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Welcome to JUST UNDER THE RADAR.

Inside, you’ll find fifty TRUE short stories; moments that happened to me or around me, that I somehow survived, ducked out of, joined in on, or even instigated... all WITHOUT getting caught, identified, or directly punished for my “contributions.”

In a world that often insists on black and white, these stories live in fifty shades of gray. Some are humorous, some a little daring, some downright cute, and some... well, just plain stupid!

My hope is that you’ll find laughter here, or at least a few moments of: “Why the heck would he do that? What was he thinking?” Because let’s face it: in today’s world, we could all use a few more smiles and a little more humor.

I won’t directly name anyone involved; where necessary, I’ll use initials. Some characters are real, some names are invented, but I’d rather avoid anyone being mad at me (if they’re not already).

To keep things snappy, the details, locations, dates, and roles, are tucked inside the stories themselves.

Thank you so much for your time. The radar’s on... now turn the page and slip just under it with me. Don’t worry, I won’t tell... I promise!

​


A YOUNG BUT HUMBLE BEGINNING 

HIGHLAND AVENUE

AUGUSTA, MAINE

My wonderful cousins from Florida came to spend a couple of weeks with us to enjoy summertime in Maine. Their family consisted of two girls and a boy, with my boy cousin being the same age as me. We were both ten years old.

The first few days the weather was nice, and we did the typical things kids do in the summer. One day it was raining hard in the morning but tapered off enough later in the afternoon for my cousin and me to put on raincoats and head outside. I couldn’t find mine, so I grabbed my dad’s. He also had a yellow construction helmet, which I grabbed as well.

Off we went, first around the house, building dams out of mud, looking for nightcrawlers, and throwing sticks for the dog. Soon, recognizing that we were bored, we headed down the street. Along the way, we stopped to unplug a backed-up water grate that was flooding the road, then continued to where my street intersected at a right angle with another. A couple of cars went by, and we lingered there to watch them pass, laughing as they splashed us.

It was then that I slipped my hand into the oversized pocket of my dad’s raincoat and pulled out a large flashlight. 

As the next car approached, I stepped into the middle of the street, waved my hand as a policeman would, and pointed my flashlight at them, redirecting them onto the side street. Where these thoughts came from, I DON’T KNOW! They did as I asked without question and continued driving down the wrong road. Now this was fun!

My cousin had a look on his face like, what the heck just happened? Did he really just do that? I think he didn’t want to be part of it, but he politely stood there, owl eyed.

Soon, two more cars came our way. ‘Officer Wheeler’ (that would be me) continued his neighborhood “duty,” redirecting both cars away from the scene of a non-incident. As the light rain continued, so did the occasional traffic.

Finally, one car stopped and rolled down the window to ask what was going on. Luckily, the driver didn’t know me, so I told him something was happening at the other end of the street and that he’d better go the other way around. I explained that a policeman had told me to direct everyone down the side street until a backup unit arrived.

At that point, and with my cousin’s pleading, I figured I’d better put the flashlight away. That turned out to be a very good decision, because the next car to be coming down the street was my mom, heading home early from work.

“Whatcha’ boys doin’?” she asked, rolling down the window.

“Oh, nothin’, just playin’ in the rain and watchin’ the cars go by.”

She told us to get in the car since it was getting close to dinnertime. She didn’t suspect a thing, and our phone never rang once.

I never did, but maybe I should have considered a career in law enforcement.

P.S.: Sometimes a car sighting may appear on a radar screen, only for the unidentified object to change course and slip out of view. 


PICTURE SWITCH

BUKER/HODGKINS SCHOOLS 

AUGUSTA, MAINE

I taught at both Hodgkins and Buker middle schools in Augusta, Maine for many years. Most of my years were spent teaching at Hodgkins. In one of my 8th grade social studies classes, I was teaching the kids what an oddity it was to have a city on both sides of the same river. Augusta is on both sides of the Kennebec River. It has two middle schools, one on each side of the river. No other towns in Maine have a similar physical attribute. There is a different town or city on each side of its river.

The interesting fact about this is that the two middle schools were opponents/rivals in sports activities and other various school functions. Yet when they get to Cony High School, they both are on the same teams and attend the same classes. I wanted to prove the point that the kids are all the same, no matter which side of the river they grew up on, and that they would become friends once they hit high school. This gave me an idea!!

Each of the two schools had a portrait of the ladies that they were named after: Ella R. Hodgkins and Lou Buker. These ladies were lifelong teachers and became principals in those schools. Each portrait hung in a similar place in the school foyer. 

An interesting point was that they looked very similar: same hair color, same hairstyle, same type of dress, each looking very dignified and older teacher-like.

So, I began to carry out my plan. Staying very late after school one day, I waited until everyone was gone from Hodgkins. Then I went down to the foyer by the office and took down the portrait of Ella Hodgkins.

I then drove across town to Buker School where I got a stepladder, took down Lou Buker and put up Ella. I drove Lou Buker’s portrait back across town and replaced it where Ella Hodgkins had been. I never said a word to anyone about what I had done, and no one saw me do any of the switching (the custodian was at the other end of the building).

These two pictures went COMPLETLY UNNOTICED FOR AN ENTIRE SCHOOL YEAR!!! Not one person noticed the switch.

In June. I knew I had to switch the pictures back to their appropriate schools. I finally told my 8th grade class what I had done. Naturally, they did not believe me, but I took pictures. Their minds were blown. I made them promise that they would not reveal the secret to anyone. As far as I know none of them ever did. 

During the process of returning the pictures I gloated a bit thinking I’d pulled off the perfect “crime,” but as I was getting down from the ladder at Buker, the night janitor came around the corner. After I explained the situation to him, he laughed and laughed, thought it was a great scheme, and promised me that he’d tell no one.

Other than my trusted 8th graders, I did not tell anyone either, until decades later at my retirement party. While addressing the guests, I spilled the beans... and gave them all a quick glimpse of my radar screen!


TIME OUT FOR BEANS

WINTHROP GRADE SCHOOL

WINTHROP, MAINE

During my tenure at Winthrop Grade School in Winthrop, Maine , I ran the Special Education behavior program. The program was very successful to the point that other towns would pay to send us students for whom they did not have adequate programming. 

One year a nearby town enrolled two fifth grade boys and transported them to us daily. Both boys were easily agitated, very rude, disrespectful and potentially violent. Thankfully, after only a few weeks in our program, both were seeing moderate success. 

One morning, one of them was very rude and his behavior escalated to the point of me having concern for the other students and staff in the classroom. I asked my co-worker to take the other boy to another walled off section of the room, as they often fed-off each other. I then escorted the first boy to the time out area which was intended for situations like this. This was an 8’x8’ room across the hall with a door, a small window and two chairs (and yes, it was state inspected and approved).

Once inside he began a rant of calling me every name in the book, and that there was no f**ing way he was doing anything I asked him to. I assured him that was OK and asked him if something was bothering him from somewhere outside of school. He angrily hollered that this was not the case and for me to let him out, right after he spit on me. I told him that his behavior clearly showed me that he was not ready to get out yet, and when he was able to calm down, he could return to our classroom. Hearing that he was not in charge, he escalated further and threatened to hit me. I said I would call his parents if he attempted that and they would have to drive there to get him. It worked and he backed down but was still verbally abusive. I must add here that at several points during this incident, he farted loudly, waved it in my direction, and laughed. This rest of the afternoon was spent trying to de-escalate him with only minimal success. When his transportation arrived I walked him out of the school and said “let’s have a better day tomorrow” to which he smirked and said, “tomorrow will be just like today, only worse mother-f**ker,” and off he went.

In our program, the procedure was if a student ended the day in time out, they must start the next day there, even if only for a few minutes to process the day before and to demonstrate to staff that they were available for learning.

So, I went home and prepared what I thought was the perfect meal for the next day: baked beans and hot dogs. Plenty of both.

The next morning, I greeted him cheerfully as he got off the bus. His response: “I suppose I gotta’ go in that f**king time-out room, huh, fat boy?” I told him yes, we’d start there—but that he’d have the chance to earn his way back into the classroom if he chose to.

It didn’t take long before the name-calling began, coming in bursts throughout the morning. Lunch came and went, both of us still sequestered in the time-out room.

By the afternoon, the effects of last night’s dinner had fully kicked in. Let’s just say there were multiple salvos, and I didn’t hold back. The smell was awful, filling the room. He gagged and yelled, “That’s f**king gross, cut it out! That’s not fair!” How quickly he had forgotten the previous day.

Near departure time, I leaned over to him and said, “you have a choice here: you can either act appropriately, return to class, talk with me at any time about anything that is bothering you, OR I’ll eat more beans and hotdogs, which I love, tonight and every other night until June!”

He stopped talking, walked to the bus, got on, and came back to school the next day. Though he was not forthcoming with his issues, he was


TWICE IN THE SAME NIGHT

WATERVILLE & AUGUSTA, MAINE


	WATERVILLE, MAINE



	AUGUSTA, MAINE














DONUT BASEBALL

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE










	September – Season opener: tie game

	October – Game canceled: fire drill

	November – Janitor belts two home runs

	December – No game: Wheeler forgets the donut holes (dumbass)

	January – World Series Day: Science teachers (nerds) win 4–3




BREAK-IN

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE
















BUILDING FOR SALE

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE
















ANGUS BEEF

ROCKLAND, MAINE











MISSING BUS

HODGKINS MIDDLE SCHOOL 

AUGUSTA, MAINE














NO HABLA ESPANOL

MAINE COAST










NO SHIT

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE








GYMNASIUM GAS

GRADE SCHOOL

WINTHROP, MAINE
































A CURIOUS TASTE

ST. MARKS CHURCH

AUGUSTA, MAINE













DOGGIE GOES TO SCHOOL

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE














	If any assignments weren’t finished the day he came, no visit.

	A duty schedule had to be made, water bowl filled, scraps offered, bathroom breaks outside, floor swept of dog hair, and dish hidden when he left.
We even arranged hallway guards to make sure no one saw him.











GAS TRESPASS

FARMINGTON, NEW MEXICO














HATFIELDS & McCOYS - ALMOST

READFIELD, MAINE











HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE












SCHOOL RADIO NO-NO

WINTHROP, MAINE

















LOST AND FOUND

NEWLAND AVENUE

AUGUSTA, MAINE
















WHAT’S NEW IN THE ROOM

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE

















TRAIN WRECKAGE/OVERNIGHT CASE

MAINE LIQUOR COMMISSION WAREHOUSE

HALLOWELL, MAINE


	TRAIN WRECKAGE






















TEST SCORES

GILBERT SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE
















TEACHER’S ROOM VIDEO

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE





















THE EYES HAVE IT

THOMASTON, MAINE










BASEBALLS FOR SALE

AUGUSTA, MAINE





























A PUFF OF ALGEBRA

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE
















LEAVING THE SCENE

GILBERT SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE






















DOGGONE GOOD DRIVER

AUGUSTA, MAINE













UNWANTED VALET

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE



	Did she even notice?

	If so, did she suspect me—or one of the other pranksters in our teaching crew?












EASTER EGGS

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE











TRIPOD THE GOAT 

DURANGO, COLORADO

















RADAR GUITAR

WATERVILLE, MAINE












HYDROPLANE

COBBOSSEE LAKE - WEST GARDINER, MAINE
















A BIT SHORTER THAN SHORT STORIES 
VARIOUS LOCATIONS


	During a break while playing a gig with the band, I desperately needed to use the men’s room. I’m talking near wet spot time. There was a line five or six deep at the bathroom door, so I darted over to the women’s door. Finding no one there, I walked in, went pee in the stall, and got up to leave, only to run into two middle-aged women coming in the door. “This is the women’s room”! One quipped. “Yours is down the hall”. Summoning up my best gay man’s voice and with limp wrist thrust forward, I quickly said” Oh for Christ’s sake, don’t you know it’s a changing world? A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do, now excuse me please!” As I strutted past them, I glanced at the wall mirror to see two of the most bewildered looks you could ever imagine.

	A sign at the front of the parking lot near the entrance at one night club we were playing had a sign with individual letters that said NO DRINKS ALLOWED HERE. I took out the letter R and slid the others to the left. 

	While pitching during a game in my second season of Babe Buth Baseball League, my catcher called time out and ran out to the mound. As I was having a great game, I couldn’t understand WHY he wanted to talk with me. “What’s up, did I miss a sign from you”? I asked. He shook his head no and told me he just needed to fart really bad and didn’t want to gross out the umpire. Then that dub ran back to the plate. An inning or so later, it was my turn. Now I called time out and carefully walked to the plate. I positioned myself as close to the umpire as I could get and let out a great big SBD (silent but deadly) fart. As I walked back towards the mound, I heard the ump say “Jesus!” I turned around and pointed to my catcher in a way that said he did it.

	For our high school’s fiftieth class reunion I was asked if I would consider being the emcee. I said sure, for a thousand dollars, then told them I was just kidding, and I’d be honored to do it for nothing. Our class had three hundred six graduates and, in our yearbook, yours truly received three hundred three votes for class clown. My parents weren’t thrilled and would have preferred another category, but my father said that at least I got something. 






	While teaching at Hodgkins Middle School, I had the pleasure of working with a delightful women’s physical education teacher. She was a bit of a Drill Sargent type, but the girls liked her. She was also a very large woman and never wore a dress of any kind. One day in the teacher’s room I asked her if she ever wore a dress, to which she replied, “hell no, they’re not comfortable, would you wear one?” I said that if she would wear one to school one day, that I would too. She thought I was kidding and said, “Yeah, right, I’ve got a plus-size one that I’ve never worn that would probably fit you,” ... and the bet was on.






	These are a few of the many responses I use when annoying telemarketing callers or other “scammers” randomly call my phone. If I can tell right away, then these often turn the conversation around or just plain piss them off... AND THEY HANG UP AND NEVER CALL BACK! Feel free to use them.














	While playing at a high-end formal wedding my guitar player and I were dying to enjoy a few of the jumbo shrimp and lobster tails served among many other hors d’oeuvres on a long table but were told that we were to wait for the guests to be called to dinner first. Just behind that table were a row of decorative fake lush trees. As I stood watch, my guitarist would sneak behind the trees, reach in and grab a dining cloth full of the ocean treats. Then we would switch places. The hostess came by and noticed the tray was nearly empty and asked me if we were eating any of the lobster and shrimp. Not wanting to risk getting fired, I quickly replied that a man in a tuxedo had come over, filled an entire plate and walked off. She seemed perturbed and hurried away. A waiter soon brought another tray of expensive delicacies.






THE NFL

HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE









WORK TO BE DONE

FILM SET- GRAVEYARD SHIFT MOVIE

BREWER, MAINE





















































BASSic HELP








	He would come to school every single day.

	If he completed the same work as his classmates, and any assigned homework, he could earn a 20–30 minute practice session once or twice a week.










RAIN FOREST CAFÉ 

DISNEY WORLD










DaVINCI’S ITALIAN EATERY – LEWISTON, MAINE







HODGKINS SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE











CUP OF COFFEE

ROUTE 202

WINTHROP, MAINE











PINBALL WIZARD

ELKS CLUB

AUGUSTA, MAINE













WHICH ONE DOESN’T BELONG

DISNEY WORLD

ORLANDO, FLORIDA










A COW AND A CAR

UNIVERSITY OF MAINE

ORONO, MAINE
















THE YOUNGEST FIRE CHIEF

AUGUSTA, MAINE














AN UNUSUAL MARKER

AROOSTOOK COUNTY- MAINE













HE’S IN THE BATHROOM

HOULTON, MAINE














LESSONS IN ESCAPE

HODGKINS MIDDLE SCHOOL

AUGUSTA, MAINE
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