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Introduction

 


Here is a collection of many short stories.
Some of them have been published under Personalities to Avoid, some
under Star Tales, which is why there is more than one title for
some. However, included in this collection (and not in the others)
are: Grandmother’s Pride, The Candelabrum, I Quit!, and Christie
& Drew
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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.
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Box Elder Bugs

Jackie’s Adventure with Box Elder Bugs

 


"Hey Jackie, this starship is great."

"Yeah, isn't it though?"

"Where do you pick up these guys
anyway?"

"Oh, you mean Omar?

"Where did you meet him?"

"At the airport. You know, where Judd has a
business. He just came in there one day when I was there--just
looking for an airplane."

"He probably has lots of them, Jackie."

"Probably. But probably none like this."

"Isn't this something?"

"You know, Dot, when Omar asked me to come
with him here to the Space Point--well, I always thought this was a
restaurant. I never knew it actually took off."

"It usually doesn't," interrupted a man who
was passing by.

"Geez, that guy looks funny. You know if you
put antenna on him, he'd look like a bug--straight out of a science
fiction movie. Maybe that's where we are now. Hey, Jackie, wouldn't
that be funny? Just think--Jackie and Dot in a science fiction
movie?"

"Oh, Dot, you're crazy."

"You know, when Omar asked me to dinner
here, I was very impressed because the tickets are so expensive. So
of course I said yes. And then it turns out he owns this place! And
it actually takes off and floats in outer space. I do seem to know
how to find the rich ones, don't I? Hey, Dot, how do you like the
guy he fixed you up with?"

"Oh, he's okay. But he seems to have a lot
of money and that is what counts."

"Speaking of money. When I met Omar the
other night for dinner and was a few minutes late, and I explained
that the reason I was late was because I had to drop my drapes off
at the cleaners, as they had Box Elder bugs trapped in the open
weave, he told me I should throw them out instead, and that he
would buy me new ones."

"Hey, Jackie, since Omar and Abduhl are busy
having their secret meeting, why don't we go downstairs to the
bar?"

"Secret? Omar just said he thought we'd be
bored. Okay. But for a drink. Not to check out the guys. I mean,
remember who we're with."

"Yes, Jackie," Dot replied rather
reluctantly.

Just as Jackie and Dot were about to walk
down the stairs, Dot starts rummaging through her purse and says:
"Why don't you go ahead Jackie. I can't seem to find my hairspray.
I need to go to the gift shop to get some."

"Oh, come on. You don't need hairspray."

"Yes I do. I don't want to look like a
spook."

"Okay, I'll meet you down there. But hurry
up. I hate to sit in bars alone."

"Okay. See you in a few minutes."

Jackie went down to the bar by herself. She
was startled at the difference in atmosphere between the upstairs
dining area and this bar. This bar was smoky, very dingy looking,
and contained some very rough-looking characters. All except one,
that is. That one was a big guy sitting at the bar, and seemingly
alone. His big hat, jeans, plaid shirt, and big build made him look
like a Texan cowboy.

"Hey, lady. Over here." It was the cowboy
speaking.

Since he looked safer than anyone else
there, Jackie went over and perched herself on the empty barstool
next to him.

"What are you drinking?"

"Mmm. I'll take a wine. . . ."

"Wine! Ha! The lady will take a beer!"

"Light, ple--"

"Heavy," he ordered.

"Okay. Hey, what is with everyone down here.
They look so different. And I can't understand anything they're
saying. It sounds like a hum, or a buzz."

"Kinda buggy, ain't it?" He then stuck a
pipe in his mouth.

"Please excuse me, I need to go to the
restroom."

"The john? Well, don't worry, I'll save your
place, pretty lady."

"Thanks." Where is Dot? What is taking her
so long? Oh well, I'll go to the restroom. Maybe when I come out
she'll be down here.

Jackie went to the restroom. By the looks of
the place, she decided she would wait until she went back up to the
dining area to relieve her bladder. But she would pass some time
combing her hair and fixing her makeup. When she took her makeup
out of her purse, a strange looking young woman kept peering over
at her as if she never saw makeup before. She of course, probably
didn't wear any, as her complexion was so dark.

After she combed her hair, she discovered
she had hairspray in her purse, and wondered why she didn't think
to tell Dot that. At any rate, she took it out and was about to
spray her locks when someone grabbed the bottle out of her hand,
and said "Don't you dare!" and threw the bottle in the trash!

"What the---! You stole my hairspray!
Why?"

"You don't know?" was the glaring
answer.

"Know what?'" But the attacker had already
left the room, along with everyone else that was in there, just as
if she, Jackie, were some evil person.

Jackie grabbed her purse, and walked out
hoping Dot would be down by now. When she came out of the restroom,
she didn't see her, but spotted the cowboy in a corner at a
table.

"Over here, pretty lady!" he yelled.

As she sat down, and started to ask him why
he moved, he interrupted her with "This is better. More quiet."

Unsure of whether or not she wanted to be in
a quiet spot with Mr. Rough Cowboy, she sipped her beer. Then she
decided to relay the incident in the restroom to him.

"Hey lady. All these funny looking
creatures. They are bugs. And hairspray. They think it's bug spray.
And you know what bug spray does."

"Bugs?"

"Yeah, honey," he said as she felt her legs.
She tried to push him away, but he was so strong. Then he fondled
her breasts. Now she really struggled.

"Oh, where is Omar?" she wondered.

Then he started feeling between her
legs.

"Omar!" she yelled.

That did it. "HIM? I should have known. A
girl like you---."

Jackie started to get up. But he pulled her
down. Actually she couldn't put up much resistance, because the
beer had gotten to her already, although she hadn't drank much. But
enough for him to overpower her.

Dot? Omar? Who cares, thought Jackie. This
guy kisses good. And I like his touch....

The cowboy started tearing at Jackie's
clothes. He had her blouse unbuttoned and half off, and had her
skirt unzipped when she realized what was happening.

"Stop!" she tried to order him, but it was
hard. She was feeling too good.

"Why?"

"Because it's not right," she said as she
struggled with him for her clothes.

"But this is the true test."

"Test?"

"Yeah, so I know you're not like them. They
are bugs. On the outside they look the same, but they're not."

"You're crazy! I'm getting out of here!'

"She tugged her blouse back onto her
shoulders and zipped her skirt, although somewhat sideways, grabbed
her purse and ran up the stairs, yelling, "Dot! Dot! Omar!"

She ran up the stairs and blindly ran into
someone. She looked up. It was Dot.

"What has happened to you? And Omar is
looking for you."

"Oh gosh. Dot, find a restroom quick. And
not down there. Please. And never mention the word BUG again."

"Huh?"

"Never mind. I'll explain later.”
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Lazy Ear

Can’t Anyone Hear Me?

Why Joann Divorced Frank

 


“Frank, I’m home!” yells JoAnn as she dashes
through the kitchen door from the adjoining garage. She drops her
purse and the mail on the counter, but takes some caution in
placing her briefcase lid-side up, on top of a few weeks’
accumulation of newspapers and junk mail. She quickly peers inside
the oven.

“Damn it Frank! Why didn’t you start the
roast?” she demands as she quickly scans the kitchen, and spots it
among a pile of dirty dishes. He never does anything I ask him to
do, she thinks as she marches in a beeline toward the den.
“Frank!”

“Huh?” says the half-sleeping and somewhat
lifeless body on the couch. “You say something?”

“You damn right I did. Why didn’t you start
the roast? You know I have to be at the meeting tonight at
seven.”

“Meeting”? asks Frank rather sheepishly.

“Yes. The board meeting.”

“I’m sorry.”

I bet, says JoAnn to herself, as she storms
off to the kitchen. I’ll have to make something quick…let’s
see…that rice dish. “Damn, where is that pan?” asks JoAnn aloud as
she looks for the pan she usually cooks rice in. She spots the pan
among the mountain of dirty dishes, then grabs a smaller one. “This
will have to do.” Why couldn’t he wash the dishes, just once? She
asks herself.

After having everything started on the
stove, she reappears at the door of the den. “Frank, please watch
the rice, it’s about to boil. I have to get ready.”

“M-m-m,” says the lifeless body on the
couch.

“I smell something burning,” says JoAnn a
few minutes later, as she rushes to the kitchen. The rice had
boiled over onto the ceramic cooktop and made an ugly black and
brown crusty mess.

“Frank!” she screams. “FRANK!”

The non-productive body appears. “Did you
call?”

“Look what you did!”

“I did?” he asks like a squeaky mouse.

“Yes.” JoAnn starts to cry. Frank reaches
out to grab the pan, and JoAnn reaches out to stop him. “I’ll take
care of it. Please,” she pleaded. Now go listen to the weather
report. I want to know
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Smith’s Cows Invade the Town
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Johnson’s Tomatoes Bigger than Rabbits
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Randolph Torkelson is Tapioca Hero

































****



Risky Rebel

The Hitchhiker
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Ding! Dong! The Witch is Dead!

Sarah Made the Witch Vanish
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Adventure Ape

A Talk with Grandma
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No Commitment Creep

Why I Hide
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Gambling Gent

Bills and the Gambler
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Grandmother’s Pride
















****



A Mother’s Wish

Janet Was Only Trying to Help
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Philly

Phyllis Wants to be a Plant
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Elizabeth Martinson’s Ship Comes In
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The Candelabrum
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Credit Criminal

Credit Creep
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Shakey Sap

Dear Tommy
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Imprisoned Imp

Prison Date
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Reach and Touch

Reach Out and Touch Someone
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Power Player

Power Play
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Why John Can’t Come Home for the
Holidays

Family First
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I Quit!
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Christie & Drew
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