Paul Lonardo                                                                               excerpt THE GOBLIN PITCHER
 From the moment Jake Lupo arrived in Pine Barrows with his parents, he knew there was something different about the remote, mountain forest community. He was eleven going on twelve, but he had lived in many different parts of the country as his father worked his way up through the minor league ranks of professional baseball. Many of the places they resided in over the years were small towns, but none of them had been this far off the beaten path, and none had induced such strange feelings in Jake or been host to so many unusual sights and sounds.
In the city, there was a continuous mechanical drone from cars, ambulances, police sirens, construction machinery, and millions of collective voices. The country, however, had a resonance all its own. In harmony with the natural world, the trees, the wind, birds, insects, plants and animals, lay an undertone of hidden activity, the reverberations from an abundance of life that existed in an array of forms, some dwelling in a magical realm that few are able to observe. Jake could always see what he thought to be goblins, though he didn’t always believe what his eyes revealed to him.
When he was in a forest or a park, he would sometimes see them in the pattern of the wood on the trees. He would glimpse their faces etched in craggy rocks or stumps, a bulbous nose in the knot of a truck, pointy ears formed from the leaves of a flowering shrub, hairy torsos of sleepy goblins lying on the ground among the moss and lichen. Occasionally, an entire goblin would take shape, and a few times he had seen them moving about. Most vivid in his mind was when he was six-years old, running around a playground in Central Park. The sun was setting, and it was just beginning to get dark when he briefly wandered away from his parents. Behind a large rock, he saw something very odd. About twenty little men, no bigger than him, came marching toward him in single file. They were dressed in leather knee pants held up by suspenders. They wore no shirts. They were hairless, and their skin was pale. They mumbled a strange tune as they passed by, paying no attention to him.
One by one, they departed around the other end of the rock. A moment later his father appeared from the exact same spot calling his name, so Jake knew that his father had not seen the strange little men. He never told his father, or anyone else, what he had seen that day. He chalked it up to an overactive imagination, which was what his mother always told him whenever he tried to tell her about something unusual that he had seen or heard.
He knew they were moving deep into the woods, and although he did not know what to expect in Pine Barrows, the inhabitants of Pine Barrows were expecting him.
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