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For those of you unfamiliar with the characters,
Pancake & Hen is a collection of short stories about
an adventurous pair of children. Yet instead of
having a direct plot like a regular novel, it’s merely a
collection of situations involving the pair. As such,
there’s no specific trouble or resolution. It’s just a
glimpse of their world through their eyes. Hopefully
it’s a lighthearted and fun read for you, the reader.
For those of you who know the characters, this is a
collection with all the stories from the previous two
books and a few extra bonus ones to boot. I
assembled them all in this single volume for ease and
simplicity, and because I had a few more ideas before
I wanted to say goodbye to the characters.

To Olivia: May her own childhood be as magical.
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nce there were two children, and neither was
terribly ordinary or terribly strange, for to be either
thing was indeed terrible. They were born and raised
under the shadows of a great wood, a mix of
hardwoods and leafy giants made up primarily of
willows where there was water and oaks were the
grounds were dry. But the willows and oaks we will
speak more of later.
The children were an interesting pair, the kind that
keep mothers and fathers on their tiptoes with their
eyes peeled for the next unexpected outburst of
hilarity, curiosity, or just plain trouble – the latter of
which was often the resulting concoction of hilarity
and curiosity. As to the proportions of either of these
things in the various situations the children found
themselves in, well that depended on who you were.
Father was a stodgy man, prone to long silences as
he chewed on his too-long mustache at the corners of
his mouth. He would mull over a cup of coffee for an
hour, not noticing during any of his thoughtful sips
that it was too cold. In fact, he never seemed to taste
anything at all, and when queried about his
preference of something or the use of a new recipe,
he’d always say, “Every bit as good as the last,” or,
“Just splendid.” It wasn’t as if he didn’t have opinions
either, but rather, it was as if there was someone
counting who spent what number of opinions, and
Father simply didn’t want to look greedy by spending
too many of them. The lone exception to this
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reticence was his only son. For or about his son, he
always had something to say, and it was clear to all
even if he didn’t exactly dote on the boy that he cared
greatly for him – in his own stolid and unobvious
way.
Mother was a kindly woman, with soft, sleepy green
eyes that seemed to complement her husband’s more
dour and contemplative expressions. She always
seemed on the verge of sleeping, though she rarely
yawned. Her mouth curved into lazy but amused
smiles as frequently throughout the day as there were
clouds in the sky. She was always shielding her
youthful and eager children from harms of the world
that only she could see, as if her eyes had been tuned
into the specific wavelength of light and reality that
evil dwelt upon. Her gift was exercised liberally, but
never stiflingly so. She was not a cynic or prophetic
about what could happen to bad little children with
incautious manners and daring fingers. She was just a
very protective mother overall, but then, what
mothers aren’t?
As for their two children, they seemed mismatched
to such opposite parents, for they were unlike their
parents in many ways. The daughter, the eldest, was a
red-haired girl who took after her mother’s side of
the family in features. Yet if Mother was calm and
thoughtful, the girl often seemed thoughtless. Those
who would hazard such thoughts and garner such
ideas just didn’t know the girl well enough. They
merely saw her shuffling of feet as she kept her eyes
to the ground, lifting them only to stare occasionally
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in what seemed a blank manner at the shapes of the
clouds above. “She’s simple.” They’d say hastily,
shaking their heads in disapproval. They just didn’t
see past appearances and notice how deep her
observations were. It was these deep observations of
the ground that earned her the nickname that she
knew better than her own given name, the nickname
‘Hen.’
Now hens were well known to hunt the ground for
delicious morsels to eat, namely grubs, beetles,
worms, and bugs if corn and feed were scarce. In the
same way, their daughter searched the world for little
morsels of information that she could gobble up with
her eyes, ears, and all her senses. No shiny rock,
insect, or minnow escaped her sharp eyes. Many of
these ended up in her pockets when she was younger,
too young to realize right away that they might be too
heavy for her clothes and pull them down at
inopportune times or that the little creatures that
made homes in her pockets would only do so for a
short time before escaping, dying, or biting. This was
one of many lessons she taught herself as she aged
into the ripeness of age that comes upon reaching
double digits. That, and she had a bothersome
brother two years younger than her to look after, and
that sort or responsibility requires the certain
maturity only an older sister can provide.
The youngest of the family, who resisted being
called ‘the baby’ as much as he resisted baths without
inordinate amounts of bubbles, also had a nickname.
It was not so much a declaration of his personality as
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it was a declaration of his favorite food, which was a
pancake. ‘Pancake’ he became, but at first it was not
because of the food, which he only learned to love
upon being nicknamed after them. No, the nickname
was for a blotch of darker, maple syrup colored skin
beneath his jaw. He had been three when Mother and
Father had found him admiring himself in front of
their looking glass and fretting over the darker patch
of his skin. It clearly didn’t belong with his freckles
and sandy hair he’d decided, and he’d demanded to
know why the dirt would not wash off.
That story is another one as well, but suffice it to say
that Mother spun a tale about angels, spirits, turtles,
and everything she knew his young mind fancied. By
the end of the tale, he had not only accepted the
birthmark as a badge of courage and heroism that
he’d supposedly performed when he was too young
to remember, but he had embraced the food that his
maple syrup colored skin brought to mind as his
favorite meal. He’d quite tired everyone out with the
repetitions of his ‘forgotten’ childhood quest, every
time more glorious than the last, before he had
forgotten the story and had been left with only the
nickname as a souvenir. In its place, there were many
more fanciful tales, for the boy was one of endless
imagination and gullibility. You could tell him
anything and he’d be declaring it as fact two minutes
later.
So these two children, one boisterous and brashly
outspoken, the other more reserved except for
moments when her dreams spilled unrestrained from
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her tender heart, were the heart of the family. They
were loved as much as both parents could possibly
love, though each in their own ways.
Still, not all was perfect and troubles were specters
and robbers that laid in wait for the pair of children
under every rock, in every cave, and in every lake. At
least that’s how Pancake and Hen imagined things…
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The Disenchanted Forest
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ow the forest that encroached upon the grounds
of the home of Pancake and Hen was a massive one,
though less so to adults than to children because sizes
are very relative. The forest’s broad arms swept easily
around the sod-roofed cabin, the outhouse, and the
fenced-in areas that held the dozen chickens, four
goats, and Cindy, the family heifer.
To Father the trees were a nuisance whose roots
kept upsetting the carefully laid fence posts and rails
that he had so laboriously constructed. Not only that,
their bothersome leaves got everywhere and made
Cindy’s milk taste bitter when she ate too many of
them.
Mother loved the way the winds whistled between
the shiny trunks of the birches and tussled the spindly
willow branches like a child’s careless hair. The leaves
didn’t bother her so much, since the trees gave shelter
to a seemingly endless supply of berry bushes,
truffles, and nut trees that hid in places that allowed
the knowledgeable some tasty tidbits throughout the
seasons. “One needs only to know where to look to
find the good in anything,” she always said.
Hen was somewhat indifferent about the forest,
only because it was just another place to examine,
each as interesting as the last. Still, she had to admit it
had some lure to it when the sun or the winds hit it
just right, or when lightning bugs appeared and
vanished between the trees like will-o-the-wisps
during long summer nights.
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The forest was either Pancake’s birthright or part of
his lost memories. He was never sure which. Surely
he would own part of the forest as Father did, but he
was also convinced that there was something of his
past hidden in the recesses of the forest, so he
ventured into it as often as he could.
This, of course, meant that Hen had to follow, or
she’d get scolded and paddled by Father for letting
her younger brother go wandering out of her sight.
She resented this charge of responsibility, not
because she had much better to do, but simply as a
matter of principles. How was she to watch Pancake
better with her own two eyes than her parents could
with four? This was one of ‘those questions’ of the
sort that made parents angry when you asked them.
She knew it was better to just swallow the fact that
she had to do this thing and not ask why. Still, she
decided that she’d always explain to her own
children, if she had them anyway, why they must do
each thing she asked of them, and she’d make so
much sense that they’d never question her.
“Where are we going today, Pancake?” Hen asked
boredly, as if she had something better to do, though
she didn’t. As she walked she swung her arms briskly
back and forth as she marched arrow-straight into the
woods.
“We’re going to the castle.” He announced proudly,
as if the mere going was a noteworthy quest, like
climbing the highest mountain or diving to the
bottom of the pond to reclaim the jewels he was
certain had been lost in the murky depths.
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“It’s not a castle.” Hen said with a sigh. They’d been
over this many times, but he refused to see the old
hunting cabin as anything other than a castle.
“If it’s not a castle, then why does it have towers?”
“It has a tower, not towers, and that’s simply a
lookout stand so they can shoot at deer.”
Pancake had other theories for the reason there was
a tower on the cabin. He shared one, “Or shoot at
monsters…”
“There are no monsters.” Hen proclaimed
definitively.
“That’s not what Martin said. He says they’re all
through here, looking for people who get too far off
the path.” Then, to show how brave he was, he
purposely deviated from their path, though only two
steps, but it was off the beaten path at least.
“What do these monsters look like then?” Hen
asked in her most unworried tone. She was sure that
there were no monsters, but then if there happened
to be just one wandering about it would only be
prudent to be well-informed.
“The monster is twice as tall as Father, with eyes like
an owl’s, ears like a bat, and hands three times the size
of Mother’s.” Pancake acted out each part of his
description, gesticulating wildly to show exactly what
the monster would appear like.
Hen was still skeptical. “That’s big, but it doesn’t
sound very scary. Real monsters should be scary.”
“Says you! Can you imagine how hard something
with hands that big can spank you? It would probably
break your rump.”
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“It would probably be too busy sipping coffee or
baking to even notice us.” Hen suggested bitterly,
though her bitterness was shallow, not like that of an
adult, which sours and deepens over many years.
“Really?”
“Yes, and it’s probably sleeping in the castle!” She
teased.
“I thought you said it wasn’t a castle?” Pancake
returned.
“It isn’t, I’m only pretending.”
“I like to pretend.”
“You never stop pretending.”
“Yes I do!”
Hen stopped and regarded her brother with arms
akimbo, an affectation of her mother when she was
particularly exasperated with Father’s brand of
stubbornness. “When?”
Pancake frowned and looked at his hands, then his
feet, then at a tree beside the path. Finally he bent and
picked up a stone, grinned, and answered, “When I’m
sleeping I’m not pretending.”
“Pah!” Hen grunted in mild annoyance. “You’re
dreaming when you sleep, and that’s the same as
pretending.”
Pancake shook his head back and forth very slowly.
“If it’s pretending, they’d call it that. They call it
dreaming because it’s not pretending. It’s dreaming.”
Hen blinked twice in amazement. She’d never heard
such a convincing argument from her younger
brother. He smiled because he knew he’d won,
though it was not a gloating smile. He trotted past her
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as fast as his little legs would carry him without
outright running, and Hen fell in behind him,
temporarily silenced by her brother’s victory.
The castle was as it always was, that being a
vine-covered log cabin with a shale roof that had
been covered by so many layers of leaves and dirt that
it would likely never been seen again. It was built to
house many hunters, so it was fifteen adult paces on a
side – twenty-four for Hen and thirty-two for
Pancake. Its tower was simply an extension of the
walls up in one corner of the building with a hatch
built into the small roof that doubled as a hunting
platform. It was perhaps twenty-five feet off the
ground, but as Pancake told it, it was halfway to the
clouds.
“I could fly off that and touch the sun.” Pancake
said breathlessly, his arms slack at his side, each
holding a somewhat straight and modestly sharp stick
– swords he’d found in the woods on the way there.
“You’d need to grow wings if you wanted to fly.”
“I could do it.”
“If anyone would fly, it would be me, because I’m
the bird. I’m Hen remember? Who ever heard of a
flying pancake?”
Pancake was unbothered by her comments, replying
simply, “They fly all the time in Mom’s kitchen.
Besides, the chickens we have don’t really ever fly.
You’d just squawk, eat corn, and make a lot of noise
like you do now.”
Before she could reply, he ran off to the heavy door
of the cabin, pulling at the steel ring set into it as a
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handle. It was always locked, but he pulled at it every
time just in case someone carelessly left it unlocked
for curious little boys to explore the rooms within.
“Did you lose the keys to your castle?” Hen asked
snidely, leaning on the walking stick she’d found
while Pancake had found his silly swords.
“It’s not my castle.” Pancake said, almost sadly,
which made Hen feel bad for teasing. “But, someday
it might be.” He added hopefully.
“Maybe it will. Mother says, ‘Anything that can
happen will happen eventually.’”
“I wonder whose it is.”
“Ask Father; I’m sure he knows. He knows
everyone who lives around here.” She suggested
helpfully.
“No, I’ll find out on my own if I come here enough
times.”
Pancake lifted his pair of swords then and battled
around the corner of the cabin, fighting an army of
invisible enemies as he went. She trudged along
behind him, but not until after trying a tug at the steel
ring on the door herself, just in case the place was
only supposed to be open by a young girl on this
specific day. After all, anything that can happen will
happen eventually, and maybe the castle was meant
for her.
When her tug at the door handle proved to be as
fruitless as her brother’s, Hen went after her brother.
She rounded the corner and found Pancake kneeling
a dozen steps away, his hands silently outstretched
toward a spotted doe. His swords lay crossed in front
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of him, almost as if he were swearing fealty to the
wary animal. Hen could almost see her brother’s
reflection on the pair of glassy pools that
unblinkingly regarded her brother. She held her
breath as the doe sniffed at her brother’s offered
hands. Then she bit her lip as he gently touched the
underside of the doe’s chin.
Hen took a step forward then, emboldened by the
display. She strongly desired to touch the downy fur
of the little deer as Pancake had, but no sooner had
she taken a step and crunched a twig beneath her foot
had the deer jerked its head up to look at her with it’s
dark brown eyes and then darted off. The doe
disappeared into the woods, its legs kicking and its
white tail lifted high as it hurried through the
underbrush.
“Why’d you do that?” Pancake blared at her, turning
to look over his shoulder.
“I wanted to touch it, too.” She replied gruffly.
“Well, you scared her away.” He declared sullenly.
“I see that. I’m sorry.”
“Me too.”
“I wonder why it let you touch it but ran from me?”
Hen wondered, very much bothered by the fact that
her silly little brother could pet the deer but not her.
Pancake had no immediate answer. He looked into
the woods where the deer had crashed off between
bushes for a long moment before answering. “Maybe
it was because you think like a girl who wants to
touch things they shouldn’t, and I think like an
animal.”
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Her brother was strange, that was true, but think
like an animal? She didn’t think so. It had been a
lucky turn of fate that had let him touch the deer and
not her. It must have been so. “You smell like an
animal you mean?” Hen teased.
Pancake bellowed in mock rage, drew his heavy
blades off the ground, and charged at her. She,
laughing as they fought, deflected each of his
deliberate swings with her trusty quarterstaff. As they
fought throughout the afternoon, they each assumed
legendary roles, some of which they made up on the
spot. Each of them died tragically a dozen or more
times only to revive as a different character in the vast
struggle between good and evil, between sister and
brother. Brave deeds were done and epic struggles
were fought in the dusky light of that day.
They fought until almost dinner time, and then they
lay spent among the leaves and moss, where they
listened to the chirruping cicadas until the sky had
darkened enough that even through the canopies of
the overhanging trees they knew they had to go back
home for dinner.
Both of them knew the castle would wait for
another day, and next time, the door might open for
them.
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