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Book of Dreams: Rhymes Without Reason

I really don't need to write this story. Not for those in my age group anyway. Just by looking at the picture attached, any thought I could ever write is already going through your mind as I type.

During my working years, anytime I'd get into a town early for an appointment, one of my chosen methods of passing the time was to find a local cemetery; the older the better.

Sign up for Randy Linss's Mailing List

Also By Randy Linss

About the Author

	
	
	

	
	
	CONTENTS


	
	
	

	6

	
	INTRODUCTION


	
	
	

	8

	
	A CREATIVE MIND


	11

	
	THE NIGHT OF THE MIDNIGHT STAGE


	17

	
	MAYBE I WAS DREAMING


	22

	
	THE OLD SCHOOLHOUSE


	24

	
	CREATING MEMORIES


	27

	
	SAWHORSES AND PROPANE TANKS


	30

	
	ON THE RADIO


	33

	
	CLIMBING INTO FANTASY


	37

	
	WHISKED AWAY


	43

	
	MOWED AND RAKED


	48

	
	A MAGICAL CHRISTMAS TRADITION


	51

	
	THE GREASY SPOON


	55

	
	DREAMS THAT COME QUIETLY IN THE NIGHT


	60

	
	THE YARD: PART I


	64

	
	THE YARD: PART II


	69

	
	THE YARD: PART III


	73

	
	RECURRING DREAMS


	76

	
	BEHIND DOOR #10


	82

	
	VOICES IN THE WIND


	
	
	THE OSCAR TAVARES SAGA


	86

	
	THE STRANGE DISAPPEARANCE OF OSCAR TAVARES


	89

	
	THE UNFORTUNATE TALE OF JOEY MECHLIN


	94

	
	OIL AND WATER


	95

	
	NOT YOUR CUP OF TEA


	96

	
	THE CLOCK ON THE WALL


	97

	
	FIVE O'CLOCK BLUES


	98

	
	AT MY SIDE


	99

	
	MEMORIES


	100

	
	SAVED FROM DESPAIR


	101

	
	ALONE


	102

	
	THE JOURNEY


	103

	
	ON THE ROAD


	104

	
	MISSING: AUGUST 19


	110

	
	THE HICKORY SWITCH MYSTERIES: Case #1 - EMMA


	114

	
	THE MAN WHO WORE THE DERBY HAT


	120

	
	CHILI, CELERY, AND CARROT STICKS


	124

	
	STEREOTYPED


	128

	
	PAID IN FULL


	132

	
	TAG TEAM


	137

	
	THE WALK


	141

	
	UNDERWATER PEOPLE



146  THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR  

150   HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

154  NIGHTMARE

155  BACK WHEN I WAS YOUNG

156   FITTING IN

156  WHY DRABBLE?

157  OUR CHRISTMAS

158  DO I REALLY NEED TO KNOW?

159  THE GRAND OLD HOUSE ON SYCAMORE STREET

162  CURTAIN CALL

165  THE BOTTOM OF THE NINTH

167  THE ATTRACTION OF RICHARD’S GLEN

170  THE OLD BROWNSTONE

172  THE UNEXPECTED STORY OF CHARLIE WILSON

176  THE BRIGHTEST STAR

179  FRIENDS

182  JOHN’S FOLLY

185  ALL THE STREETS ARE NOT PAVED

INTRODUCTION

I'm a writer of short stories. It's what I love; particularly fictional short stories. Even in grade school, I loved being assigned to write a story about something. From way back then, I knew that writing was in my blood.

I'm also a dreamer - literally, as well as figuratively. One of my favorite things about bedtime is the hope that I will dream, while I wonder what shape the night's dreams will take. Bad dreams are never fun waking up from, but they've supplied inspiration for some of my best writing. Pleasant dreams are those you hate to wake up from and hope you can return to them when you fall back to sleep. For me, they're just enjoyment. They're not storymakers.

Story material comes from the strangest places. There's no controlling what and when your next story will come and what might fuel the inspiration. During a particularly rough patch of my life, motivation came from my toughest blows and darkest hours. To this day, I profess the stories written from those experiences are still among my best.

As I age and retirement has changed the look of my life, dreams seem to play a larger role in my sleep. They seem to be nostalgic and generally pleasant. While these dreams are those you hope won't end, they rarely supply material for which to write. Most of my inspiration these days still comes in the middle of the night, but usually from those times when sleep just won't come, and I'm left staring at the ceiling and wide awake.

My mind will start to blur and go places out of my control. This is where my stories now come from. It's these times that I love to get up, no matter the time, to let my thoughts dictate the words my fingers will type. Many times, thoughts roll faster than my fingers can type. But, these are the times when I'm happiest. I'm in my element.

No matter whether they produce storylines or not, I still call nighttime my favorite part of life, because dreams are stranger than life. I still love to dream.

If you enjoy dreams, this might be your kind of book. Come with me now, as we embark on a magical journey through a Book of Dreams.

A CREATIVE MIND

A creative mind, often called an overactive imagination, can be a blessing as well as a curse.

You count it a blessing when your mind is "in gear" with ideas churning faster than they can ever hope to be processed. It is during this time that book titles are created, storylines are imagined, and all else needs to be put aside. Your brain is on overload to the point of bursting. You try to focus on that one perfect idea that's ripe for development into a finished product.

But, that's not how it works, new ideas, seemingly better than the last crowd in, take control and force previous ideas to the rear. Yet, this is where the stories are written. It's not unusual to have ten or more stories result from these times. This morning is one of those days. Today is where the blessing becomes a curse.

It's one of those days that kept me awake last night, as I tried to categorize all the things that were on the day's agenda. Non-writing things. Real-life things that must be done. These are the days I can't afford to live in the fantasy world of writing. It just won't due. But, today the ideas are overwhelming. I jotted notes feverishly while stirring the breakfast oatmeal.

After washing dishes, I typed notes into cohesive order before heading to the shower. While on the treadmill, more ideas rushed in. The treadmill's 15-minute morning walk seemed like three minutes before I was back at the keyboard. But, a morning phone appointment loomed and I needed to prep today's main meal.

I quickly closed my laptop and dashed to the kitchen where Beverly was making cookies. I commandeered a corner of the counter to shred squash and chop veggies. that task done, I headed to the scanner to copy some documents needed for an upcoming book. The stories have yet to be designated time to be brought to completion.

While my Cardinals were playing an early game in Pittsburgh today, the pregame show was scheduled for 11:00. So, at 9:30, I again headed to the kitchen to bring the meal together, which we'd have out of the way by the start of the pregame show. The phone appointment, loosely scheduled for this morning, has yet to happen. No doubt, it will come about the time of the game's first pitch!

Someone from an area flooring store is scheduled for 2:30 to measure our floors for some updates. He wanted to come at 11:30, but no one infringes on Cardinal Baseball. No one!

This is typically how a day can unfold when a creative mind kicks in, but life's callings limit writing time. But, what about those periods when nothing comes to mind? The dry spells.

The dreaded periods of writer's block can last anywhere from a day to a month - heaven forbid; maybe longer. These are the frustrating times when nothing else is in the way. You have all the time in the world to write, but it's just no good. Nothing will come. Ideas seem locked away, and you haven't the key to unlock the treasure chest.

I've heard of writers using a variety of ways to try to trick their minds into the lush greens where ideas flourish. For me, there's currently no such place. I try to clear my mind completely. Whether it's by sitting on the patio or lying down for a nap, the problems of everyday life can't be allowed to overtake your "idea time".

A couple of decades ago, when I was at the height of my bicycle trail riding years, the escape was clear. A 20 to 40-mile bike ride was just what the doctor ordered. But, I've let that therapy escape me, as I no longer own a bike.

At 66, I've told myself I'm too old. I've nearly convinced myself, however, that that theory is nonsense. I'm teetering on the brink of buying a bike and starting to go on therapeutic rides once again.

Not only will it help to clear my mind, but the health benefits are "off the chart"! So, what am I waiting for? Well, I'm a tightwad, you see. But, alas, I have every confidence that reason will win the day, and a bicycle will soon be parked in the garage.

Until that day, the torments of a creative mind will likely continue on the wild swings from creative feast to maddening stretches of writer's block.
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THE NIGHT OF THE MIDNIGHT STAGE

Lightning crashed yet again right outside the window of Room #8, where I'd been reading for the past hour, since finding myself unable to sleep through the raging storms of the evening.

I reached to turn up the oil in the lamp on the table beside me when I heard a soft rapping at the door.

"Stage is running late, Sir. The storm's bad for miles out. Trees are down across the Trail and the horses are probably spooked." The bellhop delivered this less-than-encouraging news while making his rounds to see that all the doors and windows on the second floor were secure.

While I was expected to be in Springfield by the weekend, the prospects of arriving on time were diminishing by the hour. Seeing there was nothing to be done, I poured a glass of brandy and closed the book I'd been struggling to read. My thoughts turned to my stay in the little town for the past few days.

I pulled back the curtain and peered out across the muddy, rain-soaked road to the little grocery/inn across the way. The shop had been long closed for the night, with only a stray light in an upstairs window, likely that of another traveler unable to sleep. A stray dog trotted down the road toward the hotel's back door, hoping to find a few scraps of meat from dinner, or a big bone thrown out for him.

It was a busy little town, thanks to the Trail and the Old Military Road which brought travelers and farmers alike to transact their various business dealings. Looking out in the other direction, yet another hotel stood across the way. This was the stop for the stageline, which delivered passengers and the mail to the town's post office just north of the hotel where I was staying.

After downing my last swallow of brandy, I turned the light out and willed myself to bed and hopefully back to sleep. Either the brandy had worked its magic, or fatigue had finally overwhelmed my senses because I was soon soundly sleeping, wakened only by the sound of foot traffic in the hallway in the morning and the welcoming smell of coffee from the dining room below.

The allure of breakfast's call led me to get up, shave, and wash for the day ahead. What it would bring was anyone's guess. The stage hadn't arrived, nor was there any word as to when it might be expected, which would effectively keep me tethered to the hotel until word was received or we saw its arrival.

Arriving downstairs, I found the dining room nearly deserted, with the exception of two local businessmen who were sharing breakfast before opening their shops down the street and in another section of the hotel. One operated a clothing and shoe store a block to the north, while another kept his drugstore on the other side of this building. They introduced themselves as Ahrens and Grother and asked me to join them.

This kind of welcoming friendly gesture was what made the little town special. They told me the stage was usually late, but never like this. Word of the wild weather reached the town from as far away as Kansas City, so I resigned myself to the likelihood that I'd be spending yet another day here in town.

The stage arrived late that evening, and the driver was in a surly mood. Time would need to be made up somewhere along our journey, and it didn't seem to matter to him how it would be done. He snapped at me and the two other passengers as he threw our luggage on top of the stage, taking but a minute to haphazardly cover them with the tarp.

He slammed the door behind us and climbed to his seat before cracking the whip on the hides of the wild-eyed horses that were obviously exhausted despite their fear. They would still need to cover the four miles to Burns Station, where they would be exchanged for fresh horses before we headed south toward Warsaw and eventually my destination of Springfield.

It had been that kind of day for me, so it really should have come as no surprise when things ended as they did. We were little more than a mile from fresh horses and hopefully, a new driver when it happened. Lightning crashed seemingly right outside the carriage and the already frightened horses were struck with a deeper terror, surging forward out of the angry driver's control.

Just then a wheel dropped off the edge of the trail, hitting a stump or rock large enough to overturn the carriage, effectively freeing the horses to run wherever their fears would take them while leaving us rainsoaked and lying on our side hanging precariously on the edge of a deep ravine. The other two passengers - both women - were beside themselves with a mixture of fear, anger, and indignation over the evening's events. It was up to me to restore some degree of sanity, if not calm.

The driver had been thrown from his seat and lay unconscious in the deep depression below. Somehow, I equated his new fate to be his just reward for his manner of treating his passengers and his horses. By then, I felt sure we were better off without him. As the rain had done nothing but increase in intensity, our immediate concern was to gently extract ourselves from the teetering carriage before it joined the driver at the bottom of the ravine, taking us unwillingly with it.

As I was calculating our odds, the carriage lurched one final time, which might have sent us to our end, had it not been for a large oak tree just a couple of feet from where we had been perched.

This hold seemed far more secure while leaving us a path to climb free of the carriage and back to the road. Helping the ladies to freedom, I saw there was little else but to leave our luggage and press on by foot, hoping to safely reach the relay station that waited just ahead.

Reach it we did, despite arriving drenched by the downpour. The station manager supplied dry blankets and hot coffee along with assurances that a new stage was being readied for the trip south to Warsaw and beyond.

As the worst of the storm seemed to have passed, or gone to the north, we headed south with a bit more confidence, given the new driver was a kindly man intent on our safe passage.

Although I didn't arrive in Springfield until Monday morning, the meeting was still made, and I was told that my luggage would be at my hotel by evening. The cruel driver who allowed us to be wrecked and face imminent disaster, however, didn't fare as well. Word reached me that he had, indeed, perished in the crash. The runaway horses had been found and were safely secured at Burns Station, never to be harrowed by that driver again.

Travel in those days, was always a bit of an adventure. But, this trip offered more than our share of excitement. During my next stay in Cole Camp at the Bellview Hotel, I'd certainly have tales to tell Mr. Ahrens and Mr. Grother. They'll surely be wondering about my fate on that wild and scary night of the midnight stage.

––––––––
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MAYBE I WAS DREAMING

It happened something like this just the other night. To this day, I still can't tell you if I was dreaming, or if it really happened exactly as I'll tell it.

The day had been a long one, full of stress. I hadn't been sleeping well in some time, so this all might have had something to do with it - or maybe it was real.

There's an old mantle clock in the living room that I'd heard strike 2:00, 3:00, and then again 3:30, before either going back to sleep or however you want to describe what happened.

It was suddenly light as day; it must have been around four in the afternoon when I pulled up in the driveway and walked up to the porch and the front door. That porch, narrow and long - about 4' x 20' - had been the scene of so many summer evenings of listening to the locusts sing while we watched traffic roll by.

Grandpa was there on many occasions; as well as Mom and myself. There were times when one of the neighbors would stop by to talk or bring something from their garden. There were only two green metal lawn chairs with white armrests and runners, When there were more of us, the porch floor provided seats, while we lounged against the wall.

On this afternoon, the porch was quiet, not even one of the cats was perched inside the door of their little house at the far end of the porch. I opened the storm door and walked inside just as I had when I was still living there.

It sat there on the righthand wall where it had been for all 20 of the years I lived there. I can still hear the sounds of the old piano as my sister played gospel hymns that Mom and I would sing along to. The keyboard was now concealed by the lid that folded over it. The room likely hadn't heard "Amazing Grace" reaching its far corners in several years now.

The room was silent, and no one appeared to be at home, nor did it seem they had been in some time. Yet, it was as if they had all just stepped out back. Next to the first recliner that sat just inside the front door to the left, the magazine rack was still holding magazines and newspapers. For some reason, I picked up "The Courier" closest to the top. September, 1968! But, how could that be? It was September of 2024!

I looked past the picture window on the front wall to my left to where Mom's recliner sat beside the TV. Her knitting lay idle on the right arm, ready to be picked up and continued. Mom's been gone 33 years now! What was going on? I ran my fingertips across the surface of the TV and picked up the remote. Out of habit, I clicked the set on. Walter Cronkite was reporting on the Vietnam War - of 1968!

Looking to my right, the floral sofa Mom had bought the summer of my eighth-grade year looked as inviting as it had on those winter afternoons of my school years when I'd nap before supper after a long day at school. But, I'm 66!

To the left of the sofa, just before the archway leading to the kitchen, was the radio on which I remember listening to so many Cardinal games called by Harry Caray and Jack Buck. Idly, I turned the knob and was instantly greeted by Casey Kasum's voice that told me the week's new number-one song was Three Dog Night's "Joy To The World". But that song hit number one 56 years ago! Casey had been gone for at least ten years now.

I was becoming a bit unsettled, as it wasn't clear what was happening here. Turning to my left and stepping into the kitchen, I laid my car keys on the buffet against the wall to the right. Straight ahead, the back door was open, and the summer screens were still in.

The Coppertone refrigerator's compressor kicked in just then, drawing my attention to my left and to the stove beyond the refrigerator. Mom wasn't there, but I could clearly sense the aroma of freshly fried chicken as I walked to the stove where I found the skillet to be warm, with grease just as if the chicken had just been removed.

I spun around to look at the table, fully expecting to see a platter filled with Mom's golden fried chicken. There was nothing there except a thin layer of dust, which in itself seemed unusual. Mom was an excellent housekeeper.

Walking toward the buffet, I veered to the left and passed into Mom's bedroom. It was as I remembered, complete with the chenille bed covering and fluffy pillows. But no sign that anyone was there - or had been in some time. Yet, Mom's unmistakable fragrance was very present. The closet door slid easily at my fingertips, revealing all her clothes neatly hung inside.

A few steps down the hall would be my first bedroom. I wasn't sure if I was up to seeing it again after so many years, but curiosity won out and I took the steps down the hall and turned to the left at the door I walked through so many times during my youth.

When I was in my early teens, Mom let me choose the colors for the room. The bright orange jumped at me, as did the yellow bedspread on my old twin-size bed with a bookcase headboard. Overhead was a smoked black domed shade over the large white lightbulb cover that was popular during the '60s and '70s.

The bulletin board on the far wall held news clippings and pictures of some of my favorite Cardinal players from the World Championship team. The closet door had a poster of Kate Jackson thumbtacked to it.

Only two rooms still awaited me down the hall. There was no turning back now. Next, just past my old bedroom, was the house's sole bathroom, tiny as it was. The pink plastic tile, outlined in black, was still there. There was no shower, nor was there now - only a tub where I'd taken so many baths.

Then, at the end of the hall, the door was before me. After my sister married and moved out, I got her larger bedroom. It was still painted the lavender she'd chosen when I picked orange for my first room.

A virtual time capsule greeted me as I stepped through the doorway. This is where I had my first color TV, and there it sat on the student desk from my school study days. And my first stereo set was there as well.

This had all become just a bit too much for me, as I still hadn't been able to make sense of what was happening. Just as I was about to turn on my stereo and put in an 8-track, the
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