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 George’s Last Fishing Tale

 


 


“You can’t catch fish that way.” George was
startled.

“Over here,” said the voice again.

“Huh? George looked behind him. There jumping
up above the water line, was a big fish!

“Hello, George. You can’t catch me, so don’t
even try. George, close your gaping mouth, and listen.”

“Why should I listen to a fish?’

“Because I am King Fish—of this lake. And a
Kingfish rules the fish of the lake. I tell them when they can go
out and play with the things you fishermen try teasing us
with.”

“Things?’

“Yes, the bait, the lures...all that stuff.
You know, if you fishermen would learn to use the right bait, you’d
have more luck. Those fancy colored lures you use—they only lure us
to your line, by their light. And then it’s usually only the young
fish that are fooled. Us older, more mature, and bigger fish are
trained not to be fooled. Of course, there’s a few that fall by the
wayside. Like you humans.”

“What are you talking about?’

“Never mind. We are a kingdom, and our
kingdom has a limit, yet we keep multiplying. So what do we do with
the extra fish? We give them to you!

The fish suddenly disappeared into the water.
George sat in his boat waiting for the fish to resurface and tried
calling to it. “Here fishy”! “Mr. Nice Fish”! “Fishy, come talk to
me”! and on and on. Finally George thought he’d better go home, as
it was getting dark. Maybe Mr. Fish was right. Maybe he wasn’t
fishing with the right bait.

Two days later, George headed out to the lake
and to the same spot where he saw Mr. Fish. He called out for the
fish, but there was no answer. Well, he’d just sit there until dark
again.

“George! George! Wake up”!

“Huh?’ says the half-sleeping George. “Well,
Mr. Fish. King Fish, I mean. Where’ve you been?’

“In my palace. Hey—George, you scuba dive,
don’t you?’

“Now how did you know that? I haven’t since I
was....”

“In your younger years, I know. Listen, get
some scuba equipment, put it on, and be at the south point of the
lake by the little creek tomorrow around this time.”

“Wait”! George yelled, but it was too late.
Mr. Fish had returned to the deep waters. George then decided he’d
better leave and arrange for some scuba equipment if he was to
return early the next day.

George returned as instructed, put the suit
on and made sure all else was ready, then sat on a big rock to wait
for Mr. Fish.

A short while later, Mr. Fish appeared.
“George, I want you to follow me. I’m going to take you on a
tour.”

“Okay.” He followed the fish like a servant
following his king. George saw the deep waters filled with all
kinds of fish—all shapes and sizes. The mean-looking fish made
George a little nervous, but even those fish seemed to have respect
for King Fish, as they seemed to bow to him.

“George! George, look, but don’t speak. If I
ask you a question, just nod your head. Okay?’

George nodded his head in agreement.

“George. Now you have seen how the fish in my
kingdom respect me—even the big, mean-looking ones. Now we will go
up closer to the surface. Follow me. Now see the boats at the top?
Do you see those lights? Those are the fancy lures you people use.
Now look to your left—do you see those fish moving that way?’ Then
King Fish arranged his mouth in an “O” shape, as if whistling,
although George didn’t hear a sound. “Now, see George, they are
coming back. I signaled them. Do you know where they were headed?
They were headed toward the food at the end of that fisherman’s
line over to the far left. Look up to the boat. Now follow an
imaginary line from the boat down to those weeds over there. Now
look close. There’s some food on a hook dangling in those
weeds—right where those fish were headed. Now look up again, I’ll
bet you can almost see the fish line. Now let’s go back up. I think
you’ve seen enough.”

“Well King, I now understand what you said
about the fancy lures and stuff. It’s no wonder I rarely catch
anything. Thanks.”

“Well, George. I’ve seen you out here time
after time, and I was beginning to feel sorry for you. Now you will
have better luck. And don’t tell anyone about our little escapade
as no one will believe you anyway. Just like all your other
tales.”

“My other tales? How did you know...?’ but
King Fish disappeared.

George vowed he would never tell another fish
tale. And the next time he went out fishing he brought a friend
with him—to tell the tales, of course.

 


-The End-
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 Smith’s Cows Invade the Town

 


 


“Those cows are invading us again! Quick, get
everyone off the street! yelled the grocery store manager into the
telephone. The grocery store was on the west end of town, and the
cows were coming from that end.

“Sergeant Dells! Johnson! Morrison”! Get
everybody off the street! Now! Before someone gets hurt”! yelled
the Chief of Police. “And Thompson, get those Smiths in here.”

A couple hours after the cows stampeded
through the main street, knocking over only a few signs, and
breaking the barbershop window, the Smiths arrived.

“John, Mildred. Sit down”! yelled the Chief
as he sat down behind his desk. He then pounded his fist on the
desk which made Mildred jump, and demanded, “now tell me how this
happened.”

“I don’t have enough space to hold all these
cows,” John Smith tried to explain.

“Then why have so many?’ asked the Chief as
he sneered.

“I couldn’t help it. I mean....”

“You mean what?’ demanded the Chief.

“I mean, they kinda got away from us, their
numbers, I mean.”

“How?’ This the Chief had to hear.

“Well, it all started when....” Seemed as
though John and Mildred were having some trouble getting Mildred
pregnant, so they went to a gynecologist. He prescribed some
fertility pills for Mildred. She took some, got pregnant soon
thereafter, and gave birth to twins. Later, when John and Mildred
were having problems multiplying their herd of beef cattle, Mildred
decided she would help the process along by giving the females
fertility pills, and discovered that they worked. Since she didn’t
have enough of the pills, she persuaded a couple female friends of
hers to go to the same gynecologist and claim the same story as
she, so they could get fertility pills. They obliged, and soon the
Smith’s herd of beef cattle had multiplied tenfold. Then Mildred’s
friends started using the pills on their cows, and their friends on
their cows, until there were more cows than people.

“But what are we going to do with all these
cows?’ demanded the Chief.

“What do you suggest?’ inquired John.

“I can quit giving them pills,” said
Mildred.

“You’re still giving them—Mildred”! exclaimed
John.

“Mildred, if you don’t stop this at once, I
will put you in a cell so you can”! yelled the Chief.

Mildred jumped. “Yes, sir,” she was almost in
tears.

“And I want you to get all those darn pills
from all your friends and their friends and whoever else, and bring
them here to me. I’ll give you twenty-four hours”!

Mildred jumped up that very minute. “Not just
yet. Sit down! We’re not through yet.” Mildred sat down. “And I
want you both to get rid of half those cows immediately. How many
are there? Three, five thousand?’

“I would guess at least five thousand,”
answered John.

“Five thousand cows! That’s more than one cow
per person in this town! This could be a lot of money, but—John,
you are a carpenter, are you not?’

“Yes, but what does--?’

“We either have to build barns for all these
cows or give them away, or shoot them, and we’d sure hate to do
that. Some of the neighboring towns might be able to use....”

“But so could we,” answered John.

“Well, how many cows can you hold in your
barn? Not as many as you have—right?’

“Right! In fact, I have about three times
more than I can handle. I could try to build another barn,
but....”

“How many people do you know who can build
barns or do any carpentry at all?’ inquired the Chief.

“Let’s see, there’s Sam, George, Jim, Stan,
Don, that new guy, and....”

“Well, gather them all together. Also any
available worker. Anyone who can help at all. Have them all here at
the city hall at 7:00 tonight. We will discuss what we are to do
then. You can go now.”

“Then we are not under arrest?’ asked
Mildred.

“No, but if you do not do as I say, you just
may be yet.”

“Don’t worry, we will,” said John.

The Chief sat back in his chair, thinking how
clever he was, how he could build up the town, how he could get
these people to do free labor, how it would make their cattle
industry grow, how...but they had to work quickly, before the cows
would demolish the town.





cover.jpg





tmp_3c4cf8c9f72af92c51cab7eee38c6028_3cGGIF_html_m10f24ae9.png





tmp_3c4cf8c9f72af92c51cab7eee38c6028_3cGGIF_html_m711a6fdc.png





