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Précis

As we learned in Episode II, when Betty’s 

parents, the New York socialite archeologists Brewster

and Anna Blinkwell, disappear mysteriously in Texas a

few days before Halloween, Betty decides to take a

whole family of really dumb pumpkin genies, the

Vileburgers, with her to Texas to help find them. 

Some help. 

But with the wise assistance of Doc Sage they

reach the remote Texas ranch of the mysterious oil 

magnate, J. Bull Petty, and work their way around the

guarded gate to arrive at an old abandoned Ghosttown. 

There, in the Ghosttown bar, J. Bull Petty laughs

at their desperate plight and his cheezy lawyer, Sidney

Blight, tells them that Betty’s parents have vanished and

the search for the Lost Civilization of Texas is over – this

cold, abandoned bar in Ghosttown is it.

Now, in Episode III, Betty and Doc Sage must

somehow find a way to learn the truth – and save Betty’s

Mom and Dad from the oily clutches of J. Bull Petty!

riding the bulls on Wall Street.” 

“And did he actually believe that?” asks

Betty incredulously. 

“Apparently,” says Aunt Fiasca smiling

brightly, “but why don’t we ask him?” She turns

to the silent cowboy economist back in the corner

of the elevator, still wearing his bandana to stop

the dust. 

“What do you say, Bronco Bob?” says Aunt

Fiasca, slipping the bandana off the cowboy.

Bronco Bob, who looks exactly like Brad Pitt,

gives Aunt Fiasca a warm soft smile. 

“Oh, Betty,” says her aunt, “you were so

right about Texas.”

incredulously, adj. Like, the way you say something when you
can’t believe your ears. “Surely you jest!”
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Scene XVIII cont.

SALOON INTERIOR – BETTY HAS JUST
BEEN INTRODUCED TO  J. BULL PETTY’S
LAWYER, SYDNEY BLIGHT, WHO TELLS

HER THAT BEFORE HER PARENTS 
DISAPPEARED THEY DID, INDEED, FIND 

A LOST CIVILIZATION IN TEXAS .

“This” says the sulphurous lawyer with a

nasty smile, “is it!”

Seated behind his eloquent corporate 

down and finally they notice the slightly lower

hills in the great wilderness below. No one says a

word now, but there are audible gasps. One by

one they plop down on the ridge to stare out at

what is there before them.

Twelve enormous hills, each in the shape of

a rough pyramid, soar from the valley floor to a

height more than a thousand feet. Individually,

each with its scattered trees and golden grass

looks perfectly natural. But from high on the

ridge it is clear that each is a perfect tetrahedron

in precise line with the next, and the next – form-

ing an immense grid of peaks almost a mile wide

and more than a mile long in perfect alignment

with the sun, by far the most colossal 

construction achievement in human history.

“As I was saying, Dad,” says Betty finally,

“it’s not over at all.”
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and turns green, outside the sky darkens and

lightening hits an armadillo, which expands to the

size of a beer keg and scampers out of town down

the dirt road. But nothing else happens. 

“Slime, snakes, spells ...” The Vileburgers

desperately read down the index of a battered

instruction manual they have found under the bar,

left by the town’s previous occupants, entitled

“Ghostly Guide to Nasty Tricks.” 

J. Bull Petty again leans forward in his

leather chair and once more speaks in a chilling

voice to Betty. “Listen, little girl, there’s a storm

coming up. Time for you to go.” 

“No.” says Betty, folding her arms over her

chest. “Not til we find Mom and Dad.” 

“Tar and thunderation!” roars Petty, not

used to being contradicted. “Snake? These folks

are trespassing and don’t want to listen. I want

you to throw them outta here. Tie ’em up until

adventure. Now I’m just a bit sorry it’s over.”

“Oh, it’s not really over, Dad,” says Betty.

“Darling, what do you mean? Of course it’s

over and now we’re all safe and together again.”

“I mean just turn around, everyone, and
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hand,” says Doc shaking his head.

“Yes,” agrees the invisible Otho who is

afraid of the dark. “And say, Betty, if it’s okay

with you we’ll just go back and wait in the bar.”

“Doc, I’ve got a cell phone in my pocket. If

I can hold it, can you punch in the numbers?” 

“Ho-ly!” Doc whistles shaking his head,

“Betty you’re something else!” Betty holds the

phone as Doc punches in the numbers she 

dictates. In New York, Aunt Fiasca hears the

phone ring.

Scene XX

INTERIOR – THE BLINKWELL PENTHOUSE. 

Aunt Fiasca picks up the phone. “Betty!

Where are you? What? What? What?” As Betty

updates her aunt over the phone, Fiasca is 

Scene XXVI

EXTERIOR – UP ON THE HIGH RIDGE

LOOKING DOWN ON GHOST TOWN TO

THE EAST. THE NEW YORK ADVENTUR-

ERS WITH THEIR NEW FRIENDS DOC SAGE

AND BRONCO BOB SLOWLY ASCEND THE

TRAIL TO THE TOP. THEY LOOK BACK TO

THE SCENE OF THEIR HARROWING

ESCAPE, AND THE BEAUTY OF THE TEXAS

SKY AND GREAT YELLOW RIDGES SEEMS

ALL THE MORE BEAUTIFUL.

“I don’t mean to be ungrateful, Betty,” says

Mom, “but did you have to make Mr. Petty and

the others quite so small?” They stare out at the

sweeping scene as squeaky howls and curses float

up from far below as Petty and the others crash

through the dense, thorny underbrush flailing 
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Scene XXI

LATER – SHED INTERIOR. J. BULL PETTY
ENTERS TO PERSONALLY ESCORT THE

TRUSSED-UP PAIR TO THE WAITING VAN.

“Sorry we had to tie you up like this, little

girl, but it was for your own protection. Can’t

have more people wandering off into the hills and

disappearing forever, now can we?” Petty laughs

as the pair are dragged away, then steps back to

watch the scene. As he does he hears a cracking

sound underfoot. 

Reaching down, he picks up Betty’s crushed

cellphone. Petty’s mean look deepens. “Just a

minute, boys. Change of plans. Looks like this

pair may have been making some phone calls.

Shows what being nice to people gets you. So

let’s just keep things real simple. Ted and Ed, you

Vileburgers still struggling with the indecipher-

able instructions of the Ghosts Manual. 

“It’s impossible!” Otho tells her. “It’s 

simply impossible.” Betty stares in disbelief. 

“Turn it around,” she hisses to the chief of

the Vileburgers, “You’ve got it upside down.” 

“Oh, yeah!” says Blech. “That’s much

better.” 

Petty’s murderous rage can be deflected no

longer. “Okay, you people. I’m going to blow

your heads off. But before I do, would anyone

like to say a few last words?” He looks up and

down the row at his victims who are too 

disheartened to speak. 

“Well,” Petty repeats his evil invitation,

“nothing more to say?” Finally, on the end, Betty

raises her hand. 

“Yes, I would like to say one more thing if I

may.”

“Well then go ahead, say it,” orders Petty. 
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gonna die.” 

“Unfortunately, yes,” says Ed unhappy to

lose his tutors so quickly. “We now put you with

the others, lock you in until we blow the whole

mine. See over there? We already start last

week.” Ed nods ahead into the mine where the

tunnel splits. The left split is filled with a wall of

crushed rock. The right split is sealed off by a

wall of iron bars. “We put you in here. This tun-

nel is dead end. The others are in here, too. Sorry,

no escape. Soon you all be dead for Halloween.” 

Ted & Ed.

Scene XXV

INTERIOR – BACK AT THE BAR. PETTY’S

MEN ARE DRAPED EVERYWHERE. THINGS

ARE NOT GOING AS PLANNED FOR THE

BILLIONAIRE OILMAN.

“Seems I underestimated you, little lady”

says Petty inching forward with his broken bottle. 

“Seems you did,” says Fiasca. “Why don’t

you put down that silly bottle and let’s talk.” 

“Okay,” says Petty, dropping the bottle on

the bar with one hand while pulling up an 

enormous black .45 with the other pointed

straight at Fiasca’s chest. “Let’s talk.” 

Petty looks around the bar for a moment,

distracted by an increasing flurry of unnatural

movements, sounds, levitations, color modula-

tions, inaudible chatter from nowhere, birdcalls,

flying noodles, and 175 banana peels suddenly
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face is hidden under a bandana to keep out the

dust. “No use saving the batteries any more,” says

the pragmatic economist cowboy leading the way.

”Might as well use this now.” 

As they stumble along, deeper and deeper

into the mineshaft, Dad explains to Doc and Betty

what happened. “The problem is, this mine ends

up under Bronco Bob’s Rancho Peor. So when we

stumbled onto the original Oiltec oil caverns,

maybe a bigger oil find than all of Saudi Arabia,

Mr. Petty was reluctant to let us go until Bronco

Bob missed his next bank payment and Mr. Petty

could pick up Rancho Peor for a song.” 

“He was very reluctant indeed,” adds Mom.

There is a mysterious light showing ahead around

the next bend in the tunnel. 

“But what about the lost civilization? Mr.

Petty said that was Ghost Town.” asks Betty. 

“Well not exactly,” says Dad, “that’s what

we told Mr. Petty once we discovered his 

lady,” says Petty. He picks up a bottle off the bar,

smashes off the bottom against the side of a

henchman’s head, and advances on Aunt Fiasca

with the razor-sharp stump held out to slash his

intended victim across the throat. 

“Hold her, boys,” Petty commands his men. 

They circle in on Fiasca, who backs them off in

an amazing brawl which the Vileburgers sit down

to watch, forgetting for the moment their own

emergency.

Scene XXIV

INTERIOR – BACK IN THE CITY OF THE

OILTECS.

“I think I know how to get us out of here,”

says Doc looking around. “You said this spread
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The Lost City
of the Oiltecs.

Scene XXIII

EXTERIOR – THE DIRT ROAD INTO GHOST
TOWN. A WOMAN IS SPEEDING THROUGH
THE TWISTING CURVES IN A RED FERRARI

WITH A CUSTOM-MOUNTED PAIR OF
TEXAS LONGHORNS ON THE FRONT

HOOD. IT IS AUNT FIASCA.

Aunt Fiasca screeches to a halt in front of

the saloon. She is wearing dark glasses, a Dior

leather jumpsuit and her hair is flowing. As the

dust clears, Petty’s henchmen move in on all

sides to circle the car. Snake comes up to stroke

the emblematic longhorns. “Nice car, Lady,” he

says whistling. “What kind is it?”

“You mean it’s not a Jeep?” asks Fiasca.

“I’ve never driven an automobile before. I’m here

from New York. I told them I wanted a Jeep.

Where’s Mr. Petty?” 

“He’s inside,” says Ed. “But watch your-
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rise above the green world below to shine in the

light. On a small clay sign next to one of the 

pyramids is the mysterious inscription, “Ethyl

23¢ per gallon.”

“Wow,” exclaims Betty, “this must go way

back.”

“That’s right, Betty, the fabulous lost city of

the ancient Oiltecs.” Dad cleans his glasses. They

walk together down the path through the forest

and into the splendid city. 

“Geehossephat!” says Doc, scratching his

head. “Right here all the time.”

“But not much longer, I’m afraid. If 

Mr. Petty gets his hands on Rancho Peor and

starts drilling this place will fill up with oil and

will be lost forever.” 

“And us with it,” Mom reminds her 

husband, “if we don’t find some way out of

here.”

dastardly intentions. And in a sense it’s true. But

the real lost world of the Oiltecs is something

else. In fact, this is it.” 

As they round a turn in the tunnel, the party

steps out into an immense interior space in the

earth, with only a distant horizon at the edge of

subterranean mountains. A soft white light from

an indeterminate source gives nutrition to a 

flowering jungle, and here and there splendid

temples and great Oiltec pyramids constructed by

ancient engineers with immense clay pipes 

glitter with the sacred wealth of petroleum and

dastardly, adj. A really rotten thing to do is a dastardly act. Like
when your little brother sneaks into your room at night in the
dark and whilst you are sound asleep secretly ties one of your
pant legs to the chair so when you get up late in the morning
and need to rush out to catch the bus you can break your leg
just trying to pull your pants on. That’s serious dastardly.

indeterminate, adj. Something is which is indeterminate is 
something with a source, a location, or a cause which you can’t
figure out. Or as the opposite example, the reason your dog
came in from the back yard last night smelling like a skunk was
not entirely indeterminate
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self,” warns Ted, “he’s in a mean mood.” Fiasca

looks the two men up and down. 

“That must be quite mean,” she replies.

Aunt Fiasca leaps over the car door as Ted and

Ed stumble back out of her way and strides up the

stairs into the saloon. 

“Well, well,” says Petty. “What have we

here? Not another one.” As Aunt Fiasca stops in

front of the evil oilman, the Vileburgers continue

to sit invisibly on the bar trying to make sense out

of the old Ghosts Guide to Nasty Tricks. 

Their experiments are increasingly noisy

and noticeable -- a cactus pie in the face here, a

purple 15-foot tumbleweed blowing through the

saloon doors there -- and are starting to get on 

J. Bull Petty’s nerves. But they still haven’t quite

got it right, and they sense time is running out. 

“You’re holding some friends of mine, 

Mr. Petty. I want them released immediately.” 

“I think you’ve made a big mistake, little
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runs under Bronco Bob’s place?” 

“That’s right,” says Dad. “We must be

directly under it right now.”

“Well Bob’s bunkhouse has a little tornado

cellar. Once I went down there, and I remember a

little breeze of cool air.” 

“Coming out of a crack in the floor,” says

Bob under his mask, “I remember that, too.” 

“Right,” says Doc, “Like a chimney or

something. Must be somewhere like right over

here.” 

“Could be the bunkhouse was originally

built to cover an Oiltec escape exit,” Dad theo-

rizes. 

“Well, what do you think?” says Doc,

uncovering a rock chimney ascending through the

roof of the giant vault behind some vines.

“Let’s try it,” says Betty. And up they climb.

Here both Ted and Ed laugh at Ed’s timely

and hilarious holiday observation. They untie Doc

and Betty, throw them into the tunnel, lock the

lock, and walk away whistling. It’s very dark.

Then there’s a scratching sound, and a light. In

the yellow flicker from the match, they see it’s

Dad, along with Mom and Bronco Bob. 

Betty and her parents embrace, then sudden-

ly there’s the muffled sound of an explosion.

“That’s it for us,” says Doc. “They must have

blown up the main tunnel. Now no one can find

us. We’re done for.” 

“Not necessarily, Doc,” says Dad. “This

used to be a dead end tunnel before they blew out

the other side of the split. Now it seems to con-

nect with some deeper cavity. Smell that air? I

think you may be surprised. No use staying here

anymore. Let’s go.” 

As the party moves single-file through the

tunnel, Bronco Bob snaps on a flashlight. His
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laid out on the floor between himself and Aunt

Fiasca. “Well, you’ve had a nice run, whatever

your name is. Most entertaining. I’m almost sorry

it’s over. But really, I’m more sorry for you.” 

He adjusts the gun to point at Fiasca’s head.

The clock on the wall runs backward, a vulture

flies in and lands on Petty’s head, a 25-foot cow

leans in through the bar window, a band plays

“Yes, We Have No Bananas” while confetti drops

from the ceiling. 

But Petty is unaffected and takes aim at the

fearless New Yorker before him. Suddenly there’s

a commotion at the front of the bar, and his men

burst in. “Boss, look what we found crawling

outta the basement at the other place.” 

“Well, well,” says Petty pausing in his

intended act of homicide. “Bring them over here.

We’ll take care of them all together.” The hench-

men push their captives together in a line in front

of the bar. Betty, at the end, looks up to see the

take care of it. Put these two in with the others.

Then tonight I want them all to disappear just like

the Oiltecs. And this time, make it permanent.”

Scene XXII

EXTERIOR AND INTERIOR – THE OLD
ABANDONED MINE.

Ted and Ed, Petty’s powerful twin Russian

roustabouts, are a pair of criminal thugs from --

where else?-- the Crimea. Their Texas drawl is

new, and delivered in a fresh Russian accent. 

“Is not going to be happy trials for you,”

says Ed to Doc. 

“Trails,” says Doc.”You mean trails.” 

“Oh, yes, I see,” says Ed, “Thanks you.” 

“Thank you,” corrects Betty. 

“What’s to thank for?” laughs Ted.”You
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“Okay,” says Betty, “turn him green.” 

“What’s that?” says Petty, not quite 

understanding her words. 

“I said, turn him green,” Betty repeats as

loud as she can. Petty looks confused and then,

suddenly with a squishy popping sound, his face

and body explode with green, and fat yellow dots

pop out everywhere. At the same time, he starts to

shrink. Petty howls, and drops the gun. He is now

a foot tall and helpless. Rolling his eyes he 

scampers toward the saloon door.

“In fact,” says Betty, “just turn them all

green. It will keep them busy.” 

As Mom and Dad, Doc and Bronco Bob --

who is now holding Fiasca in his protection and

vice versa -- watch in amazement, all of the 

oilman’s henchmen turn green, shrink to the size

of a football, and run screaming for the door. 

“Dang,” says Doc, “Never seen anything

like it. I guess that’s why they call it Texas.”

transformed from shocked to disbelieving to

stunned to just plain mad. She asks question after

question. Finally, she has only one more question

for her helpless niece tied up in a shed by a 

ruthless Texas billionaire. 

“This Bronco Bob, what does he look like?

Uh, huh. Really! Do they all look like that? Uh,

huh. Okay.” Aunt Fiasca develops a new look of

determination. “Betty, don’t worry. I’m on my

way.” 

Slamming down the phone, Aunt Fiasca

goes to pack her briefcase. She pauses in the 

paneled hallway, then suddenly swings her body

over in a complete somersault to kick a Ming

vase from a high pedestal into the next room

where a shattering sound is heard. All those years

of karate lessons, she thinks grimly to herself,

could finally come in handy.
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uselessly against their unusual but well-deserved

fate. “I mean, if they stay down there very long

they could only survive by catching and eating

rodents smaller than they are and after a few

years it could destroy this whole wonderful 

ecology.”

“Sorry, Mom,” Betty replies, “but I really

had nothing to do with it. I think it was the Curse

of the Oiltecs.”

“Wow,” says Mom, “the Curse of the

Oiltecs. What a title for our book. Brewster, I

hope you’re writing all this down.”

“Most assuredly, Dear,” replies her husband.

And then he pauses with the others to look out

over the amazing scene one more time. For the

longest moment, an interval of pure beauty, no

one says a word. Then Dad finally breaks the

silence to speak for them all.

“You know, it was all such an amazing

most assuredly, interj. Like, positively. For sure!

Ace gets back from Gulch with the van. I want no

more surprises from this pair, especially ...” --

here Petty pauses and turns back to glare at Betty

-- “... this ugly little girl.” 

“Names will never hurt me!” shouts Betty

as she and Doc are hauled away to a storage shed

behind the saloon. “And someday,” she adds,

“you’ll be a foot tall and green.”

Scene XIX

INTERIOR – THE SHED.

“Listen,” says Snake, “if you know what’s

good for you you’ll shut up and go back to town

while you can. I’ve never seen Col. Petty so riled

up.” He slams the shed door, leaving Doc and

Betty tied up and sitting in the dark. 

“Betty, I think you mighta overplayed your
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look out the other way,” says Betty. She points to

the West, and they all finally turn themselves

around to peer in the opposite direction, slowly,

to gaze into the sun dancing low on the farthest

ridge. Then as their eyes adjust they begin to look

One by one they plop down on the ridge to gaze 
in awe at the astonishing landscape below them.

counsel J. Bull Petty chuckles. Then he reaches

forward, picks up both the attorney and his brief-

case, and shoves them back behind his chair. Now

once more staring straight at Betty he laughs

again, and it is not pretty. 

“And now,” says Petty, “it’s time for you to

mosey on back to New York City.” 

“I don’t think so,” says Betty. “Turn him

green.” A spittoon under the bar rattles briefly

Snake.
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Scene XXVII

INTERIOR – MANHATTAN ELEVATOR TO

THE BLINKWELL PENTHOUSE. 

EVERYONE IS CROWDING TOGETHER.

“You see, Betty? We’re back in time for

Halloween. Won’t all your friends be surprised!” 

“I’m sorry we had to leave Doc there to

manage things, but Bronco Bob’s herd still needs

looking after. And somebody has to watch out for

the Oiltec city until we can publish our findings

and get back there,” says Mom. 

“Well, at least Bronco Bob was able to

come home with us,” says Betty. “Aunt Fiasca,

what exactly did you tell Bronco Bob to make

him leave Texas and come back to New York

with us?” 

“Why, I just told him the truth. He could be

my senior partner and spend all his spare time
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Scene XXIX

EXTERIOR – BACK IN THE SCHOOLYARD

AT ROTTERDAM ACADEMY. 

ERWIN, MOLLY AND BETTY ARE FEEDING

PIGEONS.

“See, Betty?” says Erwin. “What did I tell

you? You went to Texas, and now your mom and

dad are back for Halloween. Goblins. Spooks.

Ghosts. Ghouls. It’s all happening tomorrow

night, Betty. I don’t want to scare you or anything

but do you think you’re ready for it?” 

As Molly and Erwin look at their friend,

they gasp as they see Betty’s head make a quick

triple 360-degree spin before she answers. 

“Could be, Erwin,” Betty answers, and

smiles. “What do you think?”

THE END.
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