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WARNINGS, DISCLAIMERS, 
FINE PRINT & ETC.

Do not read this book standing up. You 
may fall down from shock. • Do not read 
this book sitting down. A quick escape 
may be necessary. • Operating a moving 
vehicle or any kind of heavy machinery  
while reading this book is forbidden. It 
might distract you from the plot. • Prolonged 
exposure to this book may cause dizziness and, 
in extreme cases, paranoid delusions or even 
psychosis. If that is your idea of fun, by all means 
keep reading. If it’s not, then this isn’t your kind 
of book. • Use of this book for other than the 
intended purpose is not advised. While it may seem 
like an ideal projectile, the makers of this book cannot 
guarantee your safety if you throw it at someone. There 
is always the possibility that that person will throw it 
back. • You should not read this book if the cover has been 
tampered with or removed. If you suspect that your book has 
been deliberately altered by your enemies, you should report it 
to the makers of this book. However, they will probably think you 
are crazy. Under no circumstances should you consult a doctor. He will 
definitely think you are crazy. • The contents of this book may appear 
to have shifted over time. Do not be alarmed. This is a natural occurrence 
that affects all books and does not necessarily mean that your book has 
rewritten itself. Then again, it might have. • Remember, nothing in this book 
is what it looks like. 



PSEUDO-MANIFESTO*
1. �Truth is only stranger than fiction if you’re a 

stranger to the truth. Which means you’re either 

a liar or you’re fictional.

2. �A realistic story is a story lacking in imagination. 

(What does realistic mean, anyway? Would you 

say something is true-istic?)

3. �I’ve never met a joke so bad I didn’t like it. Then 

again, I’ve never met a joke.

4. When in doubt, you can’t be wrong.

*A manifesto is not a fiesta for a man. In fact, it is not a fiesta 
of any kind. It is not even a fiesto. Rather, it is a statement 
of principles. Usually political or artistic principles. But 
you could write a manifesto about anything. For instance, 
chocolate or cheese. A pseudo-manifesto is either a fake 
manifesto or a manifesto written by Pseudonymous Bosch. 
So perhaps I should have called it a pseudo-pseudo-manifesto. 
Before reading further, why not write your own manifesto? 
Then you can see how many ways my book fails to measure up 
to your ideas about the way things should be. Just don’t tell 
me about it.

5. �Whether it’s chocolate or socks, the rule is the 

same: the darker the better.

6. �There is more to life than chocolate. There is, 

for example, cheese.

7. �If a waiter accidentally serves you a burger with 

mayonnaise, it’s not enough for him to scrape it 

off. He must order you a new burger.

8. It’s pronounced sue DON im us.

9. Secret? What Secret?

10. I know you are, but what am I?



Author’s Note:

At a certain point in the first 150 pages of  

this book there will be an emergency drill.  

Please follow all instructions and behave  

exactly as you would in a real emergency.  

Thank you.

P.B.

*As you will discover, I have numbered this and several other 
chapters negatively, so to speak. Alas, I cannot tell you why 
without giving away too much. But if you have studied integers, 
you may well be able to guess. You know, for example, that a 

(cont.)

Chapter -Ten

Goat! Goat!
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How shall I put this? I must choose my words 

carefully.

(I know how you are. Always ready to jump 

on my mistakes.)

Somewhere, at some time, a girl walked down a 

road.

I say somewhere not because the where is secret, 

although it is.

I say some time not because the when is secret, 

although it is.

And I say a girl not because her name is secret, 

although it is.

No, I use these words because the girl herself did 

not know where she was.

Or when.

Or who.

She had woken standing up. With her eyes open.

It was a very strange sensation. Like materializing 

out of nowhere.

Her fingers and toes tingled. The tips of her ears 

burned (whether from heat or cold she wouldn’t have 

been able to say).

Sunspots lingered in her eyes, blurring her vision. 

But when she looked up she saw there was no sun. 

The sky was cloudy.

Had she fainted? Did she have concussion?  

(She knew that confusion and blurred vision were 

symptoms of concussion, but she couldn’t remember 

how she knew it.) She touched her head, but she 

found no injury.

Gradually, the sunspots disappeared and her vision 

cleared. She looked around.

She had no idea where she was.

She seemed to be in the countryside, but of what 

country wasn’t immediately apparent. There were 

fields to either side of her, but they were dry and 

empty. Trees dotted the landscape but in no obvious 

pattern. There were no signs of life.

Be systematic, she told herself. If you retrace your 

steps, you’ll figure out where you are.

But she couldn’t remember a thing that had 

happened before she was where she was. It was as if 

she had been born a moment ago.

Who am I...?

The realization that she didn’t know her own name 

negative number is a number whose value is less than zero, and 
that the “higher” the negative number is, the lower its value.
Thus, when you order two negative numbers in sequence, the 
higher of the two always comes before (hint, hint) the lower. 
Negative ten comes before negative nine, and so on, until you 
get to zero and things turn normal  –  ​more or less.
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came over her belatedly, like a chill you don’t notice 

until you see your breath clouding in the air.

She felt uneasy but not exactly frightened. Real 

amnesia, she knew (although she couldn’t remember 

how she knew it), was exceedingly rare. Most likely, 

her memory would return in a moment.

She decided the best thing was to walk.

The walking was not easy. There were no signs  

or street lights to guide the way. The road was not 

paved, and it was riddled with rocks and tree roots 

and mud holes.

She stumbled more than once, but she trudged 

forward. What else was there to do?

An hour passed. Or maybe two. Or was it less?

She didn’t see anyone else. Until she did.

Ahead of her, just a few metres off the road, a little 

boy was climbing a big tree. Like a cat, he made his 

way on all fours out onto a long branch. Like a cat, he 

got stuck.

“Father...Father!”

His cries grew louder, but nobody came.

I wonder if he’ll recognize me, the girl thought. He 

could be my little brother for all I know.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get you down!” she shouted.

If the boy heard her, he showed no sign. “Father!” 

he kept yelling.

An old hemp rope lay beneath the tree. The 

remains of a swing. The girl picked it up, then 

automatically started to climb the old and twisting 

tree trunk. As if it were the natural thing to do. As if 

she had rescued many other children before.

Remember the Three-Point Rule, she told herself. 

But she couldn’t remember how she knew the rule.*

“You shouldn’t climb up trees if you’re too scared 

to climb down,” she said when she came close to 

the boy.

He ignored her, continuing to yell for his father. It 

certainly didn’t seem as though he recognized her.

“Are you deaf? I’m trying to help...”

The boy’s shirt  –  ​little more than a rag  –  ​had 

caught on a branch. As soon as the girl started to 

untangle him, the boy jumped in fright  –  ​and almost 

fell out of the tree.

She gripped him tight. “Careful—”

He screamed, “Goat! Goat!”

At least that’s what it sounded like.

“Calm down  –  ​you’re okay.”

She gave him a pat of reassurance, but his cries 

*Always connect to what you’re climbing with at least two 
feet and one hand or two hands and one foot. You might 
remember this helpful rule from a highly educational and 
frankly rather brilliant book called If You’re Reading This, 
It’s Too Late.
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only grew louder and more hysterical.

“I’ll get you down, no problem.”

Expertly, she tied the rope to the tree. A Buntline 

Hitch Knot, she remembered the knot was called. But 

she didn’t remember how she knew the name.

She tugged on the boy’s shirt collar. He clung to the 

tree branch, refusing to move.

“Goat! Goat!”

“Is there a goat down there? Is that what’s scaring 

you? Don’t worry, it won’t hurt you. Goats don’t eat 

people. Tin cans, tennis balls, maybe  –  ​but not little 

boys. Not usually, anyways.” She smiled to show she 

was joking, but he didn’t smile back.

Eventually, she coaxed him down by gently placing 

his hands on the rope  –  ​then forcibly pushing him off 

the branch.

“Pretend it’s a fire pole!” she called after him.

He slid down the rope, a look of terror on his face.

As soon as his feet hit the ground, the boy bolted.

“You’re welcome,” said the girl under her breath.

In the distance, a man  –  ​presumably the boy’s 

father  –  ​waited. He wore a plumed hat, dark  

waistcoat, and big, billowing sleeves. He looked like  

a musketeer.

He must be an actor, thought the girl. Maybe there 

is a theatre nearby.

The boy was still crying about the goat as he 

jumped into his father’s arms.

The girl waved. But the man didn’t acknowledge 

her.

Gee, people are really friendly around here, thought 

the girl.

Shaking her head, she returned to the road  –  ​and 

stepped right into a puddle.

She grunted in annoyance.

As she shook water off her foot, she looked curiously 

at the puddle. The muddy water reflected blue sky and 

silver clouds and a flock of birds passing by.

But there was one reflection she could not see: her 

own.

Not goat, she thought.

Ghost.
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