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Stufis Dufus stood in the town square one sunny day and declared to everyone present 

that all games were meant to accomplish one thing and one thing only; ‘The Domination 

of Ere Sibulace.’ 

 

Of course no one knew what the heck he was talking about, nor did they care. Stufis was 

the town’s local ‘character’. He was considered somewhat ‘teched in the haid’, as my 

grandmother would say. She was a stout old sow of an earlier generation, so the younger 

Pigs in the family never paid her much mind either unless she had her hair brush in her 

paw and threatening to tan some hide. 

 

Of course, the subject of ‘Ere Sibulace’ did come up again over a rather boring game of 

Chinese Checkers. Ana had just moved all of her marbles into the little triangle across the 

board from where she began, and with a whoop, loudly declared herself the winner.  

 

Winifred, with an equally loud whoop, tossed the entire board into the air and declared, 

“ERE SIBULACE!” 

 

Wouldn’t you know this sparked a marble fight that broke two windows, a vase and a 

sundry of nick knacks sitting upon the fireplace mantle. When things had calmed down a 

bit, and we were all trying to catch out breath and, mind you, still heedless of the beating 

we would surely get when Papa arrived home; Ana asked Winifred, “WHAT THE 

FUCK? ARE YOU OUTTA YOUR MIND?” 

 

“Of course not,” she replied in her less than quiet voice. “I was simply demonstrating ‘the 

dominance of Ere Sibulace’.” 

 

Ana made a fist and her eyes narrowed. “You’re trying to make me look like an idiot, 

aren’t you?” 

 

“YOU ARE AN IDIOT!” Winifred shot back, not backing down at all.  

 

By this time I was backing towards the door. When these two decided to go at it, any 

innocent bystander was fair game to catch a punch to the gut or a stool to the head. 

 

“If you’re so freeking smart,” yelled Ana, “Tell me exactly what ‘Ere Sibulace’ is.” 

 

Winifred waved her huge arms around her head and yelled back, “The Ere we breath, is 

way too good for my (and here she pointed at Ana) Sibulace to breath.” 

 

Ana, still with a good supply of marbles clutched in her paw, winged the lot of them at 

Winifred, blinding her in one eye. With an enraged snort, the pair came together 



punching and kicking. I knew biting was coming on, and so chose that moment to vacate 

both my bowels and the premises, running straight out the front door and into the yard 

where I banged head on into Stufis Dufus. I was knocked to the ground, but that big 

hunch backed porker stood like a prophet of old; as large and as solid as a mountain. 

 

He looked down at me, and sniffed. “I smell shitpissandblood,” he annunciated as one 

long word. “Ere Sibulace…” he hissed softly. He then stood as straight as his old form 

would allow and blinked his one clear eye.  

 

“ERE SIBULACE!” he bellowed for all he was worth.  

 

Raising his arms to the sky, palms outward, he began speaking… no… chanting in 

tongues, and all the while I felt sure fire and brimstone was gonna begin raining down 

any second. 

 

About this time, Mama comes running back from the neighbor’s house and demands to 

know what in the blue blazes is going on. 

 

“Ere Sibulace,” I told her and then rolled over and bowed my head to the ground, 

pretending to pray as old Stufis chanted. In reality, I suppose I really was praying, and it 

surely must have paid off because she charged into the house and, with a shriek, did rain 

down fire and brimstone. 

 

Rolling back over, I found myself looking up into old Stu’s face. Oddly he was smiling, 

and he winked at me. “It’s a great game to play ain’t it?” he hissed whispered. There was 

the sound of something shattering inside the house, and he glanced up choking back a 

real laugh. Looking down again at me he added, “Might be a good time to skedaddle. I’ll 

hold the fort while your mother cleans up.” Then, without even breaking stride, he begins 

his wild assed chant all over again and even louder if that’s possible. 

 

Me… I take off like Ere Sibulace was the Devil chasing after me and not some crazy 

fella’s lunatic idea of a fun game to play.  

 

 

 

 

 


