
“Mischief Is My Middle Name”

A Short Story

By Mark S. R. Peterson

––––––––

Copyright 2015 © Mark S. R. Peterson

––––––––

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be re-sold

or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person,

please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did

not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to

the vendor and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Mischief Is My Middle Name (Short Story)

AFTERWORD | “Views From The Outhouse”

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

For the latest news on upcoming publications, consider joining my mailing list: Author Mark S. R. Peterson

Want more to read?  For a list of all my books by your favorite retailer, please click on this link for a complete listing. 
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I wonder which one it is.

Erin Kemp pushes her cart through the crowded toy aisle, urging herself closer to the line of bright yellow Happy Howie boxes.

Happy Howie is the main rabble rouser in the Mischief Kids cartoon, along with his two friends, Sidewalk Sam and Lollipop Lucy, and his pet beagle Spike.  Happy Howie has a wide bucktooth grin, freckles plastered across his cheeks, and wild black hair.

The Happy Howie craze reminds Erin of the Tickle Me Elmo frenzy back when she was younger.  Her little sister Megan was the one who wanted Elmo.  And she got it.  Not that Erin didn’t want one.  She got Perky Patty instead, a gift from her grandmother.

Because her grandmother was a witch.

* * *
[image: ]


Erin’s father died when her sister was just a few months old.  He was out fishing and a sudden storm forced him off the lake.  On his way back to shore, the boat struck a log and capsized.  They found his body the next day.

Erin discovered her grandmother’s secret study of witchcraft purely by chance—although nowadays she realizes many things look like chance at first and truly are not.

She was helping her grandmother Edith pick weeds in her garden.  Edith stood up, pressing a hand on the small of her back.  “Would you be a dear and grab us each a glass of lemonade?  There’s a fresh pitcher in the fridge.”

Erin ran to the house, dirt falling off her knees in clumps.  When she grabbed the pitcher, she saw how filthy her hands were.  While she washed her hands, she spied a little black book wedged next to a Betty Crocker cookbook.  She dried her hands and slid the book out.  There was a faded symbol of a star on the front.

It didn’t take her long to figure out this wasn’t a normal book.  There were repeated mentions of the four elements—earth, wind, fire, and water—as well as Nature itself.  She then discovered a love spell.

Doesn’t seem too hard to do.  Wish I could use it to help Mom find someone.  Not to replace Dad, but she needs to fall in love again.  She doesn’t deserve to be alone.

“Where did you find that?” asked her grandmother.

Erin nearly dropped the book, but caught it at the last second.  She was surprised at how dark it was.  She was sitting on the couch in the living room, the landscape outside dimly lit by the full moon.

“How long have I been here?”

Edith grinned.  “You’ve been reading for . . . oh, I’d say a good five hours.”

“Five hours!  How can that be?”

Edith sat next to her.  “Do you realize what you’ve been reading?”

Erin shook her head.

“Oh, I think you do.”

Erin swallowed what little spit conjured up in her throat.  “Are you . . . a witch?”

She had never seen her grandmother get mad before, but at that moment she truly expected her to snatch the book right out of her hands, slap her across the face, and order her home, never to return.

But she didn’t.

She nodded.  “Does it surprise you?”

She’s right.  Her grandmother always had some peculiar hobbies, like a deep knowledge of astronomy and the paranormal.

“But you’re . . . beautiful,” said Erin.

Edith leaned back and giggled.  “Not all witches are scary old women with green skin and huge warts on the ends of their long, crooked noses.  That’s where Halloween gets it wrong, I’m afraid.”

“So, are you able to do spells and stuff?”

Edith nodded again.  “Yes, dear.”

“Can you teach me?”

Edith patted her on the arm.  “Your mother had no interest in it.  Frankly, it didn’t surprise me.  She didn’t have the inclination for it.  You, on the other hand, appear to have it.  You see, this book was in my bedroom, in a drawer next to the bed.  This book saw fit to be drawn to you.”

“Inclination?  What’s that?”

“The gift,” said Edith.  She gestured to the book.  “To do that.”

Over the next several weeks, she spent more and more time with her grandmother.  Her mother never questioned it.  Whether she knew about the witchcraft Erin may never know.

Then, one night, Erin heard her mother crying.  She peeked in the bedroom and saw her mother holding a picture of Erin’s father, tracing a finger across his face.

I think I’m ready.

Taking a lock of her mother’s hair from her brush, she performed a simple love spell.  Not that it was really simple.  To read it is one thing.  To perform it is another.  She didn’t quite get it right, but she also didn’t know how to reverse it.  The only alternative was to ask her grandmother for help.

And that wasn’t going to happen until she thought it was absolutely necessary.

Her mother suddenly had a string of boyfriends, each more horrible than the last.  Thankfully, none lasted more than a week or two.  But there sure were a lot of them.  They seemed to sprout up like weeds.

* * *
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The number of Happy Howie dolls dwindles rapidly.  As she gets within two cart-lengths, there are maybe a dozen left.

But one keeps getting pushed back.  No, that isn’t quite right.  One seems to be drawn away from other people, like a magnetic force pushes them towards another one.

A lady bumps into it, causing it to turn her Erin’s direction.

That has to be the one.

The doll doesn’t have the wide bucktooth grin like all the others.  This one looks like it sat next to a furnace, causing half of its face to droop slightly in a sneer.

Yes, that’s Tina’s doll.  I know Brad was against getting it, saying it’s too expensive and all, but Tina rarely asks for anything.

Six left.

Brad and Erin have been married for seven years.  He was a high school hockey star, who won two state championships and received a full scholarship to the U of M.  After his first successful season as a Gopher, several NHL teams started calling and offering him contracts once he completed school.

But during his second year, he was checked into the boards a bit too hard and messed up both his knees.  His opponent was forced to sit out for the rest of the game, while Brad’s future playing hockey was over.  Completely.

Forever.

He soon dropped out of school, moved back to his hometown, married Erin, and is now a floor manager for the factory where he’s been working ever since.

Tina is their one and only child.  They tried for more, to at least give Brad a son to carry on his name, but after three miscarriages they abandoned all hope of having more children.

Three left.

Now two.

As Erin reaches for the doll—her doll—a lady from
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