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 J.J. Gutenberg had plans to be a railroad. 

 This railroad would go through a forest to a town on the other side. It would bring 

Gutenberg great wealth, so he was quite excited to begin construction. But some people, who 

were aware of this railroad’s negative effects were not happy about it. One of these people was 

a wizard by the name of Gingavitis.  

Most people would not say anything to Gutenberg about the problems they had with his 

railroad, since Gutenberg was a powerful and threatening person. Gingavitis, however, did not 

care about power and threatening-ness because he was a wizard and wizards fear very little. 

So off Gingavitis went to Gutenberg’s igloo to try and change his mind about building 

this railroad. (For some reason, Gutenberg lived in an igloo. Nobody quite knew why, but they 

were afraid to ask.) 

Gingavitis rang the doorbell. He waited a few seconds until Gutenberg came to the door.  

“Who are you?” asked Gutenberg. 

“I am Gingavitis,” said Gingavitis. “I speak for the trees.” 

“Isn’t that quote taken by someone else?” questioned Gutenberg. 

 “Never mind that for now,” said Gingavitis, “I am here to ask you to stop building that 

railroad of yours.” 

“My railroad?” questioned Gutenberg. “What’s wrong with it? It provides transportation 

through the forest, which everyone knows can be dangerous.  It provides people with jobs. It 

provides ME with money. It is good in every way.” 

“Not every way,” Gingavitis told the railroad baron. “It harms nature. You cut down 

trees to make the track, and the train pollutes the air and makes too much noise for the 

animals. You’ll wreck the ecosystem!” 

“To be perfectly frank”, J.J. said to the wizard, “I do not care. Good day to you!”  

And with that, the greedy railroad baron slammed the door of his igloo on the eco-

friendly wizard. (Try using that sentence in a conversation.) 

J.J. and those who worked for him continued to construct his railroad through the 

forest. He did not see anything of Gingavitis until the next day, when he rang the doorbell.  



“Nobody’s home!” lied Gutenberg. 

“Oh alright,” said Gingavitis. “I suppose I’ll leave then.” 

“Ok, bye” said Gutenberg. 

“Bye,” said Gingavitis as he walked into the igloo. “I see you have continued building 

your railroad?” 

“That is true,” replied Gutenberg. “I do not care what you or nature thinks of it.” 

“Ah, but you should,” said Gingavitis. “Some green-striped owls have lost their homes; 

you cut down the trees they lived in. A green-striped owl’s favourite spot to nest is in trees.” 

“Why would I care about a couple of owls?” asked Gutenberg. 

“If they cannot find any trees to nest in,” explained Gingavitis, “they nest in igloos.” 

As if right on cue (because it was; Gingavitis had convinced the owls to wait until now to 

enter), several dozen green-striped owls flew into the igloo and sat on J.J.’s bed. And there they 

remained. 

“Good day to you,” said the departing wizard. 

Gutenberg, unmoved, went out and bought an air mattress. When he realized that owls 

hoot quite loudly at night, he went back to the store and bought earplugs. He was not quite as 

comfortable as in his own bed, but he was willing to sacrifice his bed to get his railroad built. “I 

will not surrender!” he thought to himself. “That blasted wizard will never stop my railroad 

from being built!” 

Gingavitis, who was also in bed, was thinking almost the same thing. “I will not 

surrender, either!” he thought. “That railroad baron will regret his actions!” 

A visit similar to the first two occurred the next morning. This time, Gingavitis did not 

bother to ring the igloo’s doorbell but walked in uninvited. 

“Good morning”, said Gingavitis, noting that the owls still remained on the bed. “I see 

my thirty-six feathered friends and I have failed to change your perspective?” 

“There is no way that the well-being a bunch of birds and a few trees could be any more 

important than the well-being of my railroad!” Gutenberg replied. “As I said already, it provides 

an income for me and dozens of others, and transportation through the dangerous woods. I will 

not stop my construction!” 

“That’s unfortunate” said the wizard. “You do not fully realize the consequences of your 

choices. The noise of construction has frightened the three-toed aardvarks away. The aardvarks 



eat the fast-spreading Ginko Weeds, and are all that keep them in check. They will now spread 

at untold rates to other areas… including your lovely flower garden I noticed in your yard.” 

As if on cue (this time it wasn’t; Gingavitis’ many talents do not include plant 

communication), a Ginko weed sprouted in the flowerbed outside. 

“Gimme all your money!” said one of the Ginko weeds, in the language of plants, to a 

nearby flower.  

“I don’t carry change!” replied the flower. 

The weed then proceeded to beat the flower senseless, then ran away to terrorize some 

other unfortunate plants. 

“Umm…” said Gutenberg, clearly confused at what just happened. “That is probably not 

a good thing. But it is better a thing than a railroad baron with no railroad. Goodbye!” And with 

that, he slammed the door in the wizard’s face. 

Gingavitis continued to visit the igloo every day for the rest of the week, each time 

showing J.J. another unintended effect his railroad. Each time J.J. refused to stop building his 

railroad. 

On Gingavitis’ eighth wizardly visit, he decided to change tactics. “I can see that you are 

frustratingly apathetic towards nature’s plight. So instead of showing you the harm that your 

railroad is causing, I will show you the goodness of nature. Come with me.” 

“Alright…” said Gutenberg, reluctantly. And with that they got on Gingavitis’ flying 

badger and flew towards the forest, leaving the owls to their game of poker. 

They descended somewhere in the middle of the forest. Other than the chirping of the 

birds and a slight breeze, it was quiet. 

They sat down on a log for a while. Eventually a fish jumped out of the water and 

offered Gutenberg an apple. 

“Thank you, Mr. Fish,” said Gutenberg. 

“You’re quite welcome,” responded the fish. 

They sat for a little while longer, Gutenberg eating his apple and Gingavitis eating a 

pickled cucumber sandwich he had brought. 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” asked Gingavitis after a few minutes. 

“Yes, this is very nice,” replied Gutenberg. “I am starting to see your point; it would be a 

shame if all of this was destroyed by—“ 



“TURTLES!” screamed Gingavitis, noticing a stampeding herd of Carnivorous Turtles 

heading directly towards them. (There were no flowers to stop the turtles, as the Ginko Weeds 

had scared them all away.) 

“I was thinking my railroad, but that too,” said Gutenberg. 

Gingavitis and Gutenberg both prepared to do battle with the turtle horde. Gingavitis 

pulled out his magic wand, and Gutenberg quickly unsheathed his boomerang. The battle was 

long and hard, but between Gingavitis’ freezing spells, Gutenberg’s wicked boomerang skills, 

and Gingivitis’s badger’s fire breath, they managed to send the turtles fleeing. 

“They will be back, and in greater numbers,” said Gingavitis. 

“No they won’t!” declared Gutenberg. “I will make certain of that.”  
 

Soon afterwards, Gutenberg made some changes to his railroad. He built bird boxes for 

the owls, and he changed the train to be powered by electricity, making it quieter and better 

for the air. Soon the owls and aardvarks were able to return to their homes, the Ginko weeds 

and carnivorous turtles left the woods, and the balance between nature and civilization was 

restored.  


