
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Tales in Time.Volume Two






[image: tmp_d4fe82d33db2ad44c4188de6cf41053a_Bcb_Jq_html_m27414450.gif]

with Wilton C. Sunnyday lll






by:David Rucker

Willie illustration by:Joan Gilbert Madsen

Other illustrations by:Brenda Laster

Discover other titles by David Rucker at http://www.smashwords.com






Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2001 by David Rucker all
rights reserved

`This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment.
If you would like to share this book with others, please purchase
additional copies.

For special request exceptions please contact
Smashwords at http://www.smashwords.com






Dedicated to All Future Space
Travelers

*Introduction*

Dear Reader,

Early in May of this last year, my wife and I
were on holiday, traveling towards a favorite destination of ours
in the Lakes District about a four hour trip north of our home. As
was our habit, we stopped at many of the small antique shops in the
little towns along our route. We never shop for anything specific,
but we do rather enjoy acquiring items that catch our eye if the
price is right.

So it was, as things happen, that we were in
one small town where we had stopped to look around. My wife was
busy looking at some old school textbooks. The kind boys and girls
used to read in their classrooms a long time ago. I was busy in
another corner of the store, just poking around, when I spotted a
small chest sitting high on a shelf in a dark alcove. The chest
appeared very dusty, as though it had been sitting a long time.

“Oh that old chest,” the storekeeper said
when I asked about it. “You can have it for $25.00. It came as part
of a shipment of things I obtained at an auction last year. It’s
nothing special. Don’t even know where it came from. Looks like
maybe a young boy made it as part of a woodshop project. You know,
in the old days, schoolboys used to have to take a woodshop
techniques class. You want to buy it?”






“It does appear to be very ordinary doesn’t
it?” I answered, “but yes, I think I do.”

The chest measured 24” wide by 18” deep by
12” tall. It was obvious there were things inside because it was
quite heavy. It really was a very ordinary chest, but well
constructed. brass hinges held the back of the lid, and a very
sturdy padlock secured the front. The key to the lock, of course,
did not exist.

“What are we going to do with that old box?”
my wife nagged me as we traveled along. “It doesn’t look like
anything special to me.”

“That’s why I like it,” I answered.
“Sometimes ordinary things can be the most interesting.”

I could hardly wait to arrive at our
destination so that I could open the chest and inspect the
contents. I even stopped at a hardware store further along our
route and purchased a hacksaw so I could physically cut the padlock
off.

When at last I was able to open the chest
later that day, I was not disappointed. The contents appeared to
have belonged to a young boy named Wilton C. Sunnyday III who lived
in a small town named Littleberg. I found
his sixth grade report card and several letters to him from an Aunt
Julia in the chest. Aunt Julia must have traveled a lot because the
letters were from many different countries and the envelops had
interesting old stamps affixed to them.

The chest also contained many other items of
interest including two gold coins, a telegraph key, a piece of
quartz, a jackknife, a wildflower reference book, the sheet music
to a short song, an invitation card to a winter festival signed by
a person named Attey, a few photographs, and a diary.

Of all the items in the chest, the most
interesting by far was the diary. Each date contained careful notes
describing things that had occurred on that day, and things that
had been observed.

From the diary, and from the other items and
information in the chest, I was able to piece together the accounts
of the stories that follow. I have no reason to suspect they are
not true stories, but I must say, that extensive research has
revealed no other references to any towns named Littleberg. There
was nothing in the chest from which I could determine its precise
age, but my best estimate was, and still is, that everything came
from the period of time just as travelers from other planets were
beginning to arrive on earth. Probably around the later half of the
second millennium.

It is difficult to imagine how it must have
been in those early days on earth when we were absolutely isolated
from the rest of the universal community.

Littleberg probably was an old mining town
that eventually, along with the people who called it home, simply
faded away. We may never know any more about what happened to it,
and the people who lived there, than what Wilton left for us in his
small chest.

I have spent a lot of time thinking about
Littleberg, and how it must have been. I hope you will find
pleasure in the stories I found there as well.

David


Chapter 1: Rabbit Tells A Story

“Wilton,” called a voice through the laundry
chute.

A morning voice, purposeful, cheerful, filled
with enthusiasm for the new day. The kind of voice often heard
busying with the chores of breakfast. The voice was that of Mrs.
Sunnyday, Willie’s mother.

“Yes Mahm?” replied Willie. Willie always
tried to be polite and say mahm and sir when he spoke to his
elders. He felt it made a difference.

“Where are you? Are you in the basement? What
are you doing?” called the voice again through the laundry
chute.

Laundry chutes were popular features in older
homes two or more stories tall. Willie’s house was three stories
tall. Laundry chutes originated on the top floor of the house.
Access was gained through a small, hinged panel that opened into
one of the walls near the bathroom. The chutes were best described
as hollow tubes about 18 inches square, built inside the walls of
the house, terminating through a hole in the basement ceiling. The
purpose of the chute was to allow members of the family of the
house to insert their dirty laundry into the access opening on the
top floor, where the bathroom and bedrooms were located, and let it
fall directly into a heap onto the basement floor next to the
washing machine.

The chute in Willie’s house, on its route to
the basement, passed inside the east wall of the kitchen, next to
the door to the pantry. There was an additional access panel there
into which Willie’s mother could insert her dirty kitchen towels.
She also used the chute as a speaking tube.

“I’m at my workbench in the basement reading
the owners manual for your dishwasher,” answered Willie.

“Goodness sakes Child, whatever for?”

“I have been wondering if I could cook food
using our dishwasher,” answered Willie. “I’m trying to learn what
the temperature of the water is during the wash and rinse cycles,
and how hot it gets inside the dishwasher during the dry cycle. I
think vegetables might taste really good if they were cooked with
lots of steamy hot water.”

“Hmmm, that might be worth a try,” said
Willie’s Mom, “but you’re right in wondering about the
temperatures. I’m not sure ours gets hot enough. We’ll have to try
that someday. Just now however, I need you to run an errand for me.
Please come to the kitchen.”

Willie set aside the manual for the
dishwasher and climbed the steep stairs to his mother’s kitchen. He
didn’t like to have his projects interrupted but he always tried to
do what his mother requested. He felt it made a difference.

“I am making some floral arrangements to sell
at the police department’s fund-raiser for needy families. They
need to be unique and pretty enough to sell. Would you please take
your backpack and go for a walk along the trail to the old mines to
see if you can find some baseball-sized pieces of white quartz or
some rusty old mining artifacts?” asked Willie’s mother. “I think
they would look interesting in my flower arrangements.”

“Sure Mom,” said Willie. “That sounds like
fun.”
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Willie and his Mother


It was 10 o’clock on a Saturday morning in
mid-October. The sun was shining brightly, but the day as yet, had
not given up its dampness and coolness from the night before. The
trail to the old mines was a fun place to be. The fall leaves on
the cottonwood trees stood bright yellow against the blue morning
sky, and the river beside the path was so low in places that a
person could hop onto the tops of the exposed rocks, and by
carefully planning a route and keeping good balance, cross the
river without getting wet feet. Willie loved days like this. He
liked to be outside.

Willie knew exactly where to find the quartz
he needed. He had been along the trail many times, so it wasn’t
long until he had four nice pieces in his backpack for his
mother.
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Quartz


He decided since the old mines were nearby it
would also be fun to find a few old mine artifacts. That he knew,
however, would be difficult. There were very few items lying around
anymore. Many people, over the years, had walked the area, and had
collected most of the artifacts. In addition, many of the remaining
items had been destroyed by the weather. Willie thought his best
chance for success would be near the entrance to the Old Delaney
Mine. Some people claimed the Old Delaney Mine was haunted.
Therefore, most people stayed far away.

The story about the Delaney Mine told of a
young man named Jeff Delaney who had come from Ireland in the early
days and had done rather well for himself working his claim. Jeff
had been a clean cut, hard working fellow, but he had a lot of
rather boisterous mining friends. One Saturday night a bunch of his
friends had stopped by to visit and play Hearts, a popular card game in those days. These
friends were rather unruly, and it wasn’t long until somebody
accused somebody else of cheating. A big free-for-all fight started
and there was lots of pushing and shoving. One of the miners
accidentally tipped over the big brass telescope that Jeff used for
looking at the planets, and then one of the miners happened to be
unlucky enough to have his head in the way of the telescope as it
fell. Injuries resulted which put him in the hospital for a very
long time. Jeff felt so bad about the events that occurred that he
closed his mine, and nobody ever went there again.

To this day, hikers in the area often report
hearing sounds that resemble a very noisy card party. Willie
however, had never heard any such sounds, and he had even gone with
his friend, Joey, a couple of times just to investigate. So he
wasn’t all that concerned about going there to look around.

Willie started up the small pathway that led
to the Delaney mine. It was a steep narrow path causing Willie to
wonder how Mr. Delaney had hauled his ore-carts down to the main
trail where the trains came to pick up the mined ore. That would
have been quite a chore.

As the pathway got higher and closer to the
Delaney mine, Willie began to notice he was hearing some unusual
scratching noises. He proceeded, but cautiously, because he
couldn’t tell exactly what the noises were. It was impossible to
see the opening to the Old Delaney Mine until the trail came around
a large boulder about 30 feet in front of the entrance.

The closer Willie got, the louder became the
scratching sounds.

“There are no ghosts at that mine,” Willie
said confidently to himself. “Ghosts are not possible.”

And yet, he did have to wonder if there was
any truth to those old stories.

Willie walked as quietly as he could.

Scratch scratch scratch, came the sound.

Walk walk, walked Willie.

Scratch scratch, scratched the sound.

Willie stopped to listen. What was that
scratching sound? Willie couldn’t figure it out.

Then, total silence. Nothing could be
heard.

Willie crept cautiously forward getting
closer and closer to Mr. Delaney’s mine. Finally he stood next to
the big boulder in front of the mine. He really wanted to look
around the boulder to see what was going on, but experience had
taught him to be cautious.
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Then he heard it again. Scratch scratch
scratch. Then more silence.

He listened again. Nothing could be heard.
Absolutely nothing.

Willie poked his head around the edge of the
boulder.

“Rabbit!” said Willie. “It’s you! What are
you doing here?”

“Me?” replied Rabbit. “What are you doing
here Willie? You had me pretty frightened. I could hear footsteps
on the trail.”

“Well, you had me a little nervous also,”
answered Willie. “I could hear some scratching sounds, and you know
what everybody says about this old mine.
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Rabbit and Willie


“Exactly what was that scratching sound?”

“Well,” said Rabbit, “my mother sent me out
to find some artifacts from the old mines. I have been looking all
morning with no success so I thought I would come here to dig
around because most folks avoid this area.”

“What will your mother do with the artifacts
you do find?” asked Willie.

“She is making some flower arrangements,”
answered Rabbit.

“Mine is too,” said Willie. “Even though we
are very different from each other it appears there are some things
that are very similar in our lives. Do you live with your
parents?”

“Yes I do. I also have many brothers and
sisters. Most of us all live together. Do you live with your
parents Willie?”

“Yes, but I don’t have any brothers or
sisters. There is only my parents and me,” said Willie, “I guess
that makes us different.”

“Do you like to watch television?” asked
Rabbit.

“Well,” said Willie. “We don’t have a
television at our house. My parents think we should be busy doing
things ourselves instead of watching other people do things.”

“You what? No television? My goodness. But
there are a lot of good stories on television. Don’t you miss
stories?”

“We have stories,” answered Willie. “We tell
stories and we read stories to each other out loud. We also read
stories to ourselves.”

“We do that too,” said Rabbit. “I guess in
that way we are the same.”

Rabbit and Willie had a good long
conversation that morning talking about some of the ways they were
the same, and some of the ways they were different. After quite a
long time the conversation again focused on stories.

“Do you have a favorite story?” asked
Willie.

“Yes I do,” answered Rabbit. “It is a story
Grandmother Rabbit often tells us at the end of the day when we are
getting ready for bed.”

“What is it about?” asked Willie.

“Well, it is a story about a family of
clouds. She says it is a true story, but I am not so sure, it
sounds like make-believe to me.”

“Tell me the story,” prodded Willie.

“All right,” said Rabbit. “It is a good
story. I think you will like it.”
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Rabbit Tells His Story


“One summer a long time ago,” Rabbit began,
“when Littleberg was still a young town, Mr. and Mrs. Cloud settled
in over nearby Blackbird Mountain to set up housekeeping for the
summer. They had three children. There was Angelica who was the
oldest. She liked to read, and spent most of her time around the
family home. There was Jamboree the baby, and there also was Tommy,
whose age was in between.

Tommy Cloud was very active, loved
adventures, and was always chasing around the sky just for the fun
of it. His mother thought he really should not be going so far
away. She was worried about the big storm clouds that occasionally
traveled through the area gobbling up unsuspecting, small,
inexperienced clouds.

“Why don’t you find a hobby?” Mother Cloud
tried to encourage her son.

“Aw Mom,” answered Tommy. “Nothing seems
fun.”

“Maybe you haven’t tried hard enough,” said
his mother. “Spend the next three days observing the creatures and
people of Littleberg Valley to see what they do.”

On the first day Tommy saw some miners
digging, some cows eating grass, and some fish swimming. On the
second day he saw children riding bicycles, frogs hopping, and
workers hooking up electrical wires to some big power poles. Each
night he told his mother, “Nothing looked very fun! Those are
things that others do. I am a cloud.”

“Well, keep trying. Maybe tomorrow will be
your lucky day,” his mother coaxed.

The next morning Tommy happened to come upon
an artist who was painting a picture. “What are you doing?” asked
Tommy.

“I am using these oil paints to create a
picture of the river here. I also want to include the trees and
flowers, and that black crow who is sitting on that rock over
there.”

How can you do that?” asked Tommy. “You don’t
have enough colors to paint all those different things.”

“I can mix together the colors that I do have
to get new colors,” the artist answered. “See, to make dark green,
I mix yellow, blue and a very small amount of black. To make bright
green, I mix blue with a lot of yellow.”

“That looks like fun,” said Tommy.

“Here, let me put some yellow, and a small
amount of red and black on you,” said the artist.

“That tickles,” said Tommy, and he began to
shake and wiggle all over while he laughed.

Well, the wiggling and the shaking and the
laughing caused the three colors to mix together, and also to mix
all through Tommy.

“I have never seen anything like that,” said
the artist. “I knew the colors I mixed together would make gold,
but I never suspected you would turn gold all the way through. You
have become a translucent, gold cloud. Here, look in this
mirror.”

Tommy thought he looked pretty cool, and he
took off flying through the sky to see what it felt like to be all
gold.

After a while he got tired and he sat down to
rest, completely enveloping a big gray rock. A miner happened to
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