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To Heidi Hansen
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The headmaster of 

The Sequim Writer’s Group.

She asked if I’d considered 

Making a collection 

of my 5-Minute writings.

Here’s to Heidi
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Hi.  There’s really not that much to say to introduce this book, other than sharing with you, the reader, how this book came to be.  

When I first began writing stories, I wrote short stories, like most fiction writers probably get their start.  After composing around a dozen short stories, I decided to compile them into a book which I called Life’s Vagabondage.  Even though it is technically a collection of my short stories, I composed it as a cohesive, allegorical account of a young man named Leonard Lamb on something of a strange pilgrimage.

I mention Life’s Vagabondage here because that is NOT what I intended for this book.  LV, as I affectionately refer to it, had a similar theme through most of my first short stories – that of a solo young man dealing with whatever situation I wanted to write about.

This book does not share that similarity.

Living in the small town of Sequim, WA on the Olympic Peninsula, I became involved with the Sequim Writer’s Group.  The writer’s group meets monthly to share our compositions.  Most of the group is elderly, like myself.  Most of them compose poetry.  I compose poems from time to time, but really my interest lies writing mostly prose.

At the writer’s group, we often have a guest reader to start things off, then any attending can do a reading before the group.  5-minute limit.

I often composed something specifically for the group.  Then, the stories would just hang out in the dead space of my computer File Manager, pretty much never to be read again.

This summer, I did two separate readings called, “When was the Last Time?”  The 2-part writings shared fun and silly recollections from my younger days, many of which activities were shared by the group, (such as taking apart a ball point pen or standing by the wall talking on the wall phone or playing with mercury while in school.)  

After the second month’s reading, Heidi Hansen, the head of our small group, asked me when those stories would be included in a book?  To be honest, the idea never shed its ticklish light onto my psyche before that moment.  So, that same week, I went through my before mentioned File Manager to collect a list of possible 5-minute readings.  Some are a bit longer.  Some are a bit shorter.  But, most would cleanly fit in the 5-minute time limit.

As I mentioned, most are prose.  I decided to add a few excerpts from some of my other books.  One is a rewording of a popular pop song.  I also included a few of my poems that I composed after my poetry book, Silhouette of God.  I might as well add a few pics added to mix things up.  I aimed for around least 30 features which struck me as a nice size for such a book.  

Last thought.  Some of the stories were a bit longer than 5 minutes.  I had to edit them back to fit respectfully within the timing constraints of the writers group, but for this book, I can include the entire composed feature.

I pray that you enjoy my small collection of 5-minute short stories and readings.  As always, online reviews and such are totally appreciated.  

Enjoy,  


Dave Stoeckl, Sequim, WA  2025
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When was the Last Time? (Part 1)
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When was the last time you took apart a ball point pen to play with the spring?  Rolling it back and forth on the desktop?  Squeezing it over and over between your fingers?

Did you take the clicker cap off the end, put it in your mouth to suck the air out of it so it stuck tightly to your tongue or lip?

Did you try to write with the narrow ink cartridge, just cuz?  

When Paper Mate came out with the Erasable Pens, did you run out and buy one so you could change your inky scribblings as easily as a pencil?

When was the last time you bought penny candy?  How much was your weekly allowance as a child?  Do you recall when it was monetarily sound to bend over and pick up a penny?

When was the last time you turned in glass pop bottles for cash?  3 cents a bottle.  It went up to 10 cents a bottle deposit just before they went to plastic.

When was the last time you licked S&H Green Stamps?  Did you peruse the catalog, deflated by how many books it took to buy anything cool or worthwhile?  (Kind of like going to Chucky Cheese today.)

Similarly, did you scan the store catalogs just for fun?  Sears or Spiegel or Montgomery Wards?  Not really shopping because you didn’t have any money as a kid, did you peruse the pages like a Wishlist?  My brother Rick and I regularly used to sit side by side, turning the pages.  On one side, he would lay dibs on one item.  I’d pick the second, he the third, me the fourth and so on.  The next page, I got to pick first.

When was the last time you tried some really weird food combinations?  Like tacos and peanut butter?  Or, bacon grease mixed with apple cider vinegar, poured over green lettuce?  Or, fried eggs on a hamburger?  Or sauerkraut and cherry pie, just for effect?

When was the last time you passed a note to your friend during class or a meeting?  Can you still read their lips when they silently tell you something from across the room?  I was always amazed how the girls could do that.

When was the last time you sat on the couch or the floor with a big, acoustic guitar in your lap.  Clueless how to make real music, you plucked or strummed the strings.  Ever mesmerized, you loved how the strum more closely resembled an electric guitar near the end of the strings.

When was the last time you compared your cursive handwriting with others in your class?  Perhaps you felt awe over one girl’s perfect penmanship, or you were glad you did not write like some of the more heavy-handed boys.

When was the last time you built a fort inside your house with blankets, stretched between the furniture?  You would use shoes or books to hold the ends of the blanket on the couch or coffee table as you crawled about under the cloth roof of the fort.

When was the last time you hid inside a kitchen cupboard while playing Hide & Seek?  You had to be especially careful not to move the things inside the cupboard that would give away your hiding place while the seeker was still counting.

When was the last time you had to touch the record player arm because the song kept repeating over (tic) and over (tic) and over (tic) and over (tic) and over (tic)?  You had to slowly approach with your finger or thumb lest you bumped the arm too hard, scratching the record even worse.  My Uncle Ray had a loupe he used to find the offending record groove and repair it with a sewing needle.

By the way, how many grooves are there on any phonograph album?  Two.  One on each side.

When was the last time you spent a quarter for a gallon of gasoline?  Can you recall the cylindrical cans of motor oil stored by the gas pumps?  The air hose was also right there, poking up beside the end of the pumps, always a bit oily and grimy and gritty.

There was no grocery store inside.  These were Service Stations.  The attendants pumped your gas and checked your oil.  They lubed your axles.  There were no hood latches inside the car to release.  Anyone could easily access your engine.

If you did go in, they might have candy bars for sale by the register, or at least Certs Breath Mints with a golden drop of Retsin®.  Perhaps you saw a gumball machine.  The soda pop machine that sold 12-ounce bottles stood outside by the entrance door.  A dime a soda, plus 3 cents deposit if you took it with you.

Paying with plastic required your card be placed on a hand powered machine that zipped back and forth, imprinting the raised letters and numbers of your credit card on the carbon copied paper.  And, if you said, “Wait!  This is a Debit Card,” they would have studied your plastic card perplexed as they asked, “What’s a Debit Card?”

Lastly, when was the last time you realized it would be your last time?  As young people, most of our last times were not recognized.  They happened and went away as easily as driving through a small town on a trip.  Little piques in life sometimes reminded us of the silly things we did.  The thoughts would pass away just as easily as they arose.

The last time still held its permanent place in each and every heart.

––––––––
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Zorah and Zamzum.  This is one of the first stories I read for the Sequim Writers.  Before COVID, we met upstairs in the Sherwood Lodge.  At that time, we’d have 50-70 attend to hear the readings.  After COVID, we were not able to return to the Sherwood Lodge.  I have no idea if that made any difference, but we have never come close to the number of listeners we had before COVID.  
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Zorah and Zamzum
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Ten thousand swords clashed together into one extended ring, long and hard and sharper than the honed edges lining each weapon.  The sound reverberated on and on between stone walls not made of human hands.  Like stacks of solidified insanity, sheer cliffs rose on each side, boxing in the foot soldiers.  

The opposing kings stood atop each cliff looking with the preying eyes of birds down on their armies.  One time like brothers, this war of the decade became their last recessional ritual.  

Zorah, the elder, looked over at his onetime ally.  Both knew the other’s look, shaking heads together in disapproval.

“NO, NO, NO,” yelled Zamzum, the younger, to the mass of moving flesh below.  “It has to be one sound.  You all have to coordinate if we’re going to start this war.”

The warriors all dropped heads in shame, their swords and shields drooping by their sides.  They looked at one another with waning fervor and fire.  The battle had been deterred three times already.  Both armies, paired off for war, awaited the next commencement of battle etiquette as King Zamzum continued to choreograph this mutual crossing of broadswords.  Zamzum loved the ringing ping of hardened, carbonized steel.  Neither aluminum nor magnesium swords provided as satisfying a tone.  Zamzum knew.  He’d tried many and varied alterations in metallurgical sword making.  Tensile blue steel made the best sounding swords, spear tips and wind chimes.  

“Now, try it again,” yelled Zamzum.

Five thousand men looked towards Zorah
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