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						Grail-Diving in Shangrilla with the World’s Last Mime by
					
				

				
					
						Ken Scholes
					
				

				
					
						Part One
						 
					
				

				
					
						They buried Little Elvis Sanchez in a burned out Volkswagen just outside the smoldering remains of
					
				

				
					
						Denver. Reverend Sparkle Jones said a few words. Sister Mika and Aunty Ann sang “Memories” or a
					
				

				
					
						near approximation thereof while the Last Mime LeFoie did a nice bit of performance art for dramatic
					
				

				
					
						effect. 
					
				

				
					
						Then, the Good Reverend urinated on the hobgoblin corpses to keep them from coming back from the
					
				

				
					
						dead. He pulled up his dress and squatted like a girl but by now this didn’t surprise anyone at all. 
					
				

				
					
						Timmy Gallahad watched all of this and wondered if they would succeed in their quest. 
					
				

				
					
						When Reverend Sparkle was finished, the troupe, the company, the band, the chosen— whatever you
					
				

				
					
						wish to call them–pressed on for Shangrilla. 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						The world was in a bad way. 
					
				

				
					
						You’ve read all about it by now. 
					
				

				
					
						That fateful spring morning a thousand, thousand alarms jangled armies and navies, fire departments and
					
				

				
					
						police stations, air forces and astronomers to life. Look! Up in the sky! Exactly what they’d looked for,
					
				

				
					
						planned for and maybe even hoped for. Until the flying saucers dropped the bombs. Until their
					
				

				
					
						drop-pods spilled slathering monsters on the world. 
					
				

				
					
						The Great One-Sided War lasted three days and at the end of it, hobgoblin hordes, electric harnesses
					
				

				
					
						humming a cheerful hum, ran mop-up on the scant leftovers of the human race. 
					
				

				
					
						Reverend Sparkle Jones was one such leftover. And he bumped into another, Little Elvis, on his way out
					
				

				
					
						of Portland, Oregon. 
					
				

				
					
						“Howdy, Ma’am,” Little Elvis Sanchez said, tipping the cowboy hat he’d looted from a Western
					
				

				
					
						outfitters shop. He blushed when the Reverend turned to face him. “I mean Sir.” 
					
				

				
					
						“Ma’am is fine.” Reverend Sparkle’s make-up had smeared all to hell and he’d broken a heel navigating
					
				

				
					
						rubble. “Or Reverend.” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis crossed himself. He’d been contemplating an oversized RV that he didn’t think he could drive.
					
				

				
					
						He stood from his seat on the curb and stretched out a hand. “Little Elvis Sanchez,” he said, “Retired
					
				

				
					
						amateur wrestler.” 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend took the hand, squeezed it lightly. “Enchante,” he said. “Sparkle Jones. Minister of the
					
				

				
					
						Lord and Cabaret Performer Extraordinaire.” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis sat back down. 
					
				

				
					
						Sparkle joined him on the curb, careful to cross his legs. “Got a plan?” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis shrugged. “Not really.” 
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						“Well. 
						I
						 do.” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis grinned. “Well, let’s go then.” 
					
				

				
					
						“Don’t you want to hear it?” 
					
				

				
					
						The wrestler shook his head. “Nope. Let’s just do it. It’s got to be better than just sitting around waiting
					
				

				
					
						for the world to end.” 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend opened his mouth to reply when ululating hobgoblins rounded a street corner ahead. He
					
				

				
					
						closed his mouth and drew the twin 1911 Colt .45 automatics he’d been saving for a special occasion.
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis hefted an M60 he’d borrowed from an overturned Humvee. Shell casings flew. Guns roared.
					
				

				
					
						Hobgoblins fell in piles of bloody meat, sparks popping from their wire harnesses and metal helmets. 
					
				

				
					
						Afterwards, Reverend Sparkle holstered his pistols and walked to the RV. Little Elvis moved away
					
				

				
					
						towards the corpses, unzipping his trousers as he went. 
					
				

				
					
						Sparkle paused at the door. “What are you 
						doing?”
						 
					
				

				
					
						“Can’t go yet,” Sanchez said over his shoulder. “Have to pee on them first.” 
					
				

				
					
						“I don’t think I want to know,” the Reverend said. 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis smiled and got to it, splashing his name onto the fallen with practiced glee. 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						Sparkle Jones and Little Elvis Sanchez met Sister Mika and Aunty Ann outside Medford. Sister Mika the
					
				

				
					
						Singing Nun and Aunty Ann of Aunty Ann’s Jellies and Jams had already joined forces, piling their Ford
					
				

				
					
						Ranger’s bed high with supplies, weapons and ammunition. They sat on the roof of a freeway rest-stop,
					
				

				
					
						roasting hotdogs on a hibachi and keeping watch for hobgoblin patrols. 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend saw the line of smoke, pulled in, jumped the curb and drew up close to the side of the
					
				

				
					
						building. Rolling down his window, he stood up and twisted. 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika held an untwisted coat-hanger heavy with the weight of a ballpark frank in one hand and a
					
				

				
					
						magnum in the other. “May I help you?” 
					
				

				
					
						Jones nodded at her torn and dirty habit. “Sister.” He also nodded to Aunty Ann, an older woman in a
					
				

				
					
						calico dress. “Nice dress, ma’am.” 
					
				

				
					
						Both women smiled at him. “Saw your smoke. They probably can, too.” 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika set down the hotdog and waved her hand across the sky. “Lots of smoke these days.” 
					
				

				
					
						He looked. Everywhere on the horizon, smudges of gray, columns of darker gray, trickles of lighter gray. 
					
				

				
					
						“Do you have a plan?” Reverend Sparkle Jones asked. 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika nodded. “Hole up in the mountains and wait for God’s Deliverance.” 
					
				

				
					
						He grinned. “Your deliverance has arrived. If you have a few extra dogs to spare, why don’t me and my
					
				

				
					
						traveling companion here, Little Elvis Sanchez, join you for a bite and explain.” 
					
				

				
					
						Aunty Ann scowled and leaned over. She and Sister Mika whispered for a bit back and forth. Finally,
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						they looked up at him. 
					
				

				
					
						“Two questions first,” Sister Mika said. 
					
				

				
					
						“Yes?” 
					
				

				
					
						“First…you packing heat?” 
					
				

				
					
						Sparkle nodded. “We’ll leave the guns in the rig. Second?” 
					
				

				
					
						“Second.” She pointed her magnum at the RV. “Do you have any mustard in that thing?” 
					
				

				
					
						“Mustard?” he asked. “What brand?” 
					
				

				
					
						“Why,” she said, smiling, “the gray stuff, of course.” 
					
				

				
					
						And naturally, being that it was the edge of the end of the world and price was suddenly no object, and
					
				

				
					
						possibly because he and Little Elvis Sanchez were hungry when they raided those six grocery stores to
					
				

				
					
						pack out the Winnebago Roadwarrior, they 
						did
						 have the gray stuff along with every other type, color,
					
				

				
					
						texture, flavor, brand and off-brand of mustard available on the market. 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						They found the World’s Last Mime, LeFoie, sitting beneath a casino billboard sign near Reno. He sat in
					
				

				
					
						a pile of plastic letters from an overturned box near the ladder he had used to change his billing on the
					
				

				
					
						sign. His black beret tilted askew, one suspender dangled loose, his greasepaint showed tear streaks. He
					
				

				
					
						leaped to his feet as the RV and pickup approached and pantomimed pulling them towards him on an
					
				

				
					
						imaginary rope. 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis rolled down the window, smiled and nodded to the sign. “You really the world’s last mime?” 
					
				

				
					
						He nodded, wiping away imaginary tears with an exaggerated gesture. 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend Sparkle Jones scowled. “Be careful, Little Elvis,” he said. “Mimes are a dangerous lot, are
					
				

				
					
						decidedly French and are an abomination unto the Lord.” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis looked at the Reverend. “This one seems harmless, Padre.” 
					
				

				
					
						“You can never be too sure.” 
					
				

				
					
						By now, Aunty Ann and Sister Mika had climbed out of their truck and approached. 
					
				

				
					
						“You all alone here?” Little Elvis asked. 
					
				

				
					
						LeFoie nodded. 
					
				

				
					
						“Ask him how he’s escaped the hobgoblins,” the Reverend said. 
					
				

				
					
						“I think mimes can hear just fine,” Little Elvis said. “They just can’t talk.” 
					
				

				
					
						“Well, not all of us speak French.” 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika and Aunty Ann rolled their eyes. Little Elvis gave the Last Mime an apologetic shrug.
					
				

				
					
						“Well?” 
					
				

				
					
						LeFoie turned his fingers into pistols, firing one and then the other in an over-the-top cowboy imitation.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						Then he worked through a half dozen or so exaggerated death scenes. 
					
				

				
					
						“Really?” Sister Mika asked. 
					
				

				
					
						He shook his head. He pointed to an open root cellar door on the side of the casino. 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend sneered. “As I was saying. French.” 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						Timmy Gallahad fired three rounds into the Winnebago Roadwarrior before he realized the hard way it
					
				

				
					
						wasn’t a saucer after all. Fortunately, he was a piss-poor shot under pressure, completely missing the
					
				

				
					
						windshield in his sights. Equally fortunate, the Red Rider BBs pinged off the aluminum siding, leaving only
					
				

				
					
						tiny dimples in the paint. 
					
				

				
					
						“What the hell are you doing, kid?” Sparkle Jones shouted from the driver’s side window. 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis hustled out of the cab and sprinted for the kid. Zip. A BB stung his thigh. Spang. Another
					
				

				
					
						whizzed past his head. Waving his hands and screaming, he fell onto the gangly teenager. Also waving his
					
				

				
					
						arms and screaming, the gangly teenager collapsed under three hundred and thirty pounds of angry
					
				

				
					
						Mexican. 
					
				

				
					
						“Hey, you alien bastards look just like us,” Timmy Gallahad said. “Sorta.” 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis pinned him, kicking the BB gun away. “Don’t make it harder on yourself, white-boy.” 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						“No,” Reverend Sparkle Jones said, smoothing out his dress. “He’s the last of the company. I’m sure on
					
				

				
					
						that.” 
					
				

				
					
						“How do you know?” Aunty Ann asked. 
					
				

				
					
						He shrugged. “The Lord told me.” 
					
				

				
					
						“He didn’t tell 
						me,”
						 Sister Mika said. 
					
				

				
					
						He shrugged again. “That’s because your faith is rooted in a Lie of Satan. And you have poor fashion
					
				

				
					
						sense.” 
					
				

				
					
						Aunty Ann pointed at the Last Mime LeFoie. “Didn’t you say 
						he
						 was the last?” 
					
				

				
					
						“I was wrong. His Frenchness confused me momentarily.” 
					
				

				
					
						“Abominations can do that,” Little Elvis offered. He looked at LeFoie. “No offense.” 
					
				

				
					
						LeFoie crossed his arms and scowled. 
					
				

				
					
						“What’s an abomination?” Timmy Gallahad asked. 
					
				

				
					
						The group ignored him. They’d pretty much done so since the BB rifle incident the day before. Sparkle
					
				

				
					
						continued. “Besides, the name’s a dead giveaway, isn’t it?” 
					
				

				
					
						“Who’s name?” Timmy Gallahad asked. No one noticed. 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika fidgeted with her crucifix. “So you think it’s a sign?” 
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						“Of course it’s a Goddamn sign,” the Reverend said. 
					
				

				
					
						“A sign of what?” Timmy Gallahad asked, leaning forward in his lawn chair. 
					
				

				
					
						Little Elvis went to the hibachi and flipped the burgers. “I’d have to agree.” 
					
				

				
					
						Sister Mika slathered mustard onto her bun. “I can’t imagine we won’t meet more along the way.” 
					
				

				
					
						“Along the way where?” Timmy Gallahad asked. 
					
				

				
					
						“But we shall not break bread with them nor invite them into our Winnebago,” Reverend Sparkle said. 
					
				

				
					
						“It seems to me,” Timmy Gallahad said slowly, “that with the world in such a bad way,” he gritted his
					
				

				
					
						teeth, “someone around here,” he looked at Reverend Sparkle Jones, raising his voice to a full volume, “
					
				

				
					
						should have a fucking plan!”
						 
					
				

				
					
						“Watch your Goddamn mouth kid,” Reverend Sparkle said. Then dinner was served. 
					
				

				
					
						After dinner, and after dispatching an unexpected pack of hobgoblins that rushed them from the shadows
					
				

				
					
						of an overpass, they went over the plan again. 
					
				

				
					
						# 
					
				

				
					
						The Holy Grail, Reverend Sparkle Jones reported, was humanity’s last hope. It was also hidden in a
					
				

				
					
						faraway mystical place known only by the name– 
					
				

				
					
						“Shangrilla?” Timmy Gallahad asked, interrupting. “Don’t you mean Shangri-La?” 
					
				

				
					
						“I already asked that,” Aunty Ann said. 
					
				

				
					
						“Rhymes with gorilla,” Little Elvis said. 
					
				

				
					
						“Or Godzilla,” Sister Mika said. 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend Sparkle Jones pushed his wig up and scratched his thin gray hair. “At least the boy
					
				

				
					
						reads.” 
					
				

				
					
						“It’s from a book, too?” 
					
				

				
					
						They all looked at the kid. Except for Little Elvis, who also hadn’t known that fact. 
					
				

				
					
						Timmy Gallahad shrugged. “Treasure Hunter 3: Blood Bath in Shangri-La. It’s a video game.” 
					
				

				
					
						And with that the Reverend went back to his story. 
					
				

				
					
						–just off the coast of Florida. The grail had lain there, the Reverend Sparkle Jones continued, waiting for
					
				

				
					
						humanity’s darkest hour to come ’round at last that it might shine its light into– 
					
				

				
					
						“What’s a grail?” 
					
				

				
					
						The Reverend sighed. “What? No King Arthur video game?” 
					
				

				
					
						Timmy Gallahad kept quiet for the rest of the story. 
					
				

				
					
						So Reverend Sparkle Jones told his Knights of the Picnic Table the rest of the story and the plan. First,
					
				

				
					
						the grail, the cup of Christ, Jesus’s Juice Cup, was real. Second, it was in the vicinity of a tropical island
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