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Précis

As we learned in Episode I, when Betty’s parents,
the 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.

Now, in Episode II, the real adventure is about to
begin.

THE END, EPISODE II: 
A WILD, WILD RIDE!
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Scene X

INTERIOR - AT THE DINNER TABLE, AUNT
FIASCA AND BETTY TALK THINGS OVER.

“Aunt Fiasca, could I talk to you about

something?”

“Why certainly, Betty, what is it?” 

“Why don’t we go to Texas and look for

Mom and Dad.” Aunt Fiasca drops her fork and

looks at Betty. 

“Betty, dear, we’ve been over this. You and

I don’t know anything about Texas. It’s big, it’s

filled with Texans and cactus and, well, we just

wouldn’t know what to do. And if an oilman like

for all parties concerned,” offers the man. He

presses a tiny black button on the briefcase, and it

snaps open into a table with mahogany legs.

Reaching inside, he extracts a folding chair 

J. Bull Petty.
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to your mother to learn calculus.”

“Aunt Fiasca,” says Betty apparently 

changing the subject, “why is it that you never

got married?” 

“Well, Betty, what makes you think I might

not get married? I’m certainly still of a marriage-

able age and I do think I have maintained an 

adequate figure so for all you know I might be

getting married at any time.” 

“Yeah, sure. But why haven’t you already

gotten married?”

“Well, that’s difficult to say. In New York

City, Betty, it’s particularly difficult to merge

with an appropriate person because, well, there is

simply an inadequate supply of suitable men. It’s

the sacred principle of the marketplace, Betty, the

inexorable Law of Supply and Demand.”

“Did you know, Aunt Fiasca, that according

to the last census there are more than 3.7 million

suitable men between 30 and 45 in Texas?” 

experimental results as they work to restore their

special talent for troublemaking in this alien

Texas environment. Ghost Town appears 

deserted. 

“There aren’t even any ghosts!” the

Vileburgers complain. Doc and Betty enter the

musty saloon and peer around in the dark.

Scene XVIII

SALOON INTERIOR - AS THEIR EYES
ADJUST TO THE LIGHT, THE SEARCHERS
SEE AN IMMENSE MAN IN AN IMMENSE

LEATHER CHAIR TURN SLOWLY AROUND
TO FACE THEM. IT IS NONE OTHER THAN

THE MYSTERIOUS J. BULL PETTY.

“Welcome to Saddlebags Spread,” growls

Petty. “What brings you to these parts?” 

“I came to find my Mom and Dad,” says
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“We,” Betty barks instructions to the 

confused ghouls with a glint in her eye, “are

going to Texas. No Aunt Fiasca. Just us. Together

we can do it.” 

“Oh, no, wait a minute,” moans Blech. “You

don’t understand. We’re, we’re only urban

ghouls. We don’t know from Texas.” 

“Yeah,” echoes Malice, “who knows what

could happen when you try to take New York

ghouls like us over state lines.” 

“That’s right,” Otha chimes in. “All of the

stuff we can do in the city probably wouldn’t

work. We’d be useless.” 

“Worse than useless,” adds Otho, “We

might be helpless.” Snit begins to quiver and

moan. 

“Useless, helpless, or worthless,” says

Betty, “it doesn’t matter to me. I’m going, and

you’re going and that’s the end of it.” 

“Yes,” says Betty smiling back, “I think we

are. Let’s go, Doc.” As they drive away, the 

frustrated Vileburgers continue to curse and snarl

in the back seat. 

“What do we do now, Doc?” Betty asks. 

“Why, we just go around them,” says Doc,

abruptly turning the jeep up a side road that Betty

hadn’t noticed before. As they twist and turn up

the winding dirt road, Doc and Betty agree that

something is amiss. Doc stops behind a rock to

hide the jeep, then grabs two canteens. 

“Come on, Betty, let’s go,” he says. They

climb up through the rocks, slide under a 
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“Oh, not a redeye,” fusses Otha, “I hate

redeyes. I believe my eyes are a perfect 

vermillion already.” 

“Let’s go,” orders Betty as she bolts for the

door. “We’re on our way. I’ve left a note for Aunt

Fiasca. Now if anything gets in our way, it’s your

job to do something about it.” 

“You mean like turn them into a spotted

pig?” asks Malice with new interest. 

“Only if absolutely necessary. It might be

better just to turn them green, or shrink them

first.” 

“Sure, Betty, you’re the boss. We could just

turn them into blobs of Jell-O® or something.

Whatever you say.” As they race to the elevator

door, the ghouls now carry Betty’s backpack and

hatbox. Betty suddenly stops, and looks back to

the twin pumpkins at the penthouse door. 

“Wait a minute,” she asks, “What’s in the

“Well then you wouldn’t mind if we just

look around a bit ourselves.” 

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible, sir. The

ranch is closed to visitors. I’m very sorry. You’ll

have to turn around.” 

“Well that’s a darn shame,” says Doc,

shaking his head. “Are you sure?” 

Betty has been watching, and listening to

this exchange. Now she speaks. “Turn them

green, please,” she says. 

Nothing happens. 

“I’m sorry, miss, what did you say?” says

the guard, coming closer with his automatic

weapon and a cold smile. The Vileburgers, 

meanwhile, are working frantically to turn the

guards green. 

“I warned you, Betty,” says Blech, “we’re

urban ghouls. You know, subways, bums, 

alligators in the sewers. This, this Texas is 

unnatural. Nothing works right here.” 
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on the plane in 50 minutes,” says Betty. 

“It may cost you a little extra, but I’ll take

the shortcut,” oozes Arnie. Arnie stops talking

and concentrates on his driving as he starts to

detect strange and impromptu movements by the

car. The cabbie has to steer forcefully to keep his

yellow ‘86 Mercury on the road, and starts head-

ing north on a fare-fattening detour. 

“Hey,” says Betty as she suddenly realizes

what’s happening, “you’re going to miss the

bridge!” 

Arnie spins around and looks over his

shoulder into the back seat. “Listen, Miss,” he

snaps, “I’ve been driving a cab for 30 years. I

think I know where I’m going.” 

“Well I think not,” replies Betty. The cab

abruptly swerves through heavy traffic across

four lanes, bounces off a guardrail, and chatters

over the median to put Arnie, fenders now 

riously disappeared. And so has Bronco Bob. 

“You got a picture of Bronco Bob?” asks

Betty. 

“Right here,” says Doc. “What do you

think?” Betty looks at the photo, shrugs, and

hands it back. 

“Okay, I guess. Maybe he just fell off his

horse too much.” 

“Maybe,” says Doc. “But he sure wouldn’t

just go off like that without telling me. He’s got

a big problem coming up on the ranch. If he 

doesn’t pay the bank when the next payment’s

due, he could lose Rancho Peor just like that.”

Doc snaps his fingers. “No, sir. Bronco Bob

wouldn’t just disappear. Something strange is

going on here, Betty.” 

“Well,” says Betty, “let’s find out. First

thing tomorrow let’s get ourselves out to the Petty

ranch and ask some questions.”
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Betty, “I think you better step on it before your

insurance runs out.” 

They screech to a stop in front of the

TexMex air terminal. Betty and the invisibles

jump out, slam the doors and hurry on to the 

ticket counter. Porters come up to look at Arnie’s

smoking cab. Then they look at Arnie. He has a

green face with big yellow spots.

Scene XIV

INTERIOR - INSIDE THE PLANE. BETTY
HAS A TICKET FOR A WINDOW SEAT. 
BUT THE PLANE IS FULL AND A FAT

WOMAN IS ALREADY SITTING IN HER
SEAT, AND ANOTHER ONE IS ON THE
AISLE. THEY’RE TWINS. THERE’S AN

EMPTY SEAT IN THE MIDDLE WITH A CAT
CARRIER UNDER IT ON THE FLOOR.

Scene XVI

EXTERIOR - SUNRISE.
MORNING LIGHT AND MUSIC. UNDER A
PINK AND GREEN SKY DOC’S OLD JEEP

ROLLS ACROSS THE SWEEPING VISTAS OF
WEST TEXAS. DOC AND BETTY IN THE

JEEP TALK THINGS OVER AS DOC DRIVES
THE LONG HIGHWAY TOWARD THE

REMOTE TOWN CALLED GULCH. FINALLY
THEY SHIFT OFF TO A SIDE ROAD AND

WIND UP AT THE RAMSHACKLE
BUNKHOUSE AT RANCHO PEOR.

Doc brings Betty up to date. Doc is the last

of the real old-time cowboys, and lives out on his

nephew’s broken-down ranch, Rancho Peor.

Bronco Bob got a Ph.D. in economics before he

realized that he would rather ride broncos in the

rodeo. Bob wasn’t much good at bronco riding

actually, but he still won himself an old dry ranch
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“Shrink them,” she says to no one in partic-

ular. There is a soft phop-plopping sound, and the

twins suddenly find themselves reduced to the

Thanks for the extra strudel, too. You know I

never flew upside down before.”

Scene XV

INTERIOR - AIRPORT TERMINAL. AN OLD,
WHITE-HAIRED COWBOY WITH A

PERMANENT SUNBURN, FADED JEANS
AND A STRAW HAT IS WAITING.

“Howdy, Betty,” says the old cowboy with

an easy smile. “Tarnation, is that really you? Well

bless my soul, you’re a little girl.” 

“Mom and Dad are my mom and dad, Mr.

Sage,” says Betty. “Little girl or not, I’ve got to

find them.” 

“Sure you do. And dang it, we will. But call

me Doc, Betty. Everyone else does. Doc Sage.

That’s my handle.” 

“Okay, Doc, but what’s your real name any-
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enormous loops and barrel rolls before finally

touching down. In the cockpit the pilots sit in an

extended silence, immobilized, staring out the

windshield in a daze. 

“Thank you,” says Betty exiting past the

flight attendant, “that was a most enjoyable flight.

size of cantaloupes and stuffed inside the cat 

carrier with their cat. During the flight other 

passengers encounter similar, vaguely unnatural

experiences. 

As the flight finally descends toward the

Houston airport, the aircraft performs a few 
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way?” Doc stops, drops Betty’s luggage and turns

back to look at her. 

“My real name,” says the old cowboy even-

ly, “is Parsley. And please don’t ever mention it

again.”

”Sure, Doc,” says Betty. “Let’s go.”

Doc Sage.

“Why don’t you just take this nice cozy

center seat, dear?” says one twin smiling. In no

mood for more conflict, Betty smiles back. 
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out in the middle of nowhere on which he now

runs a few cattle and rabbits. His uncle Doc Sage

helps out, and both men pick up some extra

money now and then doing favors for their 

neighbor, billionaire oilman J. Bull Petty. 

When Mom and Dad first arrive, Doc is

hired to show them around the back country on

Petty’s enormous Saddlebags Spread. They most-

ly take rock samples here and there, look around

a lot and scribble notes. So after a few days Doc

says adios to the scientists, lets Bronco Bob take

over as guide, and goes back to Rancho Peor.

When the time comes a few days later for

Doc to bring the Blinkwells a new package of

lightbulbs from Houston he drives over to Petty’s

ranch and gets terrible news -- the Blinkwells,

says the oilman’s secretary, have suddenly, myste-

adios, interj. The Spanish term to indicate a polite departure, like
goodbye. Very popular in the southwestern United States which
some would argue includes Texas.

hanging, on the transition road to the bridge and a

direct course to Kennedy. The stunned cabby now

drives along in shock, limp hands stuck to the

wheel, drifting almost unconsciously toward the

airport. “And from the looks of this cab,” adds

Then they look at Arnie. 
He has a green face with big
yellow spots.
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Scene XVII

EXTERIOR - NEXT DAY. 
THE GUARD GATE AT PETTY’S 
SADDLEBAGS SPREAD RANCH.

Betty and Doc pull up to the gate in Doc’s

old jeep. The guards are dressed in tan military

fatigues and carry automatic weapons. “Hi,

boys,” Doc drawls, “found them anthropologist

folks yet?” 

“No, sir, I’m afraid they’re still missing.

Just gone,” says the guard captain smiling back.

He has ears like a doberman. 

“Well, this little girl is their daughter and

we’ve come to help find them.”

“I’m afraid the search is over, sir,” the guard

repeats. “They’re gone.” 

fatigues, n. Casual clothing for soldiers who may or may not be
tired at all.

other pumpkin? The ghouls look at each other for

an answer. 

“Oh, gosh Betty,” says Otho ushering her

toward the waiting elevator, “You don’t really

want to know. It’s even worse.” 

“Yeah really!” the others chime in, and off

they go down the elevator to the waiting taxi,

driven by Arnie Fennerman from the Bronx.

Scene XII

INTERIOR - TAXI. THEY ALL PILE IN, 
BETTY IN THE BACK SEAT. THE OTHERS

ARE INVISIBLE ALTHOUGH THEY DO
OPEN AND SLAM THE TAXI DOORS.

“Where to, lady?” says Arnie trying to

scope out his unusual, diminutive fare. 

“Kennedy, and step on it. I’ve got to walk
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Betty notices small, odd things happening

behind the guards. Rocks steam, expand and levi-

tate, but only briefly. Several cows turn pink and

yellow, but only for a couple of seconds. A white

cockroach with chrome trim the size of a 

dalmation suddenly emerges from under a rock

and scurries away into the brush. Toads drop out

of a clear sky onto the old dirt road. But the

guards remain unaffected. Then there is a slight

snapping, crackling sound and Blech becomes

excited. 

“There you go. I think were starting to get

somewhere!” Betty looks where Blech is pointing

and sees a lumpy cactus, formerly tan, now bright

green with fat lemon needles. 

“Cactus are supposed to be green,” says

Betty to the unseen Blech. The guard observes

the cactus, then looks back at Betty. 

“Yes,” he agrees smiling, “it’s green. Well,

perhaps you’re ready to go now.” 

“Aw, gee,” says Blech. “It’s almost

Halloween. Why can’t we just stay here and have

fun? We could maybe shrink the mayor or 

something and turn him permanently green.” 

“An interesting suggestion,” agrees Betty.

“But tell me something. Once you turn someone a

permanent green color with big yellow spots, can

you still turn them back to normal?” 

“Well, sure,” says Otho. “But why?” 

“Never mind,” says Betty. “We’re going.

Dad keeps money and credit cards under the 

mattress. I already called Mom and Dad’s

emergency contact, a Mr. Sage. He seems very

nice. He’s going to meet us at the airport and

drive us to the place where Mom and Dad were

last seen. I called a taxi and it’s waiting down-

stairs to take us to the airport. I know it’s late but

we have a TexMex flight that goes out at 4 a.m.

We’ll just have to sleep on the plane.” 
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barbwire fence, and work their way toward a 

distant ridge where they look down and see, far

below, what appears to be an abandoned old 

mining town. They climb down cautiously

through the rocks and as they get closer they can

see a battered sign pocked with bullet holes by

the side of the road which leads through the 

center of town. It says, “Welcome to Ghost

Town.” 

“What do you think, Doc?” Betty asks. “Is

this the lost civilization of Texas?” 

“Well I don’t rightly know,” replies Doc,

“but it sure does appear to be lost. Let’s go find

the saloon and take a closer look. Maybe we can

still locate a drink.” 

As they trail along into town behind Doc

and Betty, the Vileburgers are ecstatic. A ghost

town! What better place, they assure Betty, to

restore their natural vile powers! Betty’s eyes

catch small glimpses of the invisible Vileburgers’

“No, Betty, I didn’t know that. I did wonder

where they all went. Thank you for telling me.”

Scene XI

INTERIOR - BETTY’S BEDROOM. IT IS 
VERY DARK. BETTY IS PACKING CLOTHES

INTO HER SCHOOL BACKPACK AND A
SPARE  HATBOX. SHE IS QUICK AND

METHODICAL.

“Okay, here we go. I am going to Texas. I

am going to Texas. And you ghouls -- are you

there, ghouls? -- are going with me.” 

“With you?” sputters Otho as he and his

associates make an abrupt, stumbling reappear-

ance. It is the middle of the night and they are

just waking up. “What do you mean, we’re going

with you?” 
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Betty. 

“Ah, yes,” says Petty looking down at the

girl with her hands on her hips and a determined

look about her. “I remember your Mom and Dad.

Nice folks. Disappeared as I recall. Too bad.

Sorry we can’t help you.” 

“What about the lost civilization?” asks

Betty, not to be so easily brushed aside. “What

happened to that?” Petty leans back and roars,

and henchmen back in the corners of the bar

laugh with him. 

Now a small, intense man with bulging eyes 

steps out from behind Petty’s chair and 

moves around to stop in front of Betty. He has a 

sulphur complexion, wears a Marcuse Staadt

wool suit and carries a strange lizard-hide 

briefcase.

“Perhaps I can better serve to answer any 

questions that you may have and help bring this

unfortunate episode to a satisfactory resolution

Mr. Petty couldn’t find your Mom and Dad, what

chance would we possibly have? No, Betty, I’m

afraid we must stay here and keep your promise

Aunt Fiasca.
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covered in a canvas pinstripe, pops it open, and

sits down behind the instant desk. He smiles 

unctuously, and waits.

“And just who are you?” asks Betty. She is

now starting to become seriously miffed.

The man blinks, licks his glossy teeth, and

then extends his left hand. In it is a grey card. “I

am Sidney Blight, Esq., general counsel for

Tyrannosaurus Oil.”

“Swell. So where exactly,” Betty demands

again, “is the lost civilization?”

The lawyer moans. “My Dear!” he declares 

waving his arms dramatically. “You will be quite

pleased to know that before the aforementioned

Mom and Dad disappeared, they did indeed find

the lost civilization. But what did you expect in

Texas?

“This is it!”
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THE ADVENTURE
CONTINUES

IN EPISODE III:

THE LOST CIVILIZATION!

Will the Vileburgers
ever be useful?

Can Betty and Doc Sage
somehow find Betty’s lost 

archeologist arents?

Are the Oiltecs just
a fabulous myth?

And will they all
miss Holloween?!
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