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Stanley Lambchop 
woke up one new 
morning and found 
himself — like so 
many mornings 
before — in a new 
twist on the same 
old problem …



Stanley was not only 
still flat, as usual, but 
now he was also just 
plain flat broke. 

(I guess that’s why 
he was sleeping in 
the park.) 





You see, an enormous 
puffed-up man with a 
top hat and a key ring 
had flattened his bank 
account with a Big 
Board and then floated 
away, smiling sweetly. 

All the witnesses were 
badly shocked.



Stanley’s broker was no 
longer returning his 
phone calls.

He was “broker than the 
Ten Commandments,” 
as a musician friend of 
his used to say. 



In those days, the 
general economy was …
well, you know.

Not much, Stanley, what’s up with you?



Stanley’s wise pastor, 
the right Rev. Charles 
F. Stanley, suggested 
that he get flat on his 
knees and pray on it. 



So while he waited for 
an answer from God, 
Stanley decided to go 
to the library.



At the library, there was a man 
in the Chinese philosophy section 
trying to solve a puzzle. 

Being flat, Stanley was pretty good 
at puzzles, and offered to help.



Stanley liked the library. It was free
edu-tainment, and he could easily lose 
himself there in the stacks. He chose a 
book at random and just dived right in … 



Oddly enough, the book he found 
himself in was titled Flatland, written 
in the 1880s by Edwin A. Abbott. 
It was about people like him who live 
on a flat surface in two dimensions — 
and other people who live on a line in 
one dimension — and even people 
living on a point in zero dimensions!

Normal 3-dimensional people live in 
what Mr. Abbott called “Spaceland.”





About a hundred years later, some
scientists would speculate that we 
live in a universe that might have 
ten or eleven dimensions — even 
though most Spacelanders can only 
sense four of these dimensions: 
height, width, depth, and time.

The scientists called this idea string 
theory.  One of them, Dr. Stephen 
Hawking, wrote a book about it that can 
be understood by most Spacelanders. 
The book is titled The Universe in a 
Nutshell. It says the universe might be 
made of membrane-like things of 
various dimensions called p-branes. 





The title “Universe in a Nutshell” 
reminded Stanley of something in a 
play by Mr. William Shakespeare, 
called Hamlet.

Since he was already in the library, 
he thought he’d take a look for it.
It was easy to find. They had a lot of 
books by and about Mr. Shakespeare.





Stanley sometimes thought of the library 
itself as infinite space. The vastness and 
flatness of all those pages seemed good 
to him. 

Not only could he travel through space 
there, he could travel through time. 
Once, his History class went on a “field 
trip” through time.

It was actually a sea voyage. 





Another time, Stanley mingled with 
some of the most influential artists on 
the vanguard of the modern aesthetic.  
(“Modern” was a term they used to 
describe what is now called “the old 
days.” They started around 1900.)

He was a little nervous at this party, 
where he got to meet one of his heroes, 
a painter named Pablo Picasso.

This painter was famous for being a 
member of an art movement called 
Cubism — which Stanley thought a little 
strange, because most of the people in 
the paintings looked really flat, as did 
their furniture and their guitars.



Everywhere Stanley went, he 
would discover more and more 
flat people. Some of them wore 
old-timey clothing and listened 
to American Gothic music. 







In Tel Aviv, Stanley made good 
friends of some ladies who were 
working in the advertising business, 
as do quite a few other flat folk 
around this big round world.

Through professional connections 
they found Stanley some work in 
advertising too. He was glad to get 
it, and he even started feeling alright 
about big boards again.



Stanley was now beginning to feel so 
good that his physician, Dr. Dan, stopped 
trying to push the medication he had 
wanted to prescribe to mitigate what he 
called Stanley’s “flat affect.”

Pretty soon, the news of  Stanley’s 
improvement got around to his great-
uncle, the famous self-described hillbilly 
musician Ralph Stanley, whose friend 
Lucinda Williams needed an accordion 
player for her next tour, which featured 
songs from her recent CD, World 
Without Tears. 

Stanley was so happy to get the gig that 
he broke down and cried.



Accordion to everyone who saw the 
shows, he was a real “wild man” on 
his instrument.

His antics quite tickled Lucinda.



Because of the work in advertising and 
music that had come his way, Stanley 
was no longer flat broke. In fact, he now 
had more money than he needed. 

He expressed his thankfulness to God for 
delivering him from penury by giving a 
good part of his newfound wealth to his 
church’s Deacons’ Fund (which had been 
established to help other people who 
were flat).

Then he went out and bought the big new 
flat-screen television that had struck his 
fancy. On it he would watch his favorite 
cartoons, and there were times when he 
couldn’t help but smile a little when the 
evil “Wile E. Coyote” would fall off a 
very high cliff and get flattened on the 
desert floor below. . . .





The author, all puffed up 

and attempting to defy gravity.
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