

  [image: Cover]




Lori Blankenship Carta

The Complete Works of Lori Blankenship Carta





  
    First published by Paisano Press 2026

  

  Copyright © 2026 by Doriano Carta


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Compiled and edited by Doriano Carta

      
    

  

  
 

  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  





  
I dedicate this book to my beloved bride, Lori Blankenship Carta, whose dream was to become a published author. It is my privilege to fulfill that dream with this collection of her writings.




I also dedicate this book to our three wonderful children, Nicholas, Matthew, and Rachel. YYour mom lives on in these pages and in each one of you.




I love you all



Doriano Carta
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  Foreword



My name is Doriano, and I am Lori’s widower. I was blessed to spend 23 years with her on this earth. We were married for 22 of those years, and we had three wonderful children. She was taken from us much too soon because of illness. She was only 52, but she truly made the most of every day of her life. It was as if she knew she would not live as long as most people, so she made the most of every moment. She taught me to savor as many moments as possible, and her writing reflects her zest for life and how much she loved people and life itself.
 I tried my best as her partner to encourage her to write more and to achieve her dream of becoming a published author like her favorite writer, Margaret Mitchell, who wrote her favorite book, Gone with the Wind. It was also her favorite movie ever. Unfortunately, there was always something that got in the way.
 First, it was her health. Then we became parents three times, and there just wasn’t enough time or energy to devote to writing. She remained creative her entire life, and we loved brainstorming new ideas for books and movies and TV shows.
 As you will see in this book, she still produced an impressive body of work in her abbreviated lifetime. I was able to gather many of her writings—poems, short stories, journals, and more. My goal was to capture how talented she truly was and how many creative gifts she possessed. It wasn’t just writing, but she was also a gifted musician who was first chair in her college band, and she could sing like an angel. She also loved photography and painting. I’ve included a chapter at the end with photos of her paintings.
 It is Easter Sunday when I complete this book in her honor, which is perfect timing because we met on a Good Friday and talked nonstop throughout that Easter weekend. We were never apart from that first day we met on AOL on April 1st. Yes, April Fool’s Day. We always joked that we were such fools in love, but we also remembered that it was a Good Friday, to which she would say it was the best Friday ever.
 I feel a sense of satisfaction completing this book for Lori. I also did it for our children and for everyone who knew and loved her. So many of us still talk about her and miss her so much because she was an amazing human being. I know you will see that loving spirit in her work.
 This book is not just a collection of Lori’s words and art, but a reflection of her life, her love, and the way she saw the world. I hope that her voice continues to be heard through these pages.
 Although Lori is no longer here to hold this book in her hands, it brings me great comfort to know that her lifelong dream of becoming a published author has finally come true.
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  Lori’s Ideas

  
  




Editor’s Note:

Lori and I loved sharing ideas for stories, films, and books. Even after watching a movie, we would imagine entirely new stories inspired by what we had just seen.

One of my favorite ideas she had came after we saw Titanic. She described, in vivid detail, a film based on Pompeii that completely took my breath away. Years later, when a movie about Pompeii was made, she watched it with a knowing smile and said, “Mine would’ve been better!”—and I believe she was right.

I loved her creativity. She was not only a gifted writer, but also a talented painter, a brilliant musician, and a beautiful singer. She played clarinet as first chair, performed piano with ease, and had a voice that could fill a room. One of our favorite songs was “Part of Your World” from The Little Mermaid, which she knew by heart and would often sing during our long road trips.

The ideas that follow come from her notebooks, along with a few I remembered from our conversations. While this collection may not include every completed work she envisioned, it reflects the depth of her imagination and the endless creativity she carried with her throughout her life.




Ideas for Movies




Pompeii 
The story of what happened before, during and after Mount Vesuvius erupted in Italy. The tale of two lovers entombed forever in a lava preserved embrace.





Italian Love Songs 
What happens when a Southern girl from America marries an Italian man from the north and their families meet. 

Editor’s Note: 
Lori and I were going to write this one together because it was based on our experience going to Italy to meet my family with her deep south American parents. This was long before “My Big Fat Greek Wedding” so it would’ve been successful if we could’ve finished it. The other working title she had was “When Pavarotti Sings” 





The Family
The life and times of loved ones after they pass away.

Editor’s Note: 
This was the last idea she had just before we watched “Coco” by Pixar. She would pass away less than a week after seeing that beautiful and emotional movie about honoring and cherishing deceased loved ones. Lori’s idea was similar but it was about the ghosts of deceased parents that remained on Earth to help their children in life like guardian angels. 







Ideas for Children’s Books


	The Wish Dish

	The Switching Kitchen

	Slue Shoe Magoo

	Schmuffley

	Sam Lambs, Sam Clam

	Schmoo

	Pumpkin Poodle Snickerdoodle

	If You Bug a Bug

	Miller Miller Caterpillar 

	I Heard the Snore of a Dinosaur 




Editor’s Note: 
Lori was hilarious so her ideas for children’s books would’ve been a massive success. She loved Dr. Seuss so these books would’ve been a lot like his popular books. Sadly, I think I was the inspiration for this one!  Read her poem with this same name in the chapter with her poetry. It’s so funny and clever.





Ideas for Non-Fiction Books





Love Thy Neighbor 
A spiritually based book on how to treat others according to the bible. 




How to Eat an Elephant 
I really liked this idea she had for a self-help book which would explain how to tackle seemingly monumental impossibly big projects by taking small chunks at a time. She also wrote a poem with this title so check that out as well. 




Editor’s Note:
I just found the introduction Lori wrote for this book idea she had and I loved it. God I wish she had finished this one. She was amazing at tackling many monumental tasks at the same time. I know the secret involved her daily planner that I still have in a box in storage. She was meticulous in manually writing down her tasks every single day. I remember one year getting her to agree to ditch the old fashioned paper based planner and try an electronic version on a laptop and mobile device but she just didn’t like it as much as her method so she went right back to it. I can’t blame her for it because she was awesome in managing everything we had going on in the family.




How To Eat an Elephant

Forward

I’ve never written a book before, but there’s no time like the present to start!  I’ve decided that my favorite saying is actually my life’s philosophy, and great subject matter for a tasty tome.  How do you eat an elephant?  One bite at a time.  Isn’t that just about the most amazing advice you’ve ever heard?  I didn’t make that up myself, but I wish I had.  Just think what we could all accomplish if we put this into practice in our lives.  It works for just about anything, as far as I can figure.  Take me, for example.  I want to be an author. Bad.  I mean I want badly to be an author, not a bad author.  One of my life’s greatest dreams is to write a book.  But, it is a daunting task.  The thing is… it takes many words, many pages, many chapters, many hours and days and weeks and months.  And writer’s block. Don’t forget writer’s block. Actually – forget writer’s block.  What do you call it if you can’t seem to even get started?  I have at least fourteen books in my head that I plan to write.  I even wrote down the titles.  And there it ended.  I’ve just never been able to get past that point.  It just seems like too much work.  And I just don’t know where to start.  Kind of like trying to eat an elephant.  How would I do that?  A gigantic leathery grey beast?  Mmmmm. Doesn’t even sound the least bit appetizing, does it?  But, for arguments sake, let’s just say that we actually need and or want to eat that elephant.  If it were me, which it is, I would probably just take one look at Jumbo, and decide I’d just as soon order a pizza, and be done with it.  Ok, so I’m a quitter.  WAS a quitter.  I’m going to tackle this project the same way that the saying goes. One bite at a time.  And maybe you can learn right along with me how we can accomplish anything we set out to do, just by doing it one bite, or bit, at a time.  I can eat a BITE of elephant.  Right now, no problem. Just swallow it right down.  But a whole elephant?  What would that be? A ton of elephant meat?  (How much does a elephant weigh, anyway?)  No thanks.  And write an entire book? That’s far too much.  I guess I’ll just watch some TV instead.  No sense starting something you can’ t finish.  But, from now on, I’m going to work on eating that elephant, and figure out ways to do it.  So here’s to my first bite.  It’s not so bad, really, now that’s I’m chewing on it.  Kinda tastes like chicken…




Ideas for Novels




The New Girl 
A woman loses a great deal of weight and deals with the different ways people treat her because of this change which confuses and upsets her.

Editor’s Note: 
This was another favorite idea Lori had. She worked on this one a lot over the years but I can’t find the notes anywhere yet. It was inspired by her own transformation when she lost all her weight and blossomed. 





The Charm Bracelet 
Each charm tells the story of a woman’s life.


Editor’s Note: 
I loved this idea Lori had for a story about a woman’s charm bracelet and how each chapter was going to be about one particular charm she added to her bracelet. Lori loved her charm bracelet that we built up over the 23 years together. Here’s a photo of the story of our life according to the charms Lori added.

[image: Image]

Some of the items include memorable moments such as a charm for each child we had together, our wedding, the gondola and statue of David for our trip to Italy, one for our house, the 1996 Olympics in Atlanta, The Braves winning the World Series in 1995 when we got married, etc.




Here is the beginning of the book that she started but never finished. How I wish she could have completed this one and all the other stories she had in her.










THE CHARM BRACELET




Lori Blankenship Carta







As usual, the screen door was ajar when I arrived at her house.  I peered inside as I pushed it open slowly with my foot, carefully holding my packages in my arms.  “Lucy?”  I said softly, not wanting to startle the old woman.  “It’s me – I’ve got your groceries.”  I made my way into her sitting room, which was immaculate as always.  I could never understand how this ninety year old woman managed to keep her house so neat and spotless.  I almost always felt afraid to sit on her sofa, afraid that I would muss up the neatly ironed doilies placed on the arms, or ruffle the crocheted afghan draped carefully on the back.  Everything in the room was placed in such a way that you knew it had taken great thought to determine its’ home.  On the mantel were family pictures, displayed in interesting frames, and carefully arranged in a chronological order.  A cuckoo clock above the pictures kept regular time with its swinging pendulum, and I felt certain that even the cuckoo knew better than to sing out of turn.  










Miscellaneous Ideas




Editor’s Note: 
Here are some other ideas I found that Lori had in a document called Ideas so I don’t know if they were going to be short stories or novels or essays, etc. 


	Driving Rules 

	College Rivalries

	Great stories from Nursing School

	Why can’t men be more like dogs

	Old people

	Traveling in Europe

	Eccentricities of friends

	Old photographs

	OJ

	Healthcare reform

	I can feel the spirits of those who have lived before

	A dog’s life

	Our wedding

	Eating disorders

	If everyone had physically apparent vices

	Men and remotes

	crystal bowls for wedding gifts
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  Lori’s Poetry

  





Editor’s Note:
Lori loved so many forms of writing, and poetry was one of her passions. I know she wrote a lot more than what I’ve been able to include here, but I’m glad I found what I discovered for this collection. 
Some poems are about me, so they are personal, but I will share them just so you can see what a wonderful writer she was and how funny she was too. She had such a way with words.




Poems




Things (1984)
I’m Hurt (1985)
The Gentle Orange Sky (1985)
The White Rabbit (1985)
All My Love, All My Life (1995)
That’s It, I’m Keeping You (1995)
A Love Like Ancient Rome (1996)
Yes, Forever (1996)
The Twelve Days of Christmas of our lives (I give all this to you) (1996)
Tell Me That Story Again, About How you Love Me (1996)
Family Means You and Me (1996)
I Heard the Snore of a Dinosaur (1997)
How Could I love you More? (1997)
Blue Shoe Magoo (1997)
Birth Mother Poem (1997)
How to Eat an Elephant (2000)
An Anniversary Riddle for My Husband (2000)
My Cherished Little One (2001)
Valentine’s Day 2016 (2016)

* * *










Things

I have no more room for things in my life
At least not the ones I have now. 
I’m growing and changing,
And moving along,
I must leave them
Behind me somehow.
Their memories forever
I’ll hold in my heart
But only this much I’ll allow
My life will soon be
Filled with new things
So I must leave
The old behind, ow!

(1984)







I’m Hurt




I’m tired of taking chances 
I’m tired of going out on a limb for someone,
Only to be pushed carelessly off without 
A thought for my feelings.
I’m always left lying on the ground with
Wounded pride and a broken heart.
I’m always left with the job of picking
Myself up, dusting myself off, and trying
To go on with my life.
But, there’s always a new limb.
And there’s always a new person waiting
To push me off that limb.
Always. 
I’m tired of walking that limb by myself.
When will someone come along, take my
Hand, and walk out on that limb with me?
Then if I fall, they would fall with me.
Who will take that chance?
Who will walk that limb with me?
And so, here I lie on the ground once more.
Lonely and hurt again.
And waiting always,
Yes Always waiting.

(2/27/1984)







The Gentle Orange Sky




Sunset and the sky’s aglow

Smooth Water is my friend and foe.


A sailboat glides across the lake

A fountain of silver in its wake.


Time, it seems, may pass me by

Beneath this gentle orange sky.


Lord, let me live for sailing’s sake

And just one wish I’d like to make


Please grant me this before I go—

Just one last sail as the sun sinks low.




(4/8/1985)







The White Rabbit


Fury and quick, scary and kick,
The fluffy while rabbit is here
He moves like a song, His whiskers so long
Showing the world his good cheer.
He nibbles and smiles, and shows us his wiles,
To us his message is clear:
He tells us of love, a match made above—
Rodney loves Valerie, Dear!


(4/22/1985)










All My Love, All My Life


Look here in my eyes, my love
And tell me what you see. 
The woman you now call your wife 
Is finally set free.


Free to live, and free to laugh,
and free to love, as well.
And how I’ve grown since you’ve loved me, 
is more than I can tell.


For many years I’d had a dream, 
of loving one like you.
And now I have you in my arms,
my every prayer came true.
“I love our life,” you say to me-
and hold me very tight.
I love it too, for nothing else
has every felt so right.
And just once more, I’d like to say
That you’re my very life.
I’ll live my life through all the years,
just glad to be your wife.




(12/17/1995)










That’s It, I’m Keeping You


Because you have such handsome eyes,

Because you’re not like other guys,

Because you love your curly fries-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you so much love our dogs,

Because you laugh at Christmas frogs

Because you like to drink your nogs-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you love to travel far,

Because you have a great green car,

Because you’ll never go to war-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you are so organized,

Because you have your plans devised,

Because you say our life is prized-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because we both just love Chinese,

Because we’ll never lose our keys,

Because I really love your knees-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you love your movies so,

Because you’ll never tell me no,

Because you play tennis like a pro-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you love to read a lot,

Because you want to have a tot,

Because I think you’re really hot-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you sometimes laugh, “HEE HEE!”

Because we watch too much TV,

Because you really do love me-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!


Because you live for cappuccino

Because you love all things that grow,

Because you know that Ti Amo-

That’s it, I’m keeping you!




(12/19/1995)







A Love like Ancient Rome




A year has passed since we were wed,
and you gave to me your name.
Still, please love me forever,
and I’ll promise you the same.


We were meant to be as one, like no two were before.
I want to hold you in my arms like this, like this forevermore.
I waited all my life, my love, to live my life with you.
Just like Ancient Rome, our love will live forever true.




You are the best friend that I have ever known before,
And when I look into your eyes, I can’t help but adore -
The love we share is strong, and deep, and beautiful and true,
A love that stands the test of time, Is my true love for you.




You’re so much quite alike me that it sometimes makes me cry,
How did I live without you, I can’t help but wonder why.
Though time will pass, our sweet pure love will stand forever true,
In my whole life I’ll never love another, only you.


Just like Ancient Rome has stood the test of time,
So strong our love, so beautiful,it’s but one of a kind.
Although our shells may crumble, and even turn to grey,
Our love will live forever, and will never fade away.

6/24/1996







Yes, Forever




Yes, I’ll marry you again,

Yes, I’ll always be your friend.

Yes, to endless laughing spells,

Yes, again to wedding bells.

Yes, I’m always here for you,

Yes, because you love me, too.

Yes, for all the million ways

Yes, for caring all our days.

Yes, someday with children near,

Yes, I’ll hold our family dear.

Yes, for reading books in bed,

Yes, for all sweet words you’ve said.

Yes, in good times, and in bad,

Yes, with you, but never sad.

Yes, you are the light of my light,

Yes, each time we kiss goodnight.

Yes, as we grow old together,

Yes, I’ll be with you forever.




(8/21/1996)







The Twelve Days of Christmas of our Lives
(I give all this to you)





	12 months of true love,

	11 hugs and kisses,

	10 perfect movies,

	9 months of carrying your child,

	8 glasses of water a day,

	7 square meals a week,

	6 frontal hugs,

	5, golden (onion) rings!

	4 nights out a month,

	3 years together, ( so far!)

	2 wonderful dogs,

	and a lifetime of unending love!







(12/15/96)




Tell me that story again, about how you love me




Tell me that story again, about how you love me-
Hold me close, and say it’s so,
Tell me how you’ve always dreamed of me,
Promise to never let me go.
I’ll tell you how I’ve waited for you,
Through lonely days, everlasting nights,
How I always knew you’d find me,
And how I knew you’d make all things right
Tell me how I’m just like you,
And you are just like me,
Tell me I’m your best friend ever,
And to your heart I hold the key.
Tell me you’ll be mine forever,
And be together all our days,
Tell me we’ll grow old and gray and happy,
And still alike in all our silly ways.
I’ll tell you how you’ve made my life so happy,
And how with you I feel complete.
So tell me once again that same sweet story,
And hold me ‘til our God above we meet.


(12/22/96)







Family Means You and Me




Merry Christmas, my darling husband 
At this joyous time of year
I’d like to tell you something now
That I know you’ll want to hear.
Family means so much more
Than simple flesh and blood alone,
A bond like ours, a vow we took-
A truer love has never grown.
Although I love my parents dear,
And you your mom, and brothers three,
The life we’ve made, the love we’ve shared-
That means family to me.
Family means loving someone
Trusting them for all your needs,
Family means sharing lives -
Family means you and me.
So let us live as family now,
The Cartas now have found the key-
Family starts where there is love-
So family means you and me.




(12/25/96)




I Heard The Snore of a Dinosaur




Sleeping in my bed one night,
Sleeping with my eyes closed tight-

I heard a sound I could not ignore-
I heard the snore of a dinosaur!

A Dinosaur? A Dinosaur?
Here in my house, just beyond my door?


It couldn’t be, It shouldn’t be
But still I heard him call to me!

So up I crept, up from my bed
(I hoped that dinosaur was fed)


And to my wall so I could hear
The noise that gave me so much fear




There it was! And there again!
His snore sounds like a hundred men!




So loud, so deep, so mean and grumbly-
It made my legs feel awfully rumbly.




And what is this? My wall! It shook!
It made me take a second look!




This dinosaur he snored so strong-
Our house might fall, it won’t take long!




Down the hall I crept some more
I stopped outside the bathroom door




I strained to hear the beast of ton
I listened close, but there was none




A faucet dropped and that was all
I had to move, no time to stall




Still ahead in the dark I could see
Two glowing eyes, that leered at me!




What was this? Could this be him?
Who wrowled our hallways on a whim?




It lay there still just like a log
But soon I saw it was our dog!




How does he sleep through such a racket?
I know that I just could not hack it.




When I passed by he didn’t flinch
Until I have him one small pinch.




(5/19/1997)













How Could I Love You More?




I look at you sleeping next to me

And I wonder through my tears

How could I love you more?


Through passing years.

My Love for you has grown with time

In leaps and bounds each day

How could I love you more?


I just don’t see a way

And yet each day, you never cease

To amaze me by your love

How could I love you more?


It must be from above.

The joys I feel deep down inside

This life I have with you

How could I love you more? You ask.

I don’t know, but each day, I do!


(1997)







Blue Shoe Magoo




Blue shoe Magoo
Blue shoe Magoo
(He lives in a house)
I heart it’s blue, too
Blue shoe Magoo
They say that’s it’s true
He wears only shoes
That are a bright shade of blue
Blue walls, blue doors, blue windows and floors
This helps him blend in—
His shoes all the mores!
He has a blue car, and a lonely blue hat.
He has a blue dog and I really like that!
All this blue makes my head spin round and round.
But why does he do it? Can an answer ever be found?

(1997)







Birth Mother Poem




I want to thank you, Mother, because a long time ago, 

you gave me the most precious gift I’ll ever receive ~ my life.

It’s a gift I have shared with others, a gift that grows in value over time. 

Thank you for giving me a life to live, and a heart to love so much… 

not only today, but every day, and for enabling me to experience 

this beautiful world.

You gave me the best gift ever… 

the gift that I celebrate today and every day.

Mom, thank you for me.

I love you, Lori


(10/9/1997)







How to Eat an Elephant (2000)




I went to class one dreary day
And this my teacher had to say


This week you’ll learn (Don’t say you can’t)
You’ll learn to eat an elephant


“Eat an elephant?” I said
This filled my very soul with dread


So big and gray, with tusks and ears
To eat just one it would take years!


I raised my hand, I had to ask
Just how she thought we’d do this task


A Pachyderm could not be found
Not in our little bitty town


And nevermind the awful taste!
Just thinking of, I made a face.


She must be wrong, she had to know
We could not do what she said so.


Cause even if we wanted to
How’d we cook him? In a stew?


There’s not an oven big enough
To bake one till it isn’t tough!


Our teacher stood with hands on hips
She arched her brows and pursed her lips


She watched us squirm in all our chairs
Returning all our puzzled stares


A minute passed and then one more
And then our teacher shut the door


Now listen close and I’ll explain
But first you must give me your brain


A lesson learned, my teacher said
Will find a home within my head


And many many years from now
And find its way back out somehow


I know you think this rather odd
(She looked at me, I gave a nod)


But we can do this daunting task
Just try your best is all I ask


OK, she said—where do we start?
We look at the elephant, part by part


We can’t eat it all at once nor as a whole
One bite at a time should be our goal. 




(12/31/2000)













An Anniversary Riddle for my Husband




I can’t hand you my purses, cuz you still just won’t hold ‘em…
I don’t’ tell you trivia, cuz you already know’dem!
You can find any video, cuz you sure love to code’em!
Steve Forbes would be in, if you could just vote’em!
I never carry groceries, because you always tote’em!
Although I complain of the way that you load ‘em…
I do love your poems, cuz I know that you wrote ‘em!
Now here’s your surprise, some words that you’ll quote’em…
My gift to you is a cable modem!!!




(6/24/2000)
I love you so much!
Happy Anniversary!
Lori











My Cherished Little One

[image: Image]


Although I never held you,

Nor looked into your eyes-

And though I’ll never smell your head,

Or hear your newborn cries-

I’ll always think about you,

And heaven only knows-

If you have my curly hair,

And your father’s nose.

A part of me and Daddy-

A brand new little soul

How we longed to meet you,

And to watch you grow.

Your stay with me was very brief,

Too short to hear your heart

But, precious one, you were so loved-

Right from the very start.

You’ll always be my baby,

My cherished little one-

Called back to stay with Jesus,

Before your life’s begun.

So though I’ll never hear you laugh,

Or get to dry your tears,

We never will forget you, child-

Throughout our lifelong years.




(8/17/2001)







Valentine’s day 2016 poem




Times a blur, it goes so fast-
So many joys, some pains that last.
More ups than downs, more laughs than tears-
Our love has grown through all these years.
With Time and tears, and love and years-
And mortgage payments in arrears-
With children growing strong and smart-
(What’s that smell? Did someone fart?)
With grumpy looks, with separate beds-
The smelly house, and all my meds-
“No one’s perfect!”- might be true…
Just take a look around you, Boo!
But this I know, deep in my heart-
I think I really smell a fart…
Happy Valentine’s Day 2016!

(2/14/2016)
Ti Amo con tutto mio cuore!
(I love you with all my heart!)
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  Lori’s Short Stories

  
  




Editor’s Note:
LLori won many competitions while in college with her short stories. She competed against many older students and received high praise from her instructors all the time. She was always told to pursue a career in creative writing.

Sadly, Lori was discouraged from pursuing a writing career by her parents, who were well-meaning and just wanted her to choose a more stable profession. They convinced her to pick a career in nursing, so that’s what she did. However, she never gave up her dream of writing. She wrote whenever she could, but life always got in the way, and she never became a professional writer. 

Lori had a successful career as a medical case management Registered Nurse, and she never stopped writing on the side. She would still capture ideas she had for novels and movies, and she still wrote poems—mostly for me, her husband. 



In this chapter, I am including the five short stories she wrote during her time at Clemson that garnered so much attention and won competitions against seasoned postgraduate students. I hope you enjoy them.



Short stories


	Baby 

	A Night at Burnstone High

	Fourteen Friday

	The Final Fact

	Cold Blooded Killer





BABY

It’s time for a nap. I’m exhausted, and with good reason. I woke up three times last night, and every time I made a noise, THEY (the ones who call themselves Ma-Ma and Da-Da) came and shoved a bottle down my throat. More out of habit than anything else, I guess. Poor souls. They always come stumbling into the room, flick on the light, and then squint their glassy eyes because it’s too bright to see. Then after they force feed me for a while, they put me back in my crib and take the bottle back down to the kitchen. Last night, Dad got confused (a normal state for him), lay my bottle in the crib, and took ME to the kitchen. He was just about to put me in the sink when he suddenly regained consciousness and realized what he was doing. I tried to act nonchalant - like I knew he wasn’t really going to immerse me in Sunlight, and he just smiled sheepishly and took me back upstairs. What a relief! I almost had dishpan hands, dishpan feet, dishpan everything… Anyway, he put me back to bed, and I slept great until about 6:00 A.M., when I was awakened by the sound of something trying to climb into my crib. I opened my eyes quickly and tried to roll over to see, but then I remembered… I couldn’t do that yet… I was only at the “lifts head off bed” developmental level. Oh well. I held my breath and waited for my fate. Then I saw her… crawling over my stuffed animals - my three-year old sister, Susie. Her blonde pig tails bobbed along the side of her head, and I could see that her always-running nose was crusty from the night’s sleep. She crawled up next to me and said, “Hi, Baby.” I said nothing, but merely gave her an annoyed stare. Three months now she’d had to learn my name, yet she still insisted on calling me “Baby.” How ridiculous. I mean, I never call her “Toddler.” Of course, I never call her anything. But, I guess I shouldn’t expect too much from her. After all, this is the same brainless wonder who, for a month after I came home from the hospital kept asking if they could take me back and exchange me for a girl. Silly child. I often wish we could exchange her for a dog. Well, today her game was to play mommy, and see if my diaper was wet. It wasn’t, but as she fiddled with my diaper, I decided that I did have a slight yearning to go… I waited until she managed to undo the sticky tape and pull back the super-absorbent lining, and then……Old Faithful time! My timing was perfect. Susie started crying, and before you could say “Bulls-eye”, Mom came stumbling into the room, and of course, flipped on the light.

“Susie, get out of that crib.” She said. “You know you’re too big for that.” With that she picked up the soggy victim and put her on the floor. Then she turned her attention to me. I gave her one of my adorable smiles, and made a gurgling noise in the back of my throat. That oughta warm her up. Sure enough, she smiled back and picked me up.

“Did my big boy sleep good?” She said in a talking-to-babies voice. I cooed back and drooled on her shoulder a little. Dad peeked in the room, then, and I noticed he had his bathrobe on inside out.

“I’m going to make the coffee.” He said through a yawn.

“Well, here…” said Mom. “Take Brent down with you while I clean up Susie and get her dressed. Don’t forget I’m taking her to the Pediatrician at 8:00, and you’ll have to take care of him until I get home. Did you remember to tell your office you’d be in an hour late?”

“Yea.” Dad mumbled as he took me from her arms.

“Good. Then you can go ahead and dress him and give him his bottle.” Good ‘ole Mom. She sure knows how to make the best of every situation.

After dressing me in my sailor suit, complete with un-matched socks, Dad and I went downstairs. He warmed up my bottle and had just started feeding me when Mom and Susie came down. Susie was wearing a yellow dress which matched her pigtails, and I could see that Mom had managed to crack the dried snot off her face.

“Daddy, can I have a zebra?” asked the brainless one.

“No.” he said.

“Mommy, why can’t I have a zebra?”

Mom rolled her blood shot eyes in her head, and said, “Because your father said so.”


This made me choke on my formula a little, so I spit a fairly large mouthful of it on Dad’s bathrobe. Whoops. Dad looked down at the wet spot, and then a surprised look came over his face. He had just noticed he had his bathrobe on inside out. Meanwhile, Mom had fixed Susie a bowl of Fruit Loops and had gone to get dressed. I was done with my bottle, so Dad put me in my baby seat, which was on the other side of the large kitchen table. Then he found a piece of paper and went to the pantry to make out a grocery list. Big Mistake. No sooner was his back turned then Susie got an evil look in her eyes. Using her spoon as a catapult, she began lobbing soggy Fruit Loops at me from across the table. They were drenched with milk just enough to stick, and even though she missed me most of the time, she planted one right on my forehead… dead center. Mom came back downstairs and started talking to Dad, so Susie abandoned fire. Yet there I sat in my chair with one red Fruit Loop stuck on my face looking for all the world like a junior Cyclops. Mom came to the table and took away Susie’s bowl.

“Come on, Susie. It’s time to go.” She said. Then she walked over to kiss me good-bye. “Ugh!” she shouted. “What’s wrong with Brent’s face?” She leaned over for close inspection. “Oh… a Fruit Loop.” She cast suspicious eyes at Susie, who smiled innocently. Mom picked the cereal off of me and washed my face. Then she took Susie by the hand and left for the doctor’s office, mumbling something under her breath about a cure for having children.

Dad went upstairs to get dressed, and told me to guard the kitchen. What a funny guy. He returned wearing his faded jeans with the holes in them (the ones that Mom won’t let him wear in public) and his Garfield T-shirt.

“Well, how ‘bout it champ? You ready to go to the grocery store?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I had no choice.

Once in the store, Dad quickly found a shopping cart. My baby seat was too large for the top part of the cart, so he put me in the bottom. Up and down the aisles we went, and the groceries piled up around me. I had frozen broccoli at my feet, hamburger helper at my right side, and bananas at my left side. I felt like the main entree. In the drinks aisle, Dad put two six-packs of Dr. Pepper in the top part of the cart, and then looked around for the Hawaiian Punch. “Rats!” he said. “I guess it was on that last aisle.” He pulled our cart off to the side next to another cart, and jogged down to the end of the aisle to peer down the other one. He apparently spotted the Punch, because he glanced back at me, then rounded the corner quickly. I looked at the cart next to ours. It had Dr. Pepper in the top part, too, and was about as full as ours. I wondered whose it was, and then I saw a very elderly lady making her way back down the aisle. She apparently had poor eye sight, as she wore thick glasses, and bumped into two people before reaching the carts. I looked back the other way to see if Dad was coming back yet, and all of the sudden I felt the cart beginning to move. Oh no! I looked, and… just what I suspected. The old lady had taken the wrong cart by mistake. I was down among all the groceries and she couldn’t even see me. We went around the corner, passed three rows, and turned down the bread aisle. She reached for something and tossed it in the cart. I closed my eyes as I saw something large flying towards me. A King-size loaf of wheat bread landed on my stomach. I looked around desperately now for Dad… this could be dangerous. No sign of him. The cart started moving again and soon we were at the meat counter. Now I had a pound of bacon under my chin, and lamb chops on my legs. If Dad didn’t find me soon, I would be buried alive. Knowing him, he was probably in the check-out line, totally oblivious to the fact that he was missing part of his cargo. Meanwhile, the latest addition to the grocery cart was placed right on my face - a big box of Sunsweet prunes. How nice. Now I could see nothing at all. I began to wonder if I would ever see my family again, and then I wondered how this poor, blind fool had managed to get a license to drive this grocery cart. We were swerving all over the aisle, and I kept feeling her bump into people’s legs. I waited for the inevitable, and sure enough… CRASH!!! We hit another cart. The box of Sunsweet Prunes was jolted off my face as I heard an all too familiar voice apologizing.

“I’m sorry, Ma’m.” said my father.

“It’s all right.” said the woman.

I couldn’t believe it. My father still didn’t know I was missing. This man truly was brain-dead. Well, it was now or never, so I gathered up all my breath and let out a wail that I know they heard clear over in frozen foods. Dad got a shocked look on his face. He looked first in his basket, then in ours, then back to his. The poor old lady just stood there with her mouth hanging open, wondering what in the world in her basket could have made that noise.

“Uh… Ma’m…” stuttered my Dad. “It seems to me that we have somehow exchanged carts… uh… well… my son, you see… the baby, I mean… well, as you can see, he is in your cart, or my cart, whichever the case may be, and uh… well, here - I’ll just switch carts and the groceries we’ve added.” Dad quickly had matters straightened out, and left for the check-out counter, apologizing profusely. Once in line, Dad picked me up and held me close to his shoulder. “I’m not losing you again.” He told me with sincerity. I felt the same way, believe me, so I gave a contented sigh, and drooled a little on his shoulder.




A Night At Burnstone High

Jordan McGovern reached into her locker and pulled out her Math notebook, wondering if Ms. Burton was planning on giving a pop quiz the next day. Deciding she was better safe than sorry; she added it to her heavy stack of books, brushed a wisp of straight blonde hair out of her eyes, and slammed the old grey locker, causing a shower of cement chips to fall on her head from the wall above. Shaking her head to remove the debris, she sighed loudly and looked with distaste at her surroundings. “I wish I could go to a regular high school,” she muttered to herself. “Everything in this crummy old place is falling all apart.” She gazed at a crack in the peeling wall and began to recite in a monotone voice the history of her school. “Burnstone High, built in the year 1811, sits atop a steep hill and is surrounded by tall, majestic oak trees almost as old as the school itself. Built entirely from beautiful native stone, it was originally used as a private boarding school for young boys until it was severely damaged by a fire in 1862. The three-story building was then left abandoned for over 50 years, until it was renovated, remodeled, and put up for sale in the year 1915. There were no buyers for fifteen years, but in 1930 it was bought by Carlson County, who remodeled it again and turned it into a public high school. It was named Burnstone High in honor of its past, and now is one of the most historical buildings in the northeastern states!” Jordan finished her speech dramatically, and with a flourish of her free hand she thanked her imaginary audience for their imaginary applause. While her hand was up, she caught sight of her watch and suddenly realized the time. 4:30!! Where in the world was Bradey?

Bradey Mitchell, her tall, dark, and mischievous boyfriend, was supposed to have met her at 4:15 at her locker. She had to stay after a while to catch up on some typing, and he had promised to give her a ride home. She impatiently tapped her foot and peered way down the hall. No sign of him. Bradey was chronically undependable and always late, so she wondered which it was this time. “Geez- this place gives me the creeps!” she thought, wishing it wasn’t so quiet. She had always thought the school was kinda spooky, even with everyone there. She didn’t quite know why, either. Maybe it was the damp, narrow, and dimly lit hallways. She shivered slightly and shifted her armload of books. Maybe it was because there were no windows, or maybe just because it’s so old. Everybody she knew thought the school was a little weird, and she had even heard stories about it being haunted… something about a locked room. She had wondered about the stories, and she still remembered something strange that happened one day in the ninth grade. The fire alarm went off for a fire drill, and as everyone was filing out of the school, there was the strangest noise. It sounded kind of like someone crying - like a little boy crying, and everybody heard it all over the school. Some of the younger kids got scared, but most of the students laughed it off as someone’s practical joke. There had never been a fire drill since that day, and Jordan still wondered about it. Absorbed in thought, she started nervously when a head suddenly popped around the corner. It was Bradey, of course, but he had snuck up so quietly he had scared her. “Where in the world have you been, Bradey Mitchell?” she shouted at him. “I’ve been waiting for ages and this place is giving me the creeps!”

“I was shooting baskets and I lost track of time. I’m sorry.” he answered easily, not at all ruffled by her anger. “And what do you mean ‘the creeps’? This old place is the greatest!” He fondly patted the wall. “Burnstone High-” he said proudly, “good ol’ B.S.!”

Jordan laughed at his reference to the school’s nickname, and playfully elbowed him in the ribs. “I guess I forgive you for being late,” she said, “but only on one condition…carry my books!”

“Aw, come on! No fair!” Bradey whined jokingly as he took the books from her arms. “I always hafta carry your dumb books. Why don’t you carry them yourself for once?”

“No Way, Bradey! Now come on and let’s get out of this place.” Jordan said, giving him a push.

They walked down the hall, up the stairs and had gotten clear to the door when Jordan suddenly remembered she had forgotten her Psychology book. “Go on out to the car,” she told Bradey. “I’ll run back and get my book and meet you there in a minute.” She turned and ran down the stairs, her footsteps echoing down the silent stone hallway. On her way back, she realized how much darker it was getting, and remembering her earlier thoughts, she shivered again. It was getting so late that it was getting dark outside already and even darker inside. 5:15! She had better hurry straight home. She ran to the front door and reached out to turn the knob, but to her surprise and shock, it wouldn’t turn. She tried again and pushed the door with all her weight. It didn’t budge. Then she realized what happened; the janitor had locked the building and left while she was at her locker. “Oh No!” she wailed. “I’m locked in!” Panic and fear swept over her and she began pounding the thick, solid oak door with both fists. It was no use though; the janitor was long gone, and Bradey was sitting in his car listening to the radio. She stopped pounding and tried to reason with herself. It was so quiet that all she could hear was her heart beating away inside her chest, and she could feel the blood rushing to her head. Bradey would come to find her, but what then? The janitor had the only key to the school, and he lives over an hour away in some shack-nobody even knew where. It looked like she would have to spend the night here. There were no windows or other ways out. “It won’t be so bad,” she told herself, but even as she spoke she could feel a cold prickle run up her spine. She slumped down against the door and huddled up in a ball, trying to think cheerful thoughts. Then she heard someone trying to turn the doorknob, and leaping to her feet she began to pound the door again. “Bradey! I’m locked in!” she shouted. “Bradey!”

“Jordan! Are you okay? I can barely hear you!” came the faint answer from Bradey.

“I’m okay, but I’m so scared! I’ll have to stay here all night; there’s no way to get the key!” Jordan shouted slowly so he could understand her. A pause followed, and then-

“Well I’m staying here with you,Jordan. I’ll just stay right here.”

“No, Bradey! You go home. Your parents will worry. And go tell my father where I am-maybe he can get me out. I’ll be okay alone for awhile.” Jordan called bravely.

“Okay!” Bradey answered. “Now don’t be afraid. Everything will be alright. I’m leaving now, but I’ll be back.”

“Good-bye!” answered Jordan, trying to choke back the tears. All alone! It was so quiet…too quiet. She turned from the door and walked down the hall. “Might as well kill some time by walking around the school,” she thought. It was a very big school and she still had never seen all of it. She walked from floor to floor, up and down the grey dim hallways, pausing now and then to take a deep breath. Finally she got to the basement. It was like all of the rest of the school, only cooler and damper, but she had never been down there much. She looked around dully and suddenly something caught her eye. It was a door-one she had never seen before. Maybe it was the room she had heard about. It looked normal enough… but wait! It had a steel door, not a wood door like all the other rooms. Jordan cringed, but curious, she walked slowly and quietly up to the door. Strangely, it felt very warm in front of the door and it almost looked hot. She reached out a finger and touched it timidly, but immediately jerked it back. The door was red hot! She looked at her burnt finger that was blistered already and felt the pain shoot up her hand. She turned in shock and ran as fast as she could up the stairs till she reached the front door. Completely terrified, she began pounding until her knuckles were red and raw, and she screamed in fright and pain. She felt faint and began to run again. The halls were so dark that she couldn’t see and she felt like someone was following her as she traipsed wildly and blindly around and around the top floor. She just had to get out. She just had to! Suddenly she saw something- a way out! If she pulled the fire alarm, the fire department would come and they could rescue her from this awful place!! She raced to it and pulled it down with both hands and all her strength. The loud ringing went off immediately, and a second later Jordan wished she had thought twice before pulling the alarm. The noise started soft, but grew with such intensity that it was soon louder than the alarm. It was the same one she had heard in the ninth grade-a little boy crying!

She could hear it all around her, too loud to bear, and petrified she began running again, with the awful crying and moaning in her ears. As she ran. she began to feel as though she were being pulled downward, and she couldn’t help herself from running down all three flights of stairs to the basement. She was screaming hysterically and as she reached the hallway where the terrible locked room was she was no longer in control of her own body. Somebody else was making her run to the door. Somebody else made her hand reach out to turn the doorknob. The crying was louder than ever and as she pulled the now unlocked door open, a blast of steaming hot air hit her, nearly knocking her over. She stepped inside the room and felt like she was being baked alive. It was so unbearably hot and pitch black. The crying was so loud it hurt her head and she could see nothing but blackness. Suddenly she felt her clothes burning and her jewelry melting, and letting out a scream she collapsed on the floor. The wall on the farthest side of the room began to tremble and shake, and then with one great blast, it blew up, spewing out flames. Then all the fire disappeared and un-shielding her eyes, Jordan saw what she thought was the image of a little boy. He walked towards her and stopped at her feet. She could see right through him, and was no longer afraid. He looked at her with glassy eyes and smiled. Then he disappeared completely. Jordan gasped and passed out into blackness.

Jordan awakened with a start and opened her eyes quickly. Looking around she realized she was in her own bed at home. She wondered if she had had a terrible nightmare, but when she stretched her arms, she knew she had not. She got up and looked in the mirror, shocked at her blistered face, neck, and arms. Even her hair was singed. Her mother came into her room and told her how they had found her last night in the classroom, lying on the floor. There was no sign of any disturbance in the room, and no one knew how Jordan had gotten burned. Jordan looked at her Burnstone High banner and sighed to herself. Now she knew…..


Editor’s Note: 
Here is what her writing class professor said to Lori when they graded this paper


“A++ you are a super story-teller - you might want to send this to a publisher!’
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Fourteen Friday

The sun crept under the venetian blinds and made a slanted pattern on the desk in front of her while Tina dozed again. She lay her head down on top of her unfinished work. She hoped Mr. Bratchett would take a long lunch today, because if he came back and caught her snoozing on the job, he would have her head.He was not the most patient, not the most personable man to ever run the office.

Burton Bratchett, with his greasy, balding head, his one eyebrow, and his 5’ 2 “frame that barely supported his 270 pounds of Twinkies and french fries, had the worst disposition of anyone she had ever met. When he was mad, the hairs in his one eyebrow would stand up, the grease on his forehead would swirl in circles and stream down his tomato-paste face, and his whole body would shake and strain as he pulled himself upward to his lefties height…

5’ 2½“! It was a terrible sight! Enough to turn even the strongest stomach. Ugh! But, today was Friday, and she hoped to avoid any confrontations with anybody. She only wanted to get the day over with. She looked at the clock on the wall and sighed loudly.Two more hours! She sat up straight at her desk and tried to concentrate on her work, but her mind kept wandering. In the cubicle next to hers she could hear Harriet Sweetwater hard at work typing something. She was always so nice and grandmotherly, and had been a good friend to Tina since she started working here only a short 6 months ago.

Harriet has been with the company for 26 years, and practically runs the place, despite her lowly title of secretary. She had shown Tina the ropes and trained her perfectly. A widow of 3 years, she lived by herself on the other side of town. Sometimes Tina worried about her being lonely, but Harriet was an opportunist and an optimist, and lived each day to the fullest. She always had a gray-haired smile for everyone, and her cheeriness warmed the office, and made it almost bearable.

“Hello,Tina!” called Harriet, and Tina returned her greeting. Tina crossed her legs, and then kicked off her black leather pumps underneath her desk. She grunted in disgust and picked up the thick-paged report in front of her….( Not really intending to read it). Suddenly the office door swung open, and in strutted Malcolm Maguire. Malcolm worked in the next department in bookkeeping, but he was the office busy-body, and he could often be seen flitting from room to room.

“Tina!” he called across the room with a delicate wave of his hand. “Tina! How ARE you today, dearie?” Malcolm stood with one hand on his hip, and the other one poised in mid air, as if to make some sort of a point. He was dressed in his usual… a plaid shirt with a plaid tie, and his sandy hair was combed forward to cover his receding hairline. Tina thought that the hairstyle looked, at best, like a poor attempt at a bowl cut, and did nothing to flatter his close-set eyes and hooked nose.

He looked very much like a ferret, and probably appropriately so. She usually didn’t care much for small talk with Malcolm, but today any interruption was a welcome one. “Hi, Malcolm, “she said while trying to suppress a yawn.” I’m doing okay, I guess. Pretty tired, though. What’s new?” This was the magic question, guaranteed to send Malcolm into tailspins! “WELL! You just wouldn’t believe it! Did you hear about Celeste Ringham and Sammy Parsons?

I can’t believe it! YOU can imagine my shock, being such close friends with Pamela Dockstreet, and all. And POOR Cliff Lancers! What must he be thinking! I tell you, this whole thing is going to blow up in someone’s face if everyone doesn’t stop talking about it!” Malcolm got so excited that he had to sit down, so he sat daintily down on the edge of Tina’s spare office chair. He fanned himself with his free hand (the one he didn’t have to use to make a point with), and continued his story. Tina cared little, if any, about other people’s life stories, so she let him blab on while pretending to listen. Finally, he finished with the whole dreadful story, and took a deep, gasping breath. Tina tried to remember if he had breathed through the rest of the story, but couldn’t recall. Malcolm sat there for a moment with his eyes bugging out, and Tina thought he might just pass out from lack of oxygen to the brain, but unfortunately he got his second wind.

“So, as you can see, it has been a perfectly dreadful day for me! If it hadn’t been for Tim Levingston, I do believe I would not have made it through this day. He has been over in Bookkeeping trying to calm me down all day! Oh! That reminds me I almost forgot to tell you… Tim said to tell you to come see him as soon as you can. Something about private business, from what I could gather.” With his last statement, Malcolm gave her an over-exaggerated wink, and nudged her with his bony elbow.

“Oh yeah!” said Tina. “That must be about the puppy.” “Puppy?” Malcolm looked disappointed.”I thought this was going to be juicy.” “Sorry to disappoint you.” Tina said as she stood up from her desk and put her shoes back on. “You keep forgetting that I’m the one around here that is HAPPILY married. And don’t go spreading any rumors around the office about my non-existent affair with Tim Levingston.

Leave your gossip to people who at least deserve to be gossiped about. “She picked up her stack of papers, and put them in her top desk drawer.” I’ve got to go talk to Tim, so I guess I’ll see you later, Male.” “Okay,T… Have a good one, and I guess I’ll see you on Monday.” Tina had just about reached the front of the office, when the door banged open, and in steamed Mr. Bratchett. She noticed right away that his eyebrow hairs were standing at attention, so she quickly stepped out of his way, and hoped it wasn’t her that they were saluting.He puffed on past her, and she breathed a heavy sigh of relief.

She pushed on the heavy door and hurried from the room. She found Tim sitting at his desk, picking dirt from under his nails. When he saw her, he stood up excitedly and said, “Tina! Guess what? Remember that promotion I was up for? Well,I got it! I’m so excited!! I don’t know what to do with myself! And the really great part is that my wife and I finally get to move back to Chicago! They are moving the department that I will be heading up to headquarters in the Windy City!

Isn’t that great?” He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her, as if to help the thought sink in. “That’s great,Tim. We all knew it was only a matter of time. You must be so happy!” Tina said as she freed herself from his hold. She had never really gotten to know him very well, and his actions could easily be misread by onlookers. “Oh, and listen… " said Tim, “Do you still want one of my Golden Retriever puppies?’Cause if you do, I have a big favor to ask you.” Tina and her husband, Glenn, had just moved into a new house 3 months ago, and decided that they wanted a dog about the same time that Tim’s Golden Retriever,Sassy, had a litter.

They weren’t purebreds, so Tim had promised to give them a puppy for free if they would wait for them to be weaned. “Yes! Are you kidding? We have been really looking forward to get ting one of the little monsters. What’s the favor?” (Actually, Tina was really looking forward to getting a puppy, but Glenn was only tolerating the idea.But a woman can be very persuasive when she wants to be.) “See.’..

the company wants Frieda and I to fly out to Chicago tomorrow to start looking around to find a house. Then I will stay out there while Freida comes back and makes the arrangements to have the furniture moved out. The problem is that I have given most of the puppies away, but I still have a couple left. I was sorta hoping that you would take them and find homes for the couple extra ones… " Tim stopped and looked at Tina woefully.”Whataya say?

Got a deal?” “Gosh, I don’t know. What if I can’t find homes for them? Glenn would kill me if I got stuck with 3 puppies. He’s barely adjusted to us having one.I’ll have to think about this.” “Oh come on, Pal… I’m sure you’ “have no problems finding a couple of homes for lovable puppies. Everyone loves dogs. And besides, Frieda and I are driving to the airport tonight and staying at a motel since our flight leaves at 5 A.M.

If you don’t take them, we’ re going to have to drop them off at the pound on the way to the airport.” An especially sad face accompanied this comment, and Tim even tried to hold his eyes open so they would water and look like tears. “Okay! Okay! Don’t do that!” said Tina.”I’ll find homes for them.” (Why did her conscience always get the best of her?) “But how are you going to. get them to me?” “Hmmm…

“thought Tim, wrinkling his brow.”I know! Here… give me the keys to your car. I’m leaving now to go pick up Frieda, and on the way back by the office,I’ll stop and put the puppies in your car. It should be about time for you to get off work by then, so they will only be in the car for five or ten minutes. How does that sound?” Tim smiled like he had just discovered the cure for cancer, and put out his hand to receive her key.

“I guess that will be okay. Are you sure they’ “be okay in the car by themselves? " “Positive.” “Well, I’ “trust you then. Here’s my keys. My car is a black Mustang. It’s parked in row 3 of the back lot.” Tina said as she dropped her wad of keys into Tim’s waiting hand. “Thanks, Tina. I really appreciate this. If you have any problems, Frieda will be back in 4 or 5 weeks, so you can call her ,okay?” “Yeah,Okay.

And listen… Good Luck with your new position. Hope you enjoy it!” “Thanks, Tina. I know I will.” Back at her desk,Tina took out her stack of paperwork and tried to get some work done. Harriet came over to her desk to chat for a few minutes, and told her how Mr. Bratchett was upset because he found out his wife wanted a divorce. It made him even madder when he found out that- thanks to Malcolm- everyone in the off ice already knew about it!

He had stormed out of the room and headed for the parking lot, muttering under his breath about drowning his miseries in a box of Twinkies. Five O’Clock finally came, and Tina put her papers in her briefcase, and walked out to the parking lot to her car. As she approached the car, she could hear little yips coming from inside the car, and sped up her pace in anticipation of seeing the puppies. She jogged the last couple of steps, and reaching the car she peered inside the window.

To her surprise she saw not 3 puppies, but· what appeared to be more than a dozen!! She gasped in astonishment as she realized her car was literally swarming with small, blonde fur-balls. She tried to comprehend what this meant, and slowly began to realize that she had been played for a fool by Tim. The puppies were jumping from the back seat to the front seat, and then back again, and one was sitting in the driver’s seat with his paws on the steering wheel.

Tina stood in shock for a moment, wondering what to do, and finally decided to count and find out exactly how many dependents she now had. It took her 6 times to count them correctly because they wouldn’t stay in one place long enough for her to count them only once. Finally she decided that there were fourteen puppies! She was tempted for a moment to just open her car door and let them all jump out and make a run for it, but, as usual, her conscience got the best of her and she knew it wouldn’t be fair to turn 14 puppies lose on a perfectly innocent city!

Instead she carefully opened the door and slid into the driver’s seat, scooping puppies into the back seat that had nearly caused her to have an accident on the way home. It continued slowly down their street, and to her surprise it pulled into their driveway! The door swung open and out stepped a grizzly, elderly gentleman. He was dressed in faded overalls, a plaid shirt, and thick, muddy boots, but he had 3 gold rings on his fingers, an expensive looking gold chain around his neck, and was pulling a heavily stuffed wallet out of his back pocket.

“Evening, Ma’m.”He said through his whiskered face. “Them dogs aren’t for sale by any chance, are they?” “Uh… these dogs?”stuttered Tina. “Yes’m. Them.”said he.”Them’s a fine looking bunch of dogs. Yessirree-a FINE bunch of dogs!” He held out a
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COLD-BLOODED KILLER
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