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Mr. Blymer is the proud owner of a luscious peach
orchard but he's also a greedy cantankerous sort. The peach Orchard
Ogre is a humorous colloquial short story for all ages told by an
East Texas author.

 


Colloquial Humor
Review:

“It seems the only thing
missing from this hilarious bucolic tale is Bubba.”

R.B.Burnside

 


[image: tmp_220f2c49b98eaf9736b6d0ba8036085c_0doPMm_html_5a5936e0.jpg]


 



In dedication to my father who had the biggest
laugh…

And to my grandchildren,
may they laugh as large.
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Chapter 1

 


Gruff was a handsome creature. He was
tall and fair and wore red on his head, not by choice I might
add.

Mr. Blymer was Gruff’s neighbor and he
grew peaches in his orchard behind the old cypress barn. It was a
small orchard but it produced quiet a large quantity of the sweet
juicy produce, way more than he could ever eat or cared to sell.
For the most part Mr. Blymer let the fruit fall to the ground and
rot. He had rather let the flies and possums have the coveted fuzzy
crop than to give it to the neighborhood kids. As a matter of fact
if he spotted anyone in his orchard he’d chase `em away with his
homemade gun made of willow branches.

The gun was designed especially for
such trespassers and he kept the weapon by his front door and ready
to be loaded with a passel of dry pecans. Being pinged by a pecan
from the rubber band driven contraption stung and sometimes it
would leave a welt where it hit you. Little Timmy knew that all too
well. He knew because ole man Blymer shot him in the rear end
once.

Little Timmy was in the fourth grade,
it didn’t matter he was seventeen years old and weighed 289 pounds
those pecans stung when they hit you. The funny thing about pecans
is Mr. Blymer didn’t own a pecan tree but he sure had been seen
skulking around at night by the old Myers’ homestead.

Widow Myers had plenty of pecans and
she didn’t mind anybody picking up a few. She always said, “If you
can beat the squirrels to `em you can have `em.”

I guess Mr. Blymer didn’t want to
contend with the squirrels that’s why he snuck around at night with
a burlap sack big enough to hide little Timmy in, stashing away his
precious nuts. Truth is Timmy would sometimes stow away in the bag
and catch free passage onto Mr. Blymer’s property, creep out to the
orchard and eat until his belly ached. Mr. Blymer weren’t smart
enough to tell the difference in fifteen pounds of pecans and three
hundred pounds of Timmy plus pecans. I guess he was strong enough
to compensate for his ignorance `cause he toted little Timmy right
up to his house without so much as a grunt.

Poor Mr. Blymer didn’t have a wife,
not at present anyway. He’d had several in the past but as soon as
the honeymoon was over it seemed his aqua phobia would flare up and
cause contention between the couple.

His last bride was as ornery as he
was. She was a biggie sized serving of nasty, in the way of temper
that is, but no one ever said they caught her stinkin’, no siree.
She had her daughter come over twice a week and help her hold the
flaps of her belly and arms up so that she could wash real good and
dust up her cracks and crevices with the sweet scent of
lavender.

By the next washin’ though they’d have
to take a rubber spatula to all that caked powder to scrape it
loose. Timmy said one time she served up the scrapin’s to Mr.
Blymer with butter and syrup and a bowl of fresh peaches on the
side and he never know’d the difference. Well that’s what Timmy
said, I find it hard to believe anybody would eat a pancake
smelling of lavender without questioning it.

Gruff certainly wouldn’t eat the
crusty white cakes. The ex-Mrs. Blymer had thrown several over the
fence at him and he always turned his nose up at `em. It could have
been because they were molded and he knew if he ate one it might
make him sick. Gruff was a lot smarter than most folks in that
regard. He could outsmart Mr. Blymer at almost every turn and the
man resented him for that very fact so he was always looking for a
way to snare him.

 


The real fight between Gruff and Mr.
Blymer started when the last wife had left him. She ransacked the
house and plowed down everything in her path including a few of the
peach trees. But Mr. Blymer was certain that Gruff was the culprit.
True enough the handsome fellow had snuck into the orchard more
than once but he never busted up any trees. No, the ex-wife had
done that. Unintentionally, but nonetheless she done it. Boy it was
a sight to behold when she came flying out of the house mad as a
hornet. That was her last day on the farm.

Like I said she didn’t mean to but
with all that momentum she had created by missing the bottom step
on the porch - she just couldn’t stop herself. She come barrelin’
down off that step with arms flailing like a helicopter out of
control and mowed right over the mature trees. There were busted
trunks and limbs flying in every direction… she looked like a wood
chipper on nitrous oxide. But no one could convince Mr. Blymer of
the truth. Heck I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it
with my own eyes. Anyway, he was on a mission to catch Gruff in his
orchard and prove him guilty once and for all.

The gun wielding pecan pilferer wasn’t
ever sly enough to catch Gruff when he slipped into the woody patch
for a nibble. By the time he ran to the porch with ammo in hand ole
Gruff would be back on his side of the fence acting like nothing
ever happened.

Timmy couldn’t move near as fast as
Gruff so he always got hisself caught and had to resort to hitching
a ride in the tow sack to avoid pecan welts on his
backside.

The thought of Gruff in that orchard
would make Mr. Blymer so angry wax balls and bits of sand would
blast from his hairy ears.

“I’ll catch you and when I do I’ll
roast you on the spit!” he’d scream and ole Gruff would just curl
his lip, paw at the ground and toss his red head with mockery to
spite him.


Yep, for quite some time Gruff had
outsmarted the cantankerous man and reveled in his victory but
Gruff [being a goat] didn’t understand the world of technology and
the old man did, and he planned to use it to his
advantage.

 


Mr. Blymer took his Saturday bath
early that morning, put on a fresh shirt after shaving off his
whiskers, smiled and waved at the neighbors then got in his truck
and headed into town. Everyone knew something was up because that
was the first Saturday bath he’d had in a month of Sunday’s. Mrs.
Myers shrugged at Gruff and Timmy when they looked across the field
at her as if asking for an explanation as to why Mr. Blymer was
behaving so strangely.

 


When Mr. Blymer came to a stop at the
end of the country lane he put his truck in park, climbed atop the
roof and looked back toward his orchard to see if little Timmy or
Gruff had taken heed of his absence. He spied Timmy asleep against
the Cottonwood tree and Gruff lying quietly beside him. Satisfied
for the moment he jumped
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