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Moth Balls is an eclectic mix anthology for your enjoyment by the Electric Press authors. 

Butterfly Batts is an eclectic mix anthology for your enjoyment by the Electric Eclectic authors. 

Paul White founded the Electric Eclectic Books in 2017 with a simple idea: to help authors publish introductory novellas, giving readers a taste of the authors' work. 

While the publishing of new titles under the brand ended in 2024, the existing collection remains a great way to discover ‘new-to-you’ authors and explore different styles and genres.

Who knows what the future holds? We might just bring Electric Eclectic back to life someday.

You will find more of these introductory stories in our sister anthologies, Mayfly Recitals and Butterfly Bats.

For now, happy reading. 
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By Paul White

For the last twenty-five years, Peter Bloomberg has been selling traditional Jewish bread to the local community. Besides the almost obligatory bagels, ‘Bloomberg's Bakehouse’ is renowned for their freshly baked Bialy rolls and soft Malawach.

The small family bakery, almost hidden in a quiet side-street, is also a meeting place; a place to share stories, gossip, and spread rumours. It is an established and integral part of the community.

There is one rumour however, Peter was not happy to hear repeated, the gossip about his own daughter, Zissel and the speculation she was having an affair, having sex with an older man, a married man, a married man who was not even Jewish.

Both Peter and his wife tried to speak to Zissel about these rumours. They told her such a scandal would be bad for business. She claimed it was just idle chin wagging from jealous women. But Zissel’s denial did not have a believability. It did not carry a ring-of-truth, at least not to Peter’s ears.

He knew there was more, something; but something he could not put his finger on.

“If,” Peter told Zissel, “if I find a man, any man, is taking advantage of you, he shall have me to answer to.”

“No one is taking advantage of me,” replied Zissel, a small smile pulling at the corners of her lips. She loved the way her father still treated her as a child, as annoying as it could be at times.

“So, there is a man?” Peter stated, glaring at her and nodding.

“Just leave it, father, just leave me alone,” Zissel told him before leaving.

This is the problem with modern women: they are too headstrong, and Zissel’s head was stronger than most. Moreover, what kind of job did she have? She worked all hours, spent days, weeks away from home, without even a single phone call to her mother.

She had closed them out of her life. What way was that for a child to treat her parents?

All Peter wanted was for Zissel to marry a ‘nice Jewish boy’; even if that was not to happen, he was willing to settle for any boy with good prospects, one who would treat his daughter right. 

Affairs with married men always ended in heartbreak. There is nothing good to come from such liaisons. He tried to explain this to Zissel, but she would not listen to his words.

Peter, however, is a man who stands by his convictions. If Zissel would not pay him any heed, he would find another way to sort out this problem. After all, it was a father’s duty to protect his children, even from themselves.

***
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WHICH WAS WHY PETER was here, at Carlucci’s bar. 

In this neighbourhood, this is where you came when you had problems. The Italians, the Mafia, ran this part of the city. They would help you out if you had the balls to ask. If you were prepared to owe them a favour, to give them an IOU which they could cash in at any time.

Peter kept clear of the mob. He paid them his dues, the ‘insurance’ monies they demanded and played the ‘numbers’ as everyone has too, but apart from that, he did his best to keep away from them.

Until now.

Now he found himself standing by a table in Carlucci’s asking the Big Man, the Capo, the Don, if he would find out who his daughter is seeing. If the man could have someone ‘talk’ to whoever it was, talk to them so they would lose all interest in seeing Zissel again, ever.

Peter did not know what price this help would cost him in the long run, but whatever it might be, he was willing to pay. After all, it would be worth it to save his daughter from destroying her life before it had really begun.

“That’s not something I can do,” the Mafia Don told Peter. “I’m a businessman, not marriage guidance, not family liaison, you capisce?

Peter was taken aback by this flat refusal.

These guys found people, they laid down the rules time and time again. They said they were here to help the community, so why was the Don being so contemptuous?

“But my daughter... could you just find out who it is... just do that?” Peter hated the way his voice climbed an octave or two, how he sounded so desperate.

“I said no, this is not something which concerns us. This is your problem, your family problem. I don’t interfere with families.” The Don waved his hand in dismissal.

Peter took half a step forward, wanting to debate his case. A heavy hand pressed on his shoulder. “Time to go, buddy,” its owner said. Peter knew better than to argue. So, he smiled and thanked the Don for taking the time to listen to him.
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THE HEAVY RAIN HITTING the windscreen made visibility a nightmare. Add the downpour to the city lights reflecting off the wet tarmac, the spray from the vehicles in front and the hurried gait of the pedestrians, all who seemed to have suicidal tendencies as they ran across the road in front of the oncoming traffic. It was little wonder Peter was having difficulty keeping track of the vehicle he was following.

The black Jaguar seemed to fade into the darkness of the night at frequent intervals. Only by squinting and good luck had Peter been able to keep tabs on the car as it drove through the city to the Imperial Hotel.

Peter parked on the opposite side of the road and hurriedly scurried across until he was standing under the corner of the large white portico of the hotel entrance. He made the crossing in time to see a man and his daughter enter the hotel through the brass-edged revolving door.

Casually, feigning a confidence he was lacking, Peter walked towards the entrance, nodding at the doorman as he entered the main foyer. On the far side, he could see his daughter being guided to the lifts by one of the managers. The annoying thing was, he could not see the face of the man she was with from this distance.

The lift doors closed. Peter rapidly trotted up the adjoining staircase, listening for the bell, which would indicate when the lift was stopping. At the seventh floor, he was flagging, his heart pumping hard as it raced. The sweat began oozing from his pores.

When the lift reached the tenth floor, Peter was gasping for breath far below, somewhere between floors eight and nine. Only the faint sound of the lift's bell spurred him to climb up the last flight and a half of steps. 

Peering into the hallway from the stairwell door, he was disenchanted to find it was void of life. Peter walked the few feet to the end of the corridor and sat on a low windowsill. 

Breathing deeply while mopping his brow with a clean, white linen handkerchief, Peter wondered what he should do next. He knew his daughter was ensconced in one of the rooms on this floor. She was alone with a married man, a man who was almost certainly taking advantage of her youth. But which room? That was the question.

Peter was not about to go knocking and banging on all the doors along this corridor. It would certainly make the situation worse. Besides, he was conducting private business, family business. It was the one thing the Capo made clear to Peter. The one thing, on consideration, Peter agreed with.

Peter’s heart rate subsided and the dizziness fade from his head. It was time to go. He would catch this man another time. 

As Peter walked towards the lift, he saw the hotel manager, the manager who guided his daughter and the unidentified man to the lift in the foyer earlier, exit room number 1010. Nonchalantly, yet as slowly as possible, Peter walked past the lifts and continued along the corridor, not daring to look back towards the manager.

Luckily, the lift arrived, and the manager departed before Peter ran out of the corridor. What he would have done if he reached the far end of the hallway before the manager got in the lift was something Peter did not dwell on.

Without hesitation, Peter knocked on the door to room 1010. A faint shout answered his knock, “yeah, who is it?”

“Room service,” Pater called back.

The door swung inward, and the man said, “That was darned quick, I have only just ordered...” The man froze as he recognised Peter.

Without hesitation, Peter pushed the man backwards and entered the room.

“So, this is why you refused to help me?” Peter said to the Mafia Don.

“Hey buddy, you know who I am. You know you can’t mess with me,” said the Don.

Zissel came from the bathroom. “Daddy, what are you doing?”  She looked
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