
 

 

             By Tony Rauch 

 

 

mr. biscuits 

 

Cherie and I are playing jacks on the living room floor. I’m waiting for Cherie’s 

turn when she starts to lean backwards. Her eyes begin to bug out. Her face goes white. 

Her hand shakes, causing the ball to drop to the floor and roll away.  

“Hey,” I giggle nervously, looking at her, wondering what’s wrong.  

Slowly she raises her shaking hand to point as she leans back. 

I turn around to see a dark shadow-like apparition. It looks like a large rug, flat 

and dark, rising from behind the couch like a great plague.  

“W-w-what’s t-t-that?” Cherie stammers like the big chicken she is.  

The great shadow thing is like a smelly old rug, but thicker, like a small mattress, 

and all scaly, like a gross fish. It rises to the ceiling, expanding and inflating, and starts to 

fold over, as if to try to cover us, as if to absorb us, feast on us, blot us out of existence. It 

has strange pucker things all over, like small suction thingies or large pores, speckled in 

no discernible pattern, just random. They seem to pucker and throb – open and close, 

open then close – but in no order, as if each is its own entity. They are all sizes - some as 

small as coins, others the size of the tops of coffee mugs.  

“Uuuuuuu,” Cherie loses the ability to speak and possibly the ability to reason. 

I’m certain she’s never seen anything like this before, and thus has become confused and 

frightened by its strangeness. I know this as I’ve known her forever. She lives just down 

the block. If she had ever encountered anything like this before, believe me, I would’ve 

heard about it.  

“Yeah, that,” I wave lazily, “That’s just Mr. Biscuits.” 

“A what?” Cherie scampers back, finally hitting the large living room picture 

window, “A what?” 

“Not a what,” I shake my head, watching Cherie, “It’s a who.” 

“Mmmmmm,” she whines, crouching lower, sinking into herself even more, 

turning whiter.  

“Mr. Biscuits,” I shrug, looking back at the great, dark, scaly mattress-like thing 

now looming and covering an entire wall. Then I look away, trying to find the ball Cherie 

dropped, “You don’t need to worry about him.” 

“W-w-where’d he come from?” she shakes, “W-w-why’s he here?” she asks, as if 

not believing her eyes.  



 

 

“Why are any of us here?” . . I search the floor, “He was here when we moved in. 

. . He’s always been here. . . He lives in one of the old steamer trunks up in the attic. . . 

Someone left a couple of ‘em up there a long time ago. The old owners said they were 

here when they moved in. Said they’d been up there since, like, a long time ago, like 

several owners ago. . .” 

“Is he nice?” Cherie points.  

“. . . I was up there one time and opened one just to see what was in there. An’ 

this hazy mist slowly billowed out, followed by the big guy,” I gesture over to the large, 

dark, mattress-like thing,” I look behind myself, then lean down to look under the couch 

for the little rubber ball, “I’m afraid to open the other trunks. If this guy was in one, who 

knows what’s in those others.”  

“Why do you call him Mr. Biscuits?” Cherie nods over to the big guy.  

“He poops these little square biscuits,” I lean to look under the couch, “They’re 

quite delicious. Really, you should try one. . . Now, help me find that . . .” I look up to 

see the ball in one of Mr. Biscuit’s suction cup pore thingies. “Hey, come on now,” I sigh 

in exasperation, “We need that.”  

The ball pops out, drops, bounces on the floor, and rolls to rest in front of Cherie. 

“See,” I turn back to the jacks on the floor, “He’s OK.,” I look over to Cherie.  

She seems to relax, looking less tense, her color returning. “He told you his 

name? Does he talk much?” 

“Not a word. . . Come on, . .” I urge, wanting to continue the game, “No fear, 

Cherie,” I sigh, “No fear.”  

Cherie shakes her head, as if she doesn’t even know what to do, what to believe 

anymore.  

“Say hi. Geez,” I grab the ball, “It’s impolite to stare.” 

Cherie is frozen, leaning against the large window, splayed out - kind of sitting up 

and kind of laying down – as if part of her is trying to crawl away and another part of her 

is trying to spring up and dash away.  

Mr. Biscuits slowly sways back and forth, curling as he meets the ceiling, 

looming over that side of the room.  

“I guess it’s still your turn,” I look the floor over.  

“He lives up in your attic?” Cherie slowly crawls back to the center of the room, 

near the little metal jacks scattered on the floor, not taking her eyes off the huge thing 

curling up from behind the couch like a dark wave about to crash down.  

“Yeah. But he can ooze between the cracks to get down here, or wherever,” I flick 

the ball over to Cherie, “He stretches out to be as thin as a string. He oozes all over.” 



 

 

“Hey, check it out,” Cherie nods to Mr. Biscuits.  

I look over. A small hand is peeking from one of Mr. Biscuit’s suction cup pores. 

That pore is puckering and pumping, as if to cough up the hand, as if to pump it out. The 

little hand peeks in and out, then the arm punches to wiggle out and dangle down, 

reaching for something. Then a shoulder appears.  

I’m stunned. I’ve never seen anything like it.  

The pore stretches like a mouth, and a head struggles to pop out.  

It’s my sister, Sandy.  

“Oh, hey,” Sandy smiles, looking down on us as if wearing Mr. Biscuits as a 

costume. “Can I play?” 

I look over to Cherie.  

Cherie looks over to me, then back up to Sandy inside of Mr. Biscuits. “How’d 

you get in there?” Cherie asks, surprised.  

“I don’t know,” Sandy looks down, looking Mr. Biscuits over, “I guess I was just 

curious. I put my hand into one of these pores,” she looks around at the various sized 

scales and pores, “And I guess I just kept a goin’.” 

“What’s in there?” I ask.  

“Well, at first you slither down a loose tube thingie. In this pore there’s a small 

room. Drum shaped. With ornate wooden chairs. A small table,” Sandy looks down, “A 

small potbelly stove. Burgundy curtains with gold lace. Butterfly wallpaper. But odd 

butterflies. Not like we have here. . . An odd map on the wall. A really old one. Ornate. 

Faded. Ripped. . . A boy lives down there. He bakes the biscuits. . . But that’s just this 

pore. . . I don’t know about the others. . .” 

“A boy?” Cherie asks.  

“Yeah. Leonard,” Sandy nods, “He’s nice. . . Kinda shy.” 

“He wanna join us?” I ask.  

“Hang on,” Sandy wiggles back down the pore into Mr. Biscuits. 

Mr. Biscuits wiggles with her movements, as if he’s actually hollow.  

A moment later Sandy’s hand pops out again, followed by her arm and shoulder, 

as if she’s pulling herself up and out. She wiggles her head out again, the pore stretching 

again like a lip.  

“Yeah, he’s cool,” Sandy shrugs as she pulls herself out. She leans her body down 

to the floor, as if to touch her toes, as if to dive into a pool, allowing her weight and 

gravity to do the work. She slides down, flips out, and drops to tumble on the floor like a 

gymnast. “Whew,” she shakes her head in exertion, “It’s tough getting out of there.”  

“You’ve been in before?” I ask, amazed.  



 

 

“Couple a times,” Sandy shrugs, crawling to the center of the room.  

“Into the other pores too?” Cherie asks, “Do they all lead to that same little 

room?”  

“No,” Sandy shakes her head, “Always just that same pore. I remembered which 

one. I haven’t been in the others. Don’t know what’s in any a those, if anything at all.”  

“What do you do in there?” asks Cherie. 

“Play cards. Talk,” Sandy shrugs, “Have tea. . . He has some games I’ve never 

seen before. They seem really old. . . One time I helped with the biscuits in his parlor. . . 

He showed me some other small rooms. He pointed at a meadow out the window, and I 

saw a five foot tall rabbit-like animal in it. . . And a cottage on the other side, partially 

hidden by trees and bushes. . . A small stone cottage with a turret on the corner and a 

high-pitched roof. . . And two kids playing in front of it. . . In the long grass. . . Wearing 

plaid suits – green stripes on light blue backgrounds. Long shorts. Short sleeves. . . Vests. 

. .” 

“Why didn’t you ask me to go?” I shrug, surprised and a little offended.  

“Because Leonard’s my new boyfriend now,” Sandy sits up, in front of the jacks, 

“And I didn’t want you messing that up,” she looks around, “Whose turn?”  

“We’ll start over,” answers Cherie, “When the boy comes out.”  

The boy begins to work his way out. He wiggles his arm, head, and shoulders up 

through the pore, the pore stretching. He wiggles up, then leans down, pointing his body 

to the floor, letting his weight and gravity slide the rest of him out to drop him to the 

floor. “Hi,” he sits up, “I’m Leonard.” He’s wearing a suit with short sleeves and long 

shorts – with a pattern of big, odd green butterflies on a light blue background. The 

butterflies are all different sizes. His hair is short and blond.  

“Where’d you come from?” asks Cherie.  

“In there,” Leonard nods back to Mr. Biscuits. 

“Any more in there?” I ask.  

“A few, I guess,” Leonard shrugs, smiles, then looks the floor over, curious about 

the jacks, “So, how do we play?”  
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