Margarita panicked. Why had she and Chi-
carita been mentioned in their conversation?2 Cautiously, she
peeked around the corner of the alley.

At the far end, with their backs to her, the three Teabags
made a line in front of her husband, blocking any escape. One
teabag waved a small piece of paper in his face. Gary's eyes
filled with venom. Margarita took one small step up the alley to
gain a better view.
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With the Teabags approaching Gary, her husband
reached for his pocket, pulled out a pistol, and instantly fired a
single shot at his attackers. The Teabags all jumped aside,
smashing against the walls and ground. The bullet missed its
intfended targets but continued on its path of destruction.

Margarita froze stiff. The horrific reality and Chicarita’s pre-
cise prediction of the event left her in total shock. What on
earth was her husband doing with a gun and how did her
daughter know?

Time slowed down and everything moved in super slow
motion. Her mind jumped between multiple flashbacks, seeing
herself as a child playing in the park. Next, she was a young
woman in the hospital, holding her precious daughter after the
moment of birth. Gary’s face lit up with joy as he caressed Chi-
carita’s forehead. Then, she saw her teenage daughter cling-
ing to her leg in the house, begging her not to leave.

She suddenly returned to reality to see her husband point-
ing a pistol at her and a bullet flying in her direction. Time sud-
denly returned to its normal speed. She closed her eyes and
prepared for her final moment. A booming sound rippled
through the air, like the hitting of a gong. She jumped in shock.
Surely, it was the sound of the bullet entering her body.
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Chapter 5

The moment her father reached for the pistol in his pocket, Chi-
carita knew she had to intervene. She jumped in front of her
mother holding a dustbin lid as a shield at chest height. She
stood firm, closed her eyes, and held her breath.

A gong sound echoed as the incoming bullet ricocheted
off the metal lid, vibrating her hands and arms. She prayed to
God that there would be no more shofs.

“What are you doing here?¢!” Mother yelped from behind.

Chicarita faced her. “Saving your life!”

Margarita checked her up and down for any injuries. “Are
you hurte”

“I don’'t think so.”




Chicarita had waited until the final moment to save her
mother, hoping her terrifying prophecy had been a lie. Now
witnessing the real event, she realised what an exact reading it
had furned out to be.

Up the alley, the Teabags and Gary Baldy fought like wild
animals on the floor. Her father lay buried somewhere beneath
the bodies of the Teabags. Was he aware he had nearly mur-
dered his own wife and daughter?

Mum grabbed Chicarita’s hand and dragged her away.

Once home, they immediately called the police and informed
them of the incident.

A female officer arrived within ten minutes. “We have
Gary Baldy in jail,” she said. “You are safe now.”

Chicarita hugged her mother tightly. Anxiety swirled in her
gut causing intense stomach cramps.

The police officer took a deep breath. “The Teabags will
be pressing charges against Gary Baldy, and both of you are
expected to attend the court case as withesses. While | under-
stand this will be a difficult task, Biscuitville law states that all
witnesses of a crime must make an honest statement.”

Chicarita’s hands covered her mouth. The thought of
having to testify against her father made her sick to the core.
She knew better than anyone that he was an aggressive man,
but what madness had led him to an attempted murder of the
Teabagse With his screams of ‘leave my family alone’, he was
clearly trying to protect his wife and daughter, but now they
would be part of his prosecution.

Considering the severity of the crime, the court case
would surely draw everyone's attention. After living in the shad-
ows for years, she was about to be exposed under the spoft-
light. She ran to the bathroom and vomited repeatedly.
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Chapter 6

Only one week passed before the court case commenced,
yet it had been the longest seven days of Chicarita’s life. She
had barely slept, only managing short naps at best. Large
crowds had gathered outside her house each day, cheering
her name, calling her a hero. Her own voice called her a traitor.

All week, she had stayed away from the public by hiding in
her home. But now, inside the fully packed court room of her
father’s murder case, she faced the entire town.

“All rise for the honourable Grand Kernels of Justice,” a
court official announced.

The six-headed figure entered the room and took their
place behind a giant redwood bench.

C“Pleose, be seated.”
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The huge audience behind Chicarita obeyed. She took a
glance to see many bodies filing the public gallery. Their excit-
ed faces had Chicarita in wonder. Had they come to support
her or just catch a piece of the actione

Her mother, Margarita, leaned over and whispered into
Chicarita’s ear. “The two lower Kernels of Justice, Linda and the
Colonel, act like the prosecution. They will question and scruti-
nise everything. The middle kernels, Patricia and Bertrand, are
the defence, bringing protection and understanding. The final
decision will be made by the Crowned Kernels at the top.”

Linda began to read out the crimes. Her long white wig and
stern stare added to the intensity of the moment. “We are here
today for the frial of the Teabags vs Gary Baldy. Mister Gary
Baldy, you are charged with possession of an illegal weapon
and attempted murder. The punishment, if found guilty, will be a
lifetime banishment from Biscuitville.”

Each word made Chicarita’s stomach twist tighter, placing
her on the verge of vomit. How she wished for it all to be just
another nightmare.

The Colonel cleared his throat. “We will first hear the prose-
cution. Le Nag Bag, could you please come forth to the witness
boxe”

Cheers of admiration called out from the crowd as the
Teabag rose from his position.

The Colonel frowned and bashed the gavel. “Order, order!
This is a court case, not a sporting event!” The crowd immediate-
ly quietened. “Mr. Le Nag Bag, kindly take us through the events
of the day in question.”

The teabag got comfortable in the witness box next to the
Grand Kernels of Justice. “Last Wednesday, around ten pm, |
was working behind le bar area with my two colleagues, Butter
and Bean. Gary Baldy, who was sat at le bar, shouted at us
rudely, demanding more tea. His demeanour was aggressive
and displeasing le other customers, so | kindly requested him to
join me outside.”
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The Colonel scratched his moustache. “Why did you feel it
necessary to remove him from the Tea Bar2”

Le Nag Bag nodded. I am well acquainted with Mister
Gary Baldy. He has been our only employee in le tea factory
since it opened. He is normally a fantastic worker, yet he has a
terrible temper which he sometimes cannot conftrol. | withessed
him throw tools in frustration and shout obscene language
while he cleaned le factory. For this reason, | did not wish to
cause a scene in le Tea Bar and prefered to have a private
conversation with him outside.”

“And what happened after you removed him from the
bare”

Le Nag Bag pointed to his two friends. “I had requested
Butter and Bean to wait for me outside in le alley. | did not feel
secure being alone with Mister Baldy. Once we were all togeth-
er, | asked Gary what was wrong and if he had a problem with
us. His only response was to keep shouting ‘shut up!” and ‘just
give me more teal’ | went to put a hand on him to calm him
down, but he became very angry. To my complete shock, he
then removed a pistol from his pocket and fired a single shot at
us. I am not sure how, maybe it was a blessing from le God, but
we all managed to jump away from le bullet. After, we
pounced on Gary, removed le gun from his possession, and
beat him into submission. With le situation under conftrol, |
called le police from le Tea Bar who arrived within le next five
minutes.”

“It's a miracle no-one was hurt,” the Colonel spoke. “Is
there anything else you would like to state?2”

“No, sir.” Le Nag Bag strolled back to his seat.
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The other two Teabags, Bean and Butter, were then called
to the withess box and accounted exactly the same story, only
in shorter and simpler words. Proceeding them were numerous
other withesses who were present inside the Tea Bar at that
time.

“Gary Baldy always had a nasty attifude,” one witness
reported. “But that day he was especially angry. He hadn't
even waited more than five minutes before shouting rudely at
the Teabags for more illuminice-tea. He went outside with the
Teabags, and a few minutes later, | heard the gunshot. | ran out
back to see what had happened to find the three Teabags
pinning Gary Baldy down.”

“I'm surprised this was the first incident,” another witness
claimed. *l thought Gary was going to start a fight many times
before. He once made a girl cry for skipping the queue.”

The reports were nothing new to Chicarita, who had
suffered her father's ill-tempered ways for years. She even
found some comfort, knowing she was not the only one on the
receiving end of his anger. But the fact he fried to murder the
Teabags for no specific reason filed her mind with doubt. Her
father was aggressive, but was he really a murderere

She had watched the man throughout all the statements,
standing in an enclosed section like a caged animal. His feet
and hands were bound by thick handcuffs and chains. With his
head hung, his gaze had never risen once.

As she stared at her father, the Colonel called her name.
“Could Chicarita please come to the stand.”
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Gary’s head rose. Chicarita quickly looked away before
they made eye contact. As she walked to the stand, a great
weight fell upon her, like the world’s gravitational force had
tripled. The packed courtroom held total silence, a chilling ten-
sion dominating the air. Her knees ratftled as all eyes fixated
upon her.

In the witness box next to the Grand Kernels, she felt naked
and exposed, and when asked to confirm her identity, she
could barely speak. Fear and intimidation crawled through
every vein, her breaths shallow as her neck tightened.

She wanted to flee from the room, but the exit was buried
behind the waves of bodies observing her. The only sound was
the giant wall clock, with each tick followed tock wracking her
nerves.
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The Colonel looked at her with sympathetic eyes. “Before
you tell us about what you withessed on the night of the shoot-
ing, we would like to know about your relationship with your
father. Maybe you could tell us a little about his treatment
towards youge”

Chicarita instantly froze up. She faced a whole audience
awaiting her account of very personal matters. Although it was
her father’'s court case, it felt like her life was on trial. For years,
she had wanted the opportunity to express herself and be
listened to in a safe envimoment. Yet, what she got was a
public interrogation, an obligafion to confess in the most
uncomfortable circumstances, and it was absolute torture.

The Kernels of Justice, for all their interest, were only asking
her about her life because it was their duty. And looking at the
intfrigued faces in the crowd, she knew it was the drama that
had attracted them to the event. If they were truly sympathet-
ic, they would have stayed at home and given her the privacy
she deserved. The torment became too much to bear. She hid
her sobbing face behind her hands.

“Take your time,” the Colonel said.

Chicarita took a deep breath and regained her compo-
sure. “My relationship with my father is nothing nice. He never
lets me go out and | feel like a prisoner in my own home. Every-
thing | do requires his permission, most of which is denied. Any-
thing | say or suggest is heavily criticised. He has a very bad
temper and I'm always scared of how he will react.”

The courtroom echoed with gasps of dismay.
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Chicarita looked down at her father in his enclosed area,
and for the first time in weeks, the two made eye contact.
Surprisingly, the man also seemed close to tears with his eyes
welled up. This was the first fime she had ever witnessed him so
emotional.

Chicarita’s stomach again twisted. Being part of her
father’s prosecution and knowing how much trouble he faced
was heartbreaking. More tears poured down her face, soaking
her clothes.

Even the Colonel’s eyes filled with moisture. “I know this is
difficult, Chicarita, but I need you to tell us what you saw on the
night of the afttack.”

She wiped her face. “My father had left the house in a
terrible mood, saying he was going to the Tea Bar. As fime
passed, it became very late and he still hadn't returned home.
Margartia was worried. She wanted to go and find him. She
told me to stay at home, but | knew something wasn’t right.”

“How did you know?" Linda asked.

Behind her back, Chicarita squeezed her wrist tightly and
crossed her fingers. “l just had a gut feeling.” She wished with alll
her might that there would be no more questions about how
she knew.

Silence prevailed, and she took the opportunity to contin-
ue her piece. ‘I followed my mum secretly, keeping a few
metres behind her to avoid being caught. As she approached
the Tea Bar, she took a look up the alley between the Tea Bar
and the music store. | moved behind her, hiding behind a dust-
bin. At the top of the alley, my father was surrounded by the
Teabags. They waved a piece of paper in his face, but |
couldn’t see what was on it. Gary shouted, ‘Leave my family
alone!” Whatever was on that piece of paper had my dad seri-
ously worried about our safety.”

Many individuals in the crowd grumbled at the claims. It
was clearly a complete shock to them that the Teabags were
capable of doing anything wrong.
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Chicarita cleared her throat. “The Teabags laughed and
approached my father aggressively. As they got closer, | saw
my father take out a pistol from his pocket. In that moment, |
sprinted in front of my mother, holding the dustbin lid as a
shield. My father fired a shot at the Teabags but they jumped
out the way. The bullet came down the alley towards us and
then ricocheted off the metal lid. The last thing | saw was Gary
and the Teabags fighting on the floor. Mother and | ran home
and called the police.”

The Colonel sniffed. “Well done, Chicarita. Your intuition
and bravery saved your mother’s life. You also stopped the first
ever murder occurring in Biscuitville.”

The kernels applauded with their large leaf hands, and
everyone else in the courtroom joined in a standing ovation.

Chicarita loosened her grip on her wrist, uncrossed her
fingers, and returned next to her mum’s side, avoiding eye con-
tact with her father.

Up until that moment, she had been separated from reali-
ty like a ship in a glass bottle, seeing the world around yet
encapsulated in a confined environment. When sharing her
story, she had freed herself from the entrapment and set sail on
her maiden voyage of liberty. However, as she'd freed the
boat, she'd also burst the protective bubble that had previous-
ly sheltered her from the harsh conditions outside. The brute
force of both experiences crashed upon her like a Tsunami.
Ultimately, she was both the ship and the bottle, and while
aspects of her character found freedom, others shattered into
a thousand pieces.

The Grand Kernels of Justice called Margarita to the
withess box. She made her way to the stand and gave her
statement. “When | arrived at the Tea Bar, thinking | was alone,
| could hear shouting coming from the alley. | immediately rec-
ognised the voice of my husband accompanied by three
others. ”
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Margarita sniffed as her eyes welled up. “l poked my head
around the corner of the alley. The Teabags lined up in front of
Gary, blocking any exit.”

Linda scratched her wig. “What was the conversation
between Gary Baldy and the Teabagsg”

“I heard Gary shout, ‘Leave my family alone!’ to which
one teabag responded, ‘We only want to pop round for a cup
of tea.’ Butter was waving a piece of paper in Gary's face, but
just like Chicarita, | couldn’t see what was on it. The Teabags
started laughing, but Gary had fury in his eyes. Whatever was
on that paper made him really angry.”

Again, many in the audience huffed in disbelief.

Margarita rose her voice. "l took a step up the alley to get
a better view. The Teabags approached Gary with raised fists.
It certainly did not look like Le Nag Bag was trying to comfort
Gary, as he'’s claimed. The next thing | knew, Gary took out a
pistol from his pocket and fired a shot at them. They all jumped
aside, and the bullet came directly towards me. | thought my
life was over. | closed my eyes and waited for the worst. | then
heard a loud sound, like the hitting of a gong. When | opened
my eyes again, | saw my dear daughter in front of me, shielding
us both with a dustbin lid. | checked the two of us for injuries but
we were miraculously unharmed. The Teabags and Gary con-
tinued fighting while Chicarita and | fled the scene.”

“Is there anything else you would like to tell us, Margari-
ta?2” Linda asked.

“Yes. Gary wasn't always like this. His behaviour has totally
changed since he's been working at the tea factory. | don't
know why because he never speaks to me about it. All | get is
silence or anger.”

Margarita made her way back to Chicarita’s side and
hung her head. Chicarita placed an arm around her and
together the two of them silently cried.
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Patricia called a change in proceedings. “We shall now
hear the defence. Can Gary Baldy please come to the withess
boxg”

Metal chains sounded as Gary was released from his
enclosed area and escorted to the front of the courtroom. The
audience gasped in shock—a monster image of the man had
already been created by the claims of the previous witnesses,
Chicarita’s included. Now, the real thing shuffled through the
courtroom and appeared even more demonic than the horrid
descriptions.

Her father had only been in jail for a week but looked
fifteen years older, his face covered in wrinkles while heavy
bags surrounded his eyes. Manacles around his hands and feet
limited his movement and made him hunch.

He would need one almighty defence to regain his free-
dom. Chicarita remained faithful, knowing her father’s fine abil-

ity to stand up for himself.
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There had to be a logical reason within his lunatic acts
somewhere, especially considering his family was put in
danger. At least that demonstrated he held love for them.

Gary took to his place in the witness box, his blank expres-
sion that of someone who was only physically present.

Patricia began with the questions. “Mister Gary Baldy,
have you heard all the allegations made against you todaye”

Her father only stared into the distance.

“Gary Baldy, did you understand the question2” Patricia
asked.

“Yes, ma’'am,” he finally answered.

“Are all these accounts of what occurred true?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

The audience grumbled in anger.

“And why did you try and shoot the Teabags?” Patricia
asked.

It was the question that had burned away at Chicarita’s
mind. She stared at her father, who gave no immediate
answer. His eye twitched as he stared at the crowd. His focus
then turned to Chicarita and Margarita. Tears bubbled in his
eyes and his lips wobbled.

His gaze then turned to the floor. “I don’t know.”

Patricia coughed. “What do you mean you don’t know?e”

Gary’s head shook. “I JUST DON'T KNOW, ALRIGHT!"

The Colonel bashed the gavel. “Gary Baldy, you will refrain
from shouting in court!”

“Sorry, sir.”

Patricia pushed her reading glasses up her nose. “Is there
anything you would like to say in your defence?2”
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Gary’s head remained hung. “No.”

Patricia’s eyes bulged. “Nothing at all2! What was on the
piece of paper that the Teabags were waving at you? Why did
you tell them to leave your family alone?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Surely, there was a reason behind attacking the Tea-
bagse”

“I was just angry,” he said. “l don’t remember a piece of
paper with anything on it. | have nothing to say.”

“At least you can tell us about your relationship with the
Teabags in the tea factory?2”

Gary sighed. “They treated me fine.”

The madness of the confession had the whole courtroom
gossiping.

“May the court clerk please bring us the evidence,” Linda
requested.

From a drawer, the clerk removed a pistol in a frasparent
bag and took it to the Grand Kernels. The sight of the weapon
drew gasps from the audience. Chicarita instanstly remem-
bered it from her dream.

The Colonel held the gun in front of Gary. “Do you recog-
nise this pistol, Mister Gary Baldy?

“Yes, sir.”

“Is it yours2”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you aware that guns are outlawed in Biscuitville2”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where did you purchase the weapon, Mr. Baldy2”

“I made it myself from construction material | found in the
tea factory.”

The Colonel checked the gun from multiple angles. “l find
that highly unlikely. The design is almost faultless. How did you
learn to make a pistol with such skill2”

“I tried different things and taught myself.”

“Did you make any otherse”

“No, sir.”
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Chicarita could not believe a word of it. Her father know-
ing how to make a gun was one thing, not having even the
slightest justification for attempted murder was another. Being
incapable of defending himself was the cherry on the cake
over this gigantic pile of lies.

She and her mother stared at each other in disbelief.
Never had they seen Gary so vulnerable and pathetic. He was
a man who had always utilised a defence, even when he'd
been at clear fault. What on earth had sucked out all his defi-
ance, his arrogance, his essence?

Even the Grand Kernels of Justice appeared in shock.
They excused Gary from the witness box and the chained man
walked back to his restricted area, the sound of his metal
shackles accompanying his every step.

Bertrand addressed the audience. “Would anyone else
like to say anything?”

An elderly biscuit in the public gallery stood up and
removed his bobble hat from his head before speaking. “I have
nothing to say in defence of Gary, sir. But there are a few com-
ments | would like to make about the Teabags.”

“State your name,” Linda said.

“Dougie McShortbread. Le Nag Bag and | were friends, or
so | thought. That was until | discovered his true character. All he
cared about was me buying his roften illuminice-tea. He would
say anything and everything just to keep me drinking. That
teabag is not to be trusted!”

Le Nag Bag shot up from the bench. “Objection! What
does this have to do with le case?”

Dougie pointed at Le Nag Bag aggressively. “Testing your
credibility has everything to do with the case!”

“Calm down!” the Colonel spoke. *Dougie McShort-
bread, your opinion is granted. State your claim.”
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The old man took a moment before speaking. "l fricked Le
Nag Bag into thinking | was sick to see how he would react.
When | appeared almost dead, all he did was give me more
illuminice-tea and advised me against going to the doctor.
After | stopped drinking illuminice-tea, | had heavy withdrawal
symptoms including violent outbursts and hallucinations in my
house. | asked him if the brew was addictive or harmful, but he
denied either possibility. That Teabag can’t be trusted! What-
ever he says is a lie!”

The Colonel turned to Le Nag Bag. “What do you have to
say about thisg”

Le Nag Bag straightened his tie. “Dear Dougie, when you
told me you were sick, | was extremely worried for your health.
| made a special medicine for you, hoping it would improve
your condition. Did you take that medicine?2”

“No! I threw your foul brew into a sunflower plant pot. And
that poor plant died because of your wicked illuminice-tea!”

“That is because my tea was not made for a plant! You
drowned le poor sunflower by giving it too much liquid! And
let's be honest, Dougie, we all know you had anger problems
before you started drinking illuminice-tea. So, please, don't
blame my beverage for your already existent problems.”

Those in the courtroom mumbled in agreement.

The Colonel bashed the gavel. “Would anyone else like to
speake”

A teenage biscuit with dreadlocks stood up. “I'd like a
word."”

“I as well would like to have my spell,” a winged biscuit
with ginger hair claimed.

“I would also like to speak,” Coco announced. Even Chi-
carita recognised the famous singer, although she had never
been allowed to attend any of her concerts.

Suddenly, the smirk on Le Nag Bag'’s face converted into a
worried frown.
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The biscuit with dreadlocks was the first to speak. “I'm
Ringo. | used to work for Le Nag Bag as a D.J, until | broke my
leg and | was sent to hospital. While there, like Dougie, | realised
how addictive the drink was. | was so desperate for another
drink, I nearly lost my mind. | escaped from hospital before fully
recovering. Le Nag Bag never cared about my health or friend-
ship, either. All he cares about is his drink.”

Le Nag Bag took no time to respond. “Ringo, my buddy,
we came to visit you in hospital. Do you not remember how
many other medications you were taking when you apparently
‘lost your mind'¢ Before breaking your leg, you had lived a
party life and then suddenly you found yourself locked in a hos-
pital room. Your decision was to jump out of le window with a
broken leg! | agree, only madness would inspire such illogical
actions! But please, consider le many factors occuring at le
time. Blaming my tea is just an easy excuse. | feel deep sympa-
thy for you, and | hope we can reconcile our friendship one
day.”

Ringo reached for something between his legs. “While |
was in the forest, | found this device.” He held up an animal
trap for everyone to see and pointed to a design on the side.
The white friangle over a black circle was the same as the Tea-
bags’ logo on their labels.

“Hunting wild animals was banned a long time ago in
Biscuitville,” Ringo said. “Can you please explain to me what
this is and why it has your logo on it2”
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Ringo then pressed the logo and the trap snapped open.
Chicarita jumped in shock. The image of the singular eye over
the Sun from her recurring dream flashed before her eyes. The
design and shapes matched perfectly with the Teabags’ logo.
How had she failed to notice it before?¢

Le Nag Bag shrugged. “I have never seen that trap in my
life. For all I know, you could have drawn our logo on le device.
| cannot be held responsible for every item which shares my
features. If le design on le trap was a big nose, would that
mean it was Dougie’se!”

The crowd laughed. Dougie fumed. Ringo sat down. Chi-
carita blinked repeatedly, trying to remove the image of the
eye over the Sun from her vision, but it would not disappear.
What was the connection?
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Next, a winged biscuit named Chip the Kid Cupid present-
ed himself and his story. “I went to the Teabags in search of
bigger wings and a stronger body. They gave me an injection,
but only my wings grew. Unable to fly, a heavy depression |
went through. | asked for the size of my wings to reduce, yet all
| got was rejection and abuse. Their outrageous behaviour has
no excuse.”

Coco spoke before Le Nag Bag had time to respond. “I
went to the Teabags hoping to look younger. Le Nag Bag gave
me a special lotion that removed wrinkles and blemishes as
promised. But when the soap entered my eyes, it left me blind.
They showed no sympathy for me afterwards and left me all
alone in the street. | still haven't received any compensation
from them, either.”

Le Nag Bag held his arms out. “My dear Coco and Chip.
Both of you came looking for a service. Chip, you wanted
bigger wings. Coco, you asked for a younger face, correct?e
And did you not get exactly what your hearts desired? It is my
fault if you are not happy with le results you requested? Le
lotion | gave to Coco clearly states on le bofttle: ‘Do not let
soap enter le eyes.” We cannot be held responsible for le errors
of le clients. Maybe, they should be more careful with what
they wish for.”

Mutters of agreement filled the room, and a dirty smirk
returned to Le Nag Bag's face. Yet, while everyone else
seemed convinced by the Teabag's claims, Chicarita’s suspi-
cion of him only deepened. In this case, nothing seemed to
make sense, and there was clearly more than just her prophet-
ic dreaming remaining secret.

With nobody else wishing to speak, the Grand Kernels of
Justice announced the end of the day. “This court will return
tomorrow at nine am for the final judgement,” the Colonel said.
He bashed the gavel and they left the room.

45



Many biscuits stayed to discuss the day’s drama. They
obviously wanted the court case to continue and had enjoyed
an entertaining time at the expense of others.

Chicarita wished for nothing more than to go home and
disappear from the world. Maybe, her father was right to have
kept her confined from this savage place.

Nerves kept her awake throughout the sleeping hours, offering
no chance for prophetic dreaming. For the first time in her life,
she wished to have her special power, yet her mind was so
filed with doubts and guilt that she couldn’t fall asleep. Had
she done the right thing? Why had her father been so defence-
less in courte What final judgement awaited him?2 Her head
spun in circles throughout the night.
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Chapter 7

“AII rise for the Grand Kernels of Justice,” the court official
said. Chicarita wobbled to her feet as the six kernels entered
the court room.

Paftricia instructed the crowds to sit down. “Today, we will
hear the final verdict of the case of the Teabags vs Gary Baldy.
Gary Baldy, you are charged with possession of an illegal
weapon and attempted murder. The punishment, if found
guilty, will be banishment from Biscuitville, by order of the
Grand Kernels of Justice.”
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Chicarita held her breath. This was the first time in Biscuit-
ville's history that a crime and punishment of this size had ever
been presented. Not only was her father the suspect, but she
had also testified against him. While her dad on trial, it was she
who felt guilty of betrayal.

Patricia explained the next steps. “The final verdict will be
delivered by the two Crowned Kernels. To announce their deci-
sion, the Queen Kernel will produce a Seed of Truth from behind
the emerald jewel in her crown. The Seed of Truth will then be
weighed on the Scales of Justice. If the Seed of Truth is lighter
than the opposing scale, the suspect will be announced inno-
cent. Yet, if the Seed of Truth is heavier than the opposing
scale, the defendant will be found guilty and charged of all
crimes.”

All the kernels then closed their eyes. The emerald jewel in
the Queen’s crown suddenly opened like a door and out came
Gary’s Seed of Truth. A court official placed it on a pillow and
carried it towards the Scales of Justice.

The courtroom held silence. Chicarita squeezed her wrist
behind her back and crossed her fingers, wishing that the
Grand Kernels of Justice could see something in this case that

she could not.
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Her father’'s Seed of Truth was placed on the weighing
plate. Almost instantly, the scale holding the seed dropped,
proving it was heavier than the opposing scale, meaning Gary
Baldy was guilty. The punishment would be a lifetime banish-
ment from Biscuitville. Chicarita would never see her father
again.

While the rest of the courtroom muttered in satisfaction,
Chicarita uncrossed her fingers and stood up. “NOOOO!” she
cried out.

The courtroom returned its focus upon her.

“Why don’'t you want him banished, Chicarita2e” Linda
inquired.

Everyone looked upon her with shock, making her ques-
tion her own outburst. Why would she argue against the deci-
sione She had suffered her father's cruelty more than anyone
else. Yet, so many peculiarities in the court case left her in
doubt over the verdict.

Intfimidation clogged her throat, but she swallowed her
fear and spoke up. “Somewhere and somehow, my father has
become lost, but that does not mean he can’t find himself
again. We all deserve a second chance, and with the right
treatment, who's to say he can’t be a better biscuite After all,
isn't that the point of our correctional facilities?

The Grand Kernels of Justice leaned towards her. “So what
are you suggestinge” Linda asked.

“Can’t we give him a prison sentence, away from society
but with the chance to redeem himself2”

“Let us ask the Crowned Kernels.” the Colonel said.

The two royal looking kernels silently thought about the
proposal with their eyes closed. Their constant smile looked out
of place under the current circumstances. They remained mo-
tionless for a while until simultaneously, they nodded in accep-
tance to Chicarita’s request.
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Chicarita exhaled in relief. The Teabags and the audience
moaned about the controversial overturn, but the final deci-
sion was not theirs to make. The Grand Kernels of Justice had
agreed that Gary Baldy would be imprisoned indefinitely until
he was again considered a safe citizen. The verdict was final-
ised with a bashing on the gavel.

“Case closed,” Linda announced. “Our final consideration
must be what Margarita and Chicarita will do now that Gary
Baldy is in jail. With him no longer capable of supporting his
family, they will have no financial aid. A plan must be imple-
mented. What is it you wish to do, Chicarita and Margaritag”

Chicarita’s mind was empty. All she had ever wanted was
to be free from the restraints of her father. The only thing she
knew how to do well was cook and clean, but that spurred an
idea.

“I wish fo have a bistro with my mother,” she said. “A place
where my mum can prepare her wonderful food and | can
speak in peace with whoever comes and goes.”

“Then it is decided,” Linda said. “You and your mother will
take over the restaurant next to the theatre. The current owner
is seriously il and needs to be replaced. With support from the
bank, you will have your bistro.”

Chicarita turned her attention to her father, who was
already staring directly at her. There was nothing to read in his
expression, just a blank page leaving her clueless as to his emo-
tions. Within the unknown, however, there was some comfort,
as no expression was better than anger and scrutiny.

Was Gary grateful that she had just saved himeg Or would
it be another act he would resent and condemn? His defence
had been so pathetic, maybe he had wanted to be banished.
With his eyes fixed on his daughter, he was dragged out by the
police and then disappeared behind a door, the sound of his
chains fading into silence.
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Chapter 8

SeTTing up the bistro was much harder than Chicarita had ever
expected, but with the emotional support of her mother and
the financial aid from the bank, it was only a few weeks of work
before heridea became a reality. The court case had made a
hero out of her, and using her name to their advantage, they
called the restaurant ‘Chicarita’s Bistro.’

Since the day her father was locked up in jail, she awaited
an invite or at least a letter from him, yet weeks went by without
a single word. His only visits were during Chicarita’s recurring
dream, which now happened on a more regular basis. Every
time, Chicarita wondered what the connection was between
the triangle eye over the Sun and the Teabags’ logo.
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With the bistro finished, Chicarita and her mother stood
outside the building, admiring their creation.

Margarita placed an arm around her daughter. “I have a
gift for you. Close your eyes and put out your hands.”
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Mother passed Chicarita a blue box containing a deck of
Tarot cards. “These were your great-grandmother’s,” Margarita
explained. “She always believed in foresight, but | was never
convinced. Not until you saved my life.”

Chicarita ran her fingertips across the box. “What do you
expect me to do with them?e”

“I thought you could give Tarot card readings to those you
have dreams about. You can pretend your special knowledge
is guidance from the cards, when really, it's your own infuition.
That way, you'll be able to tell biscuits about any dangers while
your prophetic skills remain secret.”

Tears welled in Chicarita’s eyes. “Thank you, Mother.”

“Remember, my dear, biscuits will only believe what they
want to hear, just like me when you warned about going to the
Tea Bar. Don't be disheartened if others don’t believe you. If
you try to save a million lives yet only save one, you'll still have
made a big achievement.”

Tears ran down both their faces as they embraced.

In the corner of the Bistro, Chicarita set up a table behind a cur-
tain, making a separate Tarot card reading area. Whenever
biscuits she recognised from her dreams entered the place, she
would offer readings for free. Some accepted, some refused,
some just wanted to eat as fast as possible and return to the
Tea Bar. Nevertheless, she could finally express her foresight.
Whether biscuits decided to take action over the advice was
not her concern. She could free herself from the guilt of remain-
ing silent without her skill being discovered.
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After one of her Tarot card reading sessions, she was
approached by a group of very recognisable biscuits from the
court case. The five individuals stared directly at her.

The biscuit with dreadlocks spoke first. “Hey, Chicarita. Do
you remember me2”

“How could | forget,” she responded. “You're Ringo. You
brought that animal trap to the court case. The Teabags' logo
on it hasn't left my mind.” They all stood in front of her, as if
desiring a group session. “l only do one reading at a time,” Chi-
carita informed.

There was an uncomfortbale pause until an elderly biscuit
spoke up.

“Actually, lass, we're here to
read you. My name'’s
Dougie, by the way.”
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Chicarita’s stomach twisted. “I don’t understand.”

Dougie huffed. “We were all present at the court case.
After the description you gave of your father, | wonder why
you'd have any sympathy for the man at all. But, there must be
a good reason why he tried to kill the Teabags.”

She shuffled the Tarot cards, avoiding eye contact. *I
don’t know what you're talking about.”

“You haven't been seen in the Tea Bar once, “ Dougie
said. “l have a suspicion that you know more about the Teao-
bags than what you're telling.”

“I'm too busy working here to be drinking in the Tea Bar.”

Coco extended her hand. “All we want is justice. If we're
to beat the Teabags, we're gonna need all the help we can
get.”

Chip leaned foward. “Their escape from conviction we
cannot bear. Please, is there any information you can share?¢”

Chicarita shook her head. “I don’t know anything about
them, or my father.”

A biscuit with large glasses stepped forward. “We don't
wish to cause you any danger. We just want the Teabags to be
exposed. Whether this town realises it or not, we're all in deep
frouble.”

The biscuits stood there waiting for some positive news.
Doubt again took over Chicarita, making her nauseous. Could
she really trust them? ‘Let the Tarot cards decide,’” a voice
spoke in her head. She split the deck and furned over the top
card on the left pile.

Dance of the Butterfly revealed itself, calling her to
change her ways. The card’s message couldn't have been
clearer. 'From crawling caterpillar to fluttering flight, Life's
miraculous transformations cannot be denied, irrelevant of
how impossible they may appear. Release any feelings of
unworthiness that subdue you to fight alone.'
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Her decision was made. “"Come out the back with me,”
she told the group. “It's not safe to talk here in public. You'll
start a riot.”

Chicarita thought her journey would calm down after the
courtcase. It seemed, however, to be just taking flight.

Dance oF THe THurtrerrLy



