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Précis

When Betty’s parents, the noted New York

socialite archeologists Brewster and Anna Blinkwell, 

disappear mysteriously in Texas a few days before

Halloween, Betty’s Aunt Fiasca is convinced they are

lost forever since they are lost, after all, in Texas. 

But it gets worse. Betty accidentally brushes her

arm against a pumpkin and a whole family of really

dumb pumpkin genies, the Vileburgers, emerge to offer

their services to their young liberator. 

Even incompetent ghouls, however, can’t stop a

girl like Betty, who decides to go to Texas to find her

parents taking the reluctant Vileburgers along to help. 

forget half of what we’re supposed to do. You

know, they only let us out of our pumpkin once a

year. October, max, that’s it – so we can’t get into

any, you know, really serious trouble.” 

“I’m in trouble,” says Betty. 

“We know,” says the tinny voice. 

“Okay,” says Betty, “then for the moment

just stay invisible and do not speak unless you’re

spoken to.” 

“Okay,” say the tinny voice trailing off like

a tape that skids to a halt, “your wish is our

comma-z-h-e-o-u-w.” Silence. 

“That’s more like it,” says Betty. “I’ve got

to think.”

THE END, EPISODE I: 
THE PUMPKIN RISES!

max, n. Short for maximum, or at most. No more, please. That
will be quite enough, thank you. Stop. Stop right there. Okay,
enough already.
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Scene I

INTERIOR – THE 6TH GRADE 
CLASSROOM AT TRENDY ROTTERDAM

ACADEMY ON NEW YORK’S UPPER 
EAST SIDE.

Mrs. Edna Derbil, Betty’s usually calm

teacher, is wobbly with excitement.

“Oh, boys and girls, before we go home for

the weekend let’s just be sure we understand our

schedule next week for the Halloween Festival.” 

Chalk flies and a terrible skreetchy noise

shakes the room. On the blackboard Mrs. Derbil

sketches out a giant chart with boxes, arrows,

Blech points to Snit, whose seven eyes are

blinking furiously. “He’ll cry. All seven eyes.

Whudda mess. And just before Halloween. You

don’t really want that, do you?” 

“Okay,” says Betty, “just make yourself

invisible and stay out of the way until I can think

of something else to do with you.” 

Instantly, with only a slight whump, the

Vileburgers vanish as if they never were. Betty

looks around in surprise, then turns to unlock the

door. She looks back out into the hallway. “I

don’t have time for stupid ghosts. I don’t even

believe in ghosts.” 

A small tinny voice is heard as if sitting on

her shoulder. “Oh gosh, Betty. Don’t say that.

We’re not ghosts. We’re ghouls. You know,

authentic. The real thing. You’re going to hurt our

feelings if you talk like that.” 

“I thought I told you to shut up,” says Betty. 

A pause, as if someone is thinking. 
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shrieks. 

“Well, boys and girls,” Mrs. Derbil 

concludes with an evil lisp, “I guess that’s it. I’m

outta here til Monday!”

Scene II

INTERIOR – SCHOOL BUS FULL OF 
HALLOWEEN-CRAZED STUDENTS TRYING
TO SCARE EACH OTHER. BETTY AND HER
BEST FRIENDS, MOLLY AND ERWIN, TAKE

THEIR SEATS TOGETHER AND GET SET
FOR THE RIDE HOME. BETTY AND MOLLY
ARE IN THE FRONT SEAT. THEY COMMENT

ON THEIR CRAZED SCHOOLMATES AND
WONDER IF HALLOWEEN MONSTERS ARE

EVEN REAL.

“Honestly, I just don’t understand why

everyone  around here goes so ga-ga about

“Oh, him? That’s Snit. He doesn’t talk.”

says Otha. 

“He can’t do anything useful that we know

of,” adds Malice. 

“I’m afraid that Snit is completely without

purpose. He’s afraid of his own shadow,” explains

Otho. “Good thing he doesn’t have one.” 

“Well, what would you like us to do?”

asks Blech eagerly.

“Yes,” says Malice, “we could levitate the

pumpkin, for example.” The pumpkin lifts off,

smacks against the ceiling – thwump! – and drops

back to bounce on the floor. 

“Sorry,” apologizes Otho, “a bit rusty

with that, eh? Been awhile. Never liked levitation

personally, usually just take the elevator.” 

“This is all I need,” cries Betty at this

strange turn of fate. “First Mom and Dad 

disappear, then a bunch of dumb ghouls suddenly

appear instead. Talk about useless. Why don’t you
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“No,” respond the girls.

“Frankenstein?” says Erwin.

“No,” the girls repeat.

“Ghouls?”

“No,” say the girls after a slight hesitation.

“Werewolves?” continues Erwin.

“No,” the girls respond with conviction.

“Bodysnatchers?”

“Yuck. No way,” say the girls.

“Zombies?”

“No. Uh-uh,” the girls insist.

“Mrs. Derbil?” says Erwin smoothly.

“Yes – hey! Mrs. Derbil is not a monster!”

Betty and Molly protest.

“Oh, yeah? Do realize how much home-

work we have this weekend?” Erwin reminds

them. “I say she’s the teacher from Hell.”

“I think there’s one monster you forgot,”

says Betty, “and it really does exist.” 

believe you just called us out of that intolerable

pumpkin.” 

“What do you mean, I called you?” asks

Betty. 

“You called us, like, well, you rubbed the

pumpkin and called us to come out and here we

are at your service. Right?” Otho asks his 

companions. 

“Right! Oh, right for sure!” they answer.

“You mean like a genie or something?” says

Betty.

“Exactly! You can wish for anything you

want,” explains Blech. 

“Is there someone you want us to boil?”

asks Malice. 

“Or shrink?” asks Otha. 

“Or maybe turn into a bug?” asks Otho. 

intolerable, adj. Intolerable means something which one in good
conscience cannot, will not, must not, should not ever, ever,
ever condone, accept, personally have to put up with, or other-
wise tolerate. Like taxation without representation, like pickles
without a hamburger, like homework on Friday. Stuff like that.
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news. A Texas oil billionaire has unexpectedly

offered them an astonishingly attractive grant to

come and dig up a long lost civilization in Texas. 

“I didn’t know there was a lost civilization

in Texas,” Betty wonders aloud. 

“That’s precisely the point, Darling,” Mom

gushes, waving her pith helmet before shoving it

into a hatbox, “We’re going out there to find it.”

As they rush around the parents explain they will

have to leave tonight, and Aunt Fiasca will be

dyslexic, adj. A certain kind of visual disorder, a neurological
problem in the way your eyes see stuff, so that you can’t read
words in the right sequence which for example makes reading
even almost today’s newspaper hard as read to as Macbeth,
although Macbeth more is much cheerful. See how hard that
was to read? You’re probably dyslexic.

pith helmet, n. A special kind of hat you wear on your head when
you are going off to some distant land where there is a high
probability that you won’t come back with your head. A pith
helmet is a kind of magnet that attracts rampaging elephants,
underfed lions, scorpions, lice, leeches and boa constrictors.
Think of it as a kind of dinner bell on the top of your head. You
don’t see any native guides wearing pith helmets, do you? Only
explorers who, by definition, have no idea where they’re going.

Scene IX

INTERIOR – HALLWAY, PENTHOUSE
FLOOR. 

Betty looks back as the elevator closes

behind her and stops. How will she get to Texas?

Slowly she plods down the hall toward the

Blinkwell door, stops, begins to cry, and leans

against the wall, sobbing. “How does a little girl

like me get to Texas?” 

Betty’s hand, however, is not resting on the

wall itself but on a giant pumpkin, one of a

matched pair, placed next to the Blinkwell door

like early Halloween sentries. As Betty sobs her

hand begins to shake. And as it shakes, she 

inadvertently rubs the pumpkin. Blurred voices

can suddenly be heard under Betty’s loud 

sobbing. 

“Alright. Alright already. We’re coming!”
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it won’t be too long. As you know, Brewster and 

I would never start the new year without Times

Square. Meanwhile we’ll miss you very much,

but you’ve got to stay in school and study calcu-

lus.” 

“But I’m only on long division,” says Betty.

Mom frowns momentarily, then brightens again.

“Well that’s alright, Dear. You’ll catch up. You

just have to study harder. Remember what we

told you about the Egyptians. They never studied

calculus either, and look what happened. Nothing

left but a bunch of big trapezoids.

“Ah, here’s Aunt Fiasca now” exclaims

Mom. “Time for dinner.” 

As they sit down to a cozy lobster supper

Mom and Dad explain a little more. This Texas

oilman is very mysterious, and they are sworn to

archeologist, n. Someone who digs up the dead but for some
obscure reason doesn’t get arrested.

calculus, n. A kind of mathematics so complicated even 
professional mathematicians are often unable to spell the word.

your parents and bring them home!”

“For Halloween!” says Molly.

“You really think I could do that?” Betty

wonders.

“Sure,” says Erwin like he knows what he

is talking about.

“But how?” asks Betty.

“I have no idea,” says Erwin. “But why

not?”

”Never mind, Erwin,” says Betty starting

to get excited. “I think you’re right. Mom and

Dad are in Texas, I’m going to Texas!”

“Alright!” says Erwin giving a high-five.

“You’re going to Texas!” shouts Molly.

Scene VIII

INTERIOR – ENTRANCE TO THE
BLINKWELL RESIDENCE BUILDING.
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Scene IV

INTERIOR – THE NEXT MORNING 
AT BREAKFAST WITH AUNT FIASCA.

“Aunt Fiasca?” Betty inquires hesitantly. 

“Yes Betty?” 

“Do you think there really might be a lost

civilization in Texas?” 

“Well to be honest, Betty,” Aunt Fiasca

replies, “I really don’t know much about Texas.

But if there’s any kind of civilization I guess it

must be lost.”

Scene V

INTERIOR – ROTTERDAM ACADEMY
AUDITORIUM. THE TAPDANCING 

SECOND-GRADE PUMPKINS

remember your mother’s Aunt Constance?” 

“The crocodile!” sobs Betty. 

“She bent over to pet the crocodile in 

Mul-Nok’s tomb and it wasn’t bronze after all.

And what about ...” 

“Stop!” pleads Betty. “I get the point.

They’re gone.” They embrace. 

“Yes, my dear, I’m afraid so. It’s Texas.”

Scene VII

EXTERIOR – ROTTERDAM 
PLAYGROUND. ERWIN, MOLLY AND

BETTY ARE SITTING ON THE BENCH AT
LACROSSE  PRACTICE.

“Any news, Betty?” asks Molly. Betty

shrugs her shoulders.

“Nope. They’re gone. Aunt Fiasca says



1720

tell us what’s up. Aunt Fiasca will know by the

time I get home.” 

“Wow,” says Molly. “A civilization in

Texas.” 

“Well, we can’t be sure,” cautions Betty. “I

mean it’s supposed to be lost.” 

“Well, wouldn’t they just look for some 

pyramids or something? I thought all lost 

civilizations had pyramids and subways,” says

Molly. Betty shrugs. 

“Anything’s possible. You know my 

parents.”

Scene VI

INTERIOR – THE BLINKWELL
PENTHOUSE. BETTY TURNS THE KEY AND

OPENS THE FRONT DOOR. INSIDE SHE
HEARS SOBBING.

hear from Mom and Dad? Didn’t they find the

civilization yet? They must have found 

something.” 

“Oh, Betty. I’m so sorry,” Aunt Fiasca tries

to compose herself, and moves over to the win-

dow overlooking Central Park far below. It is a

dazzling seasonal vista bright with tangerine and

saffron trees. A wedge of mallards flies south.

“I’m afraid it’s much worse than that. I don’t

know anything about the civilization, but it

appears that Texas has now lost your Mom and

Dad.” 

“What!” says Betty, “What are you saying?” 

“They called. Mr. Petty’s secretary himself

entrepreneur, n. Someone with initiative and courage who takes a
chance and starts their own business. Remember when your
cousin Velma started her lemonade stand on the corner with all
the lemon rinds and seeds and mess everywhere and people
walking by actually paid money not to drink the stuff? Also,
remember when a recent U.S. president who never played base-
ball went out all by himself and started a professional baseball
team? These are the kind of daring entrepreneurial risk-takers
who make America so great.
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handkerchief toward the Blinkwell living room.

Betty’s aunt, a fabulously successful entrepreneur

banker, is normally quite in control. 

“What is it?” asks Betty. “What did you

“Aunt Fiasca?” Betty inquires. 

“Oh, Betty darling! Please come and sit

down. I’m afraid I have some unfortunate news.”

Aunt Fiasca, her nose red from crying, waves her

“This is so bad, it’s scary.”
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called and told me. Your parents went off into the

mountains with a local guide and then just 

disappeared.

“They’ve looked everywhere. Helicopters.

Everything. They’ve just vanished from the face

of the earth. And it’s a desert, too, without much

water ... I’m afraid they’re gone.” 

Betty bursts into tears and Aunt Fiasca

moves to console her. “Oh, darling, I’m so sorry.

It’s just you and me now, but somehow we’ll

manage. Remember, buy low and sell high.

Remember, your father and mother were explor-

ers. It was the life they loved. I know it’s terrible,

but you’ll have to be brave now. You’re a

Blinkwell after all. It happens. Remember your

grandfather Wendell?” 

“The swamp!” sobs Betty. 

“The swamp got him!” says Aunt Fiasca.

“He went in after his hat, and that was it. And

ARE PRACTICING FOR THE BIG 
HALLOWEEN SHOW.

“No matter how much they practice they

don’t get any better,” says Molly sitting in the

empty auditorium near the back and watching. 

“How good do you think eight-year-old

pumpkins can get?” responds Betty sitting next to

her. 

“Well after a week you would expect some-

thing to improve,” argues Molly. “I mean we’re

getting close to Halloween. This is so bad, it’s

scary.” 

“Maybe that’s the point,” says Betty. 

“Say, Betty,” says Molly, “How’s it going

with your Mom and Dad? Have they found any-

thing in Texas yet?” 

“Don’t know,” replies Betty watching one

pumpkin collide with another, “haven’t heard

from them. They’re supposed to call today and
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nobody ever found anybody in Texas.”

“Didn’t they take a cell phone or 

something?”

“They’re gone.”

“Look, I’ll bet they’re just trying to surprise

you. I bet they’ll be back for Halloween. What’s

your costume going to be?”

“Shut up, Molly,” interrupts Erwin. “Listen, 

Betty. I’ve got an idea. If my parents were 

missing, you know what I’d do? I’d just skip

Halloween.” Molly staggers back in shock and

her eyebrows wiggle randomly.

“Skip Halloween?!” 

“That’s right,” Erwin insists. “I’d just skip

Halloween and I’d go to Texas and find my 

parents!”

“Go to Texas?” says Betty.

“That’s right, Betty.” says Erwin again.

“You just get up and go to Texas and find 

keep their exact destination a top secret. But if

they can find the lost city of the ancient Oiltecs

and maybe even dig up its legendary golden 

riches – well it will make archeological history. 

“I never heard of the Oiltecs,” says Betty. 

“Why neither did we,” replies Dad 

excitedly, “and we’re supposed to know this stuff.

After all, we’re famous archeologists! Imagine,

Betty – the lost civilization of ancient Texas!

Well, we better be off. Have to catch the TexMex

redeye to Houston, then grab a bus 270 miles to

the middle of nowhere, a little dirt town called

Gulch, then we ...” 

“Please, Darling, enough,” Mom interrupts. 

“Remember, we promised Mr. Petty – it must

remain a secret.”

redeye, n. An airplane scheduled to depart and fly off from the
airport to some remote destination under the cover of darkness
when any sensible person would rather be home in bed and
asleep. When you get there your eyes are red because you had to
sit there all night watching major motion pictures like Rocky
IX, Dumbest Dudes, or The Mayor Rudy Story.
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BETTY SPINS THE REVOLVING DOOR 
3 TIMES, WALKS INTO THE LOBBY AND

STRIDES INTO THE ELEVATOR.

“I’m going to Texas,” Betty tells 

Mr. Lamprey, the doorman. 

“Oh, Betty,” says the doorman, “Your aunt

Ms. Blinkwell left you a big surprise right by

your front door. Wait’ll you see it.” 

“Well if you’re going to blab about it, Mr.

Lamprey, how is it going to be a surprise?” asks

Mrs. Scrabble, the elevator operator. 

“I’m going to Texas,” a resolute Betty tells

Mrs. Scrabble inside the elevator as they ascend

to the penthouse floor. 

“Well of course you are,” agrees 

Mrs. Scrabble as Betty steps out the door. “But

how are you going to get there?”

coming over for dinner and will stay and watch

after Betty while the Blinkwells are away.

“How long will you be gone?” wonders

Betty. “Will you be back in time for Halloween?” 

“I don’t know, Betty,” says Mom, pausing

to brush back her daughter’s chocolate hair, “But

Brewster & Anna Blinkwell,
noted socialite archeologists.
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shouts a muffled voice, along with some grunting,

shrieking, and vague cursing. Betty stares numbly

at the pumpkin, which begins to shake, glow and

change color until finally the top pops off, drops

to the floor, and a head pops out. 

It’s Count Otho, the urbane caped leader of

the Vileburger family. One by one, Otho, Otha,

Snit, Malice and Blech pop out cursing, look

around, roll out of the smoking pumpkin and

slide down to the floor where they stretch, adjust

themselves and brush off excess slime. 

Otho, the tallest, comes up to the level of

Betty’s stomach. “Who are you?” Betty wonders,

still weeping. 

“Why, we’re the Vileburgers!” says Otho. “I

urbane, adj. Sophisticated. Someone who did not just fall off the
back of the turnip truck, the pumpkin truck or the dump truck
may be considered urbane. The next time your cousin Wayne
flips upside down on his boogie board during a particularly
gnarly surfing maneuver but somehow manages to keep his
pants on, instead of saluting your cousin with the standard
“Hey, dude, way cool,” you might try something more sophisti-
cated like, “Hey, Wayne, way urbane!”

“Yeah,” Molly chimes in. “We’ve seen it. It

has a fat head and smells terrible.” Now Erwin is

intrigued.

“Really?” he says. “Well what’s it called?”

“It’s called ...” Betty and Molly stand up

and scream in unison. “... an Erwin!”

Scene III

INTERIOR – AT HOME IN THE
BLINKWELLS’ POSH PARK AVENUE 

PENTHOUSE.

Betty exits the elevator and says good

evening to Mrs. Scrabble, the dyslexic elevator

operator who cannot read floor numbers. She

enters the family penthouse to discover stacks of

packed bags in the hallway. Hearing her arrive,

Mom and Dad rush up to tell her the exciting
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“Or worse,” offers Blech. Somehow to

Betty none of this matters. 

“And what about your friend with the eyes,

what’s he going to do for me?” asks Betty who is

becoming a bit annoyed. 

Betty stares numbly 
at the pumpkin, 
which begins to shake,
glow and change.

Halloween,” says Molly.

“Yeah. It’s not like any of this stuff is real

or anything,” Betty replies.

Erwin, listening to the girls from the seat

behind them, leans forward over the top of their

seat to get in on the discussion. “Monsters, no,”

he chimes in. “Freaks like you, yes.” 

“Gee, I don’t know. I think some of it must

be real, otherwise who would there be to make all

this stuff up?” Molly continues, ignoring Erwin

altogether.

“Tell you what,” says Erwin, “let’s analyze

the question scientifically. I’ll name different

kinds of monsters, and you girls tell me, yes or

no, if you think they exist. Ready?”

Intrigued, Betty and Molly give in and stop

ignoring Erwin although since it’s Erwin they

should know better. “Okay, ready,” they agree.

“Vampires?” says Erwin.
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all just go drop dead.” 

“Okay,” says Otho. The five Vileburgers

look at each other. Then in unison they stiffen and

pitch themselves down on the floor.

“We’re dead. Anything else?” 

“Yes – I want you to get lost, beat it, go

back where you came from.” 

“Oh, don’t say that,” pleads Blech. 

“Why not?” says Betty.

levitation, n. To lift up, to float, to fly is levitation. It’s like 
when you can finally leave school on Friday and there’s no 
homework for the weekend you feel like you could practically
levitate yourself out the door.

impudence, n. Brazen arrogance! This word isn’t actually in this
book but you might as well learn it anyway because sooner or
later it could seriously affect your life. An impudent individual
is the obnoxious kind of person, like sometimes your big sister,
who will go to your mother and tell her that it was you who
put her favorite Limoges teapot in the washing machine along
with the socks and underwear in order to save time when the
dishwasher itself was too full and your sister warned that you
might break it if you tried to wash and dry it yourself by hand.
Of course, would she ever wash it for you? Not to save your
life. However she couldn’t run fast enough to tell your mother
about the washing machine, even though frankly she could
never have thought of it herself. That’s impudence!

important dates in the life of Count Dracula, a

recipe for Pickle Punch, and a complete learning-

rich schedule for the school’s traditional week-

long Halloween Party. 

As she finishes the immense schematic 

the instructor abruptly spins around to face her 

students with a big smile – and a set of wax fangs

even bigger than her regular teeth. The class

Erwin, Betty and Molly talk it over.
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And then finally, “No, I believe you told us to 

disappear. I distinctly heard you tell us to disap-

pear. You did not say to shut up and besides we’re

only here to help you and nobody else can hear us

anyway.” 

“Nobody else can hear you?” 

“Nobody but you, Betty, unless you want

them to.”

“You know you really are a pretty dumb

bunch.” Another pause, as if the unseen ghouls

are now deeply offended. 

“We know. We’re really very sorry about

that but we do the best we can. Everyone says the

same thing. Okay, so we’re about the worst

ghouls anywhere and that’s why we’ve been

assigned to New York. I must tell you, it really

hurts our feelings.” 

“I’m sorry,” says Betty. 

“Well it’s not your fault, of course, it’s 

just the way we are. Dumb. Incompetent. And we 

With friends like this who needs Halloween?

To
Karen
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THE ADVENTURE
CONTINUES

IN EPISODE II:

A WILD, WILD RIDE!

Will Betty find a way 

to get to Texas?

Will the Vileburgers be 

completely useless?

Will Texas really 

have cowboys 

and good subways?

Will Betty find her 

lost socialite archeologist 

parents? 

And what about the Oiltecs?!
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