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read
/réd/
verb

1. look at and comprehend the meaning of (written or printed matter) by mentally
interpreting the characters or symbols of which it is composed.
(Example: How can you read that gibberish?)

gib-ber-ish
/'jib(e)riSH/
noun

1. unintelligible or meaningless speech or writing; nonsense.
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1. Icky's Gold

As Icky drove his jeep, the thino rammed the wheel of the spare tire mounted on the back. The
rhino's horn was 3 feet long and very pointy. Icky thought that eventually the rhino would
puncture the tire of the spare tire assembly. Icky wasn't concerned, since he always maintained 3
spare tire assemblies on the hood, roof and back of the jeep.

In the outback of Australia, roadways were few and far between, mainly trails actually. Most
were barely wide enough for 2 vehicles to pass, without one of the vehicles having to go off the
side of the road for the oncoming vehicle to squeeze by.

Even if the rhino ruined the wheel or popped the tire of the assembly on the back, Icky still had 2
spares left. The only problem was if the other spares were flat, which was possible, due to the
oldness and patches in the tires. Icky typically drove on the tires until they were completely bald
and the belts were starting to show through. Just because Icky had a spare, it didn't mean he
would actually be able to use it. Many times in the past, Icky sustained a blowout after hitting a
rock on one of the outback trails, only to try all 3 spares, with all of them being flat.

That morning, Icky had checked the pressures of all the tires on the jeep and the 3 spares, and
they were all ok. Two of the spares had slow leaks and would only hold air for about 3 days
before going flat, and Icky would have to inflate them again. He had an air compressor in the
back of the jeep with all his gold mining equipment.

The rhino kept ramming the spare on the back. Icky could only go so fast on the rough road,
which enabled the rhino to keep up with the moving jeep. Icky was able to speed up a little when
the road got smoother, and pull ahead of the rhino, but then some boulders, trees or dead animals
would appear, slowing Icky down again.

Icky knew that eventually, the rhino would get tired and not be able to keep up and Icky's
problems would be over, but not just yet. Some of those Australian rhinos could run for hours,
depending how old they were. In the blazing hot, dry weather of the Australian outback, animals
can tire out quickly, if they hadn't had water in a while, but that rhino must have recently watered
up at some nearby watering hole.

Icky looked back at the rhino each time the rhino got a solid ram against the spare. Icky had been
chewing really juicy bubble gum and started spitting in the rhino's face each time he turned to
look back at the rhino. The rhino became more enraged by the spit on its face, and then Icky
began laughing while spitting. That enraged the rhino even more. Icky laughed so hard that he
accidentally laughed the bubble gum out of his mouth and the gum landed on the rhino's
forehead, between its eyes and stuck there. The combined heat of the Australian air and the
rhino's hot leathery skin caused the bubble gum to start melting and running down the side of the
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rhino's face.

Icky laughed even harder at the spectacle, but had foolishly looked back too long at the angry
rhino. Icky had taken his eyes off the road and heard an explosion like the sound of a huge
balloon popping. Icky slammed on his brakes and smelled something so bad and rotten that he
involuntarily started crying and drooling.

Icky's jeep had smashed head on into a dead, bloated water buffalo that had been lying in the
middle of the road. When animals die in the outdoors, their bodies start to quickly rot and
decompose and bacteria cause the bodies to fill up with gases like a balloon. It was a balloon
filled with really bad smelling air. When Icky's jeep hit the water buffalo, the inflated dead body

popped.

The rotten, smelly air that was inside the body was accompanied by millions of maggots and flies
that were eating the water buffalo. The maggots and buffalo guts exploded out of the inside of
the buffalo, covering Icky and his jeep like a wet, slimy, stenching king sized blanket. The
millions of flies that were swarming on the body sounded like a squadron of World War 1I
airplane propellers.

The rhino that was ramming the jeep skidded to a stop when the jeep halted. The rhino caught a
whiff of the horrendous stench of the dead buffalo and heard the cries of Icky as Icky was
covered with the rotting meat, guts, maggots and flies. The rhino snorted in disgust, turned
around and stampeded away from the scene as fast as it could, leaving a dust cloud behind it.
Rhinos hate the smell of dead rotting animals, because it gives them a sense of their own
mortality.

Icky's jeep came to a stop on top of the water buffalo's body. The stench of all the stuff covering
Icky overwhelmed his senses. He felt soaked with stink. The maggots were in his mouth, nose,
eyes, ears and hair. The swarm of flies began feeding on the rotting guts that covered Icky. Icky
drooled, burped, and then barfed out the side of the jeep. He accidentally barfed a little on his
leg. With his always filthy fingers, he wiped the maggots from his eyes as best he could and tried
to drive the jeep off the top of the buffalo. He could barely see, with the flies filling his eyes
where he just wiped out the maggots.

The jeep was stuck! Icky tried to rock the jeep off by alternating between forward and reverse
over and over again. Eventually, Icky managed to back up the jeep a little. He got out to see if
he could free the jeep from the carcass. Icky had electric winches mounted to the front and rear
bumpers of the jeep, which could be used to drag the jeep out of unfortunate situations.

Three vultures had been feeding on the dead water buffalo at the time that the jeep had impacted
with the body. Two of the vultures managed to fly away just as the jeep hit, but the third vulture
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was still trapped under the jeep. Even though it was imprisoned by the jeep, the trapped vulture
continued feasting on the dead body. The vulture seemed to Icky to be uninjured, as it squawked
at him between bites of maggot and fly-infested rotten buffalo.

Icky unreeled the cable from the rear-mounted winch, about 30 feet worth. When there were no
trees available to which to attach the cable, Icky used an 8-foot long iron rod that he hammered
into the ground as a connection point. Icky hammered the rod, attached the cable and operated
the winch, gradually easing the jeep off the buffalo. As the jeep cleared the buffalo, the trapped
vulture flew out and attacked Icky, scratching, clawing and pecking at Icky's dirty face. The
other 2 vultures that flew away before, returned and joined their friend in savagely attacking Icky.

Icky tried to fight off the vultures as he ran toward the rod with the winch cable attached. With
the 3 vultures pecking and clawing at Icky's face, he managed to undo the cable, pull the rod out
of the ground and run back to the jeep. Icky hopped in the jeep, threw it into reverse and backed
quickly down the road away from the dead pile of buffalo. The 3 vultures returned to feast on the
water buffalo.

Icky shifted into a forward gear and proceeded up the road toward the buffalo, veering off the
road, making a wide turn around it, to avoid the feeding vultures, and then onto the road again on
his way. Icky still had to deal with the stench of the maggots and dead buffalo parts that covered
his jeep and his body. A swarm of flies continued to harass him as well. After an hour, Icky
pulled off the main road and drove down a trail that he remembered had led to a nice watering
hole that had water in it year round.

As Icky got to the watering hole, a flock of geese that were drinking water flew away from the
hole towards him, pooping on him from the air as they left. Icky pulled up to the edge of the
water as close as he could. He removed the 4-55 gallon water barrels from the jeep and
proceeded to fill them with fresh water by submerging the barrels in the pond. As the barrels
filled, Icky drove the jeep into the water, just deep enough to cover the filth-soaked hood. Icky
found the big bar of soap that he kept for emergencies in his supplies and jumped into the water.
He stripped naked and washed the maggots and rotten buffalo from his clothes and his body. He
put the clothes on the roof rack to dry.

Normally, Icky never got near a bar of soap and he never washed his body or his clothes. That is
how he got his nickname of Icky. Icky was the foulest smelling human being in Australia and
proud of it. On that day though, the stink of the rotten animal was too much to stand. Icky had
to make an exception and bathe his stinking body.

The smell of dead, rotting animals was not strange to Icky, since there were dead animals lying
around all over the place in various states of decay. Since there were only so many vultures
around to eat the dead bodies, the bodies would sit around for a while near the roads and trails.
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Vultures weren't the only animals that ate the dead bodies though. There were always dingoes
around, eating their share of carcasses. There were always more dead animals lying around than
there were animals to eat them.

Icky continued swimming around in the watering hole while his clothes dried and the jeep
soaked. He thought back to another rare occasion when he had to bathe. One time about 3 years
ago when Icky was returning to town from a gold mining excursion, a flock of 40 vultures flew
over his head high in the sky and they all seemed to poop at the same time. It was right before a
thunderstorm was about to take place, and lightning had started flashing. The vulture flock was
probably frightened by the lightning and their bodies responded to their fear by involuntarily
pooping. Just before the vultures started pooping, they squawked and called like crows. Icky
had heard the squawking and looked up to see what the racket was, just as the vultures dropped
their poop load onto his upturned face. Since vultures only ate rotting, stinking meat, the stuff
that fell on Icky was like no other. The poop kept falling, covering Icky with its stench. At first,
Icky started crying at the shock of it, then started laughing at the absurdity of being rained on by
vulture poop. Icky was laughing so hard that he started farting, then the fact that he was farting
made him laugh even harder, to the point that he pooped his pants a little. He then reluctantly
drove to a friend's house to use a water hose to wash off the vulture mess from his jeep and body.

As Icky swam in the watering hole, he noticed a large snake approaching him in the water. He
swam back to the jeep and hastily climbed on the roof, his wet feet slipping. He reached into the
back of the jeep, pulled out a rifle and shot the snake dead with one shot. He stayed there on the
roof until his clothes were dry. Then he dressed, drove the jeep to the shore and loaded the heavy
water barrels back into the jeep. He then drove back to the main road to continue to his latest
gold mining operation.

In Australia, gold mining was a wide-open thing where nobody really owned any goldmines or
had claims on them. All they had to do was find a nice little stream that hopefully had gold in it
and start mining it. A small-scale gold miner only required a prospector's pan the size of a pizza
pan that they used to scoop from the stream a little bit of sand, pebbles and dirt. They then gently
rinsed the sediments with water, looking for the precious specks of gold dust left behind.

The next step up from the small-scale gold miner was what Icky was. Icky had a portable sluice
system made out of aluminum that he assembled on the stream. The system was heavy, weighing
400 pounds and consisted of narrow panels that sat on a frame over the stream. Icky shoveled
material from the stream and placed it onto the sluice. The particles ran down the sloped sluice,
separating along the way, depositing the smallest particles at the end, where he looked for the
gold dust.

Icky was heading for his latest gold mining operation that he called Josephine. Icky named his
mines the same way that naval vessels are named with female names. After 50 minutes of
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driving, Icky turned off the main road onto the trail toward Josephine. Two miles in on that trail,
Icky ran over what he thought was a log across the trail. Icky's jeep had a lot of ground clearance
because he had a raised suspension with extra leaf springs, for extra heavy-duty weight carrying
ability. The jeep also had higher than normal wheels and tires, giving about a foot of ground
clearance.

As the wheels passed over what he thought was a log, Icky noticed the log lifting up off the
ground, raising the jeep into the air. A gigantic crocodile had been lying on the trail, probably on
its way to a watering hole to get a drink and something to eat. Icky stomped the gas pedal to the
floor and was able to drive off the crocodile away to safety. Perils existed everywhere in the
outback of Australia.

When Icky reached Josephine, he noticed that the stream was flowing a little higher than usual.
The higher water level created more hydraulic force to act on the sediments of the bottom of the
stream. More gold dust would be kicked up by the stream and hopefully end up in Icky's pocket!
He carried the pieces of the sluice system and stacked them along the stream. It would take a
little time to assemble the system, but by the end of the day, he would have some of the precious
gold. After a little while, Icky paused for a snack and something to drink. The most important
thing about working in the sun and heat in Australia was to rest often and drink as much water as
possible. The best thing was to feel almost full of water all the time out there. The body used the
water to cool itself and process the salts and toxins.

Icky snacked on some jerky that he had picked up during the last supply stop. The jerky was
tough, but tasty. The good thing about the jerky was its convenience and protein content. It
didn't take up a lot of storage space and was inexpensive. The problem was the high salt content,
which made him even thirstier when he ate it. He found himself having to drink more water after
eating the jerky, but he needed the water anyway, so it didn't bother him. Icky tried not to think
too hard about little things, because when he really put his mind to something, he got headaches.

After the quick snack and water intake, Icky resumed assembling the sluice system. He had to
make sure the support posts had an adequate footing area that wasn't too uneven, to maintain the
proper slope. He started loudly singing, "If I were a rich man, yada dida dida dooda dooda deedle
deedle dum!" Icky was a severely tone-deaf singer with a raspy voice.

A rhino had sneaked up on a herd of kangaroos and caused them to stampede in Icky's direction.
The startled animals were soon running amok at full tilt, not watching where they were hopping.
Rhinos had been known to cause kangaroos to panic in that manner; for some reason, the rhinos
enjoyed it. The speeding herd arrived at Icky who was in the middle of his raucous singing. At
the apex of the lead kangaroo's leap, one of its large feet kicked Icky in the back of the head and
Icky fell into the stream face first. The remaining kangaroos and the rhino ran over him while he
was in the water.
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Spar had been circling with the vulture flock for 13 hours already on that typically hot African
day in the skies over Ethiopia, when he caught a whiff of something. As always, Spar was the
first bird in the flock to smell the rotting flesh, probably of a dead zebra, he figured. Spar had a
good nose for determining the species of an animal to which a particular smell belonged. He was
famous for it. He wasn't the leader of the flock for nothing.

Vultures have the greatest sense of smell of any animal on earth, which they need, because their
food sources are usually spread out for many miles. Their only way of finding food, rotted as it
usually is, is by coasting through the skies for miles and miles, for hours and hours, until they
catch a whiff of a dead, stinking animal. That stink was a beautiful perfume to the vultures.
Vultures weren't the only creature on earth that lusted after that rotten smell. They were the
animals most known for craving it. They couldn't help liking it; it was their instinct.

A vulture's eyesight wasn't as good as that of a hawk, which relied on its eyesight to spot an
animal moving far beneath it on the ground. Hawks and falcons eat live prey, whereas vultures
eat rotting animal flesh, which vultures prefer, for whatever reason. The red fox was another
animal that ate rotten, stinky decaying animals. Even the common housecat occasionally liked to
catch a mouse and allow it get disgusting before it eating it. It's probably a result of the cat's
natural instinct.

Dax was flying to the right of Spar, about 20 feet away. Vin, Po, Trik, Cab and Drum were
gliding behind Spar and Dax, the lead vultures of the flock.

Status in the vulture flock was determined by a vulture's ability to sniff a dead body sooner than
the other vultures in the flock. The vultures with the best sense of smell always flew at the front.
Somehow, Spar had just been born with a better sense of smell that the other vultures in the area.
He was immediately recognized for his great sniffing ability within the first 3 months of his
vulturehood.

Spar began his life flying with his father Vin and mother Po. Once, while on the way up to the
altitude of 1000 feet at which the vultures typically glide, Spar thought he smelled something
before his vulture parents smelled it. Vin said to Spar, "You couldn't possibly smell anything!"
Po said the same thing. Spar said, "I do smell something; I swear!" As it turned out, Spar had
sniffed out a delectable dead impala, which just happened to be the favorite food of vultures.
Vin looked down to the ground, just to humor himself, to see if Spar had in fact detected a rotting
animal corpse. At their high altitude, Vin motioned to Po to look down. Po said to Vin, "Is that
what I think it is?" Vin said, "Yeah, it's an impala, a nice fat one at that!" Discovering that
impala before his parents established Spar as the leader of that flock of 7 birds. It was natural for
geese, vultures and other birds to allow one or two birds to lead the flock, whatever size the flock
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was. It was a vulture's nature to be led by another vulture; it relieved them of the responsibility
of flying in the correct direction when going somewhere or of detecting food for the for the other
flock members to eat. The vultures that stood out from the flock to become the leaders were the
rare ones.

Spar had sniffed that dead impala from a long way off, and then Dax caught a whiff. Then Vin
and Po smelled the impala, followed by the other members of the flock. Spar began his descent
to where he thought the dead impala was, and at approximately 500 feet, Spar sighted the impala,
behind a bush. The 7-bird flock swooped down to the dead impala, feeling tired, hungry and hot.
Vultures in Africa always felt hot; it was unavoidable. It was Africa after all. Africa was known
for being hot, dry and barely habitable. Somehow, all the animals of Africa managed to survive
in the heat, dryness and deprivation. The limited amount of moisture that the animals obtained
from eating flesh seemed to be enough for them to survive upon.

Spar and Dax were the first to approach the food and start eating. They were the first to get at the
tastiest morsels of the dead animals, which to vultures, were the intestines. Spar particularly
preferred the small intestine, which usually still contained some undigested food that the animal
had eaten the day before. Spar liked a nice grassy tasting small intestine the best.

Dax had earned his status as the number 2 vulture to Spar's number 1 by having a distant second
sense of smell to Spar. Vin and Po were farther back on the line. Trik, Cab and Drum were even
farther back on the line, probably having only an average vulture sense of smell.

Dax had earned his great sniffing status 2 years before, when at the age of 2 years old, he scented
3 dead ostriches that had been hit by lightning when they were feeding on dates that had fallen to
the ground under a date tree. Ostriches couldn't resist the tangy sweet dates, which gave the
feathers of the ostriches a nice sheen.

Ostrich was the second favorite food of vultures, next to impala. Dax's family at the time was
really glad that he had discovered those ostriches when he did, because the flock that Dax
belonged to had been without food for weeks. The vultures of Dax's flock at that time were
really skinny and barely able to ascend to soaring altitude, when he had smelled those luscious
ostriches. Dax gained immediate front of flock status with that ostrich-discovering incident.

Over time, vultures gravitated from one flock to another, sometimes bringing their parents and
other relatives with them. Dax's previous flock before he teamed up with Spar contained Dax's
uncle, until Dax's uncle died of old age. Old age for vultures could be as high as 33 years.

When the seemingly always-hungry vultures descended onto a carcass to begin the feasting,
occasionally status played no part in who was allowed to eat first. Sometimes, whoever was the
hungriest vulture was the first to attempt to stick his sharp curved beak into the soft stinky body
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of the dead animal. However, Spar never tolerated any other vulture of his flock getting the first
choice to eat before he did. Spar's flock stayed in line with his wishes, always allowing him to
eat first, when the flock began the feast. Occasionally, multiple flocks came upon a carcass at the
same time, and clashing occurred over who would get the first beak into the succulent stenching
flesh.

In addition to Spar having an enhanced sense of smell, he also had superior size and strength to
virtually all the other vultures in that part of Africa. By Spar getting to eat first at the carcass, he
was able to intake the most nutrition and get bigger and stronger than all the other vultures.
Spar's flock had encountered rival flocks at feasting events in the past, but Spar's ferocity and
greater size and energy, enabled Spar to defend the food source. Most of the vultures in that part
of Ethiopia knew of Spar's aggressiveness. Spar had even been known to viciously attack and
kill hyenas that approached the feast. A vulture having its way with a hyena was really a sight to
behold. The first time Spar had attacked and killed a hyena, the other vultures of his flock
couldn't believe what he was doing. Vin and Po thought that Spar was insane to try to kill a
hyena, but Spar was no ordinary vulture. Spar had killed many hyenas in his 5 years of life. The
best thing about killing a hyena while gorging on a carcass, was that the vulture flock was then
able to feast on the freshly killed hyena.

It isn't that vultures necessarily enjoyed eating hyenas. Actually, the hyenas had a rather nasty
taste and were excessively tough. It was just that in Africa, food was so incredibly scarce that the
carnivores ate anything they could find. They didn't care too much what kind of animal they
were eating, as long as they were engaged in an activity that resulted in meat being added to their
bellies.

Spar came to be known as the fearless hyena-killing vulture of Ethiopia by the other vultures. In
fact, it was physically impossible for an average vulture to kill a much stronger animal such as a
hyena. It was Spar's size and tremendous strength, due to eating so much of the carcasses that
enabled Spar to be such a savage beast of a vulture. The only animal that Spar actually feared
was a lion. It was the only animal that he would ever realistically encounter that he couldn't beat
in a fight.

The greatest feast of all for Spar's flock was the rhino. A lion had killed the rhino and dragged it
into a small cave to rot for a while. The lion had planned to return in 2 days to begin eating the
rhino after it had softened up a bit. In the meantime, an elephant had exterminated the lion.
Since the lion had been unable to return to the rhino in the cave, it sat there for a while. No other
animals had been able to detect the decaying rhino, due to it being tucked so neatly in the cave.
The mighty nose of Spar had detected the stench of the rhino while cruising with his flock, but
couldn't see the carcass from the sky. He and the flock descended to the general area of the stink
and finally located the rotting rhino in the cave. The flock gleefully camped out inside the cave
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for a month and joyfully feasted each day until they were full to bursting. The rhino meat was
excessively gristly, but adequate to stuff their stomachs. They gorged and napped at will, until
there was nothing remaining but a rhino skeleton. That rhino was a great food discovery that
only came along once in a vulture's lifetime.

The only thing better than a rhino feast was an elephant feast. Spar had ogled elephants his entire
lifetime, but never came upon the carcass of one. He had heard that when elephants felt as if
they were dying, they went to a place called, "The Elephant's Graveyard." Wherever that place
was would be heaven for vultures if they could ever find it.

Spar's flock had located a dead giraffe on a couple occasions, but those bodies had been attended
to by so many lions, hyenas and other vultures, that it would have been too risky to participate in
the feasting. Most of the vultures that had risked their lives to get a morsel of giraffe had been
eliminated by the lions or hyenas.

The dead zebra that Spar located on that day was a particularly large one, probably the leader of
its zebra herd. That big zebra was probably 14 years old, which was old for a zebra. Since
zebras typically only lived 10 years, that one had likely died of the natural causes of old age.

As Spar's flock landed next to the reeking zebra, a large swarm of African flies lifted off the
zebra's body, with a great buzzing sound. The zebra had probably been dead there behind the
bush for about 2 days and was really ripe by that point in time. Spar wondered why the zebra's
body was pushed so snugly against the bush. The zebra's hidden body hadn't yet been discovered
by hyenas, and was still whole. It was rare for the vultures to discover a carcass in virgin
condition that hadn't been sampled yet by other carrion-eating animals. It was a lucky day indeed
for Spar and his flock.

When an animal died, various bacteria infiltrated the animal's body, and performed the
mysterious things that bacteria do, causing the animal's body to fill up with gases. As long as the
dead body didn't have a hole in it, the body inflated like a balloon.

As Spar approached the zebra, he saw that it had inflated to about twice its normal size, looking
really tasty to the always-hungry vultures. Spar made his first lunge at the zebra's belly, hoping
to get to the delicious small intestines that he always craved and hungrily gorged. As Spar's
curved beak made contact with the tightly stretched, gas filled belly of the zebra, the belly
exploded and a tremendous stench poured forth from the belly. Vultures loved that smell. Spar
sawed through the tough skin of the zebra, and then through the layer of tissue that enclosed the
intestinal cavity, and then finally cut into the small intestine. Yummy, thought Spar, as he gulped
down the tasty partially digested grasses that the zebra had previously eaten.

Suddenly, as Spar gorged, he heard a flapping of many wings. Spar knew that the flapping of
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wings could only mean one thing, that another flock had seen Spar's flock gathered on the
ground.

Spar paused from eating and instantly flew to the first vulture that landed, probably the leader.
Spar slashed the unexpecting vulture's throat with his sharp curved beak, killing the vulture
instantly. Spar then turned to the next closest vulture of the invading flock, biting that vulture in
the head with his sharp curved beak. After killing that second vulture and 3 more vultures of the
pesky pirate flock, in the same savage manner, the remaining 6 vultures of the pirate flock
hurriedly flew away.

Spar laughed at seeing the remainder of the pirate flock fleeing, as he tore into the chest of the
dead leader of that pirate flock, ingesting the still-beating heart of the dead vulture with one gulp.
Spar shrieked in victory as the other 6 vultures of his flock also shrieked in laughing arrogance.
The 4 dead vultures of the pirate flock were torn to shreds by Spar's flock and hungrily devoured,
as Spar continued eating his fill of the zebra.

After Spar's flock finished eating the 4 vultures that Spar had so easily killed, the flock stood in
line to eat the remaining bits of zebra. Spar ate as much as he could of his favorite parts and ate
so much of the zebra that he had vomited. Spar then ate more of the zebra for 15 minutes and
barfed again. Spar was determined to keep the food down and he was going to keep eating until
he was successful. Spar was too intently gorging on the zebra to hear the flapping of wings. His
flock had abandoned him, leaving him alone with the zebra. The vultures had flown away from
the scene in mortal fear of being attacked by something. Deep down, most vultures were
cowards, too afraid to face a real fight. Since vultures were typically scavengers and not
aggressors, it was understandable. Spar had always assumed that his flock would have his back
covered in case of a real emergency. He had assumed incorrectly.

The lion was returning to the big old zebra that it had dispatched previously and had hidden
against the bush. He thought he had hidden the zebra well enough to prevent discovery by the
lowly vultures. Somehow, the scavenging birds had found the food that he had put so much
effort into securing. Lions hated vultures because they took advantage of other animal's efforts.
Lions enjoyed removing as many vultures as they could from the African landscape.

The lion had watched the vultures fly away from his food, all except for one. The lion couldn't
believe that a vulture was still there eating from his zebra. The lion hunkered down and sneaked
up to the vulture. Spar had heard something while his head was buried in the zebra's carcass, but
was too busy gulping down the entrails to care. Spar pondered for a moment, removed his
glistening head from the zebra and listened. He heard a growling sound that was intensifying.
He sensed too late that his flock was no longer with him. That could only mean one thing. Spar
muttered to himself, "Huh? What's that? Uh oh!" Spar turned his head to see the lion standing a
few feet behind him, panting and growling. The lion leaped.
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Rocky was worried about the temperature of the water he was diving in, because normally in
water as warm as it was, there were moray eels about. Sure enough, as Rocky swam under an
underwater coral bridge, a moray eel as long as Rocky was tall and about as thick as Rocky's leg,
darted out at Rocky from a small cave.

Rocky had been scuba diving in those Florida Keys waters his entire life, since he was 7 years
old, so he knew that anything could happen at any time, as far as feisty sea animals were
concerned.

Rocky had just noticed the eel from the corner of his right eye as it emerged from the cave. The
eel lunged at Rocky's ribs, probably hoping to take a bite out of Rocky's guts, but Rocky was too
fast for the eel. Rocky instinctively did what scuba divers call a "dolphin maneuver" and arched
his body like a dolphin, launching upward, out of the water, causing to the eel to only slightly
graze Rocky's belly through the wetsuit, scratching it a little, drawing a few drops of blood.

The eel nearly caused a major injury to Rocky, since eels have almost as many teeth as sharks
have. Whew! Rocky thought to himself. That was a close one! Rocky was used to narrow
escapes such as the eel attack, because Rocky was in the eel's world. To the eel, Rocky was just
another meal, nothing more, and Rocky respected that.

Animals in the wild, whether on land or sea, look at other animals either as food or as something
from which to escape. Depending how big the other animal is determines if the other animal is
food or enemy. If the other animal it sees is bigger than it is, then the other animal is an enemy
and it has to run from it. If it sees another animal that is smaller, then the other animal is food.

The eel slithered across the opening under the underwater bridge, directly opposite from the cave
from which it emerged, into another cave. The eel had a plan of attack where it waited at the
opening of a cave, peeking out with its nose and eyes, just enough to see fish and other creatures
swimming by. When the moment was right, the giant eel would fly out, attacking at lightning
speed, hoping to nail the prey on the first try, which the eel usually does. However, on that day,
the eel encountered the lucky Rocky, the great treasure hunter, and missed. There would be other
fish in the sea for the eel to eat, so the eel wasn't worried.

Rocky made a pretty good living from diving for treasure chests that had been on sunken ships.
That part of the world near Key West, Florida had been a very common navigation route for
Spanish vessels transporting gold from America back to Spain. The main danger of that part of
the ocean back in the 1500's was that pirates would wait for the treasure-laden ships to come by,
and the pirates would attack the treasure-laden ships. The pirates would attempt to get onto the
treasure-laden ships, take the treasure chests and sail away.
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The Spanish ships would resist the pirates and try to fight them off with cannons and other guns.
The pirate ships usually had many more cannons and guns on them than the Spanish ships, and
would typically try to fire on the Spanish ships until the Spanish would surrender. Unfortunately,
sometimes the Spanish ships would have an unusually large amount of treasure on them, and they
had the responsibility to protect the treasure at all costs, forcing them to resist heavily. In those
cases, the pirates would end up firing too many cannon at the Spanish ships and the Spanish
ships would sink.

When ships sank in the ocean, as they went down into the water, the underwater ocean currents
carried the ships far away from where there were on the surface. That made it difficult for the
pirates to know exactly where the Spanish gold ships ended up on the bottom of the sea,
compared to where they were when they last saw them, when they were last firing on them.

Unless the ships were sunk in shallow water, the pirates couldn't go underwater to get to the
sunken ships, even if they knew where they were, because 500 years ago there was no diving
equipment available like there is today. The particular sunken Spanish ship that Rocky was
searching for on that day was called the Mara Lago.

Anyone can go to a library and locate the manifests for ships from the 1500's to investigate the
routes the ships were on when they sunk and disappeared forever. The problem is always the
way the undersea currents carried the ships away as they sunk, sometimes miles off their original
manifest's courses. Therefore, it is like trying to find a needle in a gigantic haystack, when
searching for a sunken ship in an ocean. It takes many years of trial and error and knowing a
little about the ways of the undersea currents, and an enormous amount of luck to even come
close to finding a sunken treasure.

The next problem after the undersea currents is the 500 years of silt, seaweed, coral and sand that
deposit on top of the sunken ships, and sometimes covers them completely. In addition, often
when the Spanish treasure ships were being attacked, they were really destroyed and fell apart as
they went underwater, pieces going down in different directions. By the time the pieces of the
ships hit the ocean bottom, they sometimes didn't resemble ship parts. If someone happened to
be scuba diving, searching for a sunken ship, they would never find one.

After 40 years of treasure diving, Rocky gradually got better and better at it. He read numerous
books about all the great sunken treasure discoveries over the past 5 centuries and gained a lot of
knowledge in the process. First, the most important thing to realize is that when diving for
sunken treasure ships, you are not really looking for what looks like a ship. Over a long period
under water, many of the parts of a ship dissolve in the salt water and other parts are eaten by tiny
undersea creatures. Then, after a really long time, whatever is left is covered.

The Mara Lago ship that Rocky was looking for had set out on its voyage in the year 1503 in
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February. It sailed out of what is called New Orleans today in a southeasterly direction toward
Florida. It would have passed through the Florida Keys on its way around Florida toward the
Atlantic Ocean, on its way to Spain.

Unfortunately, it never made it to Spain. Most of the time when ships didn't make it back to
Spain, it was usually because of bad weather or from hitting something floating unseen just
below the surface. The worst-case scenario was that pirates had sunk the vessel.

They didn't always know why ships were unable to complete their journeys. All they knew was
that the ships didn't come home, many lives had been lost and the vast treasures of the ships were
buried at sea.

The way Rocky finds treasure ships is he sets the compass on his boat to the same heading that
the lost ship was supposed to have been sailing on, and he follows the route. He then drops
anchor along the route and scuba dives in an attempt to completely cover the area, to try to find
the sunken ship.

It takes a lot of patience and time to find a ship or what is left of a ship, but sooner or later, it
pays off. Rocky had been diving for the Mara Lago for 5 years up to that day and he was starting
to get discouraged. He was beginning to believe he would never find the Mara Lago.

Usually, it only took 3 to 4 years to find what he was looking for, with an average take of
$40,000 worth of gold doubloons per ship. Rocky had to melt down all the gold he found into
gold ingots, and then he sold the ingots to a guy he knew for whatever the going rate was for gold
per ounce. Rocky had to melt the gold doubloons down to make the gold untraceable by the
governments that always wanted the gold back.

Depending where in the world the gold doubloons were found, the local governments always
wanted to claim the gold as their property, because insurance claims were paid out for the lost
gold years before, and the government wanted compensation. Melting the doubloons makes
them go from recognizable coinage to unrecognizable blocks of gold. This is common practice
among treasure hunters.

Rocky's average of $40,000 per shipwreck was enough for Rocky to live comfortably for 4 years.
He lived on his boat, which had a cabin with 2 beds, kitchen, refrigerator, toilet and sink (where
he bathed, requiring no shower). The boat also had a generator for power, radio, TV, stereo, etc.
Rocky had everything he needed to live on that boat.

Rocky stocked up on supplies in Key West, including oxygen for the tanks, provisions and fuel,
enough stuff to be out diving for a month at a time. Rocky was beginning to run low on
provisions and had to start selling things to survive. Rocky lived pretty cheaply, and really didn't
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have many expensive things on his boat, but one luxury he had for about 32 years was his
amazing diving watch. The watch was given to Rocky by a guy, Jimmy, who knew Rocky's
mother, Gwen. Jimmy had been Gwen’s friend for a long time, but one day decided to become a
priest, so Jimmy left Gwen to join the priesthood.

Since Gwen was very religious, she understood and respected Jimmy's decision. Rocky had
loved Jimmy like a father and went to church all the time with Jimmy and Gwen, when they all
lived together. On the day Jimmy left to become a priest, he gave Rocky the incredible diving
watch. The watch was designed by Jacques Cousteau and was sold under the Cousteau diving
equipment line. The watch cost about $7000 new and was still worth $3000 when Rocky sold it
to a guy he knew, Brent. Rocky really hated selling the watch, but Brent said Rocky could
always buy the watch back for the same $3000, whenever he wanted. Brent said he would hold
the watch for Rocky, like a pawnbroker. Brent knew Rocky loved that watch. Brent loved that
watch almost as much as Rocky did, but Brent was such a nice guy that he was willing to lend
Rocky the money, and only hold the watch as collateral.

Brent had been Rocky's oxygen tank supplier for quite a while, and was an avid scuba diver for
many years, like Rocky. Brent knew Rocky was having a hard time lately and really liked Rocky
because Rocky was a really straight up guy who always paid up front and always referred
business to Brent. To a businessman like Brent, the most valuable thing he can have is people
who refer other people to him for more business. It's like getting free advertising.

Rocky had been living off the $3000, which Rocky could stretch for 4 months of existence.
Rocky could live longer on the money if all he did was float in his boat, not working, but he had
to work to live. Rocky didn't have a retirement plan or stock dividends. He had to work to live,
or eventually die.

Rocky had another month of surviving on the $3000 until he would have to sell something else.
The only other reasonably valuable thing Rocky had was the mariner's compass with which he
used to navigate. That old compass was supremely accurate and had a lot of old school
navigational aids built into it. In the right hands, the compass could be used to sail around the
world and the user would never get lost. The compass came with a kit of sighting tools that
folded out from underneath it, so the user could crosscheck locations using the sun and stars, the
same way Christopher Columbus did on his 4 round-trip voyages across the Atlantic.

That old compass and tool kit were worth about $12,000, and Rocky could survive for over a
year on the money if he sold it, but that compass was essentially priceless to him. To someone
like Rocky, that compass was worth 10 times as much as he could sell it for, but he never wanted
to sell it, no matter what happened. That compass had gotten Rocky out of many messy storm
situations. Rocky would never sell the compass. It simply meant too much to him. To him it
was like the blood in his veins. He would take the compass out of the boat, sell the boat, and live
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in a tent on the beach somewhere, like a beach bum, before he would sell the compass.

As Rocky was admiring an enormous brain coral down on the sea bottom, he felt a shiver down
his spine, which was weird because the water was so warm. It wasn't a shiver that you feel when
it's cold. It was a shiver like Spiderman feels when somebody is sneaking up behind him. It was
a shiver that Rocky had felt many times before, a shiver that always resulted in something bad
happening.

A shark!

From behind the brain coral, a massive great white shark exploded from its hiding place. The
shark had sensed Rocky's movements and smelled the little bit of blood trickling from the eel
injury, if it could be called an injury, being so minor. A shark doesn't need much blood in the
water to be able to sniff it out, however. Just ask all the people attacked by sharks every year.
Some of those people had only cut themselves shaving on the morning they were attacked.

When Rocky scuba dives, he always swims with a spear gun in his left hand with his finger on
the trigger. He also has a diver's knife strapped to his right leg in case the spear gun misses and
he isn't able to load another spear in time, and close hand-to-hand combat becomes necessary.

The shark bolted toward Rocky at full speed from below. The shark had its enormous mouth
wide open, rows of sharp yellow teeth gleaming. As he had many times before, Rocky had no
time to think, only to act. Rocky fired the spear gun at the shark. The spear launched from the
spear gun, flying at the shark, missing the shark's face. The spear instead went up over the
shark's head, hitting it in the tail, sticking there. As the shark instinctively turned to see what had
just caused the stinging sensation in its tail, Rocky quickly pulled another spear from the quiver.
Rocky hastily loaded, cocked and fired again at the enormous shark that was turned sideways at
the time, looking at its speared tail.

Rocky's second shot hit the shark behind the gills. Not wasting another second, Rocky loaded
and fired a third spear at the shark, hitting it 2 feet farther back on the body from the second
spear. The tough bull shark had 3 spears in it at that point, all trickling blood into the water,
though none of them were seriously injuring. The shark had had enough of Rocky, who the shark
thought was going to be an easy prey. As Rocky readied the 4th spear to fire, the shark changed
its plans and left the area, in a cloud of blood.

Rocky was too quick to celebrate his victory with the shark however, because while Rocky had
been concentrating on his battle with the giant shark, a large sneaky octopus had wrapped 2 of its
8 tentacles around both of Rocky's legs and started to pull Rocky downward toward the ocean
bottom.
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In the battle with the shark, Rocky had used a lot of oxygen and had very little time left. He had
to get to the surface or he would be the octopus' supper in no time flat.

Rocky fired his 4th and last razor sharp spear at the octopus, chopping the tentacle that was
engulfing Rocky's right leg. This freed access to the diver's knife. Rocky quickly unsheathed the
10-inch bladed knife and slashed the octopus tentacle that was strangling his left leg. The
defeated octopus sank back down to the ocean bottom, from where it came, waiting for its 2
tentacles to grow back someday.

Both sections of the severed octopus tentacles were still stuck to Rocky's legs, held in place by
large powerful suction cups. Even though the tentacle sections were detached from the octopus,
the suction cups were still sucking. It is similar to when a snake's head is cut off from its body.
The body of the snake keeps slithering along the ground; or when a chicken gets its head cut off
and the headless chicken body keeps running around the barnyard.

The tentacle sections were only sucking on Rocky's wetsuit, not really causing damage to his
skin. Rocky scraped off the tentacle remnants with the back of the diver's knife and swam to the
surface as fast as he could, just as he ran out of oxygen and the warning alarms started buzzing
on his empty tanks. Rocky was having an unusually dangerous dive on that day, probably
because it was so sunny and all the predators were able to see a long way under water for things
to attack and eat.

After resting and snacking back at the boat, Rocky resumed scuba diving on his current compass
heading of due west. Rocky's heart started beating rapidly when he thought he spied what looked
like an old iron cannon that might have been part of a ship. However, he was wrong. It was just
another of the thousands of shadows that appeared to be something and were nothing.

It was getting toward the end of his diving for that day. Just another 2 hours and he could go
back to his boat for the day, eat some canned chili, and drink some fresh lemonade, Rocky's
favorite drink. Rocky always bought a bushel of lemons when he bought his supplies and loved
fresh lemonade made from freshly squeezed lemons. Lemons were inexpensive in Florida, since
they were grown everywhere.

Rocky's mind daydreamed as he swam along, imagining he was drinking the tart sweet lemonade.
Then he felt something ram into the oxygen tanks on his back. A giant sea turtle had slammed
into Rocky, pinning him to the top of a coral tower. The turtle was as big as a Volkswagen
Beetle car and was probably 130 years old, judging from the size of the beast. Turtles are the
longest living animals on earth, and can grow to enormous size.

That turtle was probably just messing with Rocky, because sea turtles don't have teeth, preferring
to graze on seaweed, instead of meat, which is probably why they have such long lifespans. It's
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possible that the turtle didn't even know it was sitting on top of Rocky, because the turtle started
calmly eating the light green seaweed that was growing in a large bed on the top of the coral
tower. Rocky tried to wiggle out from under the great turtle, but couldn't.

Rocky noticed the turtle eating the seaweed and figured he would just have to wait the turtle out,
until it was done eating and would then leave. The turtle kept eating and eating, staying on top of
Rocky's back longer than he thought it would.

Rocky's oxygen tanks were running low. Rocky took out his knife and started banging on the
turtle's belly with the handle. Rocky's arm had limited movement, preventing him from getting
any real force behind the strikes against the turtle's hard belly. Rocky kept hitting the turtle as
hard as he could, to no avail.

In a last act of desperation, Rocky took a deep breath and pulled of his oxygen mask, allowing
the stream of oxygen bubbles to go from the tanks directly into the water. The stream of bubbles
made its way to the face of the grazing turtle. The turtle had never experienced the sensation of
oxygen bubbles in its face and quickly found that it didn't like it. The perturbed turtle lifted itself
off the tanks on Rocky's back and swam away.

The relieved Rocky put his mask back on and swam to the surface. When Rocky surfaced, he
looked around for his anchored boat. He usually didn't get too far away from his boat when his
did his scuba diving. Somehow, on that dive, he must have drifted with the currents farther than
he estimated he would. Finally, he spotted his boat, called "Tuna Fish," about 100 yards away,
the length of a football field.

Rocky started swimming toward his boat. He was an excellent swimmer from being a treasure
diver for so long, so swimming long distances to him was no big deal, even when he was wearing
his full diving gear. He didn't need oxygen while swimming on the surface of the water, so he
had the mouthpiece of the oxygen system dangling loosely in the water, but kept the mask on to
keep the salt water out of his eyes.

Rocky resembled a seal swimming along, only because his wet suit was shiny black. He didn't
swim like a seal though, because seals swim gracefully like fish, beneath the surface of the water
and Rocky was clumsily squirming on the surface.

To the flock of pelicans flying in the air over Rocky's head, Rocky appeared to be a wounded
seal, helplessly flopping around in the water. Pelicans normally eat smaller fish, but when an
easy prey appears to them, they take advantage of it. The lead pelican in the flock thought he had
spotted an injured seal and swooped down for the attack. The other members of the flock began
drooling, joined their leader and rapidly descended to the feast.
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4. Beagle's Tale

Beagles are great dogs. The Native American maize farmer, Walks-with-Sun, knew so all his
existence and was eternally in the company of one or more of the cavorting hounds. His spouse,
Twirling-Oak, also preferred beagles as the family pet; her upbringing was as Walks', with
beagles always freely trotting on the family grounds. Walks and Twirling recently had their
female beagle, Biffy, impregnated by a pedigreed sire from down the Rock Trail. The stud,
Bronco, was a belonging of their Mexican American friends Rico and Rosalita Sanchurro.

Walks was a character who savored watching animals engaged in mating activity. On the day of
the breeding, Walks disgusted Twirling by filming the dogs while they were mating. It wasn't
long before Biffy began showing signs of a brood in her ever-bulging body. It was just a matter
of time.

One day, Twirling-Oak navigated into Forkstown in her rusty '62 Ford flatbed pickup, with the
bloated Biffy in the back, meatily clinging to a bale of hay. Biffy's toenails were left untrimmed
specifically for the purpose of steadying herself on truck rides into the hamlet. Twirling needed
to pick up some potato chips, pretzels, spicy beef tongue and 5-pound blocks of cheddar cheese
for the always-eating Walks so he could satisfy his cavernous gut. Walks-with-Sun really liked
his cheddar cheese. As was the usual case, Twirling reckoned that Biffy would be safe in the
back of the truck. No one would ever fancy to steal the animal. However, Biffy was a purely
bred creature and in her state of impregnation, she was worth her weight in Liberty dollars to any
stinking, slimy dirtbag, eager for leisurely returns.

Twirling left the truck, politely commanding to Biffy, "Stay!" Twirling entered the grocery store
owned by the Turk, Axmed Yetsinbobo, with whom she went to preparatory school. Axmed and
Twirling openly parleyed for a piece while the deli associate hacked up a pound of spicy beef
tongue. Walks-with-Sun often slobbered over the tongue sandwiches that Twirling lovingly
prepared for his midday meals.

Little did any of the emporium's inhabitants comprehend, but while they jovially pranced, outside
an infraction was taking place. As a shabby, reeking man who feared razors, stood scratching his
butt, the wheels turned in his clouded cranium. He perched near Twirling-Oak's oldish Ford,
reading the Daily News. His cobalt eyes squinted as he let out a fart, causing himself to chuckle.
He surveilled until he saw only one person on the street. As he stepped into the barbershop's
vestibule, the reeking man spiked into action. He slithered closer to the fidgety Biffy.

As were all of Walks' dogs, Biffy was ingrained from birth with the attribute of silence, except
while apprehending rabbits. As the snot-nosed man closed in on the curious Biffy, she wagged
her tail. The degenerate snatched her from the vehicle. The man's oily locks were shrouded by a
New York Giants cap, which took flight from his skull as a nor'easter breeze briskly blew in. His
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cap flopped into a mucky puddle. Dang it! He was pissed. Did anyone see him? No. However,
there was no time for hesitation.

Biffy was startled by the goof's dawdling, and croaked a muted hoot. The dog thief rescued his
headgear from the puddle. The strategy then seemed to flow without flaw as he climbed into his
78 Eldorado and motored hither from the spectacle. Twirling bade farewell to Axmed and the
other deli personage, and left the store with her purchases. Verging on the pickup, she felt a
virus-like shiver. Her forehead twitched when the flatbed appeared empty. "Oh no!" she
shrieked. "Oh no! Biffy!" Twirling vainly called out for Biffy and whistled. No Biffy. Twirling
ran up and down the street, peeping into alleys, hollering and whistling. Biffy was gone!

The dognapper cruised toward the outskirts of the township. The agitation of her imprisonment
disconcerted Biffy to the point of having contractions. She was on the threshold of giving birth!
She sensed that somehow things would manage to take care of themselves. She merely began
her breathing exercises and kept herself composed. A half-hour of motoring along Highway
107A found the couple nearing the turn-off to the man's rundown, boorish shanty, a dwelling that
only a fiend like him could ever call home. The Eldorado was a reasonably adroit vehicle, even
though it tipped the scales at a bulky 4390 pounds. That's a lot of iron and vinyl to be punching
along a road, at the command of an idiot. Even a Formula 1 racecar would be a sloppy scrap of
machine in the hands that derelict dognapper.

Biffy perceived peril as her seizer veered sporadically. An especially knifelike bend lay ahead of
the dynamic duo, as their velocity multiplied. Spiraling and weaving was the roadway. Biffy
whined, causing the driver to spit at her. Biffy had foreseen his aggression and vaulted to the
back seat, just in time to dodge the phlegm. In his uncoordinated circumstance, the driver cocked
the steering wheel when he lunged to spit. Before he could regain control, the car pounded into
the guide rail and swooped through it. The car's momentum was awesome.

The vehicle plummeted down a hill and crashed into a 37-inch diameter oak tree. The galoot
driver shuttled through the Eldorado's windscreen and sailed into the tree's branches. The big
tree never knew what had hit it. Neither did the galoot. His gall bladder disintegrated as the
branches lacerated his torso. He burped an inhuman gurgle before his eyes revolved back in his
greasy head and his jaw fell unbolted.

He was extinct. Luckily, the captive Biffy had been in the back seat. She was only boomeranged
into the front seatback and was rendered momentarily unconscious. When she awoke, she
grasped that she was ensnared beneath a fleshy Voit golf bag, and her respiration was moderately
arduous. Anxiety had accelerated her contractions to the juncture of no return. The nativity had
begun!

One by one, the pedigreed puppies emerged from Biffy, greeting the world with audacity. In

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 2



100 Short Stories by Mikey 004 Beagle's Tale.wps

entirety, 6 of the choice nursling doggies had surged onto the scurvy carpeting, all anticipating
their matriarch's purifying tongue. Two of the puppies were female and initially appeared more
assertive than their male relatives, in the fashion that they assaulted Biffy's udders for milk.
However, the bull puppy of the brood soon exercised his authority over the others by battling for
and attaining the choicest teat. For some reason, that choicest teat seemed to yield more milk
than the others did.

Biffy was not disquieted by the bombastic puppy's behavior, since she herself had been a little
female of a pup and had often scrapped with her brothers and sisters. Twilight soon arrived for
the newly-sprung clan, ceasing their engaging day at the depths of the arroyo. Some wrangling
crows were bewitched by the hullabaloo of the car's misadventure. They scented, probed and
poked around in the darkness until they detected the mother lode, a veritable goldmine for carrion
eaters. They had found the car!

The crows started by picking the dog thief's brains off the Eldorado's crackled windshield. They
then proceeded to eat the rest of the guy that was stuck in the tree. It was chilly in the car, with
all the windows broken out. The family huddled close, to preserve body heat. The dogs slept
fitfully. Daybreak's radiance brought lightning cracks and thunder roars, awakening the senior
pup. He wriggled his way through his brothers and sisters, drank dog milk for about half an hour
from his momma, then squeezed out from under the golf bag to freedom.

Avoiding the glass shards, he trotted out through what used to be the rear windshield. The
morning's deluge had made the trunk lid as slick as eels. The dauntless puppy glided along the
steel trunk lid, snagged the bent CB antenna, and flipped end-over-end through the air. He
landed out of control on some decomposing hardwood boards, from which several nails
protruded. A section of plywood had rusty 12d nails poking out, one of which pierced the dog's
temple. The puncture instantly rendered the animal unconscious.

Suddenly, a million-volt blast of lightning struck the car, causing it to erupt in flames. The
unconscious dog snapped half awake and dragged himself and the still-attached plywood a
distance away from the bonfire. He groggily wondered what befell his mother and family. A
thorny yelp from his mother placed her behind a blue refrigerator. She must have escaped from
the car just after he did, with her pups in tow. Biffy and company were cognizant of the lone
pup's plight and trotted over to furnish assistance.

With the aid of 4 sibs standing on the plywood, and his mother and brother pulling on him, the
wounded pup was able to dislodge the nail from his head. Fortunately, the nail had not
perforated the brain pocket, but had stopped short in the skull. Obviously fibbing to the horde,
the bull pup asserted that the stab was unoffending, and that he could have mustered a few more
nails with no adversity. The other puppies were dumbfounded at his stunning resistance to
distress, but Biffy knew he was faking. It had to hurt a lot.
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At that moment, she reckoned that he must be an exceptional dog indeed. She concluded to
desert him and dispatch him off on his own to find his way in life. Biffy and the leavings of her
household nuzzled the biggest pup farewell, and trundled down a passage through the thicket.
With his head slightly oozing blood, the solitary puppy steered up the slope to the roadway. He
progressed to the road's shoulder, where he sat in the rain waiting for something to happen. He
heard a not too distant rumble.

An old woman soon tooled up in a blue '66 Stingray. The woman appeared to be about 98 years
old and her auto did not seem to suit her at all. The Stingray resonated as if it had a high
performance motor beneath the cowl. She smirked as she pried open the passenger door for the
beagle to enter. She shooed to the back jump seat, her Siamese cat that had been perching on the
front passenger seat. The cat declined to stir. As the dog clambered into the car and caught a
whiff of the cat, the dog perceived his intrinsic loathing for felines.

While entering the car, the dog waggled his rain-soaked mane, incensing the cat. The Siamese
wheezed and clawed the dog's face, incising the outside corner of his left eye. The dog was in no
disposition to be messed with by some sissified cat. He snarled and clamped his barbed puppy
incisors into the cat's gullet. The old woman became delirious. Panic-stricken, with the engine
still running, she hastily pulled the emergency brake lever, which was located between the seats.
She then advanced to harass the puppy.

Incessant slapping and screeching could not emancipate the dog's grip on the cat. In desperation,
the woman poured a can of Pepsi on the beagle, causing the dog to release his grip on the feline.
In the commotion, the sticky dog inadvertently reeled into the emergency brake lever,
disengaging it. The car sneakily began to creep along the pavement. The biddy scooped up the
snapping puppy and pitched him out onto the grassy shoulder. That maneuver profoundly
enraged the dog, as he tumbled through the weeds, coming to rest on a rock. Ouch!

He observed with fascination as the car drifted down the road with the old woman shrieking
behind the leather-wrapped steering wheel. She rabidly stomped both feet trying to brake the
ever-speeding car, but instead hit the gas by mistake. All the engine's 300 horsepower hitched to
the tires and sent the car off like a rocket. The tires painted the asphalt black. An escaped
billygoat that had been feeding on some Campbell's soup cans, just then decided to cross the
road. The old lady farted quite loudly and likely pooped when she eyed the goat. She skewed to
miss it.

An awful lot of farming goes on in that neck of the woods. Jess Trendill had been hauling a
recently purchased jumbo manure wagon, three quarters full of cow manure right down the
middle of the road. Some of those farmers treat the road as if it's their backyard! Most of the
farmers around those parts had the police in their back pockets, so anyone who hits a farmer
hauling something, is always to blame. Jess was on his way to the cornfield with the manure to
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fertilize the soil for next year's corn crop. Just as Jess accomplished the crook in the road, he
spied the Corvette.

Since the hayseed never wore underwear, a brownish-black blotch was immediately seen on the
seat of his work clothing. He thought little of the digested remains of yesterday's beans and ribs
dripping from his butt. He spat his fist-sized wad of Redman chew and snorted, trying to steer
the mighty John Deere away from the Corvette, but failed. The old woman was near a
myocardial infarction as she successfully slammed both feet on the brake pedal.

The Chevy spun feverishly and collided with the manure wagon, demolishing it to splinters. At
his ringside seat on the shoulder, the beagle laughed his hardest laugh, so hard that he also
crapped a pile! Cow poop flew in every direction. The momentum of the car smashing into the
manure wagon transferred to the tractor. Jess was jettisoned from the poop-smeared steel tractor
seat and landed on a blackberry bush 45 feet away. His red-necked excrement-covered body was
pricked mercilessly by the ponderous plant. He blasphemed and bleated from the sting of the
thorns and from the loss of his new manure wagon.

Jess collected himself and crawled over to check on the howling gorgon stuck in poop. She was
spewing a load of vulgarity. She slapped Jess and spat in his right eye. He attempted to console
her with softly spoken muttering, but she was inconsolable. She finally surrendered and said she
was regretful. The frolicsome beagle skipped over to the duet, chortling at the poop stains on the
farmer's butt. His tail wagging fiercely, the dog provided some comic relief for the distressed
humans. They all broke down and laughed.

The dog's head wound had stopped bleeding, probably because the Pepsi had glued it shut. Jess
extricated the woman from the wreckage and squired her and the beagle to his picturesque
domicile down the strip. En route, they spotted the crashed Cadillac and the undoubtedly dead,
tree-impaled man, being devoured by crows.

At the farmer's house, they telephoned for tow vehicles and ambulances. Jess possessed 14 dogs
of diverse mongrel status, including a pit bull female named Paulina that was suckling her new
litter. Jess placed the just found beagle puppy with the pit bulls, hoping the mother would
accommodate the pup by letting it nurse from her. She did. Good. Another problem solved,
thought Jess. The beagle appreciated the gusto of the pit bull's milk better than his beagle
mother's milk, and greedily fed. The other pit puppies took an immediate liking to the beagle and
made him feel right at home.

Jess decided to keep the purebred beagle to raise it for possible future stud fees. Jess christened
the beagle Barry, after his great, great grandfather, on his father's side. Jess was always partial to
the monogram Barry, but was unable to use it to designate any of his children, since his kids were
all girls.
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For a dog only two days old, the beagle had already been through a lot. Being extraordinarily
haggard, he hit the sack with 10 or so other dogs in the barn and did not get up until 2 days later.
When Barry awoke, he looked for Paulina for some breakfast. Paulina had been goofing around
with some of the other dogs, but returned to feed Barry and her other pups. Barry drank a ton of
milk, and then fell asleep for the rest of the day.

The next morning, Jess took Barry into town with him to the gun shop, near the railroad station.
Jess needed to inquire on the status of a muzzle-loader that he dropped off a fortnight before.
The antiquated weapon needed a new barrel and minor preservation for the forthcoming bear
season. Jess took pride in his armaments and always maintained them at the pinnacle of
performance.

As proprietor of the gun shop, master craftsman Hanz Hermanner was responsible for the gun
repairs. Hanz was known provincially as the most detail-oriented "gun slob" that money could
buy. He administered many old-world practices to distill the best from the alloys and hardwoods
of his clients' toys. It took a lot for Jess to entrust his gun with another man. Jess' father had
always admonished Jess about letting just anyone tinker with his weapons, a warning which Jess
heeded.

Even though Hanz was 89, his hands were still as steady as pig iron, and his eye for precision,
true. Recently, Gun Digest ascertained that in 14 categories, Hanz' custom checkering was
ranked in the top 10 of the county. Jess left Barry outside the shop to rove and went in to
powwow with old man Hanz. Jess knew he would be in the repository for quite a while, since
Hermanner esteemed to endlessly jaw about weaponry. In fact, on one occasion, Hanz trifled for
2 hours with Jonny Smedd, a local huntsmen, about triggers. Triggers! Jess had hoped that
Barry would hang close to the store, since he looked a little tired from the ride out.

Barry was indeed somewhat tired from a morning swim with the geese and ducks in the pond, so
he rummaged for a place to relax. He wandered over to the train yard, where he eyed some cool
shady spots. A rust-cankered red boxcar had a door partly unsealed and a loading ramp leaning
on it. The train must have just been off-loaded, because there were heaps of crates on pallets in
front of the train, awaiting removal by fork trucks. Barry jitterbugged up the ramp and glimpsed
inside.

It smelled agreeable in there. He went in and picked out a nice squat in the corner. Bags of
birdseed were disseminated on the dusty plank floor and a bag would serve nicely as a pillow for
his little head. He dragged a bag clear, then lay his head down, and nodded off. In a twinkling,
the pooch was in slumberville. Not 4 minutes passed before a smarmy, trench-coated man
ambled into the boxcar.

The man had arrived in the metropolis the day before, but was already prepared to move on. He
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was one of those migrants who travel everywhere, in, on, or under trains. The guy went by the
name, Sando. Sando had been roving around the nation for the last 23 of his contemptible 41
years, and abominated his life and all those around him. His face and body were multi-scarred
from countless fights, and his toothless one-eared head was too gruesome for even a mother to
love.

Sando never presumed his life to be wholly without value, because after all, he was his own boss
and he made his own hours. If he didn't feel like hustling on a chosen day, he wouldn't. Of
course, no hustling invariably meant no sustenance, so he pretty much had to bust his balls
unceasingly to persevere. One thing that Sando could be proud of is that he had no criminal
record, and essentially didn't exist on society's books. It doesn't sound like such a great thing, but
to a hobo, being untraceable is platinum. Sando had stepped his dirty shoes in every state of the
nation except Hawaii and Alaska.

Once, Sando got into a wrangle with a bag lady in Salt Lake City over the daftest thing. He and
the woman had clashed over the occupancy of a choice cardboard box that once contained a
Tappan refrigerator. It was a nice box that could weather rain without leaking, a box that any
lowlife would fight for, like a gladiator fighting for his evening snack of bread and tea. Sando
had dragged the box down the alley just after the restaurant flunkies unseated from it the
refrigerator. After bracing the carton against a fire escape railing, Sando turned around to take a
piss in a garbage can. As he halfway unzipped his rusty zipper, he eared a rustling.

He turned back to the box, to find a crusty woman lying in the box, surrounded by bags of
rumpled clothing, mismatched shoes, and defiled underwear. She was really quick! As Sando
locked eyes with her, she flaunted a knife and gawked at him. Sando detected a half-rotten
watermelon on the filthy ground. He lunged for the melon, but too ineptly, and skidded on an ice
cream sandwich wrapper, falling face-first onto the melon. Dozens of watermelon seeds and
stinky melon jammed into his nostrils. Sando sneezed and gagged on the stench of the
decomposing fruit, but was humbled more by the dry cackle of the woman.

She sniggled and sniggered until she dry heaved, then cleared her throat with a large spewing
cough of yellow phlegm, which she spat in Sando's watermelon-lacquered face. He wiped most
of the fetid fruit and sour saliva from his face and hoisted an old dried-out Christmas tree that
had been lying next to the watermelon. Hundreds of needles sprinkled from the tree, many of
them into the woman's eyes, making her fizz with displeasure. With the douglas fir overhead,
Sando intended to bludgeon the woman into relinquishing the box. Like a rattlesnake, the
woman leaped to her feet, with the knife blade outstretched like a fanged head.

Sando worked the tree at her dodging neck, slightly jostling her stained ski cap. She countered
with 3 lightning slashes, slicing off Sando's right ear. In agony and overwhelmed by her speed
and skill with the blade, Sando retreated. He asked himself if he were really willing to risk his
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life for a freaking box. He immediately answered himself, "No!" However, he was too slow!
The hag slashed Sando's forehead and kicked his balls with a worn steel-toed boot. Ouch!
Sando doubled over from the pain, barely being able to breathe. She kicked him again and
laughed. Sando gave in to the she-devil and shuffled past, but not before he honked a
humongous yellow loogie in her eye, causing her to screech, owl like. Sando increased his
escape pace from a shuffle to a skip, then to a run as he saw her arm herself with a hunk of the
rotted melon. As the hag leisurely catapulted it, Sando was already securely out of the alley, into
the street.

While scouting around the boxcar for food scraps to silence his bellowing belly, Sando glimpsed
the birdseed sacks in the corner. As Sando reached the bags, the door of the boxcar was slid shut
like a bank vault and the train lurched. All illumination was removed from the boxcar, so Sando
had to light his mighty Zippo lighter. The lighter had been a gift from a dry-faced Cherokee
woman of his distant past. She was a massive smoker and gave him the Zippo just before she
died of lung cancer. Sando thought people who smoked were idiots and only used the lighter for
starting fires and lighting candles. The lighter had never failed to light.

The train car pitched again, much harder, jolting Sando onto one of the birdseed sacks. Sando
landed next to Barry, waking the dog from his nap and into the reality of a reeking lummox lying
next to him. Barry yiped, startling Sando, who didn't think any entities were in the boxcar.
Sando was so startled that the still-lit lighter went flying across the chamber, landing on an old
brown shirt. In seconds, the shirt was ablaze, intensely befouling the car's atmosphere. Sando
gagged on the foul air, spouting mucus on the walls. Barry had similar difficulty in the inferno
and also coughed and retched.

The flames increased until the dog and man could suddenly see each other in the exciting glare.
At first, Barry was bewildered and a little nervous to awaken to the sight of the bewhiskered
blockhead, Sando. However, Barry's trepidation quickly calmed when the man cast a near-
toothless smile at him. Sando gingerly offered his hand to pet Barry; at first, Barry snarled under
his breath. Sando disregarded the murmuring mutt and petted its fuzzy forehead, putting them
both at ease.

Meanwhile, while his pooch was in turmoil, Jess was kicking back on the cracked leather sofa in
the gun shop, sipping sarsaparilla. Hanz' sarsaparilla was homemade and delicious. Hanz always
furnished complimentary libation to his patrons. Hanz supplied his home-brewed stuff, robust
from the copper still, bottled in pink ceramic jugs. Hanz' turnaround time on weapon jobs was
extremely slow, but the work was of the utmost perfection. People would rather wait months or
even as long a year or so, to have their gun repairs or custom work done by Hanz, because they
knew the wait was beyond worth it. Jess began to fall asleep on the sofa.

In the boxcar, Sando took an immediate liking to Barry. Barry sensed a good man in Sando and
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politely wagged his tail as Sando stroked his fur. He even licked Sando's hairy, sinewy wrist.
Sando found a new traveling associate in the hound, and would christen him Barney, after Barney
Rubble, Sando's favorite cartoon character. Sando hoped that since the dog was still juvenile,
whatever name it had already, couldn't have been ingrained in it too steadfastly yet.

The shirt on the floor stopped burning, but it was still suffocatingly smoky in the boxcar. It
became time for Sando to put into play some of his skills. With a piece of timber pulled from a
lettuce crate, he tried to jimmy the latch, which bolted the doors shut. After some heavy prying,
the latch was broken and the door was forced open about a foot, enough to let out the smoke.

Barney hoped to taste many hours of uninterrupted sleep, to help him repair his battered body.
Many hours would in fact be available, since the man and dog were on their way to Alaska! It
mattered not to Barney where they were headed, because he was so tired. The first order of
business was sleep. Barney drifted off quickly to a pasture of grasses and wildflowers, where he
was pursuing a rabbit under a great fallen oak. He almost caught it, but it tucked inside a hole. It
didn't matter, since the sun was shining and it was warm and fragrant. Sando fell asleep beside
Barney. Sando dreamed of submarine sandwiches and pizza. A deluge of dreams flooded their
minds. Fantasies flourished. Barney's tail twitched. Sando farted. Barney farted.

The train stopped en route to Fairbanks, to board passengers, fill freight and suck petrol. The
colossal diesel-electric locomotives required thousands of gallons of fuel oil, so the stop would
be for several hours. The stopover would enable the man/dog team to search out some grub.
Inside Sando's gooey nest of a brain, a plot was hatching. He would sell Barney!

They slipped unseen from the boxcar and walked to a barbershop between a garden center and a
pet store. With a smelly body and high hopes, Sando went into the men's salon. Barney would
have to wait outside for a few minutes. While pretending in the barbershop to wait for a haircut
and shave (he had no money), Sando garnered facts from the revolting locals. He sat silently and
listened. Beagles were apparently a valuable dog there.

Hunting was popular and rabbit-hunting dogs were always needed. Nothing tracks a rabbit quite
like a beagle. A thoroughbred beagle pup could fetch $50 to $100, just on sight of the dog, more
if pedigree documents were presented. Having heard enough, Sando exited the barbershop and
carried Barney into the pet store next door to do some dickering. The lout behind the counter
was a devout hunter who recognized a good beagle when he saw one. Without the pedigree
papers in his custody, and being obviously desperate for cash, Sando was forced to accept only
$55 for the doggie.

Sando deposited the dog with the clerk and departed the store to go shopping with the loot.
Sando had left the door slightly ajar when he left the pet store. At the Piggly Wiggly, he picked
up some rye bread, turkey bologna, Evian, Swiss cheese, and his favorite beverage, Pepsi.
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Barney lingered in the pet store for 10 minutes or so, munching on the savory biskies contributed
by Clem, the clerk. As Clem was selecting a collar for the new beagle, Barney made his way to
the door, slipped out and was free! He sprinted down the street to the supermarket, where Sando
was waiting out front. They ran back to the boxcar, hopped in and ate heartily.

Sando scrounged a pitted, but solid, hubcap from under a pallet, and poured some Evian for
Barney's thirst quenching. Sando chugged 2 of the 6 Pepsi cans before he knew what was
happening, and had to tell himself to conserve. Man, they were good! The prized cola had to last
a while. Bologna and cheese were never so succulent. With $30 in reserve, blue skies lay ahead.
The grub would nourish them for a while.

Sando fell asleep. He was having a weird dream. He was standing behind a crying woman who
was lying on a stained white couch and she was watching something on the scratched screen of
her TV. As Sando watched the woman crying at the TV, on the TV screen suddenly flashed a
black and white movie. Sando awoke from his dream with a start. He was hyperventilating,
gasping and sweating. In his waking fervor, he inhaled a piece of filthy burlap string through his
right nostril, down his throat.

His gagging and choking alarmed the snoozing beagle and the pup awoke, barking and snapping
at the darkness. Sando jumped to his feet, pulling the string through his nose out of his throat.
The sensation caused him to sneeze, and then vomit. The dazed Sando looked at the drowsy pup
and the puppy looked back. After a moment, they gave up the staring contest and simply went
back to sleep. During their rest period, the man and dog were transported by railroad car into
Alaska. Alaska is the land where opportunity waits, the wind blows and the snow falls.

Sando arose and quickly shook the beagle into consciousness, taking the doggie into his arms.
With the sleepy-eyed Barney under his left arm, Sando disengaged the railcar door with his free
hand. He slid open the steel structure just enough to peek through. Clinging to the handle, he
poked his face into the cold airflow, which was refreshing, and spotted the station just about 2/3
mile down the snow-covered tracks. With a heave and a ho, he leaped out of the car into the
frigid air, beagle in tow, piling into a snowdrift. They landed softly in the white stuff, only
tumbling 2 times. Sando felt the wet snow trickle down his collar and pants and into his holed
socks.

On impact, Barney was released from Sando's control and yiped as he impacted with the fluffy
stuff. The beagle rolled a few more times, pissed off at his master's stupidity. Upon regaining
his composure, Sando found and scooped up the snowball of a beagle and trudged down the
snow-white dirt road that meandered parallel to the train tracks. Since it was still early, few
people milled about, and the few who did were disheveled bums like Sando.

Sando knew what went through the minds of the frosty, rag-clad, famished, hopeless men and

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 10



100 Short Stories by Mikey 004 Beagle's Tale.wps

tried to put what were their likely thoughts out of his mind. They would disrobe a dead, stinky
body to get the clothing. They would rob and kill and bury, or stuff into a dumpster, anyone
foolish enough to walk down the alley for a shortcut. Sando approached some ragtag loser who
stood standing next to a large charred whiskey barrel. Brown corn kernels were stuck to the side
of the barrel.

Sando made eye contact with the guy, whose eyes darted from Sando's eyes, to Sando's beagle,
then back to Sando's eyes. Sando flinched. An instant too late, Sando recognized the guy's
glance as that of a thief and killer. Dang it! As Sando passed 3 feet in front of the guy, Sando
reached for the hunting knife in his jacket, then felt the back of his head cave in. Sando's hand
never reached his knife. Sando saw stars then nothing, slumping to the frozen ground.

The dog fell free to the ground. Sando was unconscious. Barney tried to bolt. The guy grabbed
the dog and held tight. Barney countered like a lion that was interrupted while taking large gulps
out of an alpaca's entrails. Perhaps it was because he had never been scared so much before, or
maybe it was because he had never been picked up and clutched so carelessly. On the other
hand, maybe it was the man's intense body odor. Whatever the case, Barney could not stand the
sensation of the man's arms around him.

Barney sunk his sharp puppy teeth into the guy's right wrist, luckily cleaving into an artery.
Blood spurted fountain-like from the bitten wrist, as Barney similarly, but more forcefully,
chomped the guy's other wrist in the same spot. Blood then gushed harder from that wrist. The
guy was bleeding badly and fell to the ground crying, dropping the dog to its freedom.

Another quick-thinking hobo removed the ragged vinyl belt from his waist to use as a leash,
looping it around the beagle's heaving neck. Barney was again a captive and became silent. The
hobo knew a guy named Tek who was in the market of buying and selling sled dogs. The young
beagle would definitely fetch a good price. Tek lived on the other side of the fur-trading town in
a 10 by 40 foot trailer, which reeked of cat piss. Tek bought the mobile home from an old cat
lady for almost a song; she even threw in a 5-gallon tub of her homemade chili. How could
anyone resist a deal like that?

The hobo stopped in at the 24-hour diner, with Barney, to borrow a cross-town ride. One of the
diner's inhabitants, a redheaded woman, sat slumped at a corner table. Many empty, fork-scraped
plates sat on the table before her. She was one fat woman, probably 280 at 5' 6", with pretty blue
eyes, though. With her wet burping, guttural grunting and plate scraping, a lot of noise filled the
air. Someone invested a quarter in the jukebox to hear Elvis' beautiful "Love Me Tender," but
the record was scratchy.

The woman's red hair matched the hue of the marinara sauce that she had spilled on her shirt.
The redhead seemed to pause between the serving spoon-scoops of the pasta, maybe to allow for
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swallowing or digestion or reflection, maybe just to catch her breath. Soon, it was determined
that she was pausing to blast large, silent farts. Tables around her cleared as she excreted the
fermentations of her many past meals into the air. Because she was such a good customer,
though, the diner permitted her sinister behavior. The only condition was that she always had to
sit by the slightly open window.

Another character sat at the counter, trying to eat a ham sandwich. The bald fool with the 5
o'clock shadow on his shiny head must have been tired, because he didn't notice when his mealy
sandwich's only slice of ham had slipped out. It landed, Dijon-mustard covered, in his glass of
milk, yellowing the milk's whiteness. If anyone in the place had been paying attention, joyous
laughter would certainly have rung out, as the bald guy boldly plunged his dirty thumb and
forefinger into the glass of milk and fished the ham from the glass. The brown eye patch over the
guy's right eye became spattered with milk during his ham transfer. He wiped the slop from his
mustache with his hairy forearm. The rustle of the forearm hair brushing against his face was
audible in the kitchen!

The diner was named, "Mudd's," after Cokie Mudd, its gargantuan, 7 foot 1 inch, whitish-haired
owner. The diner was known for its free fried-garden-slug appetizers. Cokie explained to the
patrons that the garden slugs were known as escargot in France. Cokie gave away the free
appetizers to both rid his garden of the pests and to attempt to add a bit of class to the old joint.
Cokie's mother had actually named Cokie, Bartholomew Maxwell, a name he rejected outright.

The hobo asked Cokie if anyone in the place were planning to go across town after their meal.
As it turned out, the trapper, Max Rocks, was on his way to Tek's. In addition to dealing in sled
dogs, Tek also sold traps and trapping sundries, even fine quality bear jerky. Max needed to buy
114 dozen raccoon traps. Since so much snow had recently buried the streets of the town, travel
by car was impossible. Max possessed a snappy snowmobile with a cargo sled hitched to the
back. Max agreed to transport the hobo and Barney for the fee of 6 dollars. Batter offered 5
dollars. Max finally accepted $5.50. It was all about dickering in Alaska.

Barney was cold and tired, anxious for things to settle down. Everything was happening so fast.
Barney yearned to be back on the hill with Jess, relaxing in the afternoon sun. The endless
goings on were on the verge on making him whine, but he resisted. When Max finished eating,
they left.

Barney finally got some much-needed rest. Sleep instantly came to the beagle and his depleted
brain did some dreaming. He found himself in a fragrant meadow, sniffing, pissing, pooping,
farting and looking around. He chased butterflies and hummingbirds. The air was fresh, clear
and warm. Sun bathed him and everything around. What a fantastic scene. It was so good to be
a dog, free and running and a part of the grasses. The butterflies that he chased were happy,
because they knew that chasing them made him happy. He ran and ran. He stopped at a cool
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spot under a massive elm and slept for 2 days.

In a passage of 3 hours and 27 minutes, Max, the hobo and Barney arrived at Tek's. Barney was
startled awake. The hobo carried Barney into Tek's abode. Tek took over the business
transaction saying, "What do you want?" The hobo said, "Here's the product,”" showing Barney.
Tek bought Barney from the hobo and on the next day, Tek sold the dog to Checker for his sled
dog team. Checker never asked where Tek got the dogs.

Checker fed all his sled dogs a diet comprised exclusively of the big Salmon Canning Factory's
rejected fish matter. The humongous Salmon Canning Factory was the area's largest employer.
Weekly, Checker towed with his snowmobile, a 13-sled convoy to the factory, to retrieve the fish
remains from the factory' s great dumpsters.

Checker had happily gone into the sled dog business. He assembled good teams, trained, bred
and sold the beasts. The business was especially good around Iditarod race time, when racers
liked to grab a few spare dogs. Checker had nothing but mongrels and rejects, but his dogs were
great spares for the real racers.

Checker's feeding and training methods were the secret to turning any dog of about 30 pounds
and up, sometimes 25 pounds, into a durable and dependable puller. Nobody understood how
Checker was able to transform atypical dogs into such aggressive and willing pulling machines,
rivaling the huskies and malamutes. Some think he learned everything from the Eskimo people.
Whatever the case, he would never tell. He had the area's 2nd nicest home, fully furnished with
primo stuff, and many luxuries.

Checker picked Barney up and cradled him like a baby. "Now you're Bink." Checker used only
single-syllable names for the dogs. Barney/Bink cared not what this guy called him, since he was
always being called something different every once in a while. "You're gonna like it here, boy."
Checker continued holding Bink until the trotter dozed to sleep. All new dogs got their own
doghouse. Checker carried Bink to the hi-tech hut that was state-of-the-art, as were all of
Checkers' $400 doghouses. All the dogs there got their own doghouse when they first arrived, so
none was jealous of the little beagle's circumstances.

Checkers' dogs rarely fought or growled at each other, since Checker's primary teachings were
that sharing was a virtue and envy, evil. A year passed at Checker dog camp, as Bink grew
bigger, stronger and more vigorous. Checker's vast experience showed him that the size of a dog
only had a limited affect on its robustness. More importantly, a dog needed endurance to be on a
sled team. Each dog only pulled a percentage of the sled's total weight. The individual dog's
ability to run nonstop for hours was its most important trait.

Checker had developed the endurance trait by allowing the dogs to eat as much fish product as
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they could at a sitting, then he would harness and run them immediately. This trained their
bodies to be at a maximum useable body weight. Some of the dogs at first would eat to the
barfing point, barf and then have to run on empty bellies. Their bodies quickly corrected to
accommodate the unnatural process of bloating then running. As unorthodox a method as it was,
it produced truly happy, heavy duty, running dogs. Once those dogs got the sled going, it was
amazing at how facilely they could keep the thing sliding along, kilometer after kilometer.
Somehow, they seemed to sense Checker's regard for them as they ran.

Each dog pretty much had to develop its own plan of attack in the big scheme of things. The
dogs intermittently pulled like crazy, at some moments feeling they were the only dog tugging,
and then at other instants, they only needed to trot easily in the harness. That's the way it is on a
dogsled team. It's like being a pallbearer at a funeral. Sometimes the weight seems to be all
yours, when you almost feel like you have to drop the freaking casket, and then at other times,
you chuckle to yourself, knowing someone else just got the load. Then, suddenly, the load comes
back to you.

Bink had early on developed the reputation of being a comedian. Every half kilometer or so,
Bink would tell a story of his amazing life or just make something up. Bink was always seeking
the pure humor of life. Whatever had the inkling of being funny, Bink would attempt and
succeed, to extract the humor of the situation and make it funnier. He could imitate any of the
other dogs at will. That was Bink's most fanciful trait.

One of the second string duo, Tug, had a discernable stutter, and it didn't bother Tug if others
noticed, even if they mocked. Tug was a walker coonhound, formerly a coon chaser from
Pennsylvania. All Tug's team members had a healthy respect for him. Fortunately, Tug had a
good nature. Bink could imitate Tug to a tee, even getting the ahem, and gurgle. Bink would
orate to the rest of the team, cracking them up for great distances.

Checker was wholly unaware of the real meaning behind the team's guffaws and barks and howls
and woofs. He naively assumed that they were adulating him. Checker had his ego. Having
experienced dog pack evolutions many times, Checker had ignored the subtle differences in the
group's chatter level upon roster changes. Bink, however, a short time after his addition, had
seemed to make his fellow dogs get busier, both noise-wise and running-wise. Checker
wondered why his crew became louder, more boisterous and faster, after Bink had arrived.

Bink worked his way forward through the duos as the months passed, earning his wings,
advancing toward the front of the sled dog team. Bink hit 2nd string after 7 months, where he
would have to stay, since a sub-30-pound dog could never be a lead dog. Bink ran with Daryl, a
Dalmatian. Trike and Myx were the lead twosome, both at least 65 pounds, and ferocious
athletes. Bink knew in his heart that he could be in the lead duo with either of those arrogant
dogs, but no, it was not to be. He was forced to hang back, 2nd rate schlep, plumber's helper,
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apprentice, and wait for a turn at the real glory. Would he ever see it? Was running in the front
row even worth it?

The front duo had to break the trail for those who followed. The front duo had the flesh-biting
wind in the face. The front duo risked falling through the thin ice. Bink still wanted that pole
position! He just had to be in that front duo! An occasion took place when the crew set out on a
typical training day: cloudy, snowing, cold, foggy, and windy. The lead trotters had special
sunglasses affixed to their heads to aid somewhat in the travel. Suggestions from the second duo
or farther back were unappreciated and essentially ignored by Trike and Myx. The human who
guided the sled team ultimately had the final word on where they all went, so that person was
really the key.

That human relied wholly on the front duo's instincts and training to safely guide the troupe. On
a day just like any other they progressed along, then the snow started squalling. The dogs had
inadvertently drifted off the trail. Whoa! The entire convoy of dog and sled and Checker
suddenly dropped from sight in a puff of white, descending, falling, plummeting through the
snow and ice layers, eventually impacting on the snow-padded floor of a great ice cave. They all
tumbled and rolled around like the dice of several Yahtzee games tossed simultaneously onto the
playing table.

Unconscious for hours, the beasts one by one awoke to a glittery, chilly sight, fresh and bright.
Sunlight lasered down through the snow hole, through which they had fallen 101 feet. They
could only glance, sniff and look around in awe for many moments until their dimmed senses
gradually returned. Stomachs were growling. They were hungry! Part of the cargo that
Checker's team had yanked included 859 pounds of seafood stuff for the dogs to feast upon, as
necessary. He also had 40 pounds of various canned goods and 10 cases of Pepsi for himself.
The combined foodstuffs could sustain the gang for 8 days, if necessary. Three lanterns, 77
lantern mantles, 112 gallons of lantern fuel, and various cold weather necessities, including
heaters, sleeping bags, clothing and 6 first-aid kits also inhabited Checker's overstuffed
industrial-grade sled.

Checker farted. Bink squatted to poop. Daryl growled and bit Bink's butt. The 2 dogs hunched
and snarled. Checker hurried over to separate the two from their harnesses, and then unharnessed
the rest of the dogs. Checker disallowed fighting among the dogs, his main rule. As a child,
Checker had read the book, "Call of the wild," and had cried for weeks. He vowed to never
permit dogs to bite one another, or even to let them growl at length. Immediate separation of the
brawling animals, then overfeeding, then putting them back together, was Checker's method. It
always worked. Checker took advantage of a dog's primary need for food and used it to his
constant profit.

The remaining dogs wandered the massive cavern as Daryl and Bink happily bloated on fish
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parts. As they feasted, they forgot why they had been quarreling. Magic? Not likely. Checker
looked to the back of the cave and spotted a tunnel that grew darker the further he looked into it,
blurring and clouding his squinting eyes. The dogs merrily trotted about, slipping and sliding on
the clear, pure ice floor.

Checker shuddered as something unexpectedly wrapped around his ankle. How silly, he thought,
it must be Bink's tail. Then Checker fell to the ice floor. It wasn't Bink. Checker was dragged
away by a lasso strangling his ankle. What the heck!? His back, butt, shoulders and head beat
against the ice, as he trailed behind the dragging force, whatever it was. It felt like being dragged
on a ski lift. The dragging stopped. He was in the dark tunnel with the captor. He felt a hand
clearing the lasso from his ankle, a human hand! The hand then clutched his ankle. Checker lay
still. He felt free, but still captive. "Eek!" he cried. He was scared. "Hey!" he barked. The
specter yielded, releasing the grip on his ankle. "I'm Tayly," said a girlish voice. Checker
replied, "Okay." Tayly said, "I like you boy. I like you a lot." "Who are you, woman," said
Checker. She said, "I'm your dream come true!" Checker seized the moment and pushed her to
the ground. She howled, "No!" She got up and ran off into the darkness of the tunnel.

Checker made camp as far away from the tunnel as he could, establishing a fire pit near the wall
of the cave. He drank heavily from a can of Pepsi, made a fire, and settled down with the
animals, telling them stories until they all fell asleep. In the morning, Checker awoke to a big
pile of snow under the ice cave's ceiling hole. The pile stood about 24 feet high and the dogs
pissed, pooped, climbed on it and gleefully slid down it. Bink seemed to like being at the top of
the pile. The dogs played "king of the hill" and Bink always ferociously maintained his spot on
top.

They survived another 2 days in the cave, bored and pissed off, the lot of them. Tempers wanted
to flare, but the act was forbidden. The snow continued to fall through the ceiling hole, adding to
the height of the pile below. How are they supposed to get out? Checker searched the cave and
followed the dark Tayly tunnel as far as he dared, never finding Tayly's lair. The only evidence
of habitation along the dark corridor consisted of bones, fur, excrement, urine, and small animal
skeletons. How and where did she live?

Tayly reminded Checker of Sarrah. Sarrah Tamms was a girl he completely devoted himself to,
heart and soul in the 10th grade. They made a pact that they would be married sometime after
high school. As part of the pact, they plucked each other's eyebrows, until blood trickled from
the brow. They then pressed their bleeding brows together, waiting until the blood mixture
started to scab, and then slowly pulled apart. While they were waiting, they whispered their
vows to each other. How barbarically romantic! Checker lost Sarrah when her father Tico
forced her to enlist in the Army to get money for college.

Checker noticed Bink barking at the top of the snow pile at 77 feet above the cave floor. Of
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course! In 2 more days, the snow pile would be at the ceiling! The snow continued for 2 more
days, not reaching the ceiling as predicted. Dang! One more day of snow and the pile reached
the ceiling. Yes! Checker climbed to the top the pile and began the chopping and hacking and
chipping, to widen the hole. He was out! He one at a time hoisted the dogs out in their harnesses
with rope, starting with Bink. Then he hoisted the rest of the dogs. The dogs were all ecstatic
when they hit the aboveground world again, spastically running in circles, pissing all over the
snow, and then rolling around in it. Then he hoisted up the sled in pieces, and then the cargo.
Checker headed home, taking it easy on the gang, stopping often.

Bink was sick of being a sled dog, due to the obvious hazards, and when they got back, he would
plot his escape. They got back on a Friday, a day that Checker usually devoted to watching
sports at the local bars. Checker always had stories to tell his usual listeners. The locals loved
Checker, because he could always find something exciting to do and talk about. Checker
tethered the dogs to their houses, overfed them more than usual, hugged them all, and then
trekked off to the first bar.

The leather leashes that connected the dogs to their huts were made of full grain bull hide, but a
determined dog could saw its way through, given an hour or two. Checker would be gone all
night and probably connect with some friendly floozy. Bink started the gnawing as soon as
Checker left. In 2 hours, Bink was free. Daryl helped by chewing the collar off and tearfully
bade farewell to Bink, his running mate. Sled dogs were an emotional bunch. Bink ran as fast as
he could away from the slave labor camp, not looking back, hoping to get away from the hard
work and bondage.

The experience with Checker convinced Bink that he hated hard work and would never do it
again, if he could in any way help it. He found the train station and skulked in any shadow he
could find, until the choice moment. He remembered how the train station was the place that
provided travel, relocation and freedom, if only temporary. The train station harbored danger, if
care weren't taken, but the train station was his only way to go anywhere. Bink waited and
waited.

A train was heading to Seattle, Washington, filled with various dry-iced fish stuffs. The people
of Seattle craved Alaska's natural wildlife products, which included the likes of crab, salmon and
other fish. Bink watched the loading men pack a train car with crates until full, then one of the
guys cut his finger on a metal tag, causing bleeding from the webbed part of his hand between his
thumb and forefinger. The injured goof's fellow Einsteins gathered in amazement at the largish
blood flow, until eventually one of the brainiacs escorted the injured idiot to the station.

The moment! Bink trotted at full gallop to the train car with the ramp still attached to it. Bink
motored up the ramp, and then ran into the car to the right, skidding on the oak-slatted floor. He
was in! Phew! Bink lay down in silence and waited for the train to depart, which it did in 16
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minutes. He fell hard asleep. He dreamed. He was trotting in a meadow, sniffing the tall green
grasses. Bink eventually landed in Seattle, some time later, hungry and thirsty and pissed off.
Maybe he still harbored some frustrations from his time with Checker. Maybe he just woke up
on the wrong side of the train car. Maybe he was scared. Maybe he was just hungry. Bink was
always pissed off until his first meal of the day, anyway.

Bink spied a rat running back and forth in the back of the car, probably trying to find the exit.
Stupid rat. Bink trotted over, sat down and watched the rodent. The little grey demon was
surprisingly quick in its spastic movements, sometimes blurring Bink's following eyes. Soon
Bink had the rat's running synchronized. He cat-leaped forward at the precise moment that the
rodent was just to the left of him, snagging a canine tooth on the animal's butt. Bink grabbed the
rat, tossed it into the air like a breakfast cook in a diner flipping a pancake, then bit the rodent
into two pieces. He gobbled down the head half, burped and swallowed the butt half. Well, that
certainly hit the spot. The rank meal should tide him over for an hour or two maybe. At least his
spirits were perked up a bit. Poor Bink always had to have a full belly, or he simply wasn't
happy. He felt his energy level increasing. Hours and hours passed. When the heck will they
arrive? While he dosed again, the train sneakily slowed. Pulling into town? It was. He
cowered, as the door was pulled open by some flunky.

When the coast cleared, Bink trotted out the train car into Seattle. He was met by a gloved, hat-
wearing man, wearing a blue shirt, pushing a heavily laden cart over-stacked with cabbage crates.
The man said to Bink, "Hey boy, what are you doing here?" Bink woofed. The man said,
"Humph!" and pressed on. Another even greasier man spat at Bink, missing. Bink growled at
the spitter. The third guy he encountered, not one of the lowlife workers, dropped on the ground
the remainder of a sausage/egg/bacon sandwich, saying, "Here boy!" Bink wolfed it.
Approaching the station, Bink was hit by a wet sucker, tossed from a passing baby carriage. The
sucker stuck to his back. He circled frantically, vainly attempting to bite the thing off. He ran to
the back alley, next to the station restaurant and rolled around on the wet pavement, eventually
shattering the lollipop. He ate the pieces. His back was wet and stinking. The ground was wet
and stinking, probably from garbage water. Bink hated garbage water. Now, he reeked of
garbage!

A kindly enough looking middle-aged woman clad in a large hat and frumpy dress, wearing a
hearty trusting smile, walked up to the stenching, pissed-off dog, with her hand extended in
friendship to pet the innocent-looking beagle. Bink snapped at the strange hand, clipping off the
"French tips" of the longest two fingernails. He growled. She instantly recoiled her hand,
gasping at the dog's voracity. She said, "Bad dog!" He cowered, squealing. She crouched down,
almost falling over backward on her 3" heels. He rolled over onto his back. She rubbed his furry
belly. He laughed. She giggled. Then she gave him a 10-inch stick of pepperoni from one of her
bundles. He barked and ate. She sat there with Bink for 15 minutes while he savored the best
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meal he ever had. She sang with a squeaky voice, "Michael, row the boat ashore."

Bink liked when people sang to him, not something that had happened much in his life, but he
just the same enjoyed it. The woman said, "We could use you, beagle." Bink burped and farted a
wet fart that squirted about a teaspoon of chocolaty diarrhea out of his butt, down the back of his
right hind leg. She laughed. He grimaced and turned around, kicking the poop-dripping leg,
splashing some of the excrement onto her frumpy dress. She laughed again. "You little
dickens!" The woman scooped up the passive beagle and walked to her car. After strapping the
dog in the back seat of her Karman Ghia in a car harness for dogs, she sped off to The Institute.

She showed Bink to her supervisor, who immediately approved. Bink was to become a Seeing
Eye dog. The Institute was always looking for stray dogs to fill its ever-growing need for
animals to help blind people get around in life. It seemed that every day or so, another need
arose for a Seeing Eye dog. Beagles were especially sought out for their size, temperament and
vast dolphin-like intelligence. Mary Red was the woman who found Bink. She introduced Bink
to Dr. Ratch. Dr. Ratch was an animal and people lover, an ideal director for such a training
facility. The waiting list for Seeing Eye dogs was longer than that for human hearts or lungs or
livers. Although the beagle was the preferred dog, The Institute trained all breeds of dogs,
believing that any dog could be useful in the task of guiding the blind. Dr. Ratch was the person
who matched the dogs to the users.

A 41-year old woman, who was forced to retire from the Lego Factory where she had worked for
25 years since age 16, was Bink's selected owner. She went only by the name of Trish to her
friends. Trish had diabetes since age 4, the disease finally resulting in blindness. The Lego
Factory had to let her go, because her increasingly reduced eyesight was causing her to mix up
the Lego pieces' colors, resulting in lopsided children's toy kits, with too much of one color
versus another. Some of Trish's friends called her Bags, because she always carried 2 tote bags
around.

Dr. Ratch chose to name all The Institute's dogs something that the owners could relate to, thus
choosing "Bags" as Bink's new name. Bags would need 6 weeks of intensive training, including
socializing with people, to guarantee his reliability and trustworthiness. Trish couldn't wait to get
Bags, because she was tired of wandering around the crowded sidewalks with only a white cane,
which not everyone noticed and acknowledged. She was always hitting people in the shins with
the white stick, bruising the people and in turn, her own ego. People heeded Seeing Eye dogs,
perhaps because so many people loved dogs.

Bags entered into his comprehensive training program, where he learned how to lead the person
and sense the dangers of traffic, etc. He was treated very well, the best in his life. He was glad
to get away from the barbaric cold, poor conditions and slavery of Checker and his wretched
Alaska. He was in a far more hospitable place, being pampered and fed well and most
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importantly, learning a trade. It was about time, he thought. Bags immediately took to his
training and his trainers. He was finally happy. What was next? All he knew was that he was
going through these strange daily rituals, for whatever reason and was being treated fantastically
in the process. Gradually, he was expected to perform more and more complex tasks, including
fire rescue, paper fetching and food tasting, his favorite. He also had to memorize various routes
in the city that he would help Trish to meander on her travels.

On the last week of training, Bags and Trish were standing on the corner, waiting to cross, when
a blind guy and his dog walked up to wait with them. The guy's dog was a cute female beagle
that Bags took an immediate liking to. Going against his training, only on instinct, Bags tried to
mount the female dog. Trish felt the pull on the harness and said, "No!" and Bags climbed down.

Bags graduated with honors. The first couple of days, Bags and Trish walked around the house
and grounds to get familiar with everything. Trish lived on a 101-acre estate that had been willed
to her by her Uncle Raif. Trish had to call The Institute to get someone over to plan out some
walking routes along the varied paths and sidewalks of the manor. A week of traipsing over and
over the routes and Bags was finally ready to take the woman anywhere. Trish especially liked to
go to a place that took about 20 minutes to get to, on the north corner of the property, in a grove
of huge Norway spruce trees. Trish always brought her tote bags full of stuff to the grove. In the
middle of the private grove was an assortment of colorful chaise lounges scattered around a large
bluish fountain. Imported British gas streetlights stood on the outer edges of the paved enclave.
Weatherproof speakers were installed in the circular bench that surrounded the scene. She
always had a variety of music cranking through the speakers, fed by the immense stereo in the
main house, on the 100-cd player. The music was so loud and pure, that the entire grove vibrated
from the concert-like sound.

Trish produced from one of the tote bags food and water dishes for Bags, then filled the
containers. Trish was 41, but she had the looks and body of a 28-year old. Trish's husband Clay
left her a year ago, because the loser was unable to deal with her recent blindness. After Clay
left, Trish managed to get a few dates from gentlemen whom she had met via a dating service,
suggested to her by some of her divorced friends.

Bags trotted around in the fountain to keep cool. Swimming in the fountain were numerous coy
and goldfish. Bags was still hungry from the inadequate amount of food provided by Trish, and
proceeded to kill and eat all 23 of the fish in the fountain. Trish had noticed the splashing and
figured it could be only one thing. By the time Trish started yelling at Bags to stop, it was too
late. Trish immediately called The Institute with her cell phone and reported that Bags wasn't
going to work out. Bags had heard his name mentioned by Trish on the phone and decided his
own fate by running away. He ran as fast as he could to the edge of the estate. Trish called,
"Bags? Bags?" Bags didn't hear her.
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Bags ran for about 12 minutes, until he got really thirsty. He found a nice puddle on the edge on
a big front lawn that had the sprinkler running. The lawn belonged to the St. Diddy Elderly
Center, where elderly people were placed by society and their kids to rot. Trey Gordie was
tending to the flowers and shrubberies in front of the Center, when he noticed Bags. "Hey
doggie! Here boy!" Trey called to Bags. Trey tossed a piece of sugarless bubble gum over to
Bags, which Bags quickly picked up and started to chew. It was grape flavor. Bags liked the
taste and continued chewing as Trey walked over to him. Trey called toward the front door of
the center for Gert. Gert glared through the front window at Trey. Gert went through the front
door and onto the stoop. "What now, Trey?" she called. Trey replied, "Get a piece of rope to
catch this dog with!" "Righto," said Gert. Gert went into the building, came out with a rope and
shuffled over to Trey and Bags. "Nice dog, huh?" he said. Gert replied, "a perfect little dog for
our center." Trey loosely put the rope around Bags' neck and walked with Bags and Gert back to
the building, where they went inside. Trey handed the rope to Gert and went back out to finish
his gardening. Gert got on the phone right away to the Center's supervisor to report her important
find.

After a couple minutes of mumbling on the phone, Gert took Bags down a hallway to a big office
in the back on the left. Jason Sard ran the place and was pleased to see the cheerful looking little
dog that Gert brought into the office. Gert and Jason discussed the matter for a while, and then
Gert took Bags back down the hall to a little corner with an old bunched blue comforter sitting on
the floor. Gert tied Bags to a banister next to the corner while she when to look for a collar.
Bags gladly collapsed on the comforter and sighed relief.

Since all the old men living at the center had their belts constantly traded in for either shorter
ones or longer ones, they always unused belts on hand. Gert selected an old belt from the belt
box behind the front desk, cut it down to a suitable collar length for Bags and brought it back to
him. Gert put the collar on Bags' neck and called him "Boot" as she petted his fuzzy head.
"You're our Boot," she said to him. A nurse working nearby heard Gert call the dog Boot and
asked Gert why she chose that name. Gert said that there were two things in life that she always
wanted: one was to have a dog called "Boot" and the other was to have a nice cashmere sweater.
Gert had waited a long time for that dog, but still hasn't gotten the sweater. The nurse shrugged
her shoulders and continued her task of feeding canned peaches to her 92-year-old patient.
"Sounds like a stupid name to me!" the nurse said to herself. Her patient slobbed out a line as
well, "Yeah, what a stupid name!"

Boot was getting sick of people calling him so many different names, but he was very adaptable
and took it in stride. Gert brought a big water dish over to Boot full of cool water, then gave him
a little pile of biskies. Then she gave Boot a bowl full of Eukanuba dry dog food. All these
supplies the Center always had on hand for their many "petters," as they called them, the dogs
and cats that lived at the Center to provide the therapy of touch for the inmates.
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Bone woke up that morning next to the smoldering fire, lying on top of the saber toothed tiger
rug and farted a long sickening smelling fart that smelled like digested bone marrow. The
caveman next to Bone woke up immediately, because the other caveman's head was next to Bone
when Bone farted and the other caveman heard, and then smelled the awful fart.

The smell of the fart was so bad in fact that the other caveman got sick to his stomach and barfed.
Bone laughed when he saw the other caveman barf, because Bone was proud of the sound and
smell of his farts, as were all cavemen. The more sickening smelling, wet and weird sounding
that a caveman can make a fart, the better it established his status within the clan of cavemen.

In the clan at that time, more important than the sound of the fart though was the smell. The
stinkier the fart, the better. Fart stink was more important than fart sound, although they were
both important. Anybody could get a good sound out of a fart by the way it was let out, by
applying more pressure or less pressure. Sometimes jumping up and down made a fart sound
funnier.

A fart could be dragged out over a long time by just letting it barely squeak out and not putting
too much pressure. Usually the longer lasting farts weren't as loud though and were squeaky. If
the cavemen wanted a louder fart, the cavemen would take a deep breath and put a lot of pressure
behind it.

The cavemen in the clan would hold contests every day to determine who had the stinkiest and
best sounding fart. Again though, the smell of the fart was the most important part of the fart.
Anytime a caveman could blow a fart that would make another caveman sick and barf, that fart
would almost always win the contest. If a caveman could ever blow a fart that stunk so bad that
whoever smelled it would faint from the stink, that fart always won, hands down.

It was pretty difficult to blow those "fainting farts," as they called them, but once in a while,
somebody blew one. Usually, it was Bone who blew those fainting farts. The other cavemen
couldn't figure out how Bone managed to blow all those bad smelling farts, and win all the
farting contests, but Bone did it.

The cavemen of the clan gave Bone the name of Bone for a reason. Any animal that the clan
killed and ate, Bone always ate all the bones of the animals and let the other cavemen eat the
meat. What Bone was really deriving from the bones was the meat inside the bones, called the
bone marrow. Bone fashioned a device similar to a nut cracker for cracking the bones so that the
marrow could be easily scooped out and eaten quickly, in large pieces.

The bone marrow that Bone was eating was actually the thing that made his farts smell so bad,
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giving his farts the capability of making the smeller of the farts faint.

Back then, cavemen were not very smart, essentially surviving on their instincts and occasional
coincidental and lucky events taking place. Bone was the most intelligent of the cavemen in his
clan, which is how he discovered that eating only bone marrow gave him the stinkiest farts.
Nobody else in the clan managed to make the connection that the food they ate is what gave the
smell to the farts they made.

It was back when Bone was 17 years old that he noticed his farts were really stinky on every day
of a particular week. That week, the clan had killed a wooly mammoth and had large amounts of
meat and bones to eat. Since no one else wanted the bones, Bone had been chowing ravenously
on the bone marrow, and his farts became really vile. He figured that it must have been the bone
marrow causing the foulness. From that point on, he only ate bone marrow, which was fine with
the rest of the clan. Everybody preferred the easier to eat meat to the difficult to get at bone
marrow.

Since the status of the cavemen in the clan was determined by the stinkiness of the farts, Bone
became the leader of the clan, because he always won the daily fart contests.

Being the leader of the clan had its benefits, because whenever the clan would catch an animal to
eat, the leader of the clan always got the first choice of the fur of the animal. Animal fur was
very valuable to the clan, because all their clothing, beds, toilet paper and pillows were made
from animal fur.

One time during a fart contest 2 weeks before, Bone blew a fart while standing too close to the
fire and the intense gas from the fart burst into flames, igniting the hair of one of Bone's best
buddies. The guy's hair on his face and head all burned off in about a second, leaving the guy
completely bald headed and clean-shaven. The guy looked like a bald kid. Everybody in the
caveman clan usually had long hair down their backs and long moustaches and beards down their
faces.

The caveman clan gave that poor bald guy the name Kid, because he ended up looking like a kid.
Kid didn't mind being called Kid, because everybody in the clan had a name given to them by the
other members of the clan, and everybody liked the names that had been given to them. They
didn't really have much choice anyway. If a caveman didn't like his given name and chose to
ignore the other guys when they called him, he was quickly kicked out of the clan, resulting in
many problems.

The moment that Kid's hair had been burned off by Bone's fart flame, Kid started laughing at the
fact that Bone's fart caught on fire in the first place. Kid had laughed so hard that his fart had
also burst into flames and ignited the fur clothing that Bone had been wearing. Bone quickly
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threw off his flaming clothing, to avoid being burned, which left Bone standing there
momentarily naked.

All the other cavemen laughed at seeing Bone naked, causing Bone to start laughing, which
caused him to start farting again. Since Bone was still standing next to the fire at the time, his
farts kept bursting into flames and the cavemen laughed harder and began farting themselves.
Soon, the cave started to smell so bad from all the farting that 14 members of the clan had fainted
from the combined fart fumes. The 14 fainted cavemen had to be dragged outside the cave so
they could get fresh air and revive.

Bone put on a new set of fur clothes and went outside the cave with Kid. All 59 of the caveman
clan went outside the cave to allow the cave to ventilate before they went back in. Once outside,
the clan continued to laugh and fart uncontrollably for another 15 minutes. Bone and Kid went
back into the cave to get some burning logs from the fire and brought them outside to continue
laughing, farting and lighting their farts on fire.

One of the cavemen was named Butt by the clan, because for some reason, he had an unusually
large butt. Nobody could figure out why he had such a big butt. He just did. Butt had to have a
special fur suit made so it would cover his whole butt. The clan didn't want to see any body parts
hanging out of the fur suits of its members, so Butt needed his special suit badly.

Another guy in the clan was named Leaner, because his head was so big, he couldn't hold his
head up straight, and his head always leaned a little to the side.

One caveman was named Poopoo, because no matter how hard he tried, he was unable to blow a
fart without taking a poop in his fur suit. Poopoo thought it was funny that he always pooped
when he farted, and so did everybody else in the caveman clan, so Poopoo liked being called
Poopoo. The only problem with Poopoo was that when he went to bed at night, everybody knew
not to fall asleep too close to Poopoo, because in the middle of the night, if Poopoo farted and
then pooped, you would smell fresh poop for the rest of the night. If Poopoo's fur suit were lifted
up in the back, by his squirming as he slept, some of the poop might come out onto the floor,
getting on the person sleeping too close.

Everybody like Poopoo, because he had a really good sense of humor and could always be relied
on for a good laugh. He knew many funny jokes. The only problem with Poopoo was that he
always smelled like poop and everybody had to breathe through their mouths, to avoid smelling
the poop. All the members of the caveman clan stunk, since they never bathed, and never got
wet unless they were accidentally caught outside in the rain. Poopoo just stunk a little more than
the rest of them.

The oldest member of the caveman clan was named Burpo because he was the best burper. In
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the old days of the caveman history, status in the clan was determined by how loud and smelly a
caveman's burps were. Burpo had been the leader of the clan for many years, always winning the
daily burping contests. Burpo's burping secret was that he always ate the eyeballs of the animals
the clan caught. There was something about animal eyeballs that gave Burpo huge amounts of
stomach gas, and the gas was really foul smelling.

Somewhere along the line, the cavemen voted and decided farting was a better way to determine
the leader of the clan than burping. This status-changing event enabled Bone to take the
leadership of the clan away from Burpo.

Another proud member of the clan was named Bugsy because his eyes bulged out of his head like
a bug. The condition happened to Bugsy when Bugsy was trying to win a daily farting contest 3
months before. Bone had already established himself as the king of the smelliest farts and as the
leader of the clan, because of his farts. Bugsy was determined to beat Bone in the farting contest.
The night before the contest, Bugsy ate more than usual at supper and sneaked more meat in the
middle of the night, filling his stomach to the point of bursting. Bugsy hoped that by eating more
and putting as much pressure as he could behind a fart, it would make him the contest winner.
Everyone gathered around in their usual positions to start the farting contest.

The scoring of the farting contest was based on a score of 1 to 10 and the scoring was controlled
by one of the 2 members of the clan who could count. One of those guys was named Count. The
other guy in the clan who could count was called Count 2.

By the time it was Bugsy's turn to fart, he had been practicing his technique for a while, inflating
and deflating his lungs and holding his breath and trying to concentrate the pressure. The guy
who farted just before Bugsy had farted a loud vibrating fart that had loosened dust from the
ceiling of the cave, causing the dust to float downward. As Bugsy went to fart, he took a deep
breath of air, which he inhaled through his nose. Some of the loose dust floated into Bugsy's
nostrils as he took his big inhale. Bugsy sneezed the biggest sneeze he ever sneezed in his life, a
bigger sneeze than anyone in the clan had ever heard, even old Burpo. Bugsy then farted the
loudest fart he ever farted. Because of the fullness of Bugsy's stomach, the pressure of the sneeze
had nowhere to go and made Bugsy's eyes bulge out of their sockets from the force.

The fart was indeed a very loud one, but was not smelly enough to win the contest. When the
rest of the clan saw Bugsy's eyes bulging out like a bug, they laughed and started chanting,
"Bugsy, Bugsy, Bugsy!" Bugsy then got the name Bugsy. Bugsy laughed along with them,
farted, pooped and went to sleep, because he was still so full and drowsy.

Another member of the clan was called Boomer because he had the loudest farts. He was the guy
who farted the loud fart in the farting contest before Bugsy. Boomer was the tallest of the
cavemen, being almost 8 feet tall. If the leader of the clan were determined by size and strength,
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Boomer would have been the hands down leader, but since the leader of the clan at that time was
determined by fart stench, Bone was the designated leader. Other clans back in the caveman days
all had their different ways of determining leadership. Boomer was designated as assistant
leader, since he had the loudest farts.

One day, the hunting group of Bone, Boomer, Kid, Burpo, Leaner, Poopoo, Bugsy, Count, Nose
and Eagle were out hunting. Eagle was given his name, because he had such great eyesight and
he was always in the front of the hunting group, being able to spot their prey a long way off.
Nose was given his name, because he had such an astounding sense of smell. Nose followed
Eagle, and then it was Bone in third place, with Boomer at the end of the line with his great
height.

That day, the hunting group was on a jumbo rooster trail. Jumbo roosters were the best tasting of
all the animals that the clan liked to eat. The roosters were a tricky animal to catch and kill. The
only way for the cavemen to kill a jumbo rooster was to get onto the back of the huge bird and
ride the animal until it collapsed dead from exhaustion, sometimes taking days in the process.
Many times, the cavemen died from exhaustion first, being unable to outlast the rooster, and
being too afraid to jump off the rooster's back.

Burpo had devised a jumbo rooster call that he fashioned from the dried skeleton of an iguana.
When the bones of the iguana skeleton were rubbed together in just the right way, it sounded
very similar to the call of the rooster. As Burpo operated the call, Eagle squinted and Nose
sniffed the air for the foul smell of the huge bird. The jumbo roosters got their stink, because
part of their mating ritual was to poop in huge piles, then pee on the huge piles of poop, then roll
around on the huge, peed on, poop piles. The roosters rolled around until they were covered with
a thick coating of pee and poop paste. Somehow, the smell was attractive to other jumbo
roosters, enabling them to get together to mate and lay their giant eggs.

The group progressed along the rooster trail in the direction of The Great Tree, which could be
seen from many miles away. The Great Tree was a huge tree, the largest tree in the caveman
world, as wide and tall as a skyscraper of modern times. Three hours had passed, when Eagle
raised his right hand straight up in the air, signaling the group to stop and be quiet. Nose had
caught a whiff of a jumbo rooster and tapped on Eagle's shoulder in order to silently signal to
him to stop the progression of hunters. Eagle spied a jumbo rooster, then another and another.
When the clan got close enough for Count to see the roosters, Eagle motioned to Count to count
the roosters. Count counted a total of 13 roosters in the flock.

Jumbo roosters were difficult to sneak up on, because they had such great eyesight. The roosters
were super cautious when they came out of their underground tunnels during the day to feed.

The cavemen each carried a long pole to be able to pole vault onto the backs of the jumbo
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roosters. The trick was that the cavemen had to be close enough to the roosters to do it.

The hunting group slowly sneaked along low to the ground, carrying their poles at their sides.
Poopoo started getting nervous as he always does when they go hunting and started farting and
pooping. Boomer started smiling when he noticed what Poopoo was doing in front of him and
wanted to laugh. Boomer tried to hold in his laugh, but still managed to snort a little. Poopoo
heard Boomer snort behind him, turned around to look at Boomer, and smiled at him. Poopoo
also wanted to laugh, but managed to keep it down to a little snort.

Boomer had to be careful not to step in the poop that was falling out the back of Poopoo's fur suit
onto the trail. Since all the members of the hunting group were all barefoot for quietness, the last
thing that Boomer wanted to do was step on Poopoo's warm slippery poop with his bare foot.

Kid was walking in front of Poopoo and had heard Poopoo farting and pooping, causing Kid to
snort a laugh. Even Leaner who was in front of Kid, heard Poopoo farting and pooping, causing
even Leaner to snort, which was rare for Leaner, who usually took hunting very seriously.

The closer the group got to the roosters, the slower they sneaked along. Luckily, for the hunting
group, the roosters were upwind, unable to smell the poop and farts. The roosters were eating
blackberries in a thick thorny patch of bushes.

The average height of a jumbo rooster was 14 feet to the top of the feathers on its head. The
backs of the roosters were 10 feet off the ground, necessitating the poles used by the cavemen for
vaulting.

Closer and closer the group got until a bird flew out of a tree to the left of Eagle, causing the
startled Boomer to look over at the bird. As Boomer turned his head, he took his eyes off the
trail in front of him and he stepped in a pile of Poopoo's poop and slipped. When Boomer
slipped on the poop, his feet went out from under him and he accidentally tossed his pole at
Poopoo's back. Poopoo was so startled that he blasted a really loud wet fart and started laughing
because of the funny sound the fart made. Kid heard the fart and started laughing. In seconds,
the entire band was laughing and farting.

The roosters heard the ruckus the cavemen were making and instantly sped away into the heavy
growth. When the hunting group finally stopped laughing and farting, they proceeded down the
trail to the immense blackberry bushes from which the roosters were feeding. The cavemen
filled their fur pouches with the berries. They loved the berries when they were in season and
always brought some home when they were near a patch. The group then headed back to the
cave.

On the way home, the hunting group came upon a large nest of rattlesnakes. There were so many
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snakes that the hunting party was soon surrounded. The typical way that the cavemen dealt with
rattlesnake encounters was by sacrificing one of the cavemen to the snakes. The snakes would
move in on the one victim and the others would be able to escape. The decision had to be made
quickly before the entire clan was annihilated. Bone and Boomer looked at each other and then
looked at Poopoo. They looked at each other again and nodded to each other. All the cavemen
of the clan knew that somebody had to go. They didn't know who it would be. In such
situations, the leader and assistant leader usually silently decided it. The others didn't have a say
in who was to go; they only hoped it wouldn't be them. Boomer picked up Poopoo and threw
him onto the nest of snakes, as the rest of the clan ran away. Bone was sad to lose Poopoo from
the clan, but Poopoo had caused too much trouble sometimes when they went hunting. The
weakest link in the chain of the clan was normally the first one to be cast aside.

When the remaining members of the hunting party made it back to the cave, they related the
news about Poopoo. Some of the cavemen cried and others muttered things under their breath.
Life was hard as a caveman. Everyone had to always look out for themselves. When the dust
had settled, they created a huge bonfire, ate, told stories, laughed and lit farts on fire. The
cavemen found that the best way to overcome the loss of a fellow clan member was to sing.
Bone started singing along to the sounds of the farting. Other cavemen joined in with the
singing. Boomer started banging a log with another log. They were making so much noise that
no one heard the T-Rex crashing through the trees, thundering toward them.
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6. Bong's Farm

Bong seemed to be just like any other rooster living on a farm, but anyone you ask would tell you
a different story. Bong was the king of the farm on which he lived. It didn't matter that there
were Australian sheepdogs herding the sheep, or 1000-pound horses in their corral, or a 2000-
pound bull living in a heavy-duty enclosure, or even that a human owned and operated the farm.
Bong felt he was stronger, more intelligent and more capable than all the other creatures around,
including any humans. Bong was a megalomaniac and was the master of all he surveyed. Bong
respected Zeke, the owner of farm, but Bong still felt he was more important than Zeke. Zeke
did whatever he did on the farm, but Bong watched over everything, safeguarding everything and
everyone.

Farmer Zeke had to farm the homestead alone, since his wife Cleotilde had died 3 years before of
complications after surgery. On that spring day, Cleotilde had been towing the hay wagon back
from the field and it was full of hay bales. She had been smoking a cigarette. Zeke didn’t like
when Cleotilde smoked and he especially didn't like when she smoked while processing the hay.
Cleotilde had lit a cigarette with a wooden match, the only kind of match available back then,
and had flicked the spent match to her left. At least Cleotilde had assumed the match was spent.
The wind grabbed the glowing match and deposited it on top of the piled hay bales in the wagon.
The hay was thoroughly dry and extremely flammable.

Cleotilde didn't notice the smoldering hay behind her, because the wind was blowing in her face.
She was driving the old tractor along the path that led from the field to the barn, pretty much the
same way that she always had. To pass the boring time, she had been singing the song, "My
Wild Irish Rose." The wind suddenly reversed direction, blowing from directly behind the hay
wagon, blowing on the hay, causing it to erupt into a fireball. The flames of the burning hay
blew toward Cleotilde's back. She heard the roar of the inferno too late, as she turned to be
consumed by the fire. She jumped off the tractor with her hat, hair, clothing and gloves in
flames, screaming as she landed on the ground.

Cleotilde screamed Zeke's name and he came running from the barn. Zeke had been in the
middle of shearing the sheep, whose wool they sold for great profit. Seeing Cleotilde in flames,
Zeke ran to her with the full fleece that he had just finished shearing. Zeke covered Cleotilde
with the fleece and rolled her around on the ground. Cleotilde had been burned pretty badly by
the fire, even though Zeke had put it out as quickly as he could.

Zeke covered Cleotilde with a thick layer of goose grease from head to toe, wrapped her in a
blanket and rushed her to the hospital that was 52 miles away as fast as the old truck could go,
which wasn't very fast. Cleotilde had passed out from the pain of the burns and was unconscious
when they arrived at the hospital. Cleotilde required surgery to repair the burned skin, involving
skin grafts and other drastic procedures. The doctor told Zeke that there was a 50/50 chance of
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Cleotilde surviving, because of the severity of the injuries. All anyone could do was hope for the
best. After 3 weeks in Intensive Care, Cleotilde died from infections caused by the many skin
grafts. The doctors were unable to fight the infections with medications due to the amount of
damage done. Zeke considered suing the hospital for malpractice, but thought that it wouldn't
bring his beloved back, so why bother.

Bong had been born with an extremely acute eyesight and sense of smell. Additionally, his voice
was so loud when he crowed, that it could be heard for miles. Bong was enormous for a rooster,
weighing 15 pounds. He was hatched a big rooster from an oversize egg and had been fed beef
scraps by the owner that raised him. The beef scraps made Bong grow bigger and stronger than a
typical rooster could ever get. Feeding beef to roosters was a practice frowned upon in America,
but the farmer who raised Bong was from Russia, where they knew the secrets of raising the
biggest and strongest fowl. That farmer operated in America the same way he was taught in
Russia.

Bong started his typical day on Zeke's farm by waking up after nice sleep in the henhouse with
his hens and then crowing loudly from the top of henhouse to wake up the farm. He then headed
to the cow barn for rodent duty. Zeke didn't need any cats on the farm, because in the mornings,
Bong patrolled the barn, catching and eating all the mice and rats he could find. After his daily
barn duty, Bong proceeded to do his favorite thing of all, watching over his kingdom. Bong
would spend the entire day at the highest point of the farm, which was on top of one of the barn's
ventilators. The barn was 90 feet tall and the ventilators were another 10 feet high, making a
total height of 100 feet. From that elevation, Bong could see the entire huge farm. Bong would
stand on the ventilator, slowly revolving in a circle, tirelessly looking and sniffing for danger.
Few things missed being seen or smelled by Bong.

If a coyote sneaked into the sheep area, Bong flew down to the scene, slashed the coyote to death
with his super sharp leg spars and ate the coyote. If there were more than 1 coyote, it didn't
matter. Bong would kill and eat them all. Zeke allowed Bong to eat whatever Bong killed as
reward. Bong didn't really eat much typical fowl food, preferring to eat meat. Since Bong had
been raised eating meat by the Russian guy, it was only natural that Bong continued to be a
carnivore. The sheepdogs on the farm did what they could to protect the sheep and did a good
job for the most part, but it was Bong's vigilance and savagery that saved the day most of the
time. Once, a hawk had swooped down to grab a newly born lamb and Bong flew to the rescue,
killing and eating the hawk. A wolf had escaped from a farmer down the road and had tried to
get into the sheep's fenced area. Bong spotted the wolf as it started digging under the fence to
wiggle through. Bong swooped down on the wolf and slashed it several times on the forehead
until it ran away yiping with its tail between its legs. The wolf never came back.

Another time, one of the 2 sheepdogs became jealous of Bong and attacked Bong as he was in
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the process of killing a coyote. The dog snapped at Bong, causing Bong to slash the dog, then
the coyote. Bong went into a frenzy, clawing, pecking and slashing everything in sight. The dog
came close to being killed along with the coyote. Zeke whistled for the injured dog, which gladly
ran to him with its tail between its hind legs. Bong ate the freshly killed coyote, while the dog
licked its wounds. Zeke warned the sheepdogs to stay clear of Bong in the future. Both dogs
did.

When Zeke first brought his bull home, he had help from the guy, Dorian Little who had sold
Zeke the bull. Dorian carefully backed the truck with the bull in the back to the bullpen's open
gate. Zeke was supposed to shut the gate after the bull was inside the pen. The bull had other
ideas, which bulls usually do. Before Zeke could close the gate, the bull rammed the back of the
truck, moving it forward a couple feet. The bull slipped through the opening between the truck
and the fence and began running through the barnyard! The bull was running down the dirt road
on which it had only moments before had been transported, with Zeke and Dorian chasing behind
it with lariats. The bull had great speed and it appeared that it was about to escape.

Bong had seen the commotion from his ventilator perch and zoomed down to the scene. Bong
had landed on the bull's back and started to claw it and screech at it. The bull tried to buck Bong
from its back by jumping and kicking. Bong spat on the back of the bull's head. The bull swung
its head back and forth, trying to spear Bong with its sharp horns. Bong aggravated the bull into
stopping its running just long enough for Zeke and Dorian to catch up and get 2 ropes on the bull.
With Bong's help, they were able to guide the bull back to the bullpen and put it inside. Dorian
was impressed by Bong's fearlessness and had offered to buy Bong from Zeke, but Zeke told
Dorian that Bong was priceless. Dorian agreed. Zeke wouldn't sell Bong for anything.

Four years before, when one of Zeke's horses had bucked off Cleotilde while she was on her
Sunday ride, Bong had flown down to fend off the horse that was trying to stomp Cleotilde with
its hooves. Cleotilde was not very patient with the horses and against Zeke's wishes, used a
riding crop to make the horses go faster. The horses always hated the abusive riding crop and
disliked Cleotilde for using it on them. It was just a matter of time before one of the horses
would throw her. In the battle with the horse, Bong had been kicked in the head a few times
while Zeke pulled Cleotilde to safety. The rooster was none the worse for wear.

One evening on his perch, Bong was stubbornly maintaining his vigil, as thunder approached and
the sky became really dark. A storm soon erupted with heavy rains and thunder. Zeke had
begged Bong to come down during the storm, but the rooster had chosen to hold fast. Zeke had
all the farm animals safely stowed in their various buildings and he went inside the house,
keeping an eye on Bong through the kitchen window. Bong stayed up there as the rain pelted
down on him, soaking him to the bone. Zeke was amazed at Bong's apparent fearlessness or just
plain stupidity. Bong began crowing his loud rooster call just to hear himself above the noise of
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the torrential rain. Zeke watched Bong as he crowed, wondering if Bong had gone insane. Bong
continued crowing as the thunder became louder and louder. Zeke at the window had just taken
a bite of a piece of beef jerky from a fresh batch that he had just made, when he heard the loud
crack. Bong had been hit by a lightning bolt that charred the feathers off the top of his head.
Bong fell off the ventilator structure, onto the roof of the barn and lay there twitching for a
minute.

The lightning flash had caused Zeke's eyes to close for a millisecond. One moment he saw Bong
on the ventilator and the next moment he was gone. Zeke rushed outside to see Bong lying there
motionless on the roof of the barn. Zeke called repeatedly to Bong, who was unconscious.
Another bolt of lightning hit the ventilator next to the one Bong was perched on, waking Bong
from his state of delirium. The racket caused Bong to awaken and jump to his feet. Once he had
regained his senses and figured out where he was, Bong flew down from the barn roof to the
waiting arms of Zeke. Zeke cried and said to Bong, "Whew! I thought I lost you boy! You crazy
rooster! What am I gonna do with you?" Bong licked Zeke's face with his thin leathery rooster
tongue.

After Bong's near death adventure with the lightning, Zeke installed lightning rods on all his
buildings, making sure they followed the electrical code, to protect his farm structures and his
beloved rooster from future lightning strikes. Zeke then had the piece of mind that when Bong
was up there on his ventilator lookout platform, he was a little safer. The added benefit of
lightning rods is that their installation reduced his homeowner's insurance by 10%. Running the
farm was a proposition where Zeke only broke even financially, so any breaks he could get on
insurance or taxes were greatly appreciated.

Zeke's niece, Jilly and nephew, Jocko visited the farm often, being dropped off by Zeke's brother
to spend the day on Zeke's property. One day while swimming in the pond, Jocko found himself
on the verge of being dragged into the pond by a large old snapping turtle. Jocko had been
wading in the shallow water on the edge of the pond when he encountered the turtle that he
thought was a big rock. The turtle had a viselike grip on Jocko's swimming trunks. Jilly and
Jocko started screaming at the top of their lungs. Jilly started beating on the turtle with a stick.
Bong heard the screams and soared down to the pond. Bong landed in the water next to the turtle
and slashed at the turtle's neck. The turtle released its grip on Jocko's trunks and Jocko went
flying onto the grass from the force of being released from the pull of the turtle. The turtle was
standing there on the edge of the pond with its neck bleeding, when Bong bid its head off and
swallowed it. Zeke ran to the pond, brought the frantic kids back the house and gave them some
beef jerky to quiet their nerves. Jocko was unhurt except for a bruise on the back of the thigh
where the turtle had gripped his trunks. Zeke ran back to the pond where Bong was trying to get
at the rest of the meat inside the turtle, which was encased by the hard shell. Zeke didn't want
Bong to try eating the turtle's guts and heaved the turtle into the woods. Zeke gave Bong some
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beef jerky instead.

Jilly and Jocko were fishing at the pond on a Saturday when Jilly got a huge bite on her line that
was too much for her to handle. The line fed out quickly and because she had the bail on the reel
set too tight, the rod was yanked out of her hands. Jilly screamed and Bong descended to the
pond. Bong got there just in time to bite onto the fishing rod as it started being pulled out into
the pond. Bong tugged with all his might, digging his claws into the mud on the pond's edge, as
he dragged the rod away from the pond with the big fish still on the line. Bong gradually got
some momentum going and soon began trotting along the grass with the rod in his beak, until the
fish was pulled out of the pond. Bong ran back to the pond where Jilly was reaching for the fish
to unhook it from the line. Bong snatched the fish from Jilly and ran away with it, breaking the
line. Jilly yelled at Bong as he stood a distance from her defiantly eating the huge catfish.

One late winter, the kids were skating on the pond, when Jocko fell through the thin ice. Jilly
was too jerky to get close enough to save Jocko and could only manage to shriek. Zeke heard the
screams and headed for the pond with a ladder. Bong was faster to respond than Zeke and flew
to the pond just as Jocko went under the icy water. Bong landed on the ice next to the hole and
grabbed the collar on Jocko's winter coat. Bong wasn't strong enough to pull the 40-pound kid
out of the water, but managed to keep Jocko's head above the water to prevent the kid from
drowning. The ice started cracking under Bong's feet. Jocko screamed, thinking that he and the
rooster were going under. From a location far enough from the hole to not fall through herself,
while stretched out on her belly, Jilly managed to grab onto Bong's foot, to keep him from being
pulled any further into the water by Jocko. Jilly heard the ice cracking under her and howled like
a cat in heat. Zeke soon arrived on the scene with the ladder to rescue everyone.

Zeke really appreciated the way Bong helped to protect the cornfield from damage by animals.
Bong enjoyed pitching in wherever he could. Bong was permitted to eat anything he killed, so it
was always worth his effort. Bong especially enjoyed killing and eating the small deer that
invaded the cornfield with their parents. On a particular fall day, Bong had noticed a herd of deer
moving into the cornfield to practice their destructive ways. Bong had dove down to attack the
smallest deer that was munching on an ear of corn. A buck rammed Bong with its antlers,
expecting Bong to retreat, which Bong didn't. Bong pecked, scratched and clawed the buck's
face, causing it to back away. A doe starting bumping Bong with its head and Bong clawed its
face as well. Another doe sneaked up behind Bong and tried to stomp on him, missing as he
stepped aside. Bong had a sixth sense that protected him from rear attack. Bong ran at another
buck and clawed its face. The deer herd became too nervous from the ferocity and backed their
way out of the cornfield. Bong was unable to snag a deer meal on that day, content to call it a
draw.

One evening, Bong noticed some raccoons eating in the cornfield. Raccoons are small, but in
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large numbers can inflict their share of damage. Bong counted 24 raccoons as he swooped in for
the kill. Bong was a demented bird as he hacked and carved the raccoons. Some of the raccoons
were able to get a few bites in on Bong here and there, but Bong was invincible. Bong killed all
24 raccoons, virtually wiping out the entire population of raccoons in the area. Zeke counted 8
dead raccoons in the cornfield on the next day. Bong had eaten so many raccoons on that
evening that he had become sick of eating raccoons. Raccoons weren't that tasty to begin with
and after overeating on them, they really left a bad taste in his mouth. After that incident when
Bong killed a raccoon, he just left it lying there for the crows to eat.

Crows posed another problem in the cornfield that Bong solved by screeching his loud rooster
call repeatedly, before flying down and attacking the crows. On the first day of crow patrol,
Bong killed 11 crows. On the second day, he killed 9. On the third, he killed 12. After the third
day of killing the crows, all Bong had to do was screech from the top of the barn ventilator and
that would be enough. The crows flew away the instant they heard Bong's rooster crowing.
After a week, the crows stayed away altogether. Crows liked eating the corn in the fields, but it
wasn't worth dying over. The crows had to be content eating road kill out of the sight of Bong.

One morning Bong happened to be looking in the direction of the machine shed, where Zeke
stored the tractors and other agricultural equipment. Mice were always getting into the older of
the 2 tractors, making nests. That older tractor had a less than ideal system to start it where wires
were in precarious locations related to the battery and fuel lines, which leaked a little. A mouse
accidentally touched a primary starting wire against a gasoline-soaked part of the engine, starting
a fire. Bong noticed the smoke coming from the machine shed and started to call out. Zeke had
been in the outhouse taking a poop when he heard Bong. Zeke ran out of the outhouse without
wiping his butt, looking up at Bong to determine where the rooster was looking. Bong was
looking at the machine shed while crowing, indicating to Zeke where to go. Zeke ran to the shed
and put out the tractor fire after 20 minutes of baling water from the horse trough. The tractor
that caught fire was damaged beyond repair. Other equipment in the shed was also damaged,
though restorable. Luckily, the good tractor was still operable.

Bong had been on his ventilator one day minding his daily business of being a lookout. The
rooster wished Zeke would thank him more for all the wondrous events at the farm in which
Bong had been so instrumental. Bong supposed that Zeke probably acknowledged the value that
Bong provided on the farm; he just wasn't the type of person to show it. As long as Bong was
able to do his thing up on the barn, it didn't matter. As he pondered, the rooster spotted
something way off in the distance, requiring him to squint to see it clearly. He couldn't make out
what it was. He was concentrating so intently, that he didn't notice the shadow of the bird
floating high above. The shadow passed over Bong back and forth, numerous times.

Bong thought he saw a wolf in the distance, but couldn't be sure. Bong saw some kind of animal,
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but it was too far away to be able to identify it. He was convinced that he had ridden the farm of
those pesky wolves. They wouldn't dare come back. The shadow became larger and covered
Bong's body. Was it a coyote? It appeared to be some kind of canine, either a wolf or a coyote.
Bong supposed that it could also be somebody's loose dog. Bong felt the cooler air produced by
the shadow and looked up to the sky. A hawk had launched itself into a dive and was on its way
to making impact with Bong. By the time that Bong had snapped out of his intense concentration
on what kind of canine he was seeing in the distance, it was too late. The hawk hit Bong at full
speed, knocking the rooster off the ventilator. Bong plummeted 100 feet to the hard ground and
landed on his head. He bounced once and then just lay there twitching in the dirt. The hawk
swooped down to the rooster to get a closer look. Bong opened his eyes and attacked.
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7. Teddy's Run

Teddy had been running for many hours continuously and figured he was probably still in the
state of Florida. Teddy had made a bet with his friend Bruno that he (Teddy) would be able to
run across the country from one coast to the other. Teddy had bet the old steamer trunk full of
various valuables that Teddy's grandfather Adan had bequeathed to Teddy when Adan died 11
months before.

Bruno had said to Teddy that there was no way that he could run across the country. It was an
impossible task. There was no way that anybody could possibly run that long, that far. Teddy
told Bruno how he got the idea while watching the movie, "Forrest Gump" when all of a sudden
Forrest started running for no reason. Bruno said it was just a movie. There was no way it was
possible to run for 3000 miles without stopping. It was equivalent to running over 100
marathons. "There's no way!" Bruno said. Teddy said, "I can do it!"

Bruno had to put up the restored 1962 Cadillac that his father Jeff had given to Bruno for a
wedding present. It's pretty ironic that Jeff had given Bruno the car for a wedding present,
because Bruno's marriage to Tina had only lasted 2 years, and Bruno still had the car, 3 years
later. The Cadillac was worth about $40,000 and Teddy figured the steamer trunk was worth
about 40-50 thousand dollars, so the bet was approximately equal.

On the day of the bet, Teddy had been with Bruno on a typical Saturday, when Teddy and Bruno
were playing catch with a football, baseball or Frisbee that they would bring to Robert E. Lee
Park.

Bruno saw a really old looking guy shuffling around the park with a big dog on a leash, and
Teddy said, "Look at that guy! He probably can't run for more than a couple minutes! That dog
can probably run farther than the guy!" Bruno said, "I bet you can't run as far as that guy!"
Teddy said, "I bet I can run a lot farther than that freaking old guy. He looks like he is about to
pass out as we are watching him right now!" Bruno said, "No way!" Teddy said, "I bet that I can
run farther than that old guy!" Bruno said, "Ok, how far?" Teddy said, "I bet I can run across the
state!" Bruno said, "There's no way you can run across the state!" Teddy said, "Oh yeah? I bet I
can run across the country!" Bruno said, "There's no way that you can run across the country, let
alone across the state, let alone across the county, let alone across the village, let alone just down
the street! I'll bet my '62 caddy against your steamer trunk!"

Teddy laughed and laughed and laughed, causing the gum he was chewing to fly out of his
mouth. Teddy laughed so hard that he farted. Then he laughed again and farted again, and a
little poop came out with the fart. Teddy always laughed really hard when something was funny.
Many times, he farted when he laughed excessively and sometimes he pooped while farting.
Teddy didn't think it was unusual that he sometimes pooped when he farted, just as he didn't
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think it was unusual that he farted while laughing. Teddy lived his life to the limit. He wasn't
about to restrain himself in any way. Teddy didn't want to be bogged down by society's
restrictions. If something was funny, Teddy laughed. If something was really funny, Teddy
laughed hard and occasionally farted. If something were really, really funny, Teddy would poop
when he laughed and farted. It was no big deal to him.

Teddy considered Bruno's bet. Teddy thought about his trunk of valuables and agreed to make
the bet for Bruno's Cadillac. "Ok," said Teddy. "It's a bet!" Teddy and Bruno shook hands. The
bet was on!

Teddy had started running on a Wednesday, heading west from Fort Lauderdale, trying to keep
on a basically westerly heading. Teddy had a small map of the United States with an
approximate route highlighted with a yellow highlighter.

Teddy bought a new pair of sneakers at the local Walmart. He brought with him a Visa credit
card, because Visa was accepted pretty much everywhere, as opposed to American Express.
Teddy figured all he needed was sneakers, shorts, tee shirt and light jacket to be able to run in
any weather. Teddy started running in April in Fort Lauderdale. The weather was nice, with
temperatures about 65 to 80 throughout the day. The jacket Teddy was wearing had a hood and
was supposedly rain resistant.

Teddy wasn't the most athletically inclined character throughout his whole life, so it is probably
an unusual concept that someone like him would attempt to run across the country. He didn't
care.

Hours into the run, Teddy was starting to get a little hungry and decided to get some Burger King
action. Teddy really liked the burgers at Burger King and ordered 9 of them, because he was so
hungry. Teddy considered if it was too much food to eat and then start running again right after
eating, but he didn't care. Teddy didn't believe in such restrictions. Teddy always went
swimming right after eating, sometimes eating while he was swimming. If he barfed, he barfed.
So what?

Teddy went into the Burger King, sweating and stinking from his long running session and the
employees behind the counter looked and stared at him.

Teddy didn't realize how strange he looked at the time. His face was beet red. He was sweating.
He stunk like poop, because as he was running 3 hours before, he accidentally pooped in his
underwear in his shorts. Teddy didn't think he smelled that bad, because he possessed that
human trait of not being able to notice how bad you smell, when you actually stink. It must be a
thing that your body does to protect your nose from getting overwhelmed by your own stink. In
addition to pooping in his underwear/shorts, and being sweaty, Teddy had fallen 4 or 5 times. He
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couldn't remember exactly how many. When he fell, he tripped on something, and because he
always ran on the gravelly shoulder of the road or off the shoulder, in the dirt and grass, he fell
headlong and landed on his face, getting dirt and other filth on his face.

Teddy made a pretty strange sight to the employees of the Burger King when he stood there
looking at them red faced and reeking. Beth was the associate who took his order. Beth asked
Teddy if he wanted extra ketchup with his 9 burgers and as Teddy responded, "Yes!" his dry
throat made a scary growling sound, like a frog that had been smoking for 5 or 6 years. Initially,
Beth was startled by the sound Teddy's voice made when he grunted his "yes" to her question.
After 11 years of working in fast food, Beth had seen just about everything there was to see, or so
she thought. Teddy genuinely scared Beth, even though he was not a very scary looking man,
generally.

Teddy had a shabby beard growth. Teddy was one of those guys who gets a 5 o'clock shadow at
3 o'clock. Normally Teddy shaved every day, sometimes twice. With the running adventure, he
was going for broke - no shaving washing, showering, etc. It was a pretty disgusting idea,
actually. Teddy decided he would run as far as he could each day until he was exhausted, and
then find a place to sleep the night somewhere off the road in the weeds or bushes or some other
place out of sight, to avoid having something unfortunate happen to him. Teddy had a little
backpack with a minimal sleeping bag to sleep in comfortably when he wanted to sleep.

Teddy cleared his throat and said, "Sorry. Yes!" again, to make sure Beth understood him. She
said, "Ok!" and tossed a handful of Heinz ketchup packets into the bag with the 9 burgers. Beth
handed the bag and large water to Teddy and he said, "Thanks!" Teddy's voice made that
smoking frog croaking sound again, startling Beth again. Teddy cleared his dry throat again, and
said, "Sorry!" again, and said, "Thanks!" again.

Teddy walked from the Burger King to a grassy spot with some trees to have his meal. Teddy
was surprised how hungry he was, and wolfed the 9 burgers down, without drinking any water.
He then drank the huge cup of water, which was about a quart of water. Then Teddy lay down on
the grass to digest his meal. Within 4 minutes, Teddy started to feel queasy, and thought to
himself, "Oh no!" He rolled onto his side and barfed out the entire 9 burgers and quart of water.
"Great! Luckily I brought a credit card!" Teddy thought.

Teddy went back into the Burger King and ordered another 9 burgers from Beth again. "You're
back already?" she asked. "You must really like our food!" she said. Teddy said, "Yes, I love
it!" Of course, his voice had that smoking frog croaking sound again. Teddy cleared his throat
again and said, "Sorry!" and said, "Yes, I love it!" again. He told her the story of how he had
been running for a while and was excessively hungry and he had eaten the 9 burgers he just
bought too quickly, and had barfed them out onto the grass.
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Beth sympathized with Teddy and gave him the second set of 9 burgers and water for free.
Teddy croaked, "Thanks!" in the frog voice again. He cleared his throat and said, "Sorry!" and
thanked her again. Beth said, "No problem. By the way, you stink!" Teddy said, "I know!"

Teddy left the Burger King and found a new place to eat his 9 burgers and water. He tried to eat
the burgers a little slower the second time, and drank the water gradually, as he ate the burgers.
He rolled over to take a snooze, but after 3 minutes, he barfed again. "Argh!" Teddy exclaimed.

Teddy went back to the Burger King and bought 9 fish sandwiches, which Beth made him pay
for, and he left.

Teddy found another grassy location in a tree growth where he would be concealed, and
consumed the 9 fish sandwiches and water over a period of about 35 minutes. Finally, Teddy
actually felt pretty good, and rolled over to take a nice snooze, being very drowsy.

Teddy had started running earlier that day at 6 am on that Wednesday, so it was about 9 pm at
night when he fell asleep. Teddy slept through the night, through the next day, Thursday, and
woke up on Friday at noon, to the sound of a garbage truck in the distance, emptying the
dumpsters for the Burger King. "Whew!" thought Teddy, "I really needed that sleep!"

Teddy realized how out of shape he was, and how crazy he was to attempt to run across the
country, but Teddy wanted that Cadillac at all costs. That Cadillac was the same year, model and
color of the car that Tubbs drove on the Miami Vice TV show. Teddy simply had to have that
car. He would show Bruno. Teddy convinced himself that he would run across the country, and
get Bruno's car, or die trying.

Bruno didn't want Teddy to have any problems with his quest of running across the country,
Teddy being Bruno's best friend. Teddy and Bruno kept in contact with each other through the
run via cell phones. Every several hours, Bruno called Teddy's cell phone to make sure Teddy
was ok. Bruno called Teddy that Friday, and Teddy answered. Bruno said, "Where the hell were
you? Are you ok?" Teddy said he was fine, and that he had been sleeping for a while. "A while?
Where were you yesterday?" asked Bruno. Teddy said he had been sleeping, apparently all day.
"Holy cow! You must have been really tired!" "I was!" said Teddy. "Man!" said Bruno. "I
know!" said Teddy. "I fell asleep on the grass!" said Teddy. "Nice!" said Bruno.

Teddy and Bruno chatted for a few more minutes, then said goodbye. Teddy headed back onto
the road to start running again, amazed that his feet didn't have any blisters yet. "It must be the
good fitting sneakers," thought Teddy. He didn't think it was possible to get good fitting
sneakers from Walmart, but he lucked out.

Teddy had been running a couple hours when he reckoned that he had entered the state of
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Alabama. All of a sudden, Teddy heard what sounded like panting approaching him from the
rear. "What the hell?" Teddy asked himself. "What could that be?"

When Teddy set out on his mission to run across the country, he didn't really think about what he
may encounter along the way. He figured he would wing it, come what may. What could
possibly happen?

A wily coyote had caught scent of Teddy and was now in pursuit of him. Teddy looked behind
him and saw the approaching coyote. "Oh no!" screamed Teddy. The coyote growled. Teddy
said, "Oh no!" again. Teddy reached into his backpack and removed the BB gun pistol from the
small pouch in the front.

Teddy fired the gun's entire load of BB's at the rampaging coyote, hitting the crazed canine
several times. The coyote felt the stings of the BB's, and must have thought to itself that it wasn't
worth it to attack the guy.

The coyote stopped pursuing Teddy and ran off into the weeds. Teddy thought it was a good idea
Bruno had to bring that BB gun, for just such a situation. Teddy immediately reloaded the gun.

Teddy called Bruno to tell him of the narrow escape with the coyote. Bruno said, "It's a good
thing I told you to bring that BB gun!" Teddy said, "Yeah!"

Teddy continued running for another hour when he spotted a pile of something ahead. As Teddy
got closer to the pile, he concluded the pile was a dead skunk and that he would have to think
quickly. As Teddy hoped to avoid the skunk by running around to the right along the dirt
shoulder, something unexpected happened.

A rat had started feeding on the skunk carcass, and scurried toward the dirt shoulder as it spied
Teddy approaching. At the same instant, unseen by Teddy and the rat, a hawk had been
descending at a rapid rate toward the rat, in the hopes of grabbing the rat for a quick and easy
meal. As Teddy veered to avoid the skunk per his plan, he inadvertently entered the flight path
of the hawk. The hawk was unable to slow down enough to make a correction in its dive, and
smashed into Teddy's left hand, as Teddy was swinging it upward, as part of his jogging stride.

The hawk's right talon slashed Teddy's left hand index finger knuckle, drawing blood from the
wound. "Ouch!" cried Teddy. The hawk had altered its flight path just after impacting with
Teddy's hand, swooping upward to the sky. The rat disappeared into the underbrush.

In all the confusion, Teddy's left foot had stepped on the dead skunk, popping the bloated body,
raising such a tremendous stench into the air that it caused Teddy to vomit uncontrollably. Teddy
jogged off to the side of the rode and sat down on a concrete headwall of a drainage pipe that
crossed under the road. "Man, what a stink!" said Teddy.
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Teddy's left sneaker reeked from the skunk, making Teddy throw up again and again into the
drainage ditch. Teddy removed both sneakers and threw them into the drainage ditch. He
bandaged his left hand with a bandage from the first aid kit in the backpack.

Teddy concluded that he would immediately need new sneakers from Walmart, and since there
were Walmart stores nearly everywhere, he was able to buy new ones after only 20 minutes of
barefooted walking. In the Walmart, Teddy encountered a few dirty looks and upturned noses
from shoppers and employees, due to his stink and appearance. Teddy didn't mind, thinking his
money was as good as everybody else's was. In addition to the sneakers, Teddy also bought more
BB's and CO2 cartridges for his BB gun pistol.

Teddy couldn't get the exact same sneakers with which he had started running. They were a few
dollars more than the last ones. They still fit nice, though. Teddy put on the new sneakers
outside the store and continued on his running quest.

Teddy was surprised at the all adventures he had in the short time that he had been running across
the country, but figured it was just part of the game. He had to win Bruno's caddy in the bet.
What else could possibly happen?

To help alleviate some of the boredom of running, Teddy started thinking about something that
happened to him in elementary school. He was in 6th grade Science class and they were
watching the teacher performing an experiment. The teacher asked for a volunteer to add the
chemical from a test tube into the test tube that the teacher was holding. Since Teddy had always
been good at messing with chemicals, he volunteered. Teddy had brought a chemical from his
chemistry set at home and had it hidden in his pocket. When the teacher wasn't looking, Teddy
added the chemical to the tube that the teacher had handed him. When the teacher told Teddy to
add the chemical from his tube into the teacher's tube a huge explosion occurred. The flash from
the explosion burned off the eyebrows and hair of both the teacher and Teddy.

The class erupted into uncontrollable laughter. The teacher couldn't figure out what happened.
Teddy hadn't intended on losing his eyebrows and hair from his prank, but it was still funny to
get the teacher laughed at like that. Nobody liked that teacher because he gave tough quizzes
every day.

Another time in elementary school, when they were playing dodge ball, Teddy threw the ball at
the gym teacher and hit him in the balls. Then Teddy ran after the ball and hit the teacher again
in the balls. Soon all the kids were hitting the gym teacher in the balls. They were all getting
even with the gym teacher for hitting them in the balls when he was teaching them a lesson in
how not to play dodge ball. They hit the gym teacher in the balls so many times that he was
crying when they were done. The entire gym class got detention, but it was worth it.
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Teddy's proudest moment in elementary school occurred when he was in Sth grade and won the
school spelling bee, beating every kid in the school, including the 6th graders. His prize was a
nice hardcover dictionary. His 2nd proudest moment was when he was in 6th grade and won the
school spelling bee again, once again beating every kid in the school. The prize for the 2nd
spelling bee victory was a nice hardcover thesaurus. Teddy thought about how when somebody
was still a kid, they never knew what they might become when they grow up. They might
become a writer, an astronaut, a president of a major corporation or a simple fool attempting to
run across the country to win his friend's Cadillac.

The 17 year-old girl was excited about passing her driving test and was busily texting her friends
the good news as she sped along the road. She was one of those idiots who believed they could
do anything they wanted while driving a car and still be capable of driving perfectly. She was in
the process of entering the long name of a new friend whose name wasn't yet a favorite on her
phone. She was holding the steering wheel with her left hand while intently texting with her
right hand and didn't notice her car swerving into the shoulder where Teddy was running. She
heard a loud thump and looked up to see Teddy on the hood of the car.
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Axon didn't know why he liked shiny objects, he just did. For as long as the pelican could
remember, things that sparkled had caught his eye. Axon had quite the collection of twinkly
things stashed in the large nest of the dead oak tree that was located about a mile inland from the
boat marina there in Monterey, California. The nest was located in the highest branch of the tree,
overhanging the Pacific Ocean. In Axon's nest were a man's gold ring, a woman's gold ring, a
brass money clip, a stainless steel Zippo lighter, a gold chain, a pair of titanium eyeglasses, a
brass door knob, a silver cream container, various stainless steel nails, screws, nuts and bolts, 4
complete place settings of gold plated forks, knives, spoons, cups, saucers, soup bowls and
plates, a set of brass keys on a key ring, a titanium padlock, a nickel plated pocketknife, a
titanium ballpoint pen, a gold tie clip, a brass handle from a cabinet, a brass hinge, a titanium
drill bit, a copper plated frying pan, sauce pan, and Dutch oven, a titanium coffee mug, a titanium
thermos bottle, numerous gold and silver earrings, various pieces of silverware, 2 brass ship's
compasses, hundreds of coins, a pair of silver plated sunglasses, a gold plated hairbrush, a gold
plated comb, a nickel plated pair of scissors, and a brass candle holder.

Axon found the man's gold ring lying on top of a handrail mounted to a boardwalk. Locals had
been fishing from that boardwalk that encircled the marina for decades. The man had taken the
wedding ring off his finger and placed it on the handrail for only a moment, to wash the fish stink
from his hands. Axon had been in the sky circling the boat marina, looking down for something
to eat or to add to his shiny object collection, when the man had placed the ring on the rail. Axon
had spotted the glint of the ring and swooped down to the boardwalk to get it. The man was
cleaning his hands from one of the many faucets mounted to the marina's boardwalk. The man's
back was turned for a second, when Axon picked the ring off the handrail and flew away with it.
The man turned back to where he left his ring, as he was drying his hands with a towel, but saw
no ring. Axon thought nothing of picking up that man's ring, which he had probably been
wearing on his finger for 30 years. Axon casually dropped the ring into his nest and flew back to
the marina.

That was Axon's daily life. When he was hungry, he dove down into the water by the marina and
scooped fish into his huge beak-pouch. If he spied something shiny while he was there, he
snatched that object instead. A pelican's pouch holds a gallon of water or the equivalent volume
of food or other objects. Sometimes, Axon would follow boats or yachts out of the marina into
the Pacific Ocean and find his objects on those vessels as they navigated or were anchored.

A woman had been on her yacht heading out to sea when she decided to have her wedding ring
cleaned by one of her yacht staff. The woman had removed the ring and her helper had placed
the ring into the ultrasonic ring cleaner. As the ring sat in the machine being cleaned, Axon had
by flying by, spotting the ring in the machine with his sharp eyesight. Axon flew down to get the
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ring and to his surprise was met by resistance from 2 crewmembers on the boat. The crew
members saw the pelican diving and thought Axon was attacking them. One of the crew swatted
a long-handled pool-cleaning type net at Axon, as the other crewmember twirled a length a rope
in the air trying to whip Axon.

Axon was too agile a flyer to be hit by either of the weapons that were been swung at him,
ducking and dodging the panicked yacht staff. The woman whose ring was being cleaned was
shrieking, "Kill it! Kill it!" The senior of the 2 crewmembers said, "We're trying!" Axon led the
2 crew people toward the front of the yacht, to distract them away from the location of the ring
being cleaned on the rear sundeck. Axon quickly swung around to the back of the boat toward
the ring in the machine. The woman screamed, "It's going to get me! Help!" Axon buzzed the
woman's hat, knocking it off her head, and then he turned to the ring-cleaning machine that was
on a table next to her. Axon knocked the machine off the table, causing the ring to spill onto the
floor, enabling easier access to his prize. Axon picked up the ring with the tip of his beak,
flipped it into the pouch and flew away. The woman yelped, "That pelican stole my wedding
ring!"

On a sunny afternoon, a man was on the boardwalk buying a hot dog, fries and Coke from one of
the fast food stands located on the boardwalk, when he reached into his pocket to get the money
to pay for the food. The man didn't believe in carrying a wallet, because in the past he had gotten
into the habit of carrying too much stuff in his old wallet, causing him to have back problems
from carrying the wallet in his back pocket. He gave his old kangaroo skin wallet to his nephew,
and bought himself a money clip and put only paper money and his driver's license in the clip.
The clip occupied far less space in his back pocket than his old wallet had and his back problems
went away. Always having stylish things, the man had decided on a nice heavy solid brass
money clip. The clip was coated with 3 layers of polyurethane, guaranteeing that the clip's shiny
brass finish would last forever. As the man produced the gleaming money clip from his pocket,
the brilliant sun had caught the clip just right, reflecting into Axon's eyes as he cruised overhead.
Axon determined that he must have that thing that was so shiny. Axon plummeted to the
location, intent on getting the shimmering article.

As Axon approached the man, the man heard the wind passing through the wings of the great
bird, startling the man into looking upward to see what it was. The sun glared into the man's
eyes, blinding him to the approach of Axon. Axon plucked the man's money clip with $521 and
the man driver's license from the man's loose grip and flew away. The man shook his fist in the
air, cursing obscenities at Axon, upsetting a woman and her 2 children who were buying ice
cream at the food stand next to the man. The man was unable to pay for his food and the vendor
took the food back. When Axon returned to his nest, he stood on the edge of it and separated the
money clip from the money and driver's license. Axon dropped the clip into the nest and
dropped the rest into the ocean.
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At the county fair, a man standing by the chainsaw-carving guy, prepared to light himself another
cigarette. The man already had lung cancer but was too stupid to quit smoking. He told himself
that he wished he never started smoking those stupid cigarettes in the first place. Axon had been
cruising back and forth over the fair scanning for something special to add to his collection. He
was hungry and wanted something to eat first. He spied a half-eaten hotdog on the ground next
to the Yak Woman. The woman probably discarded the hotdog, because she was eating a
pepperoni pizza at the time, so she probably chucked the hotdog on the ground after only eating
half of it. Axon fluttered to the ground and flipped the hotdog into his beak pouch. While he
was standing there swallowing the hotdog, the Yak Woman tossed 2 pieces of pizza in Axon's
direction and he opened his large bill to catch the offering. He easily caught the pizza and
swallowed it. The Yak Woman laughed and thought the pelican was neat the way it caught the
pizza and tossed to Axon half a meatball sub that she had started eating. He easily caught that
food in his pouch, then swallowed it. The Yak Woman laughed again and threw Axon an apple
and an avocado and he caught and swallowed those objects. Axon felt full and flew away from
the Yak Woman, who was still laughing.

As Axon took to the air, he noticed the man who was preparing to light the cigarette, pulling a
shiny Zippo lighter from his shirt pocket. Axon wanted that lighter. As the man lit the lighter,
Axon flew at him just as the flaming lighter reached the cigarette. Axon plucked the flaming
lighter from the man's fingers, and accidentally dropped it into the man's hair, starting the man's
hair on fire. Axon lifted the still flaming lighter from the man's newly bald head and dropped the
lighter on the ground, causing the lighter to close and put out the flame. Axon picked up the
lighter and flew away. The man screamed to the people around him, "Did you see that? That
pelican just burned all the hair off my head!" The chainsaw-carving guy saw what had happened
and said, "Yeah, I saw it! It was the darnedest thing! That crazy pelican!"

It was the girl's 13th birthday, a special one in her family, where the birthday girl receives a very
special gift on the occasion. The girl's entire family entourage, including aunts, uncles, etc. was
at the celebration. The party was being held on a bluff overlooking the ocean, not too far from
Axon's nest home. It was at about the time that Axon had headed out of his nest looking for
something to eat and something glittery. He flew out to the ocean to a fishing boat where a party
of fishermen were bringing in their catch and were cleaning the fish on their way back in to the
marina. The men were tossing the fish guts out the back of the boat, where seagulls were already
swarming on the water surface, eating the guts as fast as the fishermen could heave them. Axon
swooped down to the boat and grabbed one of the whole fish from the fish cleaning station,
flipped it into his beak-pouch and flew around for another pass. A guy yelled at him. Axon
landed on the water among the gulls and snacked on some fish guts as the fishermen went back
to their work. On Axon's attack run, he had noticed one of the fishermen wearing some shiny
titanium eyeglasses. Axon took to the air and made a beeline for the man, hitting him in the side
of face with his beak, knocking off the man's glasses. Axon picked the glasses off the deck as the
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man slashed at one of Axon's wings with his fish-cleaning knife. Axon flew away with only
some missing feathers.

As Axon turned back toward land, he saw a flash of shiny yellow metal at the party for the 13-
year old girl. Axon flew to the party as an elderly woman was placing a lovely gold chain with a
cross hanging from it on the girl's neck. The old woman said to the girl, "Treasure this forever.
My mother gave it to me on my 13th birthday!" The girl said, "I will gammy!" Axon soared
down to the woman and girl in time to grab the gold chain from the woman's hand and flew away
with it. The girl screamed and burst into tears. The elderly woman did the same. A man threw a
piece of cake at Axon. Axon nonchalantly flew to his nest and deposited the eyeglasses and gold
chain on the pile of treasures. Axon particularly liked the gleam of the gold chain.

One afternoon, a man was out alone on his cabin cruiser floating freely and had just finished
eating breakfast, leaving the food remnants and dishes on the sundeck to clean up later. He had
just gone through the auto-locking door that led below deck to the bathroom to take a shower.
The man had been meaning to add that door to the list of things that needed fixing on the boat.
The doorknob was a little jiggly, almost coming off in his hand when the man operated it. The
toilet kept plugging and the shower started draining slowly, among other issues on the list. The
man had been out to sea an hour from shore, far enough to get into the currents. Axon had been
soaring high in the sky when he spotted the man's boat out there in the ocean. Axon had noticed
the large, partially carved country ham sitting out on the table and decided to investigate. Axon
didn't see anyone around, so it would likely be an easy thing to get himself a huge breakfast. It
didn't matter to Axon if there were people present or not when he performed his exploits. When
no one was around, it was irresistible.

Axon landed on the table and ate everything on it, including the 8 pounds remaining of the
country ham, most of a loaf of bread, 3/4 of a cherry pie and a container of milk. As Axon ate the
buttermilk biscuits, his eyes caught a glimpse of the brass doorknob on the door that led below
deck. The doorknob was really shining from the clear sky's sunrays on it and Axon wanted it.
He trotted over to the door and started working on the jiggly doorknob. After 4 minutes, he had
the brass doorknob off in his beak. Axon also took the silver cream container from the breakfast
table and flew away from the boat. When the man finished with his shower, he reached for the
handle of the door that led back upstairs to the main deck. The handle came off in his hand!
When Axon had removed the door handle, he had also removed with the handle the part that
went inside the door, which operated the lock. The man was unable to get back through the
locked door! The man and his boat drifted out to sea and capsized in a storm, drowning the man.

Once when Axon was on his way back from the marina to his nest, he observed way out in the
ocean what looked like a yacht, slowly drifting. Axon dropped off the beak-pouch full of various
stainless steel nails, screws, nuts and bolts that he had found in a toolbox, next to a carpenter who
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was working on the boardwalk. The carpenter had gone to the snack stand for lunch when Axon
helped himself to the man's shiny hardware. Axon flew from his nest to the yacht out in the
ocean. The yacht was a lot farther away than Axon had thought, taking an hour for him to get
there. The yacht was abandoned! Apparently, the yacht and its former inhabitants had been the
victims of pirate attack. Pirate attack was very common in that part of the world, with the Coast
Guard unable to keep up with the number of crimes. The pirates typically boarded the yachts
with guns, took all the valuables, kidnapped everyone on board for ransom money and left the
yacht floating in the ocean. Axon couldn't believe his eyes at the bounty before him.

The people on board were probably just about to eat dinner when they were boarded by the
pirates. The dinner table on the back of the yacht was set with an enormous bounty of the finest
food, a gold plated pitcher and 4 complete place settings of gold plated forks, knives, spoons,
cups, saucers, soup bowls and plates! Axon started in on the food, beginning his feast with the 4
T-bone steaks and mashed potatoes. Then he ate the baby green beans, homemade stuffing,
portabella mushrooms, 8 ears of sweet corn and the entire chocolate 3-layer cake with his
preferred butter cream frosting. After napping for 3 hours, Axon began the task of transporting
the gold plated booty home to his nest. Axon was only able to fit 1 plate and the associated 2
forks, 2 knives, 2 spoons, cup, saucer and soup bowl per place setting in his pouch, so that he had
to make 4 trips to get the 4 complete place settings home. At 2 hours per round trip, Axon
decided to leave behind the gold plated pitcher. It would have been too much. When Axon was
finally back at his nest again with his gold plated stuff, he slept for the next whole day, being so
tired from flying for so many hours, which he wasn't used to.

The guy at the storage facility had just pulled the '63 Corvette into the garage he had rented and
was about to put the titanium padlock on the steel door. The man had inherited the car from his
grandfather, but had no place to store it at the moment. He had just moved into an apartment
when his grandfather died and had willed his car collection to the many descendants, including
the man. The man had always loved that Corvette and had coveted it when his grandfather still
owned it, getting to drive it often. All the man could do was rent the storage garage until he
could find a better place to put the car. The man put the padlock on the lock hasp with the key
still in the lock along with his set of keys. The set of keys included keys to his apartment, his car
keys, the key for the front door of the store at which he worked and 7 other keys for various
locks. As the man was about to activate the lock and remove the keys, he remembered
something his grandfather had told him about the car and hesitated for a moment.

Axon spotted the glimmering padlock and keys from his cruising altitude and dove for the attack.
Axon snatched the padlock off the lock hasp with the set of keys dangling from it and flew away.
"Oh no!" shrieked the man. "Come back!" Axon didn't look back as the man pulled a gun from
under his jacket. The man fired 3 times at Axon, shooting a hole through his right wing. Even
with a hole in his wing and fewer feathers, Axon was able to keep flying, due to the enormous
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size of his wings, at over 8 feet tip to tip. Luckily, the hole in the wing didn't damage anything
vital. Axon flew to the nest and dropped the lock and keys into it.

The Boy Scout had just bought the nickel-plated pocketknife and couldn't wait to use it. He was
standing with the rest of his troop on the boardwalk getting a snack at the snack stand. The man
standing next to the Boy Scout was ordering a coffee, burger and fries. The Boy Scout ordered a
hot dog and wanted to use his new knife to cut it in half to give the other half to one of his troop
mates. The scout pulled out his knife and opened it, as Axon fell from the sky. The boy cut the
hot dog and gave half to his friend. The man ordering the coffee, burger and fries pulled his
titanium ballpoint pen from his vest pocket to sign the credit card receipt. Axon arrived, and he
grabbed and then swallowed the half hot dog the Boy Scout was still holding.

The man screamed and threw the hamburger and fries at Axon, which Axon caught in his beak-
pouch and swallowed. The man threw his cup of coffee at Axon, missing. Axon didn't want the
coffee anyway. The scout yelled at the pelican and stabbed at it with his knife, missing. Axon
turned and grabbed the boy's knife. The man stabbed at Axon with his pen, also missing the
pelican. Axon grabbed the man's pen. Axon also grabbed the man's gold tie clip. The man was
so enraged that he threw his hat at Axon. Axon flew to the hat that landed on the boardwalk,
took a large smelly poop on it and flew away. The Boy Scout cried. The man threw the ketchup
and mustard bottles from the snack stand at the airborne Axon. The ketchup bottle hit a woman
in the face who screamed. The mustard bottle landed on a muscular sunbathing man who took
chase.

What Axon really wanted in his collection of shiny objects more than anything else was one of
those titanium fishing reels used by the guys who fished out on the ocean. From his floating
altitude above, Axon would watch the reels twinkling in the sun as the fishermen turned the
handle. Axon sometimes flew back and forth all day observing, when he came upon a couple
chartered fishing boats that were packed with men using those reels. Axon was so enamored by
those reels and he didn't know why. All he knew was that he wanted one of those incredible
sparkle machines. The only trouble was that the fishing reel was usually attached to a fishing
rod, which was being held onto for dear life by a fisherman. The rod/reel assembly was a heavy
ponderous object and would be difficult, if not impossible to fly away with, assuming he was
even able to find one that was accessible. Axon spent his days acquiring food, picking up the
random shiny object and always looking for the greatest prize of the fishing reel.

Many times Axon had observed rod/reel units on display at the marina for sale or rent, but never
a pretty titanium reel alone. He had tried many times to lift and fly away with one of those
cumbersome rod/reel assemblies, but was always unable to, due to the weight.

Once when Axon had located an unattended rod/reel on a fishing charter, he managed to grab
onto the tip of the rod, and had started to fly off with it, but a deck hand had run to the scene in

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 6



100 Short Stories by Mikey 008 Axon's Prize.wps

time to grab the end of the long handle and yank it from the grip of the pelican. Axon had
noticed that the rod/reel was excessively heavy and he pondered if he would have been able to
escape with it and get it back to his nest. He would have tried.

Another time Axon was observing a family fishing with those heavy-duty rod/reel packages and
when the mother of the family had gotten a large fish on, the fish had pulled the rod/reel from her
hands. The rod/reel went flying out into the ocean and was dragged along the surface of the
water at great speed. Axon had flown down to the water, grabbed onto the fishing line just ahead
of the rod and tried to lift it out of the water. The fish that was on the line made a great surge,
causing the line to snap. The rod/reel sank to the bottom of the sea. Axon was left with the
broken line in his beak, which was then stripped out by the fish still on the line, causing a groove
to be cut into his beak by the force of the line.

Axon watched a man repairing reels at a worktable on the boardwalk outside the Tackle Shack.
Axon had waited and waited for the man to leave the reels unattended, but he didn't. From his
perch, he could comfortably watch the man repairing reels for many hours, waiting for the right
moment. The moment never came. The reel repairman guarded the reels closely, always
bringing them back into the building. He never left them unattended. He probably didn't want
passersby to help themselves to the reels, not realizing the real danger was actually a pelican with
a penchant for shiny objects. Axon hoped for a chance to grab one of those reels, but had to give
up on that possibility there at the marina. The opportunity for acquiring a stunning titanium reel
would come someday, probably in some other location. Axon would never give up.

Axon headed out to sea one morning and spotted a cabin cruiser with a smaller boat tied to the
back. The smaller boat had some fishing gear loaded into it, including rods and what looked like
titanium reels. Axon thought he might be able to fly away with a rod/reel that had no line out
into the water. It might be lighter that way. He flew down and landed in the smaller boat. A
person was still loading the smaller boat with items from the cabin cruiser. The person was
carrying a cooler to the smaller boat and noticed Axon tugging at one of the rod/reel combos.
The person put the cooler down and started yelling at Axon. Axon struggled, but managed to
pull the rod/reel out of the boat into the water. The person threw a life jacket at Axon, he ducked
and it landed in the water. Axon tried to snap the rod where the reel was connected to it by
violently lifting it up and down in the water. He heard the rod cracking; it was working!

The shark was attracted by the splashing water and the shadows it saw floating above. Axon
continued slapping the rod in the water until it finally snapped. Axon had the reel! The shark
rapidly ascended to the floating, splashing object. The person in the boat yelled, "Shark!" Axon
got a good grip on the reel and began flapping his wings to take flight. The shark tasted the
essence of bird in the water. Axon and the reel lifted from the surface of the water just as the
shark's open mouth burst into view.
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9. Alfonso's Fishing

Alfonso awoke at 4:30 am on that Monday morning, and was heading out to sea, the
Mediterranean Sea, to be exact. He had been waking up at 4:30 for as long as he could
remember. In fact, he thinks he may have been born at 4:30 am; he would have to look at his
birth certificate. It didn't matter. He was sailing out of the little inlet of his fishing village of
Zica, Italy in the fishing boat that he inherited from his father, Rico. As far back as Alfonso
could remember, all the men of his village had been fishermen. It was a smelly occupation, but it
was a living. Not everyone was lucky enough to work in a flower shop.

Fishing is one of the few occupations in the world that is always in demand. People enjoy eating
myriad varieties of fish, shellfish, crabs, mollusks, shrimp, eels, squid and lobster. Fishing is one
of the most dangerous occupations of all, depending on the conditions in which the fishermen are
fishing. The bold king crab fishermen who fish in the frigid waters off Alaska, in the Pacific
Ocean, endure great peril, fighting the ice that accumulates on the huge crabbing cages and ship
decks. Similarly, the fishermen of New England must endure the fierce cold waters of the North
Atlantic.

The Atlantic Ocean has been known to generate seas as high as 25 to 30 feet on a regular basis,
incredibly endangering the daring vessels and crews who chanced travel on the waters.
Fishermen on the great oceans of the earth feel that the oceans only tolerate the fishermen who
dare to traverse them. No mere man or group of men can control the seas, just as no mere human
can control the clouds, rain, heat, cold or the extraordinary ice ages that the planet has endured
over the centuries.

Alfonso had a good feeling about that day, that it would be a lucky day. Most days out of the 7
days a week that Alfonso worked, he felt the same way when he woke up. It was just another day
at the salt mines. Of course, he meant just another day at the salty sea. On that particular day
though, Alfonso had a feeling that he was going to hit it big somehow. Alfonso's style of fishing
was to lay out long heavy duty nets within a stretch of water that he and his crew would prepare
by chumming the water. It was one of many ways to fish; the fishing style chosen was
determined by the size of the boat used. Depending on the boat used, fishing could have an
initial huge investment. Some fishermen fished on boats owned by someone else and they
received a portion of the take. By Alfonso owning his own boat, he was able to keep all the
money from the sale of the fish. He then divvied out the money to his crew according to their
status. The issue with owning a boat was the obvious one of maintaining the complex vessel's
many systems. Salt water was brutal on those systems.

Alfonso had a crew of 6 guys in addition to himself, making a lucky number of 7 men, always
battling nature for their very existence. Alfonso was 27 years old at the time that his father Rico
died, at which time Alfonso inherited the great fishing vessel, christened Mary Excelsior by
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Alfonso's grandfather Ezekiel.

Ezekiel was a religious man and cherished all the earth and sea, and that was why he gave the
fishing vessel a religious name. Alfonso called the fishing boat Mary X, because he had trouble
pronouncing the word Excelsior, due to his slight lisp. Ezekiel would have scorned Alfonso for
referring to Mary Excelsior as Mary X. He likely would have slapped Alfonso's face as well.

Alfonso's crew of 6 had the names Zeppi, Criti, Zak, Sigi, Luigi and Marcus. Zeppi was the
engineer who kept the engines running and ice machines producing ice. Criti was Alfonso's first
mate, essentially the second in charge, in case Alfonso became incapacitated on the voyage. Zak,
Sigi, Luigi and Marcus were the main fishermen of the fishing vessel. Zak and Sigi would chum
the waters on the way out, while Luigi and Marcus would run out the mile-long fishing net. All
of this took place when they reached their designated fishing location.

The thing about fishing in the Mediterranean Sea is that as massive as the sea is, the fishermen
still had to register with their home countries to get approval for the area they intended to fish.
The fishing areas were designated by the four corners of a rectangle, each corner indicated by
latitude and longitude. Ezekiel established the fishing grounds a long time before, and it had
taken many months to register the location with the fisheries division of Italy. The village of
Zica was the oldest and most respected fishing village in all the world, located on the
southernmost tip of Italy. The fishing grounds were legally bounded and had to be respected
under penalty of law. No one was allowed to fish in any grounds unless they owned them or had
permission to fish in them. The permission had to be accompanied by a temporary certificate
that was issued by the fisheries division.

Zica was known to possess the best fishermen in the world, their combined fishing wisdom being
passed down through the generations, cherished and applied without question. Alfonso saw no
reason to change the way he did things with his fishing practice, a practice proven to be efficient
and productive for a long time. Alfonso did everything by rote as taught to him by Rico and
never intended to waver from the way he did things.

Criti occasionally suggested to Alfonso that they should try using different varieties of fish for
their chum, instead of the usual squid and sardine rejects that they got from the Atlas fish-
processing factory in the village. Alfonso categorically refused to change anything.

The fish factories of Zica processed all the fish brought in by the fishermen each day and rejected
certain fish and parts that didn't meet the respective factory's standards. The factories gave the
rejected fish and parts to the fishermen who used the fish and parts for chumming in their fishing
practices.

Ezekiel had established his relationship with the Atlas Company in Zica in 1910, when the
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advanced fish processing industry was still in its infancy in Italy.

Seafood had been consumed in Italy for many centuries, since the dawn of fishing boats. The
seafood had been processed by vastly inefficient means, limiting the overall amount of fish that
could be handled. The businesslike wisdom of Kayko Grenopolis is what made the fish-
processing business more efficient. Kayko introduced the assembly line to fish processing,
whereby the seafood would be handled in a more specific fashion, to more quickly get the
product out the other end of the building. The old ways employed more people in the factory, but
hurt the profits.

The Atlas Company was known for maintaining the highest level of quality in the Italian
province of Trania. The village of Zica was a part of Trania and provided the most expensive
and freshest seafood to the area. The process by which the chum parts that the Atlas Company
made available to the fishermen was required by local law, as a means of recycling the fish parts
and fish by-products back into the sea. Italy was surrounded by sea and the people believed that
they were of the sea. Anything the Italians removed from the sea and didn't use was returned to
the sea for nature to reuse it.

Alfonso insisted to Criti that they never even consider changing the way they do things in any
way. There was no reason to mess with the standards. It was because Criti didn't know his birth
father - Criti being an orphan - that Criti had no concept of tradition being passed down from
father to son. Criti was unable to have the respect for tradition that Alfonso had. Alfonso
sympathized with Criti and felt that there was nothing as essential to life as the pure family unit
of father, mother and children. However, Alfonso would never break traditions for anyone.

Criti didn't know who his real father was and didn't care about traditions. This made him
rebellious and challenging of local mores and established practices. Criti couldn't accept the
concept of doing something just because it was the way that it had always been done. Alfonso
only knew one way of doing things, the way they had always been done. Criti had been working
on Alfonso's boat for 3 years, with the rest of the crew working for 2 years. Criti was 20 years
old, a little bit full of himself and enjoyed arguing with people for no reason.

Alfonso was a large man, tremendously strong from doing hard labor his entire life and grabbed
Criti by the shoulders on 3 occasions during arguments. Each time, Alfonso threw Criti over the
railing of the boat into the bristling waters of the sea. The other crew members of the boat knew
better than to rush to Criti's aid, because the captain of the ship was the undisputed leader, never
to be questioned or challenged. Alfonso could beat down any 2 of the members of his crew if
necessary.

Becoming a member of a crew of a fishing vessel was difficult, only being possible by word of
mouth and knowing somebody. When a man is born in a fishing village, typically the only thing
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he can do is become a fisherman. There are always many more men looking for jobs on boats,
than there are jobs available. When a guy gets a job on a fishing boat, he cherishes that job, since
the pay is actually pretty good. The only other option is to become an apprentice mason, working
for a master mason, doing all the lower paying masonry jobs of the village. Since every building,
street, wall and sidewalk was made of stone in the village, there was continuous work in the
masonry industry. The masonry industry however, was not as glorious as the fishing industry.
There was far less risk of dying while installing paving blocks for a sidewalk, compared to
braving the sometimes insanely violent waters of the Mediterranean Sea. Some of the men
preferred the glory of risky fishing. Most young boys growing up in Zica, hoped to get jobs on
fishing boats, intending to own boats of their own someday, to grab the master share of the booty.

In the Mediterranean Sea, between Tunisia and Libya, were the fishing waters of Alfonso's
family. It took approximately 3 hours to motor out to the location, so that by 7:30 am, the
chumming crew started chumming and the net laying crew started laying out the net. At about
10:30 am, the one mile of netting was finally laid. The boat then turned around to go back to the
beginning of the net line, to begin hauling in the net and reaping the amazing harvest. At 11:30
am Criti, Zak, Sigi, Luigi and Marcus worked simultaneously when they started to reel in the
fishing net. Alfonso guided the vessel as they hauled in the net. Zeppi was on deck and operated
the massive motor, essentially a large fishing reel that reeled in the net.

Occasionally Zeppi had to stop the fishing net motor retrieval operation to go below to ensure
that the old engines were properly greased and oiled and that the ice machines were making ice at
full capacity. The engines were old, but reliable. Unfortunately, their older design required a lot
of close order maintenance and lubrication. The engines could potentially last forever, but could
seize quickly if they ran dry. As the crew reeled the net onto the vessel, the fish would be
removed from the vast net and if desirable, the fish was tossed into the hold below, which had
different rooms with ice in them. If the fish was undesirable, it was tossed over the side of the
boat to the waiting seabirds.

Various fish, shellfish, crabs, mollusks, shrimp, eels and squid were all the products that Alfonso
kept from the nets and chucked down into the icy hold. Occasionally something interesting
would be caught in the net. Alfonso had an itchy feeling that something interesting was about to
happen. Sure enough, at about 1:30 pm, or about 2 hours into the net retrieval process, a great
thrashing was detected in the net. Criti shrieked, "Stop the boat!" Alfonso stopped the fishing
boat. Zeppi stopped the motor that was hauling in the great net. Zak cried, "Shark!" Sigi yelled,
"Shark!" Zeppi ran to the cabinet next to the net motor that contained the shotgun for the
occasions that something dangerous was in the net that needed to be dispatched.

Alfonso yelled, "Get the gun!" Zeppi said, "I got it!" Marcus shouted, "Shoot!" Zeppi shot the
11-foot long mako shark twice with the double barrel shotgun, slaying it almost instantly. Sigi
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gaffed the shark to pull it out of the net, and Luigi had to help Sigi, because the shark seemed to
be stuck in the net. Marcus grabbed another gaff and latched onto the shark to pull it out of the
net. Zak had to grab another gaff to hook the shark to pull it out of the net. As they pulled the
shark almost clear of the net, the gaffers realized the shark's tail was tangled in a long length of
chain.

The chain on the shark's tail continued out into the water. Zeppi disconnected the chain from the
shark's tail and hooked the end of the chain to the net motor, which had a small secondary pulley
on it that could be operated independently from the larger main net pulley. Zeppi operated the
net motor and slowly reeled in the chain. The motor began to get a little sluggish. Alfonso ran
down to the deck from the wheelhouse to supervise the operation. "I knew it!" exclaimed
Alfonso. "I had a feeling today! Be careful Zeppi!" "I'm careful, I'm careful!" said Zeppi. "Be
careful!" said Criti. Soon an object appeared at the surface of the water as they hauled in the
chain. The motor began to whine and smoke. "Easy, Zeppi!" said Alfonso. What appeared to be
an ancient trunk was pulled from the water, wrapped in the chain that had been tangled in the tail
of the mako shark. "Yeah! It's a treasure chest!" yelled Alfonso. "Now we're talking!" screamed
Criti. "I can't believe it!" howled Zeppi. Zeppi operated the crane to position the trunk.

As Zeppi adjusted the crane to maneuver the trunk over the deck away from the holes for the
holds, the chain broke. The heavy trunk crashed down through the deck into the hold below.
Alfonso ran down to the hold and reattached the chain to the trunk. He instructed the crew to
place extra boards on the deck to support the weight of the trunk when they raised it and placed it
down. Alfonso instructed Zeppi to operate the whining motor to slowly raise the trunk. When
the trunk was lifted through the hole, the men positioned it over the boards. Zeppi reversed the
motor and lowered the trunk onto the boards, which creaked from the weight of the heavy trunk.

Alfonso ran up to the deck with an enormous crowbar and applied it to the tarnished, barnacle
covered lock on the trunk. The huge old lock, though rusty, was stronger than it looked, being a
great iron and bronze contraption, probably built in the 1600's. It required more torque to break
than even the bullish Alfonso could muster. Criti assisted Alfonso with the crowbar and they
tugged with all their might. The lock wouldn't budge. They tried and tried, but couldn't break
the lock. Alfonso guessed that the trunk was so heavy because it was completely full of gold.
Alfonso drooled. Alfonso was at a loss what to do with the trunk and asked the crew for
suggestions. Criti suggested that they raise the trunk as high as the crane could lift it, and then
drop it onto a thick stack of boards to break the trunk into pieces.

Alfonso liked the idea. That would minimize damage to the contents. They made a thick stack
of boards and raised the trunk. When they pulled the release on the chain, the heavy trunk
plunged to the stack of boards, smashed through the boards into the hold and fell through the
bottom of the boat. The Mediterranean Sea rushed in.
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10. Donte's Era

Donte had been happily feeding on the apples from the tree for 5 hours with no hassles until he
heard the pack of riptors approaching. Riptors were particularly aggressive dinosaurs that hunted
in packs of usually 3 or 4. Riptors were only about as big as a dairy cow standing vertically on
its back feet, but they overcame their relatively smaller size with intense ferocity. The fact that
they hunted in packs was also in their favor. Riptors possessed an incredibly savage growl that
added intimidation to their mode of operation. Sometimes riptors were able to scare their prey
into passing out, presenting them with an easy kill. Most of the time, they attacked their prey
together by surrounding the animal and then all moving in simultaneously. Riptors didn't have
large mouths or long teeth. It was the combined effort of multiple riptors attacking together that
enabled quick kills. On many occasions, the riptors were either too hungry and mistake-prone or
too confident and they were killed by the animal that they were trying to kill.

Donte wasn't worried about the riptors, since he was much larger than they were, being a
rexosaurus. In Donte's 157 years, he had killed and eaten hundreds of riptors that had foolishly
tried to attack him. It was just that he had been peacefully eating apples from a choice tree that
no other dinosaurs had discovered. It was a rare thing where Donte lived to find such a tree. It
had taken him 3 days of walking around the valley before he came upon the apple tree, which
was concealed by a large pile of fractured boulders. That is probably how Donte found the tree.
He was more persistent than the average dinosaur. Donte preferred to eat the best of the bounty
of nature whatever it happened to be. Donte loved all the fresh fruit when it was in season and
almost always managed to find untouched trees from which to eat. It was important to him to
locate the virgin trees, because when most dinosaurs eat from a tree, they usually destroy the tree
in the process. The tree is then almost useless to the next dinosaur, being picked over with little
edible fruit remaining on the branches.

The only dinosaur that Donte was concerned with was the bonosaurus, which was a bit larger
than he was. Donte had killed many a bonosaurus in his day, but in the large dinosaur world, it
depended on which dinosaur was the hungrier of the 2 doing battle, that usually won the fight.
Since Donte was always hungry due to his immense size of 140 tons, he always won his fights.
The bonosaurus was taller than Donte, but not heavier, only weighing in at about 125 tons.
Donte was an unusually stocky rexosaurus, larger than all the others in the valley, due no doubt
to his always eating the best fruit he could find. Most of the dinosaurs in Donte's size range were
omnivorous, eating meat and plant matter, but Donte's insistence on eating the best gave him the
edge. Donte never contracted odd viruses as the other dinosaurs did, likely from his intake of
vitamin C from fruit that few, if any, of the other dinosaurs had in their diet. In those days, when
dinosaurs caught a cold or flu, they were usually goners. Donte's meticulous diet was probably
responsible for his incredibly long life. The average dinosaur only lived 43 years, making Donte
a true rarity among his species.
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Donte stopped eating the apples and emerged from behind the boulders to face the riptors. The
riptors must have combined several flocks for a short while, to guarantee their victory. Normally
riptors limit their pack sizes to maximize the amount of meat that each riptor got to eat from their
victims. The riptors approaching Donte numbered 11, likely a combination of 3 separate packs.
Donte feared nothing, and had concluded that it was time to pause from eating plant matter and
get some meat into his belly. The riptors ran at Donte at full speed, about 20 miles per hour, all
growling their loudest fiercest growls. They knew they were attacking a gigantic animal, but they
were hungry and had hoped that by being 11 in number, they would have a chance of winning the
battle.

Donte grabbed the first riptor that arrived, tore it in half, swallowing half and dropping the other
half on the ground. The 2nd, 3rd and 4th riptors jumped up on Donte's back. The remaining 7
hoped to attack Donte's tough belly. Donte shook off the 3 that were on his back and stomped
them to death. He grabbed one of the dead ones, using its carcass as a weapon and smashed 2
others to death. The remaining 5 had their front legs bitten off by Donte, to make them less
aggressive as he ate the remains of their flailing bodies. After eating 10 1/2 riptors, Donte had
had enough of their funny tasting meat. Donte decided to leave behind the bottom half of the
first one that he ate. Some crowasaurus could eat it later. As Donte left the bloody scene, a
taradictal flew down and began eating that half riptor left behind by Donte. As the taradictal
feasted, a trisaraplots attacked and killed it. The trisaraplots then ate the taradictal and the
remnants of the riptor.

Nature was hard on most of the dinosaurs in Donte's era. Life was easy for Donte. Luckily, he
was born such a gigantic dinosaur with no real worries other than getting enough to eat every
day. On an average day, Donte ate approximately 2 tons of fruits, vegetables, various foliage and
meat. He spent every hour of the day in search of food. It was all he did. He actually preferred
killing and eating other dinosaurs to finding and eating the choicest fruit in the valley, because it
took so long to find the good fruit. Dinosaurs were all over the place, available for Donte to kill
and eat. Dinosaurs walked right up to Donte everyday, challenging him and losing their lives to
his invincibility. All Donte had to do is blow a fart, and another dinosaur would smell it and
come a running to its imminent demise. Being so old made Donte so wise, that he felt himself
superior to every other dinosaur. Some days he would wake up and start yelling, "Come and get
it!" at the top of his lungs. The dinosaurs would then come to him and he would eat them. It was
a much more efficient system for the dinosaurs to go to Donte, than vice versa.

Donte burned thousands of calories just by walking around. He really needed the food to come
to him. He loved his premium fruits though. It was worth it to him to use a lot of energy finding
the untouched trees, because that fruit tasted so amazingly good. The dinosaur meat he ate was
always tough and sometimes strange tasting. He wondered what some of those dinosaurs ate that
made them taste so bad, especially the riptors. Once, Donte killed a family of wily maymouths.
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He was only able to eat the 2 small ones and the mother before he had to stop, because the meat
tasted so disgusting. Earlier that day, Donte had eaten a large quantity of peaches, so he was
somewhat full already, when he started eating the maymouths. He went back the next day to eat
the large male of the maymouth family that he had left behind. As Donte approached the dead
maymouth, a jockasaurus that was feeding on the carcass ran away, no doubt avoiding being
killed by Donte. Donte reluctantly ate the remains of the large male maymouth, foul tasting as it
was, because he was hungry. Donte had eaten many a jockasaurus in his day and found them to
be rank tasting as well.

Donte really liked the flavor of the rare turtlosaurus dinosaurs. Those dinosaurs habitually
frequented the swampy areas and ate the bright green grasses that grew there. Donte reckoned
that it was the diet of the grass that gave the turtlosaurus its succulent flavor. The reason that the
turtlosaurus is such an uncommon dinosaur is probably because their tasty flesh is in such high
demand, that their population is low. They aren't a large or aggressive dinosaur and are easily
killed, due to their slowness. Similar in appearance to the turtlosaurus was the tortosaurus.
However, the tortosaurus had a different diet, eating snails and slugs, which gave its flesh a
muddy flavor that the carnivores would tolerate, but not prefer eating. As a result, there were
many more tortosauruses crawling around than turtlosauruses.

Another dinosaur of Donte's era was the kangarosaurus, which had a large pouch in which it
would place the fruits and vegetables that it was unable to eat while food gathering. The
kangarosaurus was another favorite of Donte's because it had a very similar flavor to the
chickasaurus, which Donte absolutely loved to eat. The only problem with the kangarosaurus
was its incredible speed, making it difficult to capture. In addition to speed, the kangarosaurus
also hopped when it traveled. Even though the kangarosaurus had great flavor, its meat was very
tough, due to the tight muscular nature of its body. Donte found that the only way to catch a
kangarosaurus was to hide in the thick trees and make a sound like a wounded kangarosaurus,
which Donte did to a tee. Donte had observed countless animals during his many years and had
learned a lot about their habits. The kangarosauruses would hear Donte's call and would
cautiously wander to the edge of the thick trees, where Donte would spring out and eat them.
The chickasauruses were tasty and tender, but they were so small that Donte would have to eat
400 or 500 of them to even begin to fill his tummy.

The snakosaurus was a particularly easy to eat dinosaur, because it was so long and skinny that it
was easy to swallow. Sometimes eating the snakosauruses gave Donte diarrhea, probably due to
the poison they possessed. Donte didn't like it when he got diarrhea, because along with the
diarrhea, he always got severe intestinal cramps and intense flatulence. Ordinarily Donte didn't
mind farting, since he did it all day long, but the farts that accompanied his diarrhea were
annoyingly bad smelling. Donte didn't like to give away his location by stinking up an area,
especially when he was trying to hide somewhere to ambush some food, such as the
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kangarosauruses. Donte rarely ate snakosauruses, typically only when he was desperately
hungry.

Donte enjoyed eating the giant eggs of the ostrichosaurus. The ostrichosaurus rarely sat on its
nest after laying the eggs, instinctively relying on the hot temperature of the ambient air to hatch
the eggs. Donte would performe his ostrichosaurus call until he would hear them respond and
then he would go to there location and eat all their eggs. The ostrichosauruses laid roughly 25
eggs per nest at about a gallon each. The ostrichosaurus village that Donte had invaded had 400
nests full of eggs, making a total of 10,000 eggs for Donte's feast. That meal took 13 hours to eat
and had filled Donte's belly to the point that he didn't have to eat for another 2 days. He almost
barfed from feeling too full, but after waiting 20 minutes for the feeling to pass, he was able to
finish the eggs.

One of the bonosauruses that Donte killed 33 years before had presented Donte with an
interesting situation. Donte had been without food for a week, due to the extreme drought, which
prevented the fruit trees from bearing and had caused the watering holes to dry up, killing many
of the dinosaurs that Donte would have normally eaten. Donte came upon a bonosaurus that was
feasting on the rexosaurus that it had just killed after a daylong battle. The bonosaurus was weak
from hunger and the long battle with the rexosaurus. Donte was weak from hunger. As Donte
approached, he figured he would be able to kill the approaching rexosaurus as easily as it had
killed the one it was about to eat. As Donte got closer, the bonosaurus realized that it was no
ordinary rexosaurus approaching. The one he was looking at was much stouter and more solid
looking.

Donte started making his version of the riptor call, to throw some confusion at the bonosaurus.
The bonosaurus had a perplexed look on its face as Donte lunged at its throat. The bonosaurus
quickly recovered, twisting his head to break the grip Donte had on it. The bonosaurus head-
butted Donte, dazing him slightly. Donte then head-butted the bonosaurus, dazing him back.
The bonosaurus bit Donte's face, scratching Donte's eye. Donte bit the bonosaurus in the left ear,
tearing it from the head. The bonosaurus slapped and clawed Donte's face. Donte head-butted
the bonosaurus 3 more times and bit off its other ear. The bonosaurus punched Donte in the
stomach. Donte boxed what was left of the bonosaurus' ears. The bonosaurus screamed from the
pain and kicked Donte in the balls. Donte boxed the bonosaurus' ear area again and head-butted
the bonosaurus 3 more times. The bonosaurus was starting to get dizzy from all the head-butting
and its legs began to get shaky. Donte stomped on the bonosaurus' right foot, and then its left
foot. The bonosaurus kicked Donte in the balls again. The fight went on for another 4 hours
when finally Donte tore a tree from the ground and stabbed the bonosaurus in the neck until it
was dead.

Donte kicked the bonosaurus in the head a few times to make sure the dinosaur was dead, and
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then he lay down next to it for a while to rest and heal. When Donte awoke, he felt rested and
very hungry. Donte began eating the bonosaurus, starting with the brain, which was obtained by
cracking the skull open with a large boulder. Donte proceeded down the body to the neck that he
shredded open and gorged upon it. Donte found a really sharp splinter of a rock and used it to
split open the chest and abdomen of the bonosaurus, gaining access to the internal organs and
intestines. Donte found that he was unable to stop eating from the innards of the once great
bonosaurus. Before Donte lay 100+ tons of meat at his disposal. He could keep eating or stop
and walk away. He had been so hungry when he first saw that bonosaurus, that he had vowed he
would never be hungry again. Donte kept eating and eating until he was full. He rested for an
hour and ate again until he was full. He began farting uncontrollably, which released some
internal pressure, enabling to eat still more. He rested for 2 hours and ate again. He took a huge
350-pound poop, which cleared some space, enabling him to eat more and more. Donte was
unable to stop eating. He kept farting and pooping and eating more and more. Donte burped,
which cleared some space and he ate more. He had to tell himself to stop eating, but he couldn't.
He had never before experienced the hunger that he felt leading up to the feast in which he was
partaking. He had to stop eating! Suddenly, he retched all the contents of his stomach, all 3 tons
of it, onto the bonosaurus that he was eating. The smell of his own barf was overwhelming and
he barfed again, only juice that time. He was empty. He started crying. Luckily, there was the
rexosaurus lying there that the bonosaurus had killed. Donte proceeded to eat the rexosaurus
very slowly. Luckily, Donte was a cannibal, as were all dinosaurs, which enabled him to eat the
rexosaurus, a dinosaur of his own species.

A lesson that Donte had learned early on, was the interesting concept of the tar pits. Many a
dinosaur had perished in the tar pits, trapped in the molten black goo, until they starved to death
or were savagely eaten by predators. His first crucial encounter was back when he was 101 years
old and had been sneaking up on a pack of riptors that happened to be sneaking up on a pack of
chickosauruses. The chickosauruses were grazing at the edge of what appeared to be a watering
hole from the distance at which Donte was watching. The 50 or so chickosauruses were
mindlessly pecking and scratching at the ground the way they do, as the riptors moved in for the
kill. The typical riptor attack involved a final high-speed movement, maximizing any element of
surprise. The riptors kicked it into high gear, running full speed at the chickosauruses, growling
their terrible growl, when one of the chickosauruses squawked, alerting the others. The
chickosauruses turned to the approaching riptors, stepping aside just enough for the riptors to run
past them into the tar pit. The 3 riptors landed in the black muck and became stuck. The
chickosauruses ran from the scene unharmed.

Donte had watched the riptors run into the watering hole. He was curious why the riptors were
just standing there in the watering hole. He approached the watering hole, realizing it wasn't
water after all, but some dark, wet muddy stuff. The riptors tried to escape the tar pit, but were
unable. Donte was able to reach his long neck over the tar pit and pick out the riptors one at a
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time, eating them. He first had to shake off as much as the black substance as he could. Donte
didn't like the taste of the tar, but ate the riptors anyway, because it was food. He then stepped
his left front foot into the tar pit to see what it was and became stuck in it. Luckily, his other 3
feet were still standing on the dry ground and he was able to unstick his stuck foot. He thought
that tar was an interesting substance. After that day, he had staked out the tar pit on many
occasions, eating the dinosaurs that became trapped in it.

Near that tar pit was a swamp that was full to the brim with alligatauruses. Alligatauruses were a
tasty treat for Donte, tasting like a mix between fishosauruses and chickosauruses.
Alligatauruses were always at the swamp, crawling along the bottom, floating on the surface or
sunning themselves on fallen logs next to the swamp. Alligatauruses primarily ate the
duckasauruses, turtlosauruses and tortosauruses that inhabited the wet and swampy regions of the
valley. Alligatauruses also ate snailosauruses when they found them on the bottom of the swamp
with the catfishosauruses. Donte paid a visit to the swamp to eat a few alligatauruses, but not too
many because like the snakosauruses, the alligatauruses gave Donte diarrhea and really foul
smelling farts.

One evening, after Donte had eaten several alligatauruses, he lay down next to the swamp for a
nap. The alligatauruses saw that as an opportunity to get even with Donte for eating all their
relatives and as a possible chance to get something to eat, if they could kill Donte. Donte had
been asleep for 45 minutes and was snoring and farting loudly. The alligatauruses gathered and
sneaked up on Donte. Little did the alligatauruses know, but Donte always slept with 1 eye open,
to prevent being attacked while he was sleeping. It was a trick that Donte had learned years
before. It would appear to passersby that Donte was sound asleep because of the snoring, but he
wasn't. Predators always considered his 1 open eye as merely a fluke, not something with which
to be concerned. Donte waited until he was covered from head to toe with 327 alligatauruses and
then he attacked and killed all of them. He didn't eat any of them, since he had already eaten his
limit of them for diarrhea prevention. After Donte left the swamp, the local riptors had a
celebration, eating all those dead alligatauruses for weeks.

Donte lived in a large cave that he had found some 74 years before, while he was searching for
his beloved untouched fruit trees. It was a beautiful cave, obviously cavernous enough to fit his
huge bulk, with a river running through it. Donte liked the fact that it had a stream in it because
it provided him with fresh water and occasional fishosauruses. Additionally, when he would piss
or poop in the stream in the middle of the night, it was like a toilet that automatically flushed
itself, a great convenience for an big old dinosaur. The only thing Donte disliked about the cave
was the millions of bats that lived there. When Donte woke up each morning, he was covered
with a thick paste of bat guano. He always started his day with a swim in the river to wash off
the filth. The bat poop made the cave really stinky, in addition to the bat piss that was in puddles
everywhere.
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Aside from the bats, Donte liked the cave for its warmth and protection from the elements. The
cave had saved Donte from all the major storms that had occurred in the valley over his many
years. Countless dinosaurs had been blown to pieces by hurricane winds or carried away by
tornadoes or drowned by storm surges and river floods. The cave was located up a slight grade in
the side of a mountain, providing the utmost in flood protection. Donte couldn't count the
number of times when he had been out looking for food and the winds and storms started
whipping up. He was always able to get back to his cave in time, where he safely rode out the
weather events. In the early days of living in the cave, while Donte slept, snakosauruses
sometimes tried to slither into his butt hole. He always woke up in time to prevent the intrusion
and killed all the snakosauruses that were living in the cave. There hadn't been a snakosaurus
encounter in the cave in a long time.

One day while on his way to one of his favorite orchards, Donte felt the ground rumbling. He
stopped walking and the rumbling stopped. He started walking again and the rumbling returned.
He wondered what was causing that strange sensation. Out of the blue, the ground started
moving beneath his feet. A crack formed in the ground between his legs and the earth began to
open. Donte saw the enlarging opening and couldn't react in time. The crack became an
enormous chasm and he fell into it.

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 7



100 Short Stories by Mikey 011 Nanko's Dogsled.wps

11. Nanko's Dogsled

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny



100 Short Stories by Mikey 011 Nanko's Dogsled.wps
11. Nanko's Dogsled

When Nanko started out that morning on his way to Kakuk, guiding his dogsled team, it seemed
like just another day in frigid Alaska. Nanko's dogsled team consisted of only 6 dogs.
Depending on the size and weight of the cargo being transported, some dogsled teams had as
many as 12 dogs. Nanko's cargo was bulky, but light enough for 6 dogs to manage the load.
The first 2 dogs were the male Flip, the lead dog on the left, and the female Jupiter. The next 2
were the male Bosko and the female Brutus. The remaining 2 dogs were the male Linus and the
female Marie. The sled dogs averaged 3 years old, plus or minus, a typical average age for sled
dogs for a fast moving dogsled team. The dogs were of mixed breeds, some Malamute mixes,
some retriever mixes and others. As long as a dog had great endurance and a desire to run, it was
suitable for a team.

Sled dog teams were a valuable commodity in Alaska. When the snows were falling, some areas
had no paved roads clear. When no other form of transportation was possible, the sled would
always be able to get through. Wind, ice and snow hampered aircraft. Extreme cold prevented
the snowmobiles from starting and running. Walking anywhere on foot was absolutely out of the
question, by anyone but Eskimos. Since Nanko wasn't an Eskimo and didn't care to behave as
one of those durable people, he chose the sled. Only the old-fashioned, non-motorized sled dogs
were nearly 100% reliable. The dogs were occasionally quirky, but they could generally be
expected to perform without too much fuss. As long as they were fed well, which they always
were, they would do whatever was asked of them.

Nanko transported medical supplies between his Eskimo village of Bubuk to Kakuk 3 times per
week, on Monday, Wednesday and Friday, year round, with no days off for holidays, sickness or
any other reason. If it snowed, he ran the route. If it was during the summer and it rained, he ran
the route. If he had a cold or other minor sickness, he ran the route. He had run the route with a
twisted ankle, broken wrist and strained hamstring. No excuses would be accepted by the
hospital, short of lost limbs or unconsciousness, with a doctor's note to verify the medical reason.
Part of the contract with the hospital to transport its important medical supplies was that there
would be no interruption in service. The hospital in Kakuk had to have those supplies without
fail.

The hospital used several dogsled teams in addition to Nanko's to transport medical supplies
from Bubuk to Kakuk. In order to have an overlap of delivery coverage, all the transport teams
were considered absolutely necessary. Times were hard enough in Alaska when people were
healthy. When people got sick, their very lives could be at risk for the most trivial reason. If
someone contracted a lung illness, the cold air could be diabolical in preventing their wellness.
Folks living in the other 49 states had life relatively easy compared to the Alaskans. The
Alaskans had to do without many things that were taken for granted by the other states. Alaska
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didn't have the year round supplies of fresh inexpensive produce, meats and other fresh goods
that existed in abundance elsewhere. People who were born in Alaska didn't know any better.
People who moved to Alaska from one of the other 49 states to live and work knew what they
were getting into. They had to sacrifice a lot to live in the grand beauty.

Nanko had inherited his route from his uncle Reykjavik. Those hospital routes were not easy to
come by. Anyone who had one held onto it for dear life. Reykjavik ran his route for 13 years
and made a lot of money transporting medical supplies for the hospital. Everything cost more in
Alaska and everyone made comparatively higher wages to afford to live there. People such as
Reykjavik were rewarded handsomely for their efforts. The sled team owners made more money
than Policemen, Firemen and Dentists. They were in high demand. Reykjavik would still be
running the route, but for the illness that had struck him down. Reykjavik had come down with a
tough cold that morphed into bronchitis and then pneumonia. He never took any Vitamin C or
other common remedies that may have staved off the more advanced stages of the illness. He
always proudly claimed that he had survived 1,000 colds and would live to tell about another
1,000. Nature had something else in mind for Reykjavik.

Reykjavik always enjoyed life and his mottoes were "Live life to the limit!" and "Love
everybody!" Reykjavik was friendly to all people, men and women alike, and had dozens of
friends. At the wake for Reykjavik, 350 people attended. Reykjavik was buried in a specially
carved ice coffin. Nanko missed Reykjavik, but life had to go on. Nanko had a job to do and he
was going to do it, making relatively vast sums of money along the way. Nanko didn't have the
zest for life that Reykjavik had, but he was content for a while, gradually carrying out his scheme
for the future.

Nanko's financial goal was to run the route for only as long as it would take to save up enough
money to leave the cold and crappy weather of Alaska and move down to the Caribbean island of
Antigua. Nanko had been on the internet at the Corner Store/Internet Cafe, researching his
favorite musical artist, Eric Clapton, when Nanko discovered that Eric had purchased property in
Antigua and had built a recording studio there. Nanko loved everything about Eric Clapton, his
music, mysticism, arrogance, and most importantly, Eric's raw artistic aura. Nanko felt that Eric
Clapton possessed a similar intensity as Jimi Hendrix, Nanko's second favorite musical artist.
Nanko further researched the climate and employment possibilities in Antigua. At the store, he
had encountered some Alaskans who were travelers. The people had visited Antigua while on a
cruise and related how much they loved the island. Nanko was convinced; he was Antigua
bound.

Nanko had been running the medical supply transport route for 4 years and had approximately
$150,000 saved in dividend stocks, making 4% yield annually. Nanko figured he needed
$200,000 to be able to move down to Antigua and purchase a nice little house and still have
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enough extra money to survive for a while. He hoped to establish himself in his new career in
the tourism industry. Tourism is the main source of financial assets for the economy of Antigua,
and it was possible to live comfortably on the income generated by working in the tourism
industry. He hoped to become a tour guide or drive one of the tour buses. The tour guides made
more money from tips than the drivers, because they had to memorize a spiel to narrate to the
tourist passengers. Being a driver in Antigua would be a simple job, but he would have to battle
traffic every day. He had been accustomed to the relatively light traffic in Alaska and driving in
city traffic in Antigua would involve a transition. Nanko estimated he needed to run the dogsled
route for 2 more years and he would be on his way south.

Nanko didn't mind at all the job he had of operating a dogsled team for transporting medical
supplies. In fact, he actually felt somewhat important doing his job, since the stuff he was
hauling was absolutely necessary for the day-to-day survival of the people of Alaska. In fact,
sometimes Nanko felt like a Pony Express rider of the early United States, risking all for the
greater good. He definitely filled an important niche with his job and people appreciated his
efforts. However, Nanko disliked the cold; he preferred being able to be outside in comfortable
clothes 365 days a year, which was impossible in Alaska.

When a dogsled owner created a dogsled team, the owner usually named his team, and kept that
same name for the remainder of the operation of the team. Reykjavik had named his dog sled
team Strange Groove, in honor of the song lyric that the musical group Cream produced with
Eric Clapton. Reykjavik had liked Eric Clapton even more than Nanko. Per tradition, Nanko's
sled dog team retained the name that Reykjavik had given it, which was fine with Nanko. The
dogs of the dogsled team had no idea what their team was named. The dogs barely knew their
own names. As long as the dogs were able to eat their huge amounts of energy-giving food each
day, they didn't care about any names. If they were capable of understanding the concept of the
way sled dog teams were named, they probably would think that their name of Strange Groove
was a cool name. Maybe not. Maybe they would think it was stupid.

Strange Groove had been sledding along for 90 minutes without any real disturbance when
suddenly, Flip the lead dog started growling and then barking, and then Jupiter started barking.
The instant that Nanko heard Flip barking, Nanko knew trouble was afoot. Nanko had spotted a
large walrus, approaching the dog sled team from the right.

When walruses were riled, they were more dangerous than polar bears. The tusks of a walrus
could be as long as 18 inches and could split a man down the middle. Nanko had listened to
some of the older Eskimos telling stories at the store about old gigantic rogue walruses that had
obliterated entire Eskimo communities. Sometimes, the walruses formed into packs, steamrolled
through towns, and wiped out dozens of men, women and children before being put down by the
National Guard.
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Nanko was intimately familiar with the potentially dangerous and savage behavior of walruses.
He had personally been involved a couple of narrow escapes with walruses. The first encounter
involved a walrus that had caught a whiff of the package of frozen beef that Nanko had just
purchased at the Piggly Wiggly. The walrus was quite a distance away when it smelled the meat.
Nanko heard the walrus running on the snow-pack, just in time to speed away with his friend on
a snowmobile. All they could do was try to escape from the walrus. Neither he nor his friend
had a weapon of any kind to defend themselves from the attacking beast. After Nanko's first
narrow escape, he acquired a .300 Winchester magnum rifle with a powerful scope, to fend off
any walruses that he might encounter during his travels. During the second narrow escape,
Nanko had fired at the walrus and successfully scared it away.

The latest attacking walrus was approaching Nanko at full speed. Luckily, the dogs had detected
the scent of the walrus and barked, signaling Nanko to reach for his loaded rifle, which was
always close at hand. Nanko had never wanted to kill one of nature's creatures. If his life or
livelihood were in peril, he would take appropriate action. He always tried to first scare away the
animal and fatally shoot only as a last resort. Nanko rattled off 3 quick shots from the rifle. The
shots that Nanko fired were intentionally aimed at the ground, to hopefully startle the walrus into
retreating. Nanko focused the scope on the vitals of the walrus and prepared to squeeze the
trigger a 4th time.

The walrus heeded Nanko's warning and slid to a stop, only 50 feet from Nanko. All 6 dogs of
team Strange Groove were hoarse from barking at the top of their lungs. Their natural instincts
gave the dogs their intense hatred of walruses. The walrus grunted loudly, hissed and ran away
as fast as it could in the direction from which it came. The walrus wasn't crazed enough to
continue the pursuit of the human with the loud stick. The dogs were still manically growling
and barking. The dogs instinctively pulled the sled to the right, in the direction that the walrus
was running away, trying to run toward the walrus to go after it and take care of it. The dogs
followed their instincts.

Nanko barked out his commands "Ho" and "Lay" to Flip and Jupiter, "Ho" meaning stop and
"Lay" meaning to turn to the left. The command "Reek" meant to turn to the right. The
command "Mush," meant to go forward from a stopped position or run faster in the current
direction, whatever that happened to be at the time. The dogs of the sled team were not capable
of felling an adult walrus, even the 6 of them that comprised the team Strange Groove. Walruses
were immensely powerful animals, capable of eliminating nearly any animal in Alaska, including
a polar bear.

Dogs in a pack sometimes became possessed by an uncontrollable fierceness that made them feel
that they could fight and beat any animal, if they set their minds to it. It was good to know for
the owners of the dog sled teams that their dogs were potentially such fearless fighters. Of
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course, it would realistically take a dog sled team of probably 10 dogs to knock down a beast as
menacing as a walrus. Nanko appreciated the attitude of the dogs to want to go after the walrus,
but Strange Groove had its mission to accomplish. Nanko managed to get the dogs turned back
onto the designated trail again, and they ran for another hour without incident.

Nanko thought back to some of the stories that Reykjavik had told. Decades before in Alaska,
reindeer migrated in vast herds at a certain time of the year. It was impossible for Reykjavik to
avoid those migrations, because he had to run his team year round. On some occasions,
Reykjavik and his team had been completely engulfed by thousands of migrating reindeer and
were unable to move for hours. The rare times that happened had severely damaged Reykjavik's
reputation with the hospital. He had been late making his deliveries during crucial times of need.
The hospital had withheld some of Reykjavik's payment as a penalty for his late deliveries. The
hospital's contract with its sled dog teams explicitly stated that there were no acceptable excuses
for tardiness. Reykjavik acknowledged that he had no choice in the matter and simply absorbed
the loss. He still made good money with the hospital, even with the rare pay cuts. He was just
glad that the hospital didn't cancel the contract. Nanko hadn't had any difficulties with reindeer
while running his route, due to the drastic reduction in the reindeer numbers over the years.

Nanko had been born in Alaska and didn't know what it was like to live anywhere else. He had
been more or less content for a great many of his years. He had never been truly happy though.
He was tired of having to wear so many layers of clothing day in and day out. Summer weather
was a little better, but probably a far cry from the weather in regions south of Alaska. The
encounter with the travelers at the Corner Store had really solidified Nanko's determination to
work as hard as he could for a little while longer and move to Antigua. The scenery in Alaska
was fine, but he felt deep down that Antigua's warmer weather would be more suited to his
temperament. The travelers told how everybody wore shorts down there and seemed more
relaxed and easy-going. Life seemed slower and better somehow.

A polar bear had been hunting 2 miles downwind of the sled dogs, undetected by their noses.
While Nanko concentrated on keeping the sled dogs on the trail, he reflected how grand his life
would be in Antigua. The bear caught a whiff of a human and dogs. Nanko wondered if he
would see Eric Clapton in Antigua; that would be something. The bear looked around, spotted
Nanko's group in the distance and started trotting toward them. Nanko thought about the warm
tropical breezes in Antigua. The bear accelerated its pace. Nanko wanted to be in Antigua now,
not in 2 years time. The bear breathed in the strengthening scent of the human and dogs and
became energized. The wind began to pick up. Nanko sensed a storm brewing. The hungry bear
ran faster. Nanko noted that it never snowed in Antigua. The bear heard its own feet thundering
on the ice, but didn't care. The bear smelled and saw food and planned to have it shortly. It
started snowing. The bear was conscious of its loud breathing, but dismissed the thought. Now!
Nanko inexplicably shuddered and turned to see the bear's glaring teeth.
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Ceola knew he was a large alligator; he could just feel it. He was always hungry and at 29 feet
long, and weighing 617 pounds, he had a large body to support. Ceola didn't know it, but he was
the largest alligator in the history of humanity, living there in his hidden Florida swamp. He was
still growing. The swamp where Ceola lived was never seen by human beings, being completely
concealed, swampy, muddy and mosquito infested. Ceola was the result of the first egg to hatch
from the pile of eggs that his mother had laid 43 years before. Since he was the first to hatch, he
was the first to get to eat. As the other eggs in the pile hatched, Ceola killed and ate the baby
alligators that emerged from the shells. There was no mother or father alligator present during
the hatching of alligator eggs, so there was nothing stopping Ceola's savagery against what would
have been his siblings, all 153 of them. Ceola must have looked funny with his belly full of so
much food. Ceola solved the problem of having to eat all his brother and sister gators
immediately after they hatched by simply killing them and dragging them into a pile next to the
egg pile. He could then eat the dead baby alligators from the pile at his leisure.

That early nutritious sustenance supplied Ceola's growing body with everything it needed to
make him into the true jumbo gator that he was to become. Ceola found himself constantly
hungry. At 9 months old, he was already 10 feet long and weighed 300 pounds. He was able to
kill any animal he saw that was stupid enough to get close to him. Early on, Ceola had devised
his camouflage system. He covered himself with mud from the edge of the swamp by rolling
around in it repeatedly, creating a thick crust. Then he swam under the seaweed that floated on
the surface of the swamp, completely covering the top surface of his body. Ceola was absolutely
invisible to any passing animal. He looked just like a log.

He was always a slow moving alligator when he walked along the bottom of the swamp eating
snails, turtles, leeches, worms, snakes and catfish. He instinctively knew that he had to move
slowly to conserve his energy for when he really needed it. He was capable of great speed at the
moment of attack, able to jettison his body 20-26 feet out of the water to land on top of his
victim. He rear legs were incredibly strong and ideally suited to the purpose of jumping. Most
of the animals he ate above the water were ducks, geese, deer, wild boars, porcupines, alligators,
bears and an occasional moose. The land animals wandered to the edge of the swamp to get a
drink of water, where Ceola was waiting to leap. His greatest leap out of the water was the time
he killed his first moose when he had launched himself 33 feet out of the water onto the bull
moose, breaking its back on impact. Ceola had weighed 423 pounds at the time, so it was no
wonder that he broke the animal's back. It was a quick kill after he grabbed the moose's neck
while on its broken back, and gave the neck a quick twist. Ceola's enormously strong jaws were
capable of biting logs in half, which he accidentally did on occasion, while going after prey.

The previous year a large alligator had invaded Ceola's territory, which was a large area, and
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accidentally happened upon Ceola on its way to the swamp. Ceola had his usual camouflage on
and was invisible to the trespassing gator. Ceola was in the swamp with only his nostrils above
the surface of the water, to be able to breathe. Ceola had been observing the other gator as it
stomped its way through the woods to his swamp. Ceola had heard the other gator when it was
about 2 miles away, because it was making so much noise. Ceola was always listening for
anything that sounded like food coming. "A little closer," Ceola thought to himself. As the other
gator neared the edge of the water, Ceola accidentally farted in the water, probably out of the
anticipation of attack. Normally, Ceola didn't fart in the water at the moment of attack. The
approaching gator had riled him and he had become unusually excited to kill and eat that invader.

The other gator saw Ceola's fart bubbles at the surface of the water. At first, the other gator
dismissed the bubbles as likely coming from a turtle walking around on the bottom of the
swamp. All the other gator saw floating there was a huge log. Since the other gator had been
downwind, he caught a whiff of the fart that produced those bubbles. "A little closer," Ceola
thought again to himself. A moment passed and the other gator realized that he had recognized
the smell. It smelled like just his own farts smelled. That meant there had to be another alligator
nearby. As the other gator pondered the smell, he gradually backed away from the edge of the
swamp. "Now!" Ceola screamed aloud. The other gator said, "Huh?" Ceola hurdled from the
water landing on the ground, face to face with the other gator. The other gator hesitated and
gasped at the size of the beast before him. Ceola grabbed the other gator by the head and threw
the gator into a tree 19 feet away, splitting the gator in half. Ceola casually ambled over to the
split gator and had himself a leisurely feast, eating every last scrap of the dead gator, bones and
all. Alligators had digestive systems such that the gators were capable of eating animals whole
and their stomach acid would do the rest.

Earlier that year, a boa constrictor had figured out Ceola's camouflage system, being an expert
itself at concealment. The snake had to be 40 feet long, longer than Ceola, probably the largest
boa constrictor around. The snake had slithered into Ceola's swamp area during the night, while
Ceola was sleeping in the swamp after eating a rotten deer that he had found. The snake noticed
Ceola sleeping in the swamp and knew it wasn't just a log floating there. The snake slinked into
the swamp and cautiously wrapped its length around Ceola. The snake knew Ceola wasn't a log
the instant it made contact with Ceola's torso. The snake managed to encircle almost the entire
body of Ceola. The snake started to constrict. Ceola awoke to the snake trying to crush him. As
hard as the snake tried, it could only apply so much force on Ceola's massive treelike body.
Ceola laughed at the snake and knew the snake would be unable to kill him as it had planned.

First, Ceola exhaled all the air in his lungs, causing the boa constrictor to further tighten its grip.
Ceola then quickly inhaled as much air as he could, inflating his lungs to their maximum. The
snake exploded into a thousand hunks, raining down all around Ceola. Ceola didn't eat many of
the snake chunks, since snakes of that size gave him diarrhea and excessive flatulence. He didn't
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feel like having to hold in his farts so often when he was hunting for food. Ceola allowed the
crows to eat the snake remnants.

When Ceola was 11 years old, he had encountered his mother, killed and ate her. At the age of
22, Ceola ran into his father, killed and ate him as well. It didn't matter to Ceola which animals
became his food. All he knew was he instinctively had to survive any way he could. If he had to
eat his relatives along the way, so be it.

One fall, Ceola ate a family of 5 wild boars that had visited his swamp for a drink of water.
Unbeknownst to Ceola, the boars must have gotten into some poisonous patch of some kind of
berries at some point before he ate them. On the morning that he ate the boars, Ceola felt fine,
his usual "happy to be feeling full." Later in the afternoon, he began getting dizzy, similar, but
different from the feeling he gets after overindulging on an exceptionally large meal. He started
to feel sweaty and felt his body temperature began rising. His eyes became blurry. He felt
tingles running up and down his back like little needles. It felt to him as if his toenails were
growing. His long tail began to twitch and tremor. He was babbling incoherent thoughts to
himself. He tried to exit the swamp and take a walk to clear his head, but couldn't get out of the
water.

Birds in the area had sensed Ceola's infirmity and began dive-bombing him. He tried snapping at
them, but couldn't lift his head. Ducks were swimming up to him, quacking and taunting him,
but he was unable to smack them with his twitching tail. Ceola started drooling uncontrollably,
literally gallons of drool. He felt queasy to the point of barfing out the smallest boar's whole,
partially digested body. He wanted to eat the barfed-out boar body, but wasn't hungry. He began
to cry. He tried to stop himself from crying, but couldn't. He hated wasting food, especially food
that he had just eaten. Crows swarmed to eat the partially digested boar that Ceola had barfed
out. He could only watch them gorge on his food. That dizzy feeling increased in intensity
through the afternoon, and into the evening. That night Ceola actually passed out and became
unconscious.

Ceola was unconscious for 15 days. He lost 92 pounds of body weight. When he awoke, he was
really hungry. He realized that those boars had eaten something that had poisoned him. He
vowed to not eat boars for a while, which he actually never did again, no matter how hungry he
was. Ceola was content with killing all the boars he captured and letting the crows eat them.
Ceola never ate crows, because he felt they were so scavengery that it disgusted him. He had
watched crows eat a rotten catfish that he had rejected and it made him angry and their
disgustingness. Ceola made it through his unconsciousness fine except for 2 things. His left eye
had developed a slight continuous twitch. It didn't hamper his food catching enterprise, because
when he lay in ambush in the water of the swamp, his eyes were unseen below the surface of the
water. Even with his eye twitching, it was unnoticed by his prey. The other thing that happened
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to him in his unconscious state was that he bit his tongue, leaving it a little tender.

Ceola made up for his weight loss by going on an eating rampage. He took his eating show on
the road and left his swamp to actively seek out, destroy and eat large quantities of land animals.
He applied a fresh layer of mud from the swamp edge, added the seaweed layer and started
walking. Due to his immense size, he knew he needed to progress slowly. The sight of a log
moving along through the woods too quickly would guarantee that he would be detected by his
prey. It took a couple hours before Ceola spotted his first victims, herd of wayward goats. Ceola
inched along toward the grazing goats. Inch by inch he dragged himself. Closer and closer, he
got to them. Finally, he leaped into the middle of the herd and thrashed his tail and head from
side to side with lightning speed. The goats didn't know what hit them. In 3 seconds, the 7 goats
were all dead. Ceola swallowed each of them whole and moved on.

Ceola heard a thunder of hoof beats approaching. He stopped moving and waited. He saw the
brush moving to and fro in front of him, with saplings being snapped by whatever was running.
Then he saw the huge moose. It was bigger than the first one that he had killed before with his
great leap. The moose ran directly toward Ceola and the alligator waited for the click. Now!
With all his might, Ceola jumped straight up in the air with his jaws gaping. The moose ran
directly into Ceola's open mouth and was instantly killed by the great gator's crushing force.
Ceola ate the huge moose over a number of hours, savoring the flavor. After finishing the
moose, he went to sleep until the next day. When he awoke, Ceola was feeling his old self again,
full and happy, but still hungry for more.

A flock of turkeys had been clucking and clacking and gobbling, giving themselves away to any
animal that could hear them, including Ceola. Turkeys didn't care if other animals heard them,
since turkeys had such great eyesight and hearing. The instant that a turkey spotted or heard
imminent danger, the entire flock flew up into the trees, safe from almost any potential predator.
That is, they would be safe from any predator except for Ceola. Ceola sneaked along in the
direction of the sound of the turkeys. He slithered snakelike for about an hour, when he at last
spotted the flock, scratching around on the ground, eating nuts and insects, making a lot of
racket. The turkeys were oblivious to Ceola's approach.

He inched closer. He was about 60 feet from them when he crawled over a branch on the ground
and it made a muffled cracking sound. The turkeys stopped what they were doing and all looked
in Ceola's direction. Ceola stopped. Ceola held his breath, afraid the branch would crack again.
The turkeys all held their breath as well. The leader of the flock, the big tom turkey, gobbled.
Sometimes when turkeys sense danger, they make a noise to test if there is a predator in the area
or not. If an undetected predator hears the turkey's test call, the predator immediately shows
itself, signaling the turkeys to take to the trees. Ceola didn't respond to the gobble. He kept
holding his breath. Satisfied that there was no imminent danger, the turkeys resumed their
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riotous activity.

Ceola inched faster. Another hour of inching and he was 23 feet from the flock, within his
leaping range. Ceola crawled over another branch, making the muffled cracking sound again.
The turkeys didn't hear the crack. Ceola leaped at the flock. He landed on top of the tom turkey,
killing it, and then swung his mighty tail, killing 9 more. Ceola snapped at the remaining turkeys
as quickly as he could, killing another 4. Ceola swallowed the turkeys whole in the span of time
of 7 minutes.

Back when Ceola was 20 years old, before he killed a certain alligator, the gator had told him
about the sweetest meat of all, that of a human being. The gator related tales of eating many
humans - men, women and children. Apparently, human meat was so tender and delicious, that it
tasted like butter. Ceola had never heard of human beings, being so isolated in his swamp.
Ceola had never heard of butter either. The gator had traveled many miles before he
unfortunately encountered Ceola on that day. The gator had been from northern Florida, far
north of Ceola's swamp. Ceola grew jealous of the human-eating gator, wishing that he (Ceola)
had also eaten humans. The gator told Ceola many intriguing tales. Ceola killed and ate that
gator and became determined to find and eat humans.

In the 23 years since he met that gator, Ceola had never encountered a human. As interested as
he was in the concept of eating one and tasting their "buttery" flesh, it didn't seem likely that it
would ever happen. Whenever he encountered prey, he always hoped it would be a human, just
once.

Ceola was in his swamp one morning when he heard an animal clumsily crashing through the
woods, apparently indifferent to being detected. It sounded like a large animal, probably a
moose. The animal was grunting something over and over. The grunting was unlike anything
that Ceola had ever heard. As the animal came closer, a smell was detected by Ceola that he had
never smelled before. "What was that animal?" Ceola said to himself. "Could it be a human?"
The crashing and crunching of the animal got louder and louder. As the noisy animal came into
view, Ceola found himself looking at what he thought was a bear walking upright on its back
feet. The animal was covered from head to toe with fur like a bear, but was shaped differently
than a bear. Its body was leaner and straighter. It must have been some kind of bear. It had to
be. That human-eating gator had described human beings as being hairless and silky smooth.
The animal in front of Ceola was not hairless. It had to be a bear with a non-bear smell that
grunted a non-bear grunt.

Ceola had noticed that the bear had particularly large hairy back feet, without the long toenails
that bears usually have. It probably lost the toenails during a fight with another animal. Its feet
were larger than a bear's, probably because it always walked around on those feet. The bear had
unusual paws on its long front legs. The paws had long toes on them, longer than the toes on its
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back feet, also without the long toenails that bears usually have. It was definitely some type of
bear that Ceola had never seen before. Maybe it had traveled a long distance as the human-eating
alligator did. Maybe it came from the same area as that gator. The bear was carrying a long
branch that it was somehow holding with the long toes on its right front paw. The toes holding
the branch seemed to wrap around the branch. Ceola had never seen an animal holding a branch
like that. Why was it holding the branch? What did it do with it?

Ceola's curiosity got the best of him. As the bear knelt down at the edge of the swamp to get a
drink of water, Ceola slipped out a fart, which bubbled to the surface of the water. The bear saw
the bubbles and grunted with a questioning tone. Then the bear smelled the fart and the jig was
up. The bear instantly stood up on its back legs. Ceola knew he had to strike and prepared to
leap from the water. The bear wrapped both front paws around the branch and raised it over its
head. Now! Ceola launched from the water like a torpedo fired from a submarine. At the same
time, the bear started to quickly bring the branch down. Ceola's body was 1/4 out of the water
when the bear smashed the branch on Ceola's head. Ouch!

The bear hammered Ceola's head again with the branch. Ceola crashed down to the edge of the
swamp. Before Ceola could leap up at the bear, the bear hit Ceola again. Ceola was surprised by
the sudden attack of the bear using the branch in that manner. Ceola was seeing stars. He turned
his great body hard to the right to head back into the swamp. In the same motion, he swung his
immense tail and knocked the sneaky bear off its feet. The bear went flying, landing on the
ground 16 feet from the edge of the swamp. Ceola was back in the water and had turned to look
at the bear again from the middle of the swamp. The bear rose to its feet again, picked up the
branch and proceeded back to the swamp.

When the bear reached the edge of the swamp, it stopped and stood there looking at Ceola in the
water, who was looking back at him. The bear grunted. Ceola roared one of his loudest ever
roars at the bear, expecting the bear to flee. The bear just stood there grunting. Ceola gingerly
swam from the middle of the swamp toward the bear. The bear backed up a little. Ceola slowed
and stopped. The bear stopped. The bear raised the branch high over its head, holding it in the
right paw and grunted the same sound over and over, as if it were chanting something. Ceola had
never seen a bear grunt in that manner. Ceola sneaked toward the bear and stopped. The bear
backed up and stopped, maintaining about 12 feet separation between the gator and itself. Ceola
swung his great tail sharply, lifted a large volume of muddy water from the swamp and splashed
the bear from head to toe with the muck. The outraged bear began raising the branch up and
down while continuing to chant its grunt. The bear then started jumping up and down while
shaking the branch and grunting. Ceola couldn't believe that this strange bear appeared to be
actually challenging him.

Ceola splashed the bear again. The bear put down the branch and searched around in the bushes
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for something. The bear found an enormous rock, probably weighing 325 pounds and heaved it
at Ceola. The shocked Ceola managed to jerk his immense body to the left as the rock splashed
in the swamp next to him. Ceola splashed the bear again. The bear threw the branch at Ceola,
hitting him in the forehead. The branch had only dealt Ceola a glancing blow and skimmed off
into the water. Ceola turned to the floating branch and snapped it in half with his Herculean
jaws. The bear had retrieved another even larger rock, probably weighing 450 pounds. Before
Ceola had fully turned back to look at the bear, the bear had already let the rock fly. The huge
rock hit Ceola in the forehead, in the same place that the branch had hit. Ceola's head
momentarily went under the water from the force of the impact.
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13. Rex's Ocean

Water, water everywhere, as far as Rex's eyes could see. At first, Rex didn't know where he was,
or what had happened to place him there floating in the cool water of probably an ocean.

After 7 minutes of floating there, with his head bobbing safely above the water, in the orange life
jacket, Rex slowly recalled that he had been on his uncle Nicky's yacht, "Bayou Baby," when the
yacht had accidentally rammed into a gigantic whale, sinking the yacht in 3 minutes, drowning
everyone on board, except for Rex.

Rex remembered that he had been goofing around with his friend Tim, and had bet Tim that he,
Rex could put on a life jacket faster than Tim could. Since Rex had been in the U.S. Navy for 4
years active duty, it was a requirement to be able to put on a life jacket as quickly as possible, in
case of a maritime emergency, so that Rex had a lot of practice. Rex had bet Tim the sum of
$12,000.

Rex and Tim had removed a life jacket from the life jacket box on the deck, and Tim decided to
try to put on the life jacket first, while the deck hand Gibby timed the event. Tim took the life
jacket in his hands and Gibby said, "Ready, set, go!" Tim managed to put the life jacket on in 9
seconds.

Rex said, "Ha! I can beat that!" Tim took off the life jacket and handed it to Rex. Gibby said,
"Ready, set, go!" Rex speedily put the jacket on in 7 seconds. "Ho, ho, ho!" said Rex to Tim.
"You pay me!" Tim said, "Damn!"

Just as Rex was about to unclip the life jacket, Rex, Tim and Gibby heard a loud crash and a
crunch. Gibby said, "Uh oh!" Screaming was heard below deck as the ocean water rushed into
the hull of the yacht. The yacht began descending into the water.

Gibby had been on boats before that had rammed into floating objects, and he all was too
familiar with that unearthly smashing sound. Gibby knew it wasn't a good sound. Gibby said,
"We're going down boys!"

At the instant the yacht had rammed the unseen whale, Rex was launched through the air, hitting
his head on the door of the control room, which knocked him unconscious. Tim was thrown into
one of the masts of the sailing yacht, and was also knocked out.

The extent of the damage to the yacht was so catastrophic that that the luxury vessel had been
split in two, causing it to fill with water and go down into the ocean. It was one of those things
that happen so quickly, that whoever was in the wrong place at the wrong time, was a probably a
goner, which was pretty much everybody on the boat. Luckily for Rex, he hadn't yet removed the
life jacket after winning the bet.
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Rex had been floating in the ocean for 17 hours, when he finally came back to consciousness,
and he remembered what had happened. "Oh no!" said Rex. "I'm really in trouble!" Rex
managed to slowly twirl around while floating, hoping to see something, anything that would
indicate to him that he wasn't alone out there, something that would indicate to him that he would
be saved. Rex saw nothing and nobody. It was then that Rex exclaimed in a crying voice, "I'm
doomed!"

Rex's Navy years had left him a capable swimmer, where he was trained how to survive in the
water by barely moving his arms and legs, to conserve energy, moving just enough to keep a little
bit warm and to try to move himself in a particular direction. Part of Rex's training was being
able to tell direction by the stars at night at the sun during the day.

Rex was only wearing a tee shirt and shorts at the time he went down with his yacht, and nothing
on his feet. The time of day that Rex woke up in the water on that Thursday morning was about
10:00 am. The sky was really cloudy, enough that Rex was unable to discern where the sun was
in the sky, so he was unable to tell in what direction he should try to float to progress in a
direction that would lead toward land.

When they had embarked on their journey, Rex and his group had headed on a course to the
Bahamas from Fort Lauderdale, Florida. They figured it would take 2 days to get there, the
Bahamas being 100 miles from Fort Lauderdale. They sailed at a casual speed of 2-3 miles an
hour, taking their time, enjoying the ride.

At the time of the sinking of the "Bayou Baby," the yacht had been located about halfway to the
Bahamas, meaning that Rex was 50 miles from land in either direction! Rex floated for another
20 minutes, trying to get his bearings. What Rex didn't realize was that when his yacht sunk,
even though he was halfway between Florida and the Bahamas, a storm had been moving from
south to north, south of Rex's yacht, just before the yacht's sinking. The storm was probably the
reason that the yacht hit the whale, because the whale was apparently trying to swim northward,
to get away from the storm.

The storm had caught up to Rex, while he was floating unconscious for those 17 hours, and had
carried him northward. The storm had placed Rex far north of where he thought he was. The
storm had in fact moved Rex into the "Bermuda Triangle."

Rex decided to not get too upset about the cloudy skies, as long as it wasn't raining. Rex had
noticed that he was really hungry and his stomach was starting to growl. The waves in the water
were not too high, only about 2 to 3 feet, so the conditions weren't too bad.

The water in that area of the Atlantic ocean was about 66 degrees, not exactly bath water, but not
cold enough to cause hypothermia, as would happen if Rex were in the north Atlantic, up near
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Maine.

Rex thought that the only problem with his stomach growling, other than the fact that it reminded
him that he was hungry, was that sharks are known to detect their prey by sensing the vibrations
in the water. Normally, the vibrations created by a fish thrashing around in the water, for
whatever reason, is what signal sharks. The gentle growling of Rex's stomach probably wasn't
loud or rumbly enough to be detected by a nearby shark.

Rex hoped there wasn't a shark nearby just by coincidence, lurking in the water, waiting for
something to eat. As Rex pondered what he was going to eat, the Gulf Stream currents continued
to carry him farther and farther north of his previous east west line between Fort Lauderdale and
the Bahamas. Rex soon found himself in a massive floating seaweed bed.

Rex had always heard that seaweed was a nutritious thing to eat, but had never eaten it himself.
Rex knew from people who ate seaweed, that it had a kind of a sour, bitter, slightly off-taste.
Rex guessed it must based on the type of seaweed that it was that determined how it tasted, just
like any other fruits and vegetables.

The seaweed bed that Rex drifted into had enormous leaves floating on the surface, leaves like
giant lily pads, that frogs would sit on top of on a farm pond. The seaweed lily pads that Rex
floated into were the size of a kitchen table. The seaweed had really long roots hanging down
from the flat pad at the surface of the water.

Rex grabbed onto one of the giant seaweed pads, tore off a piece with his teeth and started eating
it. "Hmm, not bad," said Rex.

As it turns out, seaweed is a highly nutritious vegetable, even though Rex felt like he was a rabbit
eating the green stuff. Rex continued munching on the seaweed for an hour, on and off, until he
was full of the seaweed. Rex thought that maybe he would be ok after all. He had found
something to eat and he was alive, and he would eventually begin to energized by the seaweed
calories.

The only problem with the seaweed was the long roots hanging down from the floating pads.
Rex realized that he was trapped there in the seaweed bed, unable to make his way through it, his
feet becoming tangled in the long hanging roots. He began thrashing about to try to get free.

"Damn!" yelled Rex. "I'm stuck! Now what?" As Rex yelled repeatedly, he found himself flying
into a rage at the fix he was in. He began screaming, crying, swearing, spitting, burping, wildly
laughing, farting and eventually pooping. Rex had found himself in a state of mind that he had
never been in his life.

After he had pooped 3 times, Rex managed to calm himself, and he made himself think back to
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his Navy survival training again. Rex recalled that the most important thing about water survival
is not to panic. Any unnecessary thrashing around wasted energy and may attract unwanted
attention to himself.

It was too late. Unfortunately, he had attracted the unwanted attention of a flock of frigate birds
that had been flying across the Atlantic Ocean from Miami, Florida to Nassau, Bahamas. The
flock had been diverted to the north by the storm, in the same way that Rex had been, and the
frigates had been flying longer than they had originally intended to on their journey. The frigates
were starving. Normally, frigate birds eat numerous times through the day, snacking on pretty
much any seafood objects into which they can sink their razor sharp beaks.

The frigates had last eaten just off the coast of Miami, at which time they ate the rejected fish
cleanings of a fishing boat. Depending on the type of fish that fishing boats caught, they
sometimes brought the catch whole to the port, and other times they cleaned the guts from the
fish out in the ocean, attracting thousands of birds of many varieties to eat the floating food.

Rex had heard the squawking birds approaching from a distance, and had managed to tear off a
3-foot piece of the root of the seaweed pad of which he hadn't eaten half. As the frigates
swooped in for the kill, Rex started swinging like a madman. The first bird that Rex made
contact with was knocked down, then the second, then the third, and so on.

Rex swung the seaweed root like Babe Ruth, in the season that "The Babe" had hit his record of
60 home runs. The frigates fell like bowling pins. As the frigates fell, the other frigates started
eating the dead ones that started piling up on the giant seaweed pads.

Rex was surprised that those frigates were such sick cannibals. They really went to town on
those dead and dying birds. Some of the birds were still alive while the other birds started
tearing them apart. Rex thought that nature was very efficient the way it turned those birds on
each other.

Rex kept swinging and kept killing and injuring the birds, a process that continued for 10
minutes, until all the birds were dead, dying or had flown away. "Take that!" yelled Rex. "That's
what you get for messing with me!" After Rex survived the frigate bird attack, the experience
had somehow energized him. Rex reckoned that if he could somehow pull himself up on top of
the giant seaweed pads, he might be able to slither across the top of the pads, and possibly make
his way to the edge of the seaweed bed, and to the open water, where he would determine the
path that he would go.

There was something about being trapped in that seaweed bed that bothered Rex, because he had
no control of the situation. Rex had spent his entire life of 31 years always being in charge of
what was going on around him. Even in the Navy, he was an officer, giving orders to his
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subordinates, never being told what to do.

Rex tried to pull himself up onto the giant pad, but couldn't do it. Simply pulling himself onto
the pad was impossible, because he kept pushing the edge of the pad down into the water. He
then kicked his feet while trying to pull himself up. He had to get far enough onto the pad, so
that the pad would be able to support his body weight of 170 pounds.

It seemed to be working. Rex tried 14 times before he finally did it! He was up on the pad!
Hurray! Rex then began carefully slithering along from pad to pad. It seemed to work, until Rex
started slipping down into the water, as he tried to get onto the next pad. "Oh no!" Rex shrieked.
"No, no, no!"

Rex had slipped down into the water, sliding under the next pad, instead of on top of it. "Damn!"
cried Rex.

Rex was determined to get out of that seaweed trap. He tried again to get on top of the next pad,
this time getting on top of it in only 10 tries. "Yes!" Rex tried slithering again to the next pad.
Again, he slipped off into the water, under the pad. Rex tried again and again, finally getting on
top of two pads that had overlapped each other.

Rex then reckoned that all he had to do was overlap the pads to make a continuous layer, like the
slip and slide he used to slide on as a kid. Rex estimated that there were about 200 giant seaweed
pads that he would have to slither across to get to the edge of the floating seaweed bed.

Rex managed to cross 6 pads when suddenly between the edges of the floating pads burst the
head of a shark! "What the?" yelled Rex. As Rex's luck would have it, the frigate guts and blood
and body parts that had resulted from the frigate bird slaughter, had oozed off the giant seaweed
pads, like maple syrup oozing over pancakes, down into the water, attracting the evil sharks to
the scene.

Another shark head poked through the pads, and then another. The sharks kept poking their
heads through, but were unable to determine Rex's location on top of the seaweed pads. Rex
decided to remain motionless where he was on the pad, to hopefully avoid the sharks' discovering
him.

The sharks kept poking their pointy heads up through the pads, in the hopes of making contact
with Rex. Rex realized what the sharks were trying to do. Luckily, before Rex had finally
mastered the process of getting onto the pads, he had broken off a new 3-foot piece of seaweed
root.

Rex had remained where he was, biding his time, hoping against hope that the sharks would
leave, after they realized that there was no more food available to them there, other than the
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scraps of frigate bird left over from the frigate bird slaughter.

Rex waited and waited and waited and waited, seemingly for hours, but in reality, it was only for
13 minutes. Just then, a shark's sandpapery nose poked up through the seaweed bed, barely
grazing Rex's left elbow. It caused a brush burn, removing the outermost layer of skin, like the
injury you get when you fall on a wooden basketball court.

Rex winced from the pain of the injury, but stayed frozen in place. Rex was hoping that the
shark wasn't smart enough to realize that it had just made contact with a human being, and that
the shark wouldn't correct itself and adjust its next nose thrust through the seaweed pad on top of
which Rex was lying. Unfortunately, the shark was smarter than Rex had feared and had poked
its pointy nose through again, and had speared through the seaweed pad, tearing through the giant
pad, impacting with Rex's chest. "Oof!" said Rex.

Rex had to react quickly at that instant of life and death and slid just enough to his left to allow
the shark to pop up through the torn pad. The shark stayed above the water, like a dolphin at Sea
World, holding itself above the water with its flipping tail, so that it could look around. Rex
batted the shark's face with the root as hard and fast as he could, and then poked the shark's eye
with the root, popping the shark's eye, causing sickly black goo to ooze out.

The one-eyed shark did not return, disappearing into the water. Another shark poked up through
the hole in the pad and Rex scratched its nose with the stainless steel whistle that was attached to
the life jacket. The shark's blood trickled from its nose into the water, creating a cloud of blood
in the water, attracting other sharks to the scene.

Rex hastily slithered to the next pad, then the next, to get as far away from the bleeding shark as
he could. As nature took over again, the other sharks moved in and shredded the shark that Rex's
steel whistle had injured. Rex kept retreating from the shark feeding frenzy site as fast as he
safely could.

Just as Rex thought he saw the edge of the giant seaweed pad area, the clouds began to clear.
When Rex first started his quest across the seaweed bed, he had been hoping that he was heading
in the direction of east. Rex was trying to go east, because he wanted to keep heading in the
direction of the Bahamas, which the day before was his destination.

The clouds clearing had in fact revealed that Rex had been heading in a southerly direction. Of
course, unbeknownst to Rex, due to the storm that had moved Rex in a ridiculously northerly
direction, he was actually nowhere near where he thought he was. Rex had to go with what he
had before him. At least, he had the sun to guide him.

Rex's course was taking him on a path that would lead him north of the Bahamas, missing it, in a
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direction that would go for a long way until he would eventually hit land, at Morocco, Africa.

The psychology of water survival is an interesting concept. As long as the person trying to
survive in the water can maintain a positive attitude, they can endure. With positivity, they can
sanely survive the deprived existence of floating alone on a great ocean, during their minute-by-
minute, hour-by-hour, day-by-day struggle.

Rex was on his way, wherever that way was taking him. Rex thought he was doing the right
thing by heading east, which he was. It was just that he was so far from where he thought he
was, that it seemed a lost cause. The only way that Rex would ever see land again would be if he
were rescued by a passing vessel of some sort that somehow had managed to see him.

Luckily, the life jacket that was keeping Rex afloat had that whistle on it, to be able to signal a
passing vessel, if indeed there ever were a passing vessel. Rex continued toward the edge of the
seaweed bed, in the same incorrect direction that he had been going before, just to get to the
edge. Rex determined that he wanted to get out of the bed as soon as he could, and then would
concern himself with the correct direction.

Rex made it to the edge, as the savage sharks finished slaughtering their own kind, just as the
savage frigate birds had eaten their own kind. Nature was a crazy thing, thought Rex. Then
nature stepped in again. Nature said, "Take that Rex!" when the thunderstorm rolled in on top of
Rex, as he innocently floated there, in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.

The rains thundered down onto Rex, in a manner that Rex didn't think was possible. The average
person has witnessed a tremendous thunderstorm or two in their lives, but there really is nothing
that equals the intensity of a thunderstorm over the Atlantic or Pacific Ocean. The ocean
provides an unlimited source of moisture for the storm to feed on and rain down.

Rex was blinded by the rains, deciding to keep his eyes closed for the duration of the storm. The
temperature of the ocean water had dropped a couple degrees due to the storm. Rex started to
feel a bit chilly. As the thunderstorm continued to rage, a passing school of flying fish began
flying into Rex's face.

Flying fish in an ocean tended to get a little bit jerky and fired up by a thunderstorm. The fish
spastically launched themselves out of the water, more than they usually do. The fish were
relentless in their crazed flying. Rex's face was battered again and again by the fish. Rex's face
began to get cuts, bruises and abrasions.

There was nothing Rex could do. The fish kept coming. Rex screamed, "Stop, stop!" "What
have I done to deserve this? What have I done to deserve this?" Rex cried the phrase again and
again.
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Rex could only blindly slap away at the fish projectiles with his 3-foot piece of seaweed root, not
really having any effect on the marauders, since their small bodies were slippery and unhittable.
Rex swatted and thrashed until he eventually made his way out of the fish storm.

The thunderstorm had continued, however, and the rains actually increased in intensity. "How
can it rain so much?" yelled Rex. The storm yelled back to Rex with a violence that Rex feared.

During his years in the Navy, Rex had been at sea on a number of missions, sometimes
encountering storms, but not like this thing. It rained and rained and thundered and lightninged.
Rex wondered if he would be struck by lightning. The storm raged so heavily at one point, that
Rex thought he might be killed by the lightning. "What have I done to deserve this?" Rex cried
again.

The life jacket proved to be very effective in keeping Rex's head safely above the water, so he
wasn't particularly worried about drowning. At least he didn't have to worry about that. Rex had
to stop yelling, because the rain was pouring down into his mouth whenever he opened it. Rex
had to be satisfied with only thinking his cries of fear.

The rains kept falling. The storm raged for what seemed like 3 days to Rex, but was really only
for 5 hours. Whatever the length of time that the storm raged, it was too long, thought Rex.
"Please stop!" yelled Rex, getting rain in his mouth.

As the great storm finally ended, Rex became hysterically happy and laughed until he farted.
Then he laughed even harder because it was funny that laughing made him fart. Then, Rex
laughed so hard that he pooped.

Seagulls approached Rex from the east, seeing Rex's poop floating in the water behind him as he
continued drifting easterly. The seagulls landed in the water and ate Rex's floating poop as he
drifted.

By that point, the only thing remaining in Rex's body to eventually become poop was the huge
amount of seaweed that he had filled his belly with earlier. Rex thought it would be funny to see
what his poop would look like after eating all that seaweed, and it made him laugh and fart again.
Rex was unable to poop that time from the excessive laughter, because he had no poop left. Rex
was wondering when he would poop out that seaweed, because he really wanted to see what it
would look like. He was starting to get silly.

Rex figured the poop resulting from the seaweed would probably be a brilliant green, since the
seaweed itself was green. Rex never really knew what color his poop was going to be, based on
what he ate. One time Rex ate a huge bowl of red cherries and his poop came out green. He just
never knew.
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As the seagulls feasted on Rex's floating poop, Rex swung his great 3-foot long seaweed weapon
at two of the poop-eating gulls, killing them. Rex's hunger for meat took over him, as he grabbed
one of the gulls and tore it open with his sharp whistle. Rex pulled open the feathery skin of the
gull, revealing its gull breast and bit into it.

Rex rarely ate raw animal protein, only eating steak tartar once and sushi twice. Rex had never
eaten raw bird meat of any kind, much less the freshly killed gull that he had before him. The
warm gull breast meat actually tasted pretty good. Rex finished the first one, then tore open and
ate the second one, then killed and ate 3 more of the gulls.

Rex was starting to feel a little better with his situation. Rex had spoken too soon. There was
something about the raw seagull meat, or the way that Rex had eaten the raw seagull meat too
quickly, that didn't agree with him. Whatever the reason was, Rex started to feel nauseous.

"No, no!" cried Rex. Rex barfed the entire contents of his stomach, which included the seaweed
that had been in there for a while and the recently added seagull meat. Some of the seagulls that
were still there eating Rex's floating poop starting eating Rex's floating barf. The sight of the
gulls eating his barf so upset Rex that he barfed again, this time only barfing that little bit of
liquid that you barf after you barf the out the main stuff in your stomach.

Those crazy seagulls even ate the little bit of Rex's stomach liquid that was floating. With his
root weapon, Rex rained down blows upon the seagulls that were eating his barf and killed 6 of
them. Rex then ate only two of the 6 dead gulls, deciding to limit his intake of the birds. Rex
killed 3 more of the gulls and tucked the 7 dead gulls that he didn't eat into his life jacket where
he could find space for them.

At least now he had some meat in his belly, with some saved for later. "Maybe things were
looking up!" said Rex. Rex was back to speaking aloud to himself, since the storm had passed
and the rain had stopped falling into his mouth.

In 2 hours, the dolphins that had followed the sharks that had tried to attack Rex, caught up with
Rex. Dolphins are incredibly powerful animals, capable of swimming at great speed, and are
fearless of sharks. Dolphins have been known to kill a shark just to have the fun of watching the
other members of the shark school savagely tear to pieces the shark that the dolphins killed.

When dolphins played, they were unable to know their own strength, as the expression goes.
Simple play to dolphins often resulted in the killing of the animal, fish or human that the
dolphins were playing with.

The dolphins moved in to play with Rex and the fun for the dolphins had begun. At first, Rex
didn't mind being battered between the dolphins like a football. The dolphins were laughing the
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whole time. Rex had had enough, when one of the dolphins had bumped into his balls.

Rex swatted the dolphin as hard as he could with his root weapon and the dolphins relented with
their torture. Rex breathed a sigh of relief.

Rex continued navigating his way to the east, according to the reading from the sun, hoping for
the best. Hours passed as night fell. Rex continued navigating to the east based on what he
could read from the stars in the clear sky. Through the night, Rex phased in and out of sleep. He
tried to keep heading east as best he could.

In the morning, Rex woke up to a beautiful sunny morning, starting to feel the effects of the sun
burning his face. Rex tore open 2 of the gulls, eating them and spreading the blood on his face to
create a coating to protect his face from the sun. At first, the blood on his face was red and then
as it dried, it turned brown. Rex thought he must be a sight floating there in the ocean with
brown seagull blood on his face. "Too bad!" he yelled.

The whale swimming below Rex didn't know or care what was above it as it emerged from the
great depths. The whale impacted with Rex directly over its blowhole. The whale blew out its
blowhole with Rex on top of it, as the whale launched upward through the water.

Rex went flying through the air, landing 160 feet away with a great splash. Rex managed to hold
onto his seaweed root weapon for dear life, knowing he needed to have it for his very survival.

A second whale ascended through the ocean, as did the first, coincidentally impacting with Rex,
as did the first whale, right on its blowhole. The second whale did the same thing that the first
one did, but this time, as the whale emerged from the water with Rex on its blowhole, Rex
stabbed his root weapon down into the whale's blowhole and slid off the top of the whale, into
the water.

Rex tried to get away from that area as fast as he could. He swam as fast as he could, limited by
the life jacket. Rex got about 175 feet away from the whale when the sharks moved in. Then the
seagulls moved in. Then the frigates moved in.

That whale was shredded to pieces by the sharks, gulls and frigates within an hour. The only
thing left of the whale was its giant skeleton, which floated to the bottom of the Atlantic, where
unseen bottom-dwelling sea creatures would feast on it for a long time.

Rex wouldn't eat again for a while, until he felt thirsty. The problem with the oceans of the
world was that they were all too salty for humans to drink. The only way for Rex to get moisture
in his body was from the raw seagulls that he had tucked in his vest. He knew he had to ration
that precious food for as long as he could.
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What he needed was a way of obtaining more meat and/or fish to keep with him for survival, to
eat when he felt the need. Rex took the end of his 3-foot piece of root and started to chisel the
end with the sharp edge of his steel whistle. After a while, Rex managed to get a nice sharp point
on one end of the root. Then Rex proceeded to sharpen the other end of the root.

In 3 hours, Rex was able to poop again and attracted a school of brilliantly colored fish that ate
his poop. Rex speared as many of the fish as he could, collecting about 30 of them. Rex ran the
long pieces of the stringlike life jacket webbing through the holes in the fish he had just speared,
retaining them on a kind of a fish stringer.

Rex had a nice bounty of food that would sustain him for a number of days. Apparently, there
always seemed to be fish swimming in the area beneath him. All Rex had to do was take a poop
in the water to entice the fish below to swim up and eat his poop. He could then spear the fish,
add them to the life jacket stringer and eat the fish at his leisure.

Rex was set for a while. Wait! What was that? A fin! Another fin! Oh no, the sharks were
back!
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14. Echo's Guidance

Until the moment that Echo had become trapped in the net, it had been a good day. He had been
swimming around, catching and eating fish. He had just swallowed a sardine that he had
followed into the net. Dolphins love eating sardines. The sardine had been swimming in a
school of other sardines that the school of tuna had been feeding on. The tuna were really savage
fish when they were eating. The way tuna ate was they swam together until they spotted a school
of fish that they wanted to eat, such as sardines. The tuna then started swimming in a circle
around the sardines until the sardines were trapped. The tuna then attacked, biting, eating and
swallowing everything in sight. As Echo ate his sardine, the tuna were in the process of being
netted by professional fishermen. Echo was accidentally caught in the net with the other tuna.

Echo felt very crowded in the net together with the hundreds of tuna, some of his friend dolphins
and many other varieties of small fish. The fishermen put out the giant nets and caught whatever
fish happened to be swimming in the water at the time that the net came by. Echo was packed in
the net, face to face with a large tuna that had started burping, probably because it was being
squished in the net and the tuna was full of sardines, having just gorged on many of them with
the other members of its tuna school. The tuna kept burping to the point that it started burping
out sardines. Echo didn't mind that the tuna was burping out sardines. Echo simply ate them. In
fact, Echo ending up getting a nice meal out of his captivity in that net, eating 98 sardines burped
out by the giant tuna.

When the fishing net was hauled onto the fishing trawler, it was opened and the contents spilled
out onto the deck. The fishermen stood there with their hooked sticks pulling the choice fish
aside. That particular trawler only wanted the tuna and threw all the other fish back into the
Atlantic Ocean. The boat was operating just south of The Bahamas. There were laws in place
that governed the fishing industry, which fishermen were expected to follow to the letter.
However, due to the intense competition and low profits, no fishermen ever followed any laws to
the letter.

Fishermen had to be careful to modify their fishing practice so that a minimum number of
dolphins were captured along with the tuna. Since the dolphins tended to swim and eat with tuna
in the wild, it proved to be difficult to prevent capturing dolphins. There were always 1 or 2
caught in each net. As long as the dolphins weren't harmed by the catching process, they could
be released back into the ocean, to continue living their long happy dolphin lives. Once in a
while though, they were injured and had to be put to sleep.

As Echo spilled out of the net, he overheard one of the fishermen say something to another
fisherman. The one, Yuko called the other one's name, Zona. The instant Echo heard the word
Zona, he started repeating it over and over with his squeaky dolphin voice. "Zona, Zona, Zona!"
squeaked Echo. Yuko said, "Hey Zona! Did you hear that? The dolphin said your name!"
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"Yeah, I can't believe it!" said Zona. Yuko called the captain. The captain ran over and saw the
dolphin calling his crewmember's name and an idea came to his head. The captain's nephew
operated a dolphin encounter park at Nassau, Bahamas. The park was always looking for new
dolphins to add to its program. The captain would put Echo into the special tank in the hold,
reserved for the rare times that they catch something unusual in the net. The special tank was
aerated, so that Echo would be able to breathe comfortably. Yuko, Zona and the captain
carefully dragged Echo over to the special tank and poured him into it. Echo continued
squeaking Zona's name all the way back to the port.

At the port, the captain called his nephew, who quickly drove over with the special dolphin
transport truck and some park staff. They removed Echo from the fishing trawler's special tank
via a tunnel and placed him directly into the transport truck. The captain's nephew paid the
captain the sum of $3,500, which was a typical amount for a fresh dolphin. Back at the dolphin
encounter park, Echo was introduced to everyone. The captain's nephew, Woodie told the staff
how Echo was able to speak. Woodie said to Echo, while pointing to himself, "Woodie!" Echo
replied, "Woodie! Woodie! Woodie!" Woodie said to staff member Viv, "Did you see that,
Viv!" "Yeah!" said Viv. Una said, "It's unbelievable!" Viv said to Echo, while pointing to
herself, "Viv!" Echo squeaked "Viv! Viv! Viv!" Una repeated what Viv had done and Echo
said, "Una! Una! Una!"

Woodie saw the potential that Echo could bring to the park. It was amazing enough the way
dolphins were able to peacefully interact with humans. The fact that Echo could speak would
add greatly to the dolphin encounter by personalizing it. Echo would be able to say the names of
the dolphin encounter participants, making the people feel special.

Echo lived and worked at the park for a year, becoming the star attraction. People came from
great distances to see and hear the amazing talking dolphin. Eventually a billionaire widower by
the name of Cassius Cosgrove had heard about Echo. Cassius' only son Travis had been an avid
surfer his entire life where they lived in southern California. Three years before, Travis was
surfing when he accidentally encountered a school of jellyfish that had ganged up on him and
repeatedly stung his eyes. Travis was blinded by the jellyfish poison. Travis was devastated.
Surfing had been his life. He had hoped to turn professional. Travis became severely depressed
and started to convey suicidal messages to his father. Cassius had traveled the world, searching
for blindness cures for his beloved son, to no avail. Cassius had heard a lot about the intelligence
of dolphins and their ability to be trained to do almost anything. When Cassius heard about
Echo, he flew from his California estate to the dolphin encounter park to see for himself.

When Cassius heard Echo repeat his name back to him, he was as amazed as everyone else was.
Cassius talked to Woodie about his son's blindness and wondered if somehow Echo would be
able to be trained to help Travis in the water. Travis hadn't been in the water since he had been
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blinded. Everyone knew how Travis had practically lived in the water since the age of 3, when
he first started surfing. Cassius hoped that if he could somehow get Travis back into the water,
maybe he would come back to the world again. Woodie explained to Cassius the benefits of
animal-human interaction and how the contact can heal many psychological wounds that people
may have. Woodie also explained Echo's seemingly higher than normal dolphin intelligence.
Cassius sensed the value of Echo to the dolphin encounter park and knew that it would be
difficult for Woodie to part with Echo. Woodie emphasized that he would gladly permit Cassius
to bring Travis to the park for customized encounter sessions with Echo. Woodie never
imagined that Cassius wanted to purchase Echo from him.

Upon Cassius' offer to buy Echo, Woodie outright refused to sell Echo. Woodie realized that
Cassius was wealthy, but didn't know he was a billionaire. Cassius would not give up. Cassius
had rented a hotel room for a week, and had intended to stay in Nassau until he had Echo in his
possession. Cassius wined and dined Woodie and the entire park staff for the next 3 days. It
wasn't until Cassius had offered $1,500,000 for Echo, that Woodie finally accepted. In addition,
Cassius would help to fund the new addition to the park. The welfare of Travis was all that
Cassius could think about, and he hoped the dolphin would help.

Woodie assisted in the transport of Echo back to California, locating a special tank and aerating
equipment that could be loaded into an airplane for faster travel. Woodie flew with Echo and
Cassius. Woodie helped to construct the water pen that Echo would live in when he played in
the ocean and worked with Travis. Additionally, the special indoor facility was also designed by
Woodie. All told, Echo cost Cassius $3,000,000 to obtain and accommodate.

Over the following months, Woodie flew back and forth to Cassius' estate to help acquire and
train aquatic assistants for Echo and Travis to work with in their encounter sessions. Summer
and Rikki were the assistants who had previously worked with Woodie in Nassau, but had
relocated to California. Woodie had devised a program for Travis to hopefully help him.
Initially, Travis refused to leave his bedroom, which had become his habit as of late. Travis said
he didn't want to play with some stupid fish. Summer explained to Travis that dolphins were
much more than fish, being extremely intelligent. Travis argued that he knew all about dolphins,
having watched reruns of Flipper on TV as a kid. Rikki tried to get Travis to go outside to
Echo's pen, but he wouldn't go. Travis was stubbornly resisting all forms of help. Cassius had
explained to Summer and Rikki the fragile state of mind that his son was in. The girls claimed
that they had helped many unfortunate people in their years of experience. They just had to get
Travis out of his bedroom.

Summer had taught Travis' name to Echo and got him going squeaking the name one morning.
Echo squeaked as loud as he could "Travis! Travis! Travis! Travis! Travis! Travis!" Travis heard
Echo squeaking his name and yelled out his bedroom window, "What the hell is that?" Rikki
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yelled to Travis, "It's Echo!" "Echo? You're kidding!" said Travis. Cassius said, "I told you son.
It's a special dolphin!" As Echo kept repeating Travis' name, Travis finally became interested.
Travis yelled, "Bring me over!" Rikki ran to the house and guided Travis out of his old sweat
and fart-smelling bedroom outside to the dolphin pen to be with Echo. Summer was in the water
with Echo, as Rikki approached with Travis. Cassius had been standing there drinking
lemonade, watching Summer and Echo. Summer gently coaxed Echo to the edge of the pen
where Rikki had Travis kneeling on the edge. Rikki took Travis' hand and placed it on Echo's
back, and said, "It's ok. Pet him." Travis started stroking Echo's back and tears came to Cassius'
eyes. "He's so smooth!" said Travis. Echo quietly squeaked, "Travis!"

Rikki saw Cassius crying and started crying herself. Summer started crying as she voiced
instructions to Travis. Travis detected the tears in Summer's voice and asked her, "Are you
crying?" Summer said, "Yes." "Why?" said Travis. "Because he's so beautiful!" Summer said.
"He is beautiful." said Travis. "What's his name?" "Echo!" cried Rikki. "Echo!" said Travis.
"That's a cool name!" Echo gently squeaking Travis' name. Travis started crying, the first tears
that he had been able to cry in 3 years. "He's yours, son!" said the sobbing Cassius. "He's ours!"
said Travis. Travis then started bawling. The anxiety had been building up in Travis for so long,
that he found himself uncontrollably hysterical lying on boardwalk at the pen's edge. Cassius
knelt down next to Travis and stroked his hair. "You're back, son! You're back!" sobbed Cassius.
"I though I lost you!" "I was always here, Dad!" sobbed Travis. "I didn't know what to do, until
now!"

The next day, Travis entered the pen with Echo, to begin the therapy sessions. Each day,
Summer and Rikki would work with Travis and Echo, to build up Travis' confidence. They
gradually increased the level of activity, eventually leading to Travis being towed by Echo
through the water. Travis would hold onto Echo's main back fin and be dragged through the
water. The key to Travis' recovery was to get him to enjoy being in the water again, his only
love.

The thing about real surfers, as Travis was, is that once they start surfing in life, it is all they
think about every day. Whenever they are away from the waves, they are thinking about them.
Some always waited for the perfect wave, but all agreed that all waves are perfect, as created by
nature for them. Losing his sight was catastrophic to Travis, because it took away his ability to
ride his waves. He had lost all desire to have any contact with water. He gave up taking
showers, having to be sponge bathed daily by a visiting nurse. He physically let himself go,
becoming soft and squishy, whereas before he was athletically built.

Perhaps Echo had saved Travis' life. Everyone around him thought so. At least Travis had
started to come out of his bedroom again where he had lived almost entirely for 3 years. Even
though Travis was starting to feel better about himself, and had started swimming again in the
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big pool, he still missed surfing his waves. If only he could get back out into the ocean again and
ride. To Travis, there was nothing like the sensation of floating on a surfboard on a gnarly wave
on the ever-changing surface of the ocean. He felt that it was like flying through space. There
was never any pure control when surfing, only managing the outcome. The ocean handed the
rider a wave to ride, and the rider did the best they could with it. If the ocean wanted to let you
have a nice ride to the end, you did. If the ocean wanted to break your neck at the end of the ride,
it could do that as well. There was no control, only managing the end. It was such an
indescribable thrill. No surfer could ever put into words the feeling of surfing, only saying that
people have to experience it to believe it and feel it. Travis craved to surf again. He would never
be able to see the water, but if he could only get up on top of a wave somehow, maybe that would
be enough. He needed to surf again. He was back in the water again, with the amazing Echo, but
he wanted more.

Travis had always heard of those parks that had killer whales, dolphins and sea lions doing tricks
and goofing around in the water with the trainers. He seemed to remember seeing someone
riding or standing on the back of a dolphin while the dolphin swam. If somehow he could ride or
stand on Echo's back while Echo swam around, it would be the next best thing to actually
surfing. Travis had already been working with Echo where he was pulled by the dolphin through
the water. Travis was still in the water, holding onto the back fin. The next step was to ride on
top of Echo's back as Echo swam. Summer and Rikki soon trained Echo to accept Travis on his
back. At first Echo was reluctant, but in a short time allowed the activity. Echo swam faster and
faster with Travis having to get strong enough to hold onto the speeding dolphin. Echo began
jumping out of the water and hurtling through the air with Travis tightly clinging. Travis felt
himself getting stronger and more fit and he liked it. He was actually starting to feel happy again.

After 6 months of training with Echo, Travis asked to be able to stand on Echo's back. Marine
parks have special harnesses that attach to dolphins, enabling someone to stand on the back of a
dolphin and steer the animal. It would be difficult for someone who is blind to accomplish the
feat, since they would have to be able to see where they were steering. Summer and Rikki felt
that it would be possible for Echo and Travis to work something out. Echo was such a unique
dolphin that it was very likely that he would be trainable to act as the eyes for Travis. They
ordered a special harness for Echo, which had to be custom fit for his enormous size of 12 feet
long and 1100 pounds of bulk. Echo didn't like the harness at all, hating the constrictive feeling
that it gave him. The dolphin almost smashed Rikki into the side of the pen when she tried to put
it on him. Travis was shattered. The trainers assured him that it would be ok. Echo just needed
a little time to get used to it.

Summer and Rikki decided to slowly introduce the concept of an object being attached to Echo a
little at a time. At first, they tied soft rubber bands around him. Then they added more and more
straps over a period of 2 months. The day they finally attached the special harness to Echo, he
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actually swam into it as soon as Summer placed it into the water. He must have figured out the
ultimate purpose of the harness and had finally accepted it. Travis couldn't wait to try it out.
Summer insisted that Echo get fully adapted to swimming with the harness on him for a while.
Echo swam with the harness for a month, and then the trainers felt it was safe to try it with
Travis. Echo waited in the pen with Summer and Rikki in the water at either side, steadying him.
Cassius had one of the gardeners assist Travis as he stepped onto Echo's back wearing special
socks. Travis thought it would be just like stepping onto a surfboard again, but he was wrong.
After 3 years of being away from surfing, Travis had lost the balance that he had acquired from
years of surfing.

No sooner than he had both feet on Echo's back, Travis wobbled and fell into the water. Travis
tried again and again, falling into the water each time. The trainers realized that Travis would
need balance exercises in the gym first before he could try standing on Echo's back again. Travis
was getting frustrated. Another month passed as Travis worked on his balance in the gym,
practicing standing on a surfboard that was attached to saw horses. When he felt he was ready,
they tried to stand on Echo again. It worked! Travis could stand on Echo's back without falling
in the water. As Summer and Rikki released their holds, Echo instinctively swam slowly as
Travis spoke to him. They were actually doing it! Travis started crying. Echo swam to the end
of the pen and slowly stopped, then turned around to head back to the beginning again. They
continued the procedure, going faster each time. In a few days, Echo was swimming at full speed
with Travis confidently holding on.

Travis wanted to go out into the ocean with Echo. Cassius feared that as soon as Echo got into
ocean waters, the dolphin would escape. Summer and Rikki told Cassius that Echo might want
to escape or he might feel at home with its captors and never want to leave. It was a chance they
had to take. Cassius knew that Travis would never be truly happy only riding the dolphin around
in the pen. Cassius knew Travis needed the ocean or he would lapse into his sad depression
again. One day, they decided to open the pen and let Echo swim out into the ocean with Travis
on board. Echo stopped at the gate of the pen and looked back at Cassius, saying his name.
Cassius told Echo it was ok. Travis said to Echo, "Come on, boy! It's ok!" Echo squeaked,
"Travis! Travis! Travis!" Travis started crying as Echo swam out into the beautiful blue ocean.
Echo stayed close to the shore and swam up and down the coastline. After an hour, Summer
whistled and Echo swam back into the pen. Travis was still crying. Cassius started crying.
Summer and Rikki started crying. They took the harness off Echo's back and went into the house
to talk about what had just taken place.

Travis was so impressed by his ride with Echo that he couldn't stop talking about it. The thing
Travis really wanted though, was to surf again. Would it be possible he asked, to ride Echo the
way he just did, while Echo was on top of a great wave. Could they get Echo to swim out into
the ocean, wait for a wave and then ride the wave with Travis aboard? Summer and Rikki
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thought Travis might be pushing things a little too far. If something went wrong, it could be a
disaster for Echo and Travis. Travis insisted that he didn't care about the risks. He had nothing
to lose. He was blind after all. What is the worst that could happen? Summer and Rikki were
looking out for the welfare of Echo. They felt it would be unfair to expect Echo to perform such
a feat. It would probably violate PETA regulations. Cassius emphasized that Echo was his
possession, to do with what he chose. Summer responded that Echo was more like a pet than a
possession. Travis thought if he could at least get out into the ocean with Echo and get a feel for
the waves, maybe they could pull it off. What would it hurt to try?

Travis was obviously appearing to everyone to be selfish, not caring about Echo. In reality,
Travis cared about and loved Echo and would never do anything to hurt the dolphin. Travis was
so confident in Echo's abilities that he felt they could do it. Cassius gave his approval.

The next day Travis and Echo went surfing. It took a number of waves, but with Cassius calling
out from the beach, a surfable wave finally came and Echo mounted it with Travis on board the
dolphin's back. They seemed to be doing it! Echo was on top of the wave surfing toward shore
with Travis safely steering where he felt they should be aiming. Travis was surfing again! From
all his years of surfing on a board, he had developed a feel for being on top of a wave. Even
though he was standing on top of Echo, it was a similar feel. Echo transmitted the feel from the
wave to Travis. Travis started crying. They made it into the shallows ok where Summer and
Rikki helped Travis down.

They tried it again and again. Echo was happy. Travis was happy, but wanted to surf on a bigger
wave. He had surfed 25-foot waves in Hawaii and wanted to do it again. Cassius was nervous
about the idea. Travis wanted the big waves. Cassius reluctantly said ok.

The following week, they all went to Hawaii with Echo's equipment. The waves were 20-25 feet
in height and all the pro surfers were surfing them. The waves were treacherous. The coral was
sticking up everywhere in the shallows. The undertow was horrendous. It wasn't the type of surf
ever attempted by amateurs. When Echo and Travis arrived, the pro surfers questioned what was
going on. Everybody recognized Travis, but no one could believe he was in the water again, with
a dolphin no less. Cassius, Summer, Rikki and Travis explained to everyone what they were
attempting to do. The other surfers thought Travis had gone insane, but cleared the water for
Travis and Echo to try it alone out there. The very first wave was surfable and they mounted it.
It was a beautiful site to behold. One of the pros forgot to bring in his board in all the confusion
and as Travis and Echo came off the 22-foot wave, they collided hard with the board and lost all
control.
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15. Rafi's Cave

The boy, Rafi, was only 8 years old, but as all were the children of his village, Rafi was
thoroughly educated in all the important things of surviving in the world. Rafi had been in the
cornfield that Friday morning before school, with his younger sister Seefa and his older sister
Barta, harvesting ears of corn from that season's crop, when they heard a mild rumbling sound.

Living in the village of Daya, within such a relatively close distance to the volcano, death by
volcano was perpetually on the minds of the villagers. The chief of the village, Hafo had
important information passed down to him from the previous village chief. It was that the
volcano was nothing to be taken lightly. The village called the volcano Jabu Jabu, which in their
language meant, great fire. The volcano continuously oozed lava, which the villagers hoped
would keep the volcano from ever erupting, because the continuous lava flow was like a pressure
relief valve.

Many stories had been told to the villagers by Hafo, stories of volcanic eruptions, horror, death
and destruction. Hafo had an 24-hour alarm system in place in the village where each adult male
villager took turns in shifts for 4 hours each, waiting at a giant tortoise shell with a large hammer
in each hand. If the person on alarm duty heard rumbling sounds from Jabu Jabu, sounds that
were louder than the usual continuous rumbling that accompanied the lava oozing, the person at
the alarm would begin to feverishly hammer at the giant tortoise shell.

The volcano hadn't erupted in 41 years, and that eruption had only caused some minor damage,
with minor injuries. The eruption before that one occurred 72 years ago, killed 16 people and
burned the village to the ground. Hafo knew of much fiercer eruptions in the past that killed
almost all the villagers, in addition to destroying the entire village and farm fields.

The reason the villagers remained in that location so relatively close to the volcano was due to
the super rich volcanic soil, in which their crops grew beautifully. There was also a stream right
there, which produced fish, crabs and eels.

On that morning, the person on watch was Addallo, Rafi's grandfather on his mother's side.
Addallo heard something. Addallo wasn't positive if what he was hearing was in fact an increase
in Jabu Jabu's usual rumbling, because it was windy that day. Addallo didn't want to set off a
false alarm, because any volcano alarms always caused a panic in the village indicating they were
all about to die. Addallo listened as hard as he could to the rumbling, which had increased, just
as the wind increased, somewhat muffling the rumbling, so Addallo neglected to beat the tortoise
shell alarm.

Rafi and his sisters had heard the rumbling better than Addallo, because the cornfield had trees
around it that muffled the wind a little.
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Addallo was up on a platform between the village and the volcano, where it was windier than
down on the ground, and he was unable to distinguish the increased rumbling sounds that Rafi
and his sisters had detected.

Rafi said to Seefa and Barta, "Is Jabu Jabu awake?" Barta said, "No, it couldn't be! Addallo
would be playing the alarm." Rafi said, "Yeah, you're right." Seefa said, "Yeah."

Suddenly, the rumbling increased so quickly that at the moment that Addallo finally decided to
hammer the alarm, as he raised his right hammer to bring it down on the giant tortoise shell, the
top of the volcano exploded. A deafening roar was heard by the villagers at the instant of the
eruption, and in seconds, nothing was heard by anyone, because they were all destroyed by the
explosion.

The super-heated rock, molten lava, acidic ash and choking smoke poured from the volcano in
such quantities that a circular area around the volcano the length of a football field was covered,
burying everything. Everyone and everything in that area around the volcano was gone. Where
there was a moment before a beautiful little village, a moment later there was nothing.

Rafi hadn't trusted Addallo to do the right thing that Friday morning, instead trusting his own
instincts. Rafi knew Jabu Jabu was angry and against the screaming wishes of Seefa and Barta,
Rafi had run as fast as he could to his cave.

The cave was Rafi's secret place that no one knew about. Rafi had discovered that underground
cave a year ago while he was looking around for flint for arrowheads. Rafi had wandered outside
the village boundary, which was enclosed by a fence, a practice forbidden by Hafo. The village
had a distinct boundary around it, which all the children had to stay inside of, for their own
safety.

The whereabouts of the children had to be known at all times, to protect them from being eaten
by the tigers and leopards outside the village. Rafi was a rebellious child and wanted to impress
his mother and father by finding the most flint for arrowheads. It was the duty of the children to
find the flint, in addition to their many other duties.

On that day, Rafi had to leap over the boundary fence, which he was able to do easily, with a
good running start. When Rafi landed on the ground after leaping over the fence, his right foot
went down into the ground up to his butt. As Rafi tried to free himself from the hole, his other
leg went down in, and as he kept struggling, his entire body slipped down into the hole, which
turned out to be a cave.

Rafi didn't know it at the time, but that Friday morning was the last time Rafi would ever see his
sisters, mother, father or anyone else. At Rafi's age, he was unable to relate to the fact that when
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he had run away from his sisters, he had been abandoning them. All Rafi knew at the time he ran
away was that he felt he was instinctively running to his cave for his life. Rafi didn't think, he
just ran, as his sisters screamed at him to come back. As Rafi ran to his cave, he cleared the
boundary fence and had just 4 seconds to roll aside the old log that he used to cover the entrance
to the cave, jump down into the cave, and roll the log back over the top up the cave, before the
volcano erupted.

Actually, the volcano did more than erupt, since the top of the volcano was blown off. When a
volcano erupts, it usually is still in one piece after the eruption. That time though, Jabu Jabu had
literally blown its top.

Rafi was down in his cave, sitting on the stacked flat rocks on the floor, which was 6 feet below
the roof, looking up at the sliver of daylight between the edge of the old log and the edge of the
cave at the ground level above. Then Rafi heard the explosion, which hadn't deafened him,
because he was somewhat protected from the extreme noise down there in his cave. Rafi's ears
were still ringing from the racket though.

As Rafi looked up at the sliver of light, and Jabu Jabu exploded, Rafi saw the sliver of light
disappear. "Oh no!" thought Rafi. "What happened up there?" Rafi wondered if Seefa and Barta
were ok. He wondered if his parents were ok. He wondered about Hafo. As Rafi's cave
darkened, he reached for one of the fat candles that he had stowed down there, and sparked it
with flint to light it. That was a little better. At least he had some light down there.

"Why was it dark up there? What happened to the sun? What about mom, dad, Seefa and Barta?
What about Hafo? Were they all still ok?"

When the major rumbling of Jabu Jabu finally stopped 3 hours later, Rafi began to have scary
thoughts. Rafi munched on some tiger meat jerky that he had sneaked out of the village along
with the candles, water and other supplies that he had stashed down there. Rafi had so many
supplies down there in that huge cave that he reckoned he would be able to live for many months
if he had to.

In the past, Rafi had fantasized, while he picked corn or whatever crops he had to pick before
school, that he would sneak away to live down there is his cave. Rafi thought back to all those
times when he was daydreaming about living alone down in his cave, but he never actually
thought it would happen. It was just something to think about doing, just for fun.

Rafi had always been kind of a solitary boy, not really enjoying playing with his sisters, who Rafi
considered weak. Rafi was in fact stronger than his older sister Barta was, and could beat her at
wrestling. Rafi was so strong in fact, that he was tougher than some boys who were older than he
was and he could beat them at wrestling.
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Rafi felt alone down there in his cave and wondered what had really happened to his village.
Rafi waited for another 2 hours, as Jabu Jabu's rumbling sound returned to its pre-explosion
noise, thinking what to do next.

Rafi looked around his enormous secret cave, which was the size of a small house. Somehow,
the rock-walled cave had formed over the centuries, probably from the slow seepage of
underground water channels. The cave gradually opened up and got bigger and bigger, away
from the opening where the entrance was.

Rafi stood up on the stacked flat rocks and tried to roll the log that was over the cave opening to
to get out of his cave to see what was going on up there. Rafi applied the usual amount of force
to the log that he had in the past. The log didn't budge. Rafi tried harder. The log still didn't
budge.

"Oh no! Am I trapped?" Rafi tried again and again, to no avail. Rafi found a hunk of an old
fence post that he had stowed down there and began to smash at the log to try getting it moving.
That didn't work either.

Rafi started to feel trapped. He realized when the sliver of light had disappeared, that it must be
because Jabu Jabu had vomited whatever was in his belly. Jabu Jabu had covered Rafi's cave!
Would he be able to get out of the cave to see his people again?

Rafi was unable to think of what to do. He was only 8 years old. Even though in Rafi's mind he
felt like an adult, capable of acting like an adult, he was no adult.

What now?

Rafi looked around his cave and wondered how long he would be able to live down there if he
couldn't get out. He knew he had a lot of dry food and gallons and gallons of water saved. There
was even a small trickling stream down there, providing fresh spring water. What about the air
though?

If Rafi couldn't see the trickle of light anymore in the roof of the cave entrance, was the air sealed
off as well? He seemed to be able to breathe ok. The enormous volume of the cave had a large
amount of air still in it, which would probably last as long as he needed, he hoped. As Rafi
pondered his fate, he ate some dried papaya and drank some water.

He went to take a piss at the far corner of the cave, all the way down at the lowest part of the
floor, where the stream trickled down, and disappeared. Rafi had a kind of a toilet there at that
corner, which the tiny stream managed to rinse clean as it trickled down into the floor, taking the
piss and poop with it. As Rafi pissed, he looked around the cave, trying to figure out how to get
out of there. Rafi then squatted and took a poop, wiping his ass with a leaf he took from the
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stack of banana leaves that he had stored there.

The poop really stunk and then Rafi quickly thought that if there were no way for air to get into
his cave, then any stink that he would create would stay in the cave.

Rafi then grabbed another piece of tiger jerky, and while he chomped it, thought that maybe he
shouldn't be eating his food and drinking his water the way he was. What if he couldn't find a
way out? Would he starve down there or die of thirst? Rafi decided not to worry about eating
less of his supplies or drinking less of his water. Rafi felt he needed to keep doing things the way
he was doing them, to be able to think clearly.

Rafi was a very industrious boy, and he was confident that he would figure a way out of his
secret cave. Rafi sat there for hours on the floor under the cave entrance with the candle burning,
until he became drowsy and fell asleep.

On the next day, Rafi woke up to total darkness, because the candle had died. Rafi panicked, as
he looked around, wondering where he was, and why was it so dark? The cave! He was still
trapped in the cave! "Oh no!"

Just before Rafi woke up, he had been dreaming that he was in the cornfield, picking corn with
his sisters. Suddenly Rafi missed them, as he never had in his life, because they were always
there every day. Would he ever see his sisters again? Rafi felt tears coming to his eyes and was
alarmed that he felt that he was about to start crying, something that he had never done in his
whole happy life.

Rafi had seen other people in his village cry when one of the elders had fallen into the big sleep,
which Rafi's parents had explained was the creator's way of taken people to the sky, where they
would be happy forever with all their ancestors. Rafi told himself that he would not cry, and
stopped the tears flowing. No one was going to the sky, so no tears were necessary.

Rafi missed his sisters, even though he had just seen them yesterday.

A week went by down there in that cave, and it really started to stink, with the stench of piss and
poop trapped down there. Luckily, Rafi's nose had begun to dull the smell, so to Rafi it wasn't
that bad smelling down there.

Rafi continued to eat and drink his supplies as much as he wanted, still not worrying about
running out. He hoped to be out of there soon. His supply of candles was dwindling, so he was
careful to put the candle out before he went to sleep at night, so it didn't burn as he slept.

One of those candles, though large, only lasted for 2 days of continuous usage while he was
awake for 17 hours each day, sleeping for 7 hours.
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Rafi started to hear things down there in the cave at night, after he blew out the candle, and tried
to sleep. He started to hear a kind of scratching sound, as if some kind of creature were clawing
at the rock somewhere in the cave, unseen to Rafi. "What was that?" thought Rafi.

Was it a snake, a worm, a mole, a mouse, a badger, a weasel, some kind of burrowing bird, like
an owl?

Those were all animals that Rafi had seen and eaten while he lived above ground, in the days
before he became trapped there in his secret cave. Even though Rafi had food and water down
there that would last for what he thought was many months, how long would the air supply last?
Rafi could only hope for the best.

The candles that he burned each day, probably used up some of his air down there, and smoked a
little, not too bad, but he had to put up with the smoke of the candle to be able to see with the
precious light that the candle provided. Rafi was starting to think that the candles were more
valuable than the food and water down there in his secret cave. He needed to be able to see.

Rafi wondered what it would be like down there if he couldn't see at all while he was awake.
The thought scared Rafi. What if his candles run out? He would be trapped down there in the
cave in total darkness!

Another week went by down there in the cave and Rafi thought the scratching sound he was
hearing at night before he fell asleep was getting a little louder each night, but he couldn't be
positive.

Rafi counted his remaining candles. In the 2 weeks that he had been trapped down there in the
cave, Rafi had used 7 candles, one every 2 days. Rafi had 47 candles left, which was enough for
94 days, plus or minus, depending on the actual size of the candle and actual hours used. Rafi
decided to put the candles out sooner than previously, to preserve them. He would only burn the
candles for 14 hours each day, sitting in the darkness for 3 hours before he fell asleep, not an easy
thing to do for an 8-year-old boy with an active imagination.

Rafi was gradually starting to go into a survival frame of mind, eating and drinking less and less
each day, to preserve his supplies. Even though Rafi reduced his caloric and water intake, he
found that he wasn't hungry, because all he did was walk around the cave occasionally and sit a
lot, not really burning many calories, due to his low activity level.

Those extra hours of sitting in the darkness before going to sleep at night began to wear on Rafi's
psyche. As soon Rafi blew out the candle each day, the scratching sound started, whatever it
was. Those extra hours of darkness down there in the cave meant extra hours that Rafi would
hear the scratching, which Rafi felt had been getting louder and louder as the days went by.
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Maybe his ears were playing tricks on him.

Rafi wasn't positive, but he thought that the air down there, as big as the cave was, was starting to
get a little bit harder to breathe. He couldn't be sure though. He may have only been imagining.
He was imagining more and more things down there in his jail cell, his secret cave, his prison.

Without knowing it, Rafi was slowly suffocating in the cave. Rafi thought his most precious
thing down there was light, and then food and water, but realistically, the most important thing to
his survival was air.

When Rafi had run from his sisters to his cave 2 weeks before, and he had thought he was
attempting to save his own life, it was starting to seem to Rafi that he had actually unwittingly
sentenced himself to death.

Another 2 weeks went by for Rafi, food and water dwindling, air dwindling, candles dwindling.
Rafi began to feel his sanity dwindling.

Rafi still felt his most important commodity down there was his candles and had continued to
attempt to preserve them by blowing them out sooner and sooner. After a month down in the
cave, Rafi had reduced the amount of candle burn time to only 10 hours a day, so that he was
sitting in the darkness for 7 hours before he eventually went to sleep for 7 hours. He began
singing spiritual songs.

The mysterious scratching sound that started when he blew out the candle each day was getting
louder and louder each day. During the 10 hours of light that Rafi had limited himself, he looked
around the cave for the possible location where the scratching might be coming from. When Rafi
had light, there was no scratching and when he had no light, he heard the scratching, but was
unable to determine where the scratching was coming from.

On the 36th night, as Rafi sat in the darkness for 7 hours, he tried to think really hard what could
be making the scratching sound. In the darkness, Rafi stumbled around, trying to get a feel
where the scratching was coming from. Whatever was making the sound, the creature must have
had some kind of sensory ability to feel Rafi's vibrations. The creature would stop scratching
whenever Rafi would take a step in the darkness.

There was no way for Rafi to determine where the scratching was coming from. Rafi finally
gave up trying to find the location where the scratching sound was coming from. In Rafi's
gradually increasing insanity, he started to wonder if there in fact was a creature making a
scratching sound at all. "Poor me!" thought Rafi. Was he imagining the scratching?

On the 62nd day, when Rafi woke up, he had just been dreaming about the time when he was
fishing with his father and uncle, in the long boat. On that day, the men had reaped a great
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harvest of fish for the village of Daya, everyone was happy, and they had a great celebration.
Rafi loved fish. He missed the taste. There were no fish in the cave.

Rafi realized that he must have been crying at some point while he was asleep, because there
were tears in his eyes. Then Rafi began actually crying and then bawling and after 5 minutes, he
stopped. Rafi then realized that he had needed to cry. He actually felt a lot better. Crying
relieved the pent up stress of being trapped down there alone in the increasing darkness with that
mysterious, unidentifiable, gradually getting louder, scratching sound.

Rafi had reduced burning the candles to 8 hours per day, then sitting in the dark for 9 hours while
waiting to fall asleep, as he listened to that scratching sound.

Rafi concluded that the air in the cave was definitely decreasing at that point and out of
desperation, finally decided to try the drastic step of digging his way out of his subterranean
prison. Rafi started to ram the piece of fence post into the ceiling of the cave next to the log that
covered the entrance. Rafi had refrained from the idea before, hoping that his village people
would find him there, not realizing that his entire village was killed by the volcano exploding.
Rafi also was afraid to mess around with the ceiling of the cave, thinking that it would collapse
and bury him with dirt and rock.

Rafi felt that he had nothing to lose, and began hammering away. With the very first impact of
the fence post on the ceiling, a huge amount of dirt had collapsed onto Rafi, burying him up to
his waist. Rafi knew there was a reason that he didn't want to mess with that ceiling before, and
that moment proved it to him. Rafi gave up trying to dig his way out of his secret cave almost as
soon as he had started. He would have to wait. He sang some songs.

Rafi felt he was a quitter for not trying harder to get out of the cave, but he was gradually getting
weaker and weaker from the reduced rations and from the reduced air supply.

As long as Rafi could retain his sanity, he felt he could survive anything. Rafi had been brought
up in a spiritual environment in which people believed that if they lived a good clean life, loved
their neighbors, and always did everything to the best of their abilities, then the creator would
always take care of them.

Rafi down in his cave had begun to slip away from his teachings and beliefs and felt that he was
beginning to lose his mind. Rafi ate less and less and tried to limit his activities, to limit the
amount of energy that his body needed to survive each day. Rafi kept singing.

On the 77th day, Rafi awakened to tears. He had been waking up every day crying. Rafi was sad
and disillusioned, and was beginning to give up hope. The dark sessions were resulting in longer
and longer times of louder and louder scratching. What was making that scratching sound? Why
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doesn't it stop? Rafi stopped singing the spiritual songs.

Rafi wished more than anything that he could cease that nighttime scratching sound that was
making him insane, more than anything else down there in his stupid secret cave.

Rafi fell asleep and found himself drifting in the water peacefully. He was alone in the water, but
oddly happy. He had forgotten what it was like to be happy. He was warm and not hungry. He
was just floating in the sunshine. The air was mildly breezy and fragrant. Where was he? He
was floating on the water, but he wasn't in a boat. How was it possible to float on water like
that?

Rafi was awakened from his dream by something falling on his forehead. Bits of dirt and sand
were trickling down on him from the ceiling. He opened his eyes and some of the dirt from the
ceiling fell into them. He rubbed his eyes and squinted. He saw a circle of the brightest light he
had ever seen. Light! It was light from outside! There was a hole in the roof of the cave! Fresh
clean air poured in through the hole. Some animal had dug a tunnel!
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16. Fausto's Nook

As Fausto emerged from his nook, really just a small cave in the coral reef there in Bonaire, he
felt hungry. It was like any other day for the 810-pound octopus. He was always hungry. For
the past 69 years, Fausto had lived there gradually enlarging his nook to accommodate his ever-
increasing size. Fausto was much larger than the average octopus, probably due to his old age.
Since he had such a great hiding space, he was able to live many years, unharassed. The octopus
is one of many animals in the world that no one knows how long they live or how large they can
get. Most people think that when an octopus loses one of its tentacles, another one grows back.
That fact was true with most octopi, but not with Fausto. In Fausto's case, every time he lost a
section of tentacle, 2 new tentacles grew back. In addition, each of the grown back tentacles
would generate 2 more, if those tentacles were severed. He still had his original 8 thick tentacle
trunks that he was born with, at the connection points to his body. Fausto stopped counting, but
at his last count, he had 177 tentacle tips emanating from his immense body. It was a
combination of different lengths and thicknesses. Fausto looked like the mythological Medusa.

Fausto found that the extra tentacles gave him an incredible advantage when grabbing onto food.
Approximately 300,000 suction cups populated the tentacles, with tiny teeth on each cup,
providing unparalleled grip. He could wade into a school of fish and wreak havoc on it, with his
limbs flying and grabbing in all directions. Fausto was so powerful and knowledgeable of battle,
that there was no animal in the sea that could kill Fausto, and his hundreds of encounters had
proven it. He had won out over stingrays, manta rays, barracudas, giant squid and giant sea
turtles. Many sharks had come and gone, trying to make Fausto their meal, but it always ended
up with Fausto eating them. Sharks weren't Fausto's favorite meal, because he found them a little
stringy. He never initiated the attacks on them; it was the foolhardy sharks that always came
after him.

One Wednesday Fausto headed out into the deeper ocean to find something new to feast upon.
He located a large manta ray and set his sights on it. As he swam toward the ray, a large whale
had the same idea. The whale got to the manta ray just before Fausto and gobbled the ray down.
Fausto was infuriated. Did that whale know whom he was stealing food from? The whale began
to leave the scene and Fausto latched onto its massive whale body with his tentacles. Fausto was
on the whale's back right behind its head, with his tentacles completely wrapped around the
whale, overlapping when they came up over the top of the whale. That ensnaring process was
only possible because of the lengths of the various tentacles. Fausto began applying a
constricting pressure on the whale, like a boa constrictor. The whale laughed. Fausto became
even madder. How could that whale be laughing at him? The whale should be in pain. Fausto
realized that the pressure he was putting on the whale did nothing to it. Whales were just too big
and solid to do any damage to them. Fausto hung on anyway.
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The whale swam with Fausto in tow. Riding on the whale's back was actually fun! Fausto had
never traveled through the water at such great speed before. The whale took him to places he had
never seen. When the whale needed to get air, it swam up to the surface and propelled its huge
body out of the water, sucking in air. Fausto found that to be amazing. Those whales really
seemed to have a good time. He wished he could swim as fast as a whale, but he was simply too
clumsy. With all his tentacles constantly squirming around, he didn't have the best
aerodynamics. Fausto had observed whales many times from a distance, never considering
eating one. He always wondered about them. Whales typically lived in super deep water,
whereas Fausto frequented the shallower water of his main food sources. Fausto never knew
how the whales lived. He only spotted them when they swam up from the deep, got air, and then
swam back down again.

Fausto's whale swam through a school of tuna to eat and Fausto took advantage. While still
holding onto the whale with most of his tentacles, Fausto spared some of them to grab tuna fish
for his own consumption. Fausto was impressed by how many tuna the whale could eat. The
whale swam back and forth through the huge school of fish, eating and eating. Fausto was able
to eat 64 tuna for himself, which filled his belly. The whale had eaten thousands. It seemed like
a pretty good situation for Fausto. There he was clinging to the back of that whale, while the
whale brought him to the food. Fausto didn't have to waste energy swimming around looking for
food. The whale couldn't do anything about Fausto on its back, but seemed content as long as it
could still go about its business.

Days went by with Fausto on the back of the whale, seemingly in peaceful coexistence. Then
another whale came along. The other whale, larger than the one Fausto was riding didn't seem to
like the presence of Fausto. It seemed to want to get near Fausto's whale. The bigger whale was
probably a male, trying to mate with Fausto's whale, which was probably a female. Whales mate
by one getting close to the other one's back. Fausto was in the way of the mating process. Since
whales only mate during one week of the year, it was important to the bigger whale to
accomplish the act soon. For 3 days, the bigger whale tried to push Fausto from the back of the
smaller whale. Each time the bigger whale got close, Fausto smacked the whale's face with a
number of his tentacles. The suckers on Fausto tentacles had numerous small teeth, which
enabled the gripping ability. Each time Fausto smacked the whale's face, it scratched it. The
bigger whale was getting angry. The bigger whale didn't want to hurt the smaller whale in the
process of ramming Fausto. It tried to give Fausto the chance to get off the smaller whale's back,
with minimal fuss. The bigger whale sensed that it only had a couple days remaining to mate.

The bigger whale started blowing high-pressure water from its great spout into Fausto's face.
That proved to be very irritating to Fausto, but not enough for him to relinquish his grip. The
bigger whale tried to carefully bite Fausto, without biting the smaller whale, but Fausto was too
tough. The bigger whale smacked Fausto's face with its humongous tail, but it didn't work. The
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bigger whale tried to bite the Fausto's tentacles to pry them loose, but Fausto held on tighter.

Fausto liked his situation and didn't care about what the whales were trying to accomplish.
Fausto continued to cling as tightly as he could. After a week passed, the bigger whale swam
away, apparently giving up trying to mate with Fausto's whale. Fausto laughed at the bigger
whale when it left. Fausto stayed on his whale for a month, riding and eating. He wondered why
he didn't think of riding whales before. One of the times his whale surfaced for air, Fausto
noticed a ship approaching. Fausto had seen all matter of boats and ships in his days,
unconcerned by all of them. To him they were similar to whales that swam on the surface all the
time. Ships didn't bother Fausto and he didn't bother them. Fausto couldn't kill and eat a ship, so
he ignored them, usually hiding when he spotted one.

Fausto's whale surfaced again right next to the ship that had sneaked up on them. The ship
seemed to know where his whale was going to come up again. Somebody on the ship threw
something at Fausto and his whale. It looked like some kind of stick with a rope attached to it.
Fausto thought nothing of it, until the stick stabbed him in the back. He didn't feel any pain from
the stick, only that it was pulling on him. The people on the ship had been trying to stab the
whale for some reason, but had stabbed him instead. The guy on the ship continued pulling on
the rope. The guy was yelling something to another guy. The stick was stuck in Fausto's back
and he started to feel himself being pulled off his whale. Fausto increased his grip to maintain
his place. Fausto held tight. The people on the ship yelled more and more. Three more guys
threw sticks and started pulling. Fausto couldn't hold on any longer and to his disgust, was
pulled off his whale. Fausto couldn't believe they somehow got him off his whale.

Fausto's whale quickly swam away laughing as Fausto was pulled onto the ship. Everyone on the
ship was yelling and screaming. They were really carrying on. It was as if they had never seen
an octopus before. They certainly had never seen an octopus like Fausto. When on the ship's
deck, Fausto got angry. He began thrashing his many tentacles in every direction, grabbing onto
the men. The men were shrieking at each other. Fausto crushed and ate some of them. Others
he threw overboard. Some he slithered on top of and suffocated. The men continued to stab him
with sticks, to no avail. Fausto was unkillable.

Two of the men poured some kind of liquid on Fausto and ignited it, but burned to death some of
their own men. Fausto laughed. Some men were beating Fausto with sticks, accidentally hitting
their own men. The men on the ship had soon realized their error in bringing the massive
octopus onto the ship. They had to do something quickly or they all would perish. They dropped
a large net on top of Fausto. Fausto couldn't escape from the net as hard as he tried. His
tentacles tangled in it as he tried to remove the net from his body. The net was attached to a
strong rope. The net closed around Fausto and lifted him up off the ship's deck. Fausto was
unable to do anything as the net moved out over the water. The net opened and Fausto spilled
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out into the water. He was free! The ship sped away with its few remaining injured
crewmembers.

Fausto's whale was gone and he was left out in the middle of the ocean with no free ride. Fausto
was hungry. He slowly swam in the direction that he thought led back to his nook. He was a
long way from his home. He swam for 2 days, getting tired and even more hungry. He managed
to eat some sardines and squid, but they didn't satisfy. He wasn't used to swimming for extended
periods. An octopus' body isn't conducive to swimming, being designed for slithering in the
nooks and crannies of coral reefs. Fausto floated and fell asleep for a while, waking up inside of
some kind of net again. The net was moving along through the ocean. He was completely
packed in there along with seemingly millions of fish. He thought he must have been dreaming.
Fausto began eating the fish around him. He ate as fast as he could. He ate tuna, dolphins,
sharks, squid, crabs, sardines and many other small fish. It seemed to be an even better situation
than riding the whale had been. He ate for hours.

Fausto felt the net getting higher in the water as it moved along. It began to get brighter. It
seemed the net was being lifted out of the water. Fausto saw a ship. He thought that the men
from the ship from before hadn't learned their lesson and had picked him up in the net again. He
was in a different kind of net though. Then he noticed it was a different ship. The net was being
pulled into the back of the ship. It was a very long net. He heard men yelling on the ship.
Fausto continued eating everything around him. Fausto didn't want to deal with men on another
ship. He decided he had enough food for a while and slipped out of the net just as it loosened at
the back of the ship. There was a lot of screaming going on as he entered the water. Fausto's
belly was full again and he was happy.

He resumed swimming in the direction of his nook. Three days passed. Fausto was exhausted
from so much exertion. He didn't know how much longer he would be able to keep swimming.
He thought that he would have to do more floating. Suddenly an airplane splashed into the water
in front of him. The plane didn't go under the surface all the way and just floated there. Fausto
swam up to the plane. The water tasted like oil, gasoline and blood. Five dead bodies were
hanging out of the plane's smashed windows and doors. Fausto ate the bodies. Inside the plane
was some kind of bird in a metal cage. The bird was still alive! Fausto carefully reached into the
plane, dragged the cage out and put it on top of the plane. The bird was very colorful and seemed
to be saying something. The bird chanted, "Fausto!" Fausto wondered how the bird knew his
name. Maybe it had been taught to the bird. Fausto liked the cheerful creature. Fausto moved
the caged squawking bird toward the back of the plane on the tail, where it could stay, while he
climbed on top. He was near total exhaustion. Fausto was glad to be able to rest again and fell
asleep for 35 hours. The bird seemed to sense Fausto's tiredness and had remained quiet as
Fausto slept.
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Fausto woke to the happy bird chirping some melody. It was beautiful. He had never heard a
bird sing like that, being under water for most of his life. Fausto was glad he didn't hurt the bird
when they first met. He had eaten the bird's owners, but they were already dead when he got
there. He noticed the bird had plenty of food and water in the large cage, so he wasn't worried
about its welfare. The bird and Fausto floated along on the airplane for a while. Fausto's
stomach was full of human meat, so he was content. After 6 days, Fausto noticed the bird was
running out of food. The water bottle in the cage was still 3/4 full. Fausto pried the cage door
open to let the bird out. The bird flew into the airplane and found a cooler full of food, the
contents of which were still cold. The bird ate 2 packs of all-beef wieners, 1 dozen raw
hamburger patties, a 1/2 gallon of coleslaw and drank a quart of milk. The bloated bird flew
back into the cage and drank some water from the bottle. The bird then flew out of the cage and
landed on Fausto's head.

The bird seemed unafraid of the giant octopus. Fausto had watched the bird as it ate and was
impressed by its appetite. Fausto became fond of the bird as it kept him company and sang to
him as they drifted. The dead bodies that Fausto ate had kept him full for a while, but he was
getting hungry again. Fausto felt that the food in the airplane was fine for his feathered friend to
survive on, but he didn't want any of it. The airplane that they were floating on created a shaded
area under it that was ideal for fish to hang out. At first, there were no fish, but as the airplane
floated, fish started to find the shelter and stayed under it. Fausto noticed the fish and grabbed
and ate a few every couple of hours, being careful not to eat all of them. The fish that remained
attracted other ones. The bird still had a large amount of food and bottled water inside the plane
to feast upon. He found a bag of his bird food in there as well. Fausto occasionally tossed a fish
to the bird for some fresh protein.

The bird ate the flies that tried to eat the skin on the top of Fausto's head and Fausto appreciated
it. Every 6 hours Fausto slipped into the water to get wet, since the beating sun was drying out
his leathery skin. The bird flew back into plane while Fausto performed the act. When Fausto
slithered back onto the plane again, the bird happily flew back to Fausto's head and sang a
greeting. They seemed to have everything they needed until the search plane flew overhead. The
plane passed by and passed by again. In 7 hours, a ship approached, probably looking for the
airplane's passengers. As the ship neared, Fausto made his move. He didn't want to have
anything to do with a ship again. Fausto slipped down into the water and swam away, leaving
the bird behind. Fausto didn't want to leave the bird behind, but it couldn't survive in his world.
He figured the bird probably wanted to get back to humans anyway.

Fausto resumed swimming back home toward his nook. A week passed, leaving Fausto tired and
hungry. He began floating to save his strength. He sensed something beneath him rising from
the deep. Was it a whale? It was similar to a whale, except it was really hard and solid feeling.
A submarine had surfaced and Fausto found himself lying on top of it. As with his previous
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whale, he wrapped his tentacles around it to hold on. The teeth on his suction cups were unable
to get a grip, but he overlapped the tentacles enough to compensate. The sub stayed at the
surface for a while and Fausto felt it vibrating and making different sounds. A shaded area under
the sub had attracted fish and Fausto was able to gorge again. He was content as long as he was
eating and resting. He didn't need anything but food and sleep to survive. Fausto took a nap as
the sub remained at the surface.

The submarine descended below the surface waking Fausto and began moving. Fausto found
that as the submarine sailed along under the water, it swam just like a whale. The sub swam
through schools of fish from which Fausto was able to partake. Fausto held onto the sub, ate
when he could and was content again. Fausto felt like he was back on his whale again. The sub
smashed into a shark and Fausto grabbed it as they sailed by and ate it. The sub hit a small
whale, splitting it in half. Fausto grabbed onto the smaller half and held onto it, eating it over a
2-day period. The sub navigated into a school of tuna, providing much succulent eating for
Fausto. The sub swam through a cloud of jellyfish, which Fausto slurped into his mouth like
gravy. When the sub drove through the millions of shrimp, it slowed for some reason, enabling
Fausto to gorge heavily on them. Fausto ate 13 dolphins as the sub moved along. He liked
eating dolphins, because then went down easy. Numerous sea lions, walruses and tarpon were
devoured as well.

Some days passed and the sub ascended and stayed on the surface. Men came out of a door on
the top and noticed Fausto sitting there and started screaming and carrying on. Once again,
Fausto was in a situation of dealing with screaming nervous humans. Just when things were
going along so smoothly, those humans had to ruin it. They brought out a fire hose and blasted it
at Fausto face, trying to get him off the sub. Fausto tore the fire hose from the men, whipped it at
them and knocked them into the water. Fausto fished the men from the water and ate them. He
also leisurely ate fish from the shade under the sub. They tried to throw things at Fausto, which
he threw back at them, knocking the men into the water. Fausto ate those men as well. They got
as close as they could to Fausto and tried to shock him with large cattle prods. He grabbed the
prods from the men, shocked them to death and ate them.

The men tried whipping him with long whips, which he latched onto, whipped them, killed them
and ate them. Fausto laughed at the men. The men screamed back. The men ran at Fausto with
pots of boiling water, probably from the kitchen. Fausto knocked them off their feet and they
were scalded by the spilled hot water. He ate their scalded bodies. The men were unable to fire
the machine gun at Fausto, because he was between the gun and door where the men came out of
the sub. Nothing seemed to work. It looked as if Fausto were there to stay. He was content
going along for the ride. He was saving his energy by riding on the sub, until he was back home
again. The men gave up harassing him, went under water again and resumed sailing the sub.
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Fausto stayed where he was. He hoped the sub was taking him in the direction he had to go, but
as long as he was getting a free ride, it was ok. The sub submerged to a greater depth than Fausto
was used to, stayed at that depth and he began to get dizzy. When he was riding the whale, it had
gone to great depths as well, but only for a short time. He was able to recover from those dives.
He felt his grip getting weaker. He wondered how long he would be able to hang on. He grew
dizzier. He made sure his long tentacles were overlapped and the suction cups were biting into
the other tentacles. He drifted to sleep. He dreamed about that happy bird that knew his name
and sang to him. He really liked that bird. Fausto woke up at the surface of the ocean. He must
have released his grip while sleeping. He was back to floating on the ocean again.

The big whale had vowed to take revenge on the mutant octopus. The octopus had interfered
with the big whale's mating ritual. The whale searched and searched for the octopus and had
found it! The whale slowly swam toward the surface, stopped beneath Fausto and looked up at
the many-legged octopus. Fausto felt himself lift up in the water from the wake created by the
whale. Fausto turned his head to look down into the water as the whale opened its gaping maw
to inhale the octopus.
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17. Aldo's Lockbox

Aldo was driving down the highway at about 85 mph, listening to one of his favorite songs on the
radio, "Cherish" by "The Association" on an oldies station. The condition of his car, a 1969
Dodge Charger was the limitation on how fast he could go. The car was a little loose in the
suspension and the tires/wheels could definitely be better balanced. He closed his eyes for a
second, enjoying the amazing harmonies only capable of being produced by "The Association" or
"The Beach Boys," when he instinctively opened them just in time to see an animal scurrying in
front of him.

It was of those instantaneous reactions, where you have no control, but you just flex. He jerked
the steering wheel ever so slightly to the right, since the animal was passing his view from right
to left, and was in front of his side of the car. As the song on the radio neared the end, Aldo and
his Charger launched off the road, through the cable guide rail, into a ravine, ending up in a
stream. The stream was flowing quite heavily, due to the recent rains and started pouring into the
car through the open windows. A raccoon that had been searching for crayfish in the stream
ended up in Aldo's face and began to savagely scratch and bite at Aldo's eyes and cheeks. Aldo
grabbed the critter and chucked it out the passenger window. The raccoon went flying through
the air and landed in a pine tree. The animal snarled at Aldo and ran away.

Then a crayfish, probably one that the raccoon was trying to catch, clamped a claw onto the tip of
Aldo's nose, causing him to shriek in pain. Aldo ripped the crayfish from his nose and threw it
out the same window that he threw the raccoon. The crayfish's claw tore his nose when he pulled
it off. The crayfish landed on the back of the running raccoon. The raccoon squealed in delight
and ate the crayfish, then continued running away. The water kept pouring into Aldo's car and he
started to get nervous. He had to get out of that car! The car was wedged between two trees that
were growing on the edges of the stream and Aldo was unable to open the doors to get out. He
unbuckled his seatbelt and slithered like a snake out the window on his left. Just as Aldo reached
the bank of the stream, the water had filled the car to the roof and washed it down the stream,
unwedging it from the trees in the process.

Aldo was lying on the bank of the stream watching his car float downstream. He could still hear
the car's radio playing the Beatles song, "She loves you, Yeah, Yeah, Yeah!" Aldo yelled at his
car, "Hey, come back here!" He started running down the stream bank, next to his floating car,
keeping up with it as it floated along. As he ran, he was focusing his attention on the car and not
totally paying attention to what was in front of him on the ground. He stumbled on a branch and
fell face first in mud. Aldo wiped the mud from his face so he could see, and looked downstream
to watch his car, when he felt a pain in his right foot. "Ow!" Aldo howled. A snapping turtle had
a solid grip on Aldo's right sneaker and was clamping down on his foot! Aldo grabbed a stick
from the ground and started whacking on the shell of the turtle. "Let go!" Aldo screamed. "Let
go!" After 90 seconds of whacking at the turtle, the turtle let go of Aldo's sneaker and crawled
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into the rushing stream, disappearing from view. "Whew!" Aldo said.

Aldo looked down at his right sneaker, which was partially ripped. He wiggled his sore toes. He
assumed they were all there. Aldo started down the stream bank again after his car, catching up
to it in about 30 seconds. He jumped onto the roof of the car and got down on his hands and
knees for more stability. Aldo was calm again, now that he was back with his car, even though
the rushing stream actually owned his car for the moment. The current of the stream was rapidly
increasing. Aldo heard something that sounded like a waterfall, but thought there was no way
that a waterfall could be there in the woods. He squinted to look ahead to where the stream was
flowing, when he was hit in the face by a fish! Apparently, when the stream was as flooded as it
was at the time, the fish got really energetic and jerky, jumping out of the water and splashing
about. A nice trout had bounced off Aldo's face, landing in the water behind the car, where it
kept splashing around, seemingly laughing at Aldo as it swam away.

Aldo wiped the fish slime off his face and spat out the slime that was in his mouth, and then he
spat again to make sure he got it all. Aldo squinted again downstream when he spotted what
appeared to be a drop off in the stream. A waterfall! He couldn't believe what he was seeing.
There was nothing he could do about it. The stream's current grew faster. The stream was taking
him and his car for a ride, whether he wanted it to or not. Aldo was too afraid to jump from the
car in the fast moving current. Aldo braced for the journey over the waterfall by grabbing onto
the top rim of the front windshield, so he wouldn't go flying off the car. Aldo tightly closed his
eyes and took a deep breath in case he went under water. Here we go! The stream took the car
and Aldo over the falls! The waterfall was only about a height of a one-story house, but it
seemed to Aldo like a tall building! He felt himself starting to slip off the slippery roof from the
force of the water. Man, the water was cold!

Aldo and the car both went under the surface of the water, down into a deep pool at the bottom of
the roaring waterfall. Aldo opened his eyes to see a huge black snake at the bottom of the pool
with a large green bullfrog in its mouth. Aldo continued holding his breath as he and his car
exited the pool, heading downstream. The stream's intensity increased as they progressed. Aldo
was listening to a song on the radio that was still somehow working, even though the car had just
been completely under water. The radio somehow switched itself to a station that played current
music and was playing a "Taylor Swift" song. Aldo liked the song, one of the few "Taylor Swift"
songs that he liked. He couldn't believe the radio was still functioning.

Aldo and the car floated along for about a minute until the stream curved and on the left bank of
the stream was a sandy area. The car eased onto the sandy area and stopped, enabling Aldo to
hop off the roof onto the shore. Aldo opened the doors of the car to let the water out and noticed
that the car was still running! Luckily, the stream was located in the woods in a relatively flat
area and Aldo was able to drive the car from the sandy area through the woods, back to the road.
Aldo was soaking wet and he was sitting on a soaking wet car seat that was making squishing
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noises whenever he moved on the seat, like the sound of a wet sponge. It was a warm summer
day, so the wind blowing into the car through the open windows helped to dry off Aldo and the
inside of the car.

Aldo wondered what kind of animal it was that had scurried across the road in front of him and
he figured it was probably a woodchuck. He thought it didn't really matter at that point in time
anyway, but he wondered just the same. After about 2 hours of speeding down the road at 85
mph, Aldo's hair and clothes had dried except for the seat of his pants, which was still squishing
and squashing on the wet car seat. He decided to pull over at the campgrounds coming up on the
right. The camping was open to everyone, whether or not you had a trailer, so he paid the guy 4
dollars for one night and found a nice spot where there wasn't anybody else around, so he could
have some privacy. He started a fire and hung his clothes on sticks stuck in the ground next to
the fire to dry his clothes. Sitting there naked on the log next to the fire, Aldo felt somewhat
funny, but no one was around, so it didn't matter.

He thought back to the days when he was a Boy Scout and had learned how to catch fish and
cook them on a fire. His campsite was right next to the pond, so he had easy access to fishing.
He went to the car, opened the car doors wide to dry out the inside and got his fishing rod from
the trunk. Everything in the trunk was still wet, so he left the trunk lid open to let the warm
breezes dry out the trunk's contents. The rod's fishing line still had the Mepps spinner tied on
from the last time he was fishing in the lake by the volcano. Aldo found that he could catch a
large variety of fish using that spinner, because it had a size zero treble hook, so even sunfish,
perch and small bass could hit on it and be caught.

It was getting towards late afternoon/early evening, so the fish were probably going to start
biting. Sure enough, on the first cast he got a bite and a fish, a nice 6-inch bluegill sunfish. After
a half-hour of fishing, he caught 9 more bluegills, enough for a decent meal. He kept rotating his
clothes on the sticks by the fire until they were dry and put them back on, because he was starting
to get a little chilly. Aldo scaled and filleted the fish, putting the fillets on sticks to cook over the
coals of the fire. He seasoned the fish with some of the nacho cheese Doritos that he got from
cooler in the trunk. Fortunately, when he left on the trip the day before, he put those chips in the
cooler to keep them from being damaged by the steel lockbox filled with the money that he
planned to bury out in the middle of nowhere.

The fish was perfectly cooked and tasty and Aldo washed down the meal with some Gatorade
from the cooler. After Aldo ate his supper, he started whittling the figure of a bear from a soft
piece of wood he found while gathering kindling for the fire. Aldo loved to carve stuff from
wood. He had many wooden things that he had carved, hanging from his rear view mirror. He
usually attached the carved objects to a leather lanyard to be able to wear the carvings as
pendants. People always commented favorably on his carvings, because he employed such
workmanship and detail. One thing he had noticed from the incident with the stream flooding
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the car was that he lost his favorite carved giraffe that was hanging from the mirror. It was his
oldest carving. The leather string had likely weakened after 7 years of wear and tear, and had
finally snapped when the car became flooded.

He would need to carve a new giraffe after he finished the bear. Aldo had a photographic
memory for seeing things and then being able to whittle them from memory. He can't remember
from where the bear image had come, maybe from a TV commercial. Aldo was carving a polar
bear, because it was his first attempt at carving a bear and he liked polar bears.
He admired the way they were able to survive in such cold climates. He respected that. As Aldo
started to carve the back feet of the polar bear, he burped a fishy-tasting burp and thought it
tasted pretty good.

Then he started farting wet squeaky farts. He figured it was because of the beans he had eaten
with breakfast earlier. Aldo loved beans. Then he burped again. Then he heard a sound that
sounded like a burp, but wasn't a burp, like a low growling sound. It didn't sound as if the growl
were coming from his own body. What was that sound? As Aldo finished the back feet of the
polar bear, he heard the growling again. Aldo thought that if it wasn't him making the sound that
sounded like a burp, what was it then?

As Aldo got up to go to the car to get a piece of leather string for the polar bear, he farted another
wet squeaky fart, except this time, as he was farting, his eyes came face to face with a black bear!
The fear that Aldo felt at that moment made his wet squeaky fart become poop in his pants! He
couldn't believe he was seeing a bear in front of him and he couldn't believe he was pooping in
his pants! To the best of Aldo's memory, he hadn't pooped in his pants since he was a little kid.
More importantly though, was what he was going to do about the bear he was facing. It was very
likely that the bear was drawn out of the woods by the smell of the fish cooking, since bears love
fish. Or it was simply the smell of Aldo that had enticed the beast. Whatever the case, the bear
was there and it meant business!

The bear rose up on its back feet and became a lot taller in the process. Aldo was now looking
up at towering monster! The bear growled, and then roared a loud smelly roar that could only
have come from a bear, a bear that had just been eating some rotten animal that it had found in
the woods. Wow! The breath of that bear was so foul and stenching! When the bear roared, its
flapping lips spewed drool onto Aldo's face. The bear roared again and as it started to lunge at
Aldo, Aldo stabbed the nose of the bear 3 times with his whittling knife. The bear screamed in
pain at the top of its lungs, another even fouler smelling roar than before, and Aldo seized the
moment. Aldo crouched down on the ground, grabbed a handful of dirt and threw the dirt into
the bear's eyes! The bear roared again.

Aldo ran to the left of the bear while it was busy using both of its front paws to get the dirt out of
its eyes and the knife out of the top of its nose. Aldo made it to his car and jumped in on the
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driver's side. He hastily started the car and sped out of there, while both doors and trunk were
still open. Aldo yelled a loud, "YEE HA!" as they did on the "Dukes of Hazard" TV show, when
the Duke Brothers were speeding away from Boss Hog.

Aldo drove to the check-in office where he stopped the car, got out and shut the doors and trunk.
Aldo ran into the office and told the guy behind the counter that a crazed black bear was running
loose and was injured, thanks to Aldo knifing its nose and throwing dirt in its eyes. Everyone
knew there was nothing more dangerous on earth than an injured bear. The guy behind the
counter reached for a rifle, thanked Aldo for the warning, and quickly called the game warden.
The safety of the campground was paramount. Aldo bolted out of the office back to his car and
sped out of there as fast as he could, in case the bear was following him. Once again, Aldo
bellowed a loud, "YEE HA!"

On the way down the campground's drive to the highway, Aldo spotted none other than the black
bear in the middle of the road! The bear reared up on its back legs, roared and then started
running at the car at full speed, which was pretty fast, because bears can run a lot faster than
people think.

Aldo floored the Charger and it accelerated rapidly, since it was a fast old muscle car. The bear
cared not. It still came a charging. Aldo was determined to teach this bear a lesson. Just as
Aldo's car got to the bear, Aldo jerked the steering wheel to the right, just barely grazing the side
of the bear with the front bumper. It was enough of a contact to knock the bear over onto the
ground. Aldo slammed on the car's brakes and threw the console gearshift into reverse. He
rammed the car into the back of the bear, tossing it into a mud-filled ditch on the side of the road.
The bear screeched its displeasure at being completely covered from head to toe with mud.

Aldo drove the car to the side of the road, with one of the back tires sliding into the muddy ditch
in which the bear was slopping around. Then Aldo floored the engine, spinning the tire that was
in the ditch, spraying the bear with even more mud! Aldo shrieked a "YEE HA!" beeped his
horn and drove out of there laughing all the way. Aldo exited the campground road and pulled
onto the highway.

Aldo thought about the stupid bear for a while and laughed. Aldo then thought about the steel
lockbox in the trunk as he drove down the highway. Where could he bury it so nobody could
find it in a million years? It would have to be some place where no one drives or walks by. He
would have to bury it during the night so nobody flying by in an airplane or helicopter would see
him from above. How would he get to the burial spot if it had to be in a place where nobody
went? It had to be a perfect place, wherever it was, because he had to hide the money in the
lockbox for a few years, while things cooled off and people forgot about the money and gave up
looking for it. Yeah. Then, he could go get the money and do whatever he wanted with it. He
could buy another faster bigger car. He always wanted a big old Ford LTD with a big powerful
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engine. Those cars were big enough to sleep on the back seat, because the car was so wide.

Where could he bury the box? Was someone following him as he drove, possibly way behind
him, unnoticed? Was someone following him, waiting for him to hide the money to steal it away
from him? No, there was no one following him. He was starting to think crazy. Aldo absolutely
could not allow anybody to get his money! It was his money and would always be his money.
Nobody was going to get that money! He found that money and it was his.

He thought back to elementary school when he had read a cool story about how pirates would get
treasure from somewhere and put the money in a chest, a really solid chest made out of thick
wood and metal. Then the pirates would sail their ship to a deserted island somewhere out in the
middle of the ocean and bury the treasure chest on the island and make a map that told where
they buried it. Then somehow, years later they would dig the treasure up again using the map
they made.

That's it! Aldo decided he would have to drive to the coast of the United States somewhere and
then get a boat and navigate the boat to an island and bury his lockbox on the island! He would
then make a map that told exactly where he buried the box so he would be able to find it in the
future. He knew a guy years ago who used to talk about all the islands off the coast of South
Carolina.

Since Aldo was in Georgia, he could be near those islands in no time. He still had to plan
carefully, though. He couldn't let anyone around know what he was up to. He had to be sneaky,
like the bear that sneaked up on him at the campsite. Aldo was on his way to South Carolina.
How would he get to the island undetected? How would he find a good enough spot to bury the
loot?

Aldo drove through the night until he reached the South Carolina coast, then he started driving
up and down the coast to get a feel for the ports, boats, privacy, availability of docks, etc.

He would have to borrow somebody’s boat during the night, take it out to the island and stash the
box. He pulled into a gas station and bought gas, snacks and a map of the area that had islands
on it. The guy behind the counter noticed the map and said it was hurricane season and stormy
that night with a tropical storm coming in, possibly going to hit the area. He suggested to Aldo
to be careful if he planned any fishing at daybreak. Aldo had no plans of doing any fishing at
daybreak. He was on a night mission of tight secrecy. He wished the guy wouldn’t have been so
nosy by noticing the map, but it was too late at that point. Aldo thanked the guy for his concern
and left.

Aldo would have to drive north of that gas station about 30 minutes to put his plan into action far
enough away from the nosy gas station guy, in case anybody asked any questions. Of course,
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Aldo only planned to borrow the boat, do his mission and return the boat before anyone noticed.
He didn’t want any traces of his behavior for anybody to follow to his buried treasure chest. He
could take no chances. He had to strike quickly though. He felt that time was short.

Aldo took a bite out of his beef jerky and headed north a piece. Approximately 20 miles north of
the gas station, Aldo spied a little dock on the right with various sized boats, with not very good
lighting and no one around. This was the place! Aldo drove a little further and parked the
Charger behind a dumpster in an unlit parking lot. Then he got the steel lockbox from the trunk,
put it in the old green army duffel bag and slung the bag over his back. Man, that bag was heavy!
The lockbox was constructed of thick solid steel and iron, and thus was really heavy. Aldo
slithered to the dock, constantly looking around, not seeing anyone. It started to get windy and
started raining lightly. Oh, great, he thought, here comes that storm the gas station guy was
talking about.

Aldo wasn’t worried about the storm, because he figured it would only be an hour and he would
be done. While on the drive there, he found on the map an undeveloped island on which to bury
the money. Aldo hopped into the furthest boat out on the dock, so hopefully no one would see it
missing and he rowed the boat out into the water. The boat sat low in the water from the weight
of the lockbox. When he figured he was far enough out so no one would hear the noise, he
started the motor and headed to the island. The wind whipped up, lightning flashed and the
waves increased. It started pouring rain. Stupid storm! Halfway to the island, the boat sprung a
leak, and then another leak.
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18. Major's Mission

Major was a rather large cat, perhaps bigger than a typical housecat can get, weighing 49 pounds.
Since Major was the result of an experimental mix between a Maine Coon cat and a bobcat, a
Maine-Bob, he ended up being a big kitty. The person responsible for Major's breeding was an
81-year old retired veterinarian who loved animals, but loved even more how nature can breed
them into more amazing animals with a little help from man. The vet had been trying for years to
breed a cat that had all the best attributes. He wanted a cat that had the temperament of a golden
retriever and the fearlessness of a badger. Everyone knew how mild and loving retrievers were,
making them very popular house pets and service animals. Not many people know of how
fearless a badger can be. Badgers have been known to face off with bears, scaring the bears
away. A fearless animal would be useful as a service animal, because it would be capable of
handling any situation without forgetting its training. The most important thing for some service
animals is protecting their person from harm.

Finally, the vet successfully bred Major. Major was super friendly and super fearless. The vet
had hoped to donate Major to a senior facility for use as a therapy animal. The vet went to
different places that all turned him down, thinking Major was too big of a cat. The vet assured
all the facility administrators how gentle Major was, but they were too intimidated by Major's
largeness. Eventually, the vet found a place that accepted Major for a trial period to see how the
cat would work out. The vet dropped off the large cat and stayed for several hours to help Major
get acclimated to his potential new home. The facility was initially concerned with the feeding
bill for such a large cat, but the vet established a trust fund whereby the facility would receive
annual sums of money to cover Major's food, supplies and veterinary needs. Major was greeted
with open arms by the facility.

Major's first client was a 101-year old woman who loved to play checkers. The vet emphasized
the superior intelligence Major possessed and the cat's ability to learn quickly. The 101-year old
woman was pleased to discover that Major could be taught to play checkers. In only 3 hours,
Major was pleasantly entertaining the woman by playing checkers with her. The facility's
administrator was impressed by Major's game playing talent, but a more important trait of a
therapy animal was its ability to tolerate being petted and caressed. The vet claimed that Major
was as gentle as a lamb and loved attention. When it was time for the 101-year old woman's nap,
they placed Major on the lap of a 74-year old man who just arrived at the facility the previous
week and was still a little nervous and jerky. The man had to move to the facility out of his
home, because he fell and broke his hip, making it difficult for him to do things living alone in
his 2-story house. The man was surprised at the size of Major. At first, the man thought Major
would be too heavy on his lap, but Major had a way of lying down where he would spread his
weight out over a large area. Major rolled over on his back, allowing the man to pet his large
furry belly. The moment Major started purring, tears came to the man's eyes. Major was just
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what the man needed to help him transition from his old familiar life to his new strange one.

The facility administrator had many times seen the beautiful affect that animals can have on
people. Major appeared to be a good fit so far. Eventually the man said it was ok to move Major
to another person. The facility workers never wanted to upset the residents, by giving or taking
things away too abruptly. The vet had been crying at the sight of the man petting Major. The vet
knew he was doing a good thing by donating Major. The final test for Major was his ability to
play on the floor with toys. A worker lifted Major up from the man's lap and put the cat on the
floor. In the corner of the community room, there was an area on the floor where residents could
roll balls and toys to each other to improve their dexterity, coordination and circulation. Major
walked over to the corner and intercepted a ball that one resident was rolling to another. Major
kicked the ball with his front right paw to the person the ball was rolling to. The person grabbed
the ball and rolled it back to Major. Major stopped it and kicked it to another person. They went
on for 10 minutes playing with the ball. The administrator felt satisfied with Major's initial
observation and agreed to take the cat from the vet. The vet said goodbye to Major and went
back to his laboratory to try to create another cat just like Major, sensing it would be difficult.

As soon as the vet left the building, some of the residents started wheeling over to the cat to get a
closer look. The workers had to make sure Major wasn't overwhelmed by everybody trying to
pet him at the same time. Because Major was so large and solid, he seemed to be able to handle
any amount of physicality that the people could dish out. One of the more spry residents threw a
ball across the room to another resident. The other resident seemed to be sleeping. It appeared
that the ball was going to hit the sleeping resident square in the face. Major sprinted across the
room toward the sleeping resident and leaped into the air like one of those Frisbee dogs. He
intercepted the ball, grabbing it between its 2 large front paws. Just before Major hit the floor, he
dropped the ball, landing on all 4 feet. Major kicked the ball over to the sleeping resident for
whom the ball was intended, where it rolled to a stop at the resident's feet.

The residents in the community room all began cheering and clapping. The workers had to calm
everybody down because all the racket woke up the residents who were sleeping. One awakened
guy said, "What's all the fuss?" An awakened woman simply said, "What the?" The guy who
had thrown the ball through the air yelled aloud to the residents who were awakened, "We have a
new cat everybody, and he's a supercat!" Major sensed he was being talked about and trotted
over to the end of the community room. He turned around and started running full speed. At the
middle of the room, he flipped over on his back and slid the rest of the way across the large
room. The residents erupted into cheering, clapping and whistling, louder than before. The
administrator said to the senior worker, "Did you see that?" The worker wiped the tears from her
eyes and said, "Yes!" Major was definitely a hit.

Major continued running and sliding on his back, to and fro across the room, until a worker
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scurried over to him and picked up his bulky purring body. The worker kissed Major on the
forehead and Major licked the worker's face. Major was clearly no ordinary cat. Major had a
dog dish for food and a dog water bowl for water. Even though Major ate (2)-50 pound bags of
Eukanuba dry cat food per week, per the vet's directions, he wasn't a fat cat at all. He was
incredibly muscular and lean, due no doubt to the bobcat in his DNA. Major walked over to his
food dish and ate all the food. He then emptied the water dish. Major was allowed to have a
bisky for every task he performed. The workers gladly gave him the treats.

Per the vet, Major wasn't supposed to eat human food scraps, but in a senior facility, it was an
impossible restriction to enforce. At breakfast, lunch and dinner times, Major found himself
eating many scraps of all manner of the bland food that the residents would feed him. Major of
course didn't mind helping the residents clean their plates. The residents loved to feed the cat
scraps. The administrator and workers felt that it did everybody good to feed the big cat some
scraps as long as its primary dry food was consumed. Everyone knew the cat was some kind of
mixed breed and wanted to respect the vet's advice. However, some of the residents started
sneaking Major snacks that they received on visits from their relatives and friends.

Zulma liked Snickers candy bars and each week on Mondays received an 8-pack from her niece.
Zulma started sneaking Major a candy bar at each breakfast, which he hungrily devoured.
Winston loved his Nacho Cheese Doritos, having packages of the snack size delivered to him by
his volunteer visitor. Winston fed Major a snack bag at each lunch. Vonda was particularly fond
of pepperoni, which she was allowed to eat, as long as her blood pressure was kept in check. At
a supper meal, she gave Major a whole stick pepperoni and he loved it, even though it gave him
diarrhea. Tyree gave Major those sausage shaped tubes of raw cookie dough that he was
supposed to be giving to the facility bakers to make cookies for everyone. Major only ate the
cookie dough to be nice. He didn't particularly like the consistency.

Major was really good at catching the biskies that the workers tossed to him. He could catch one
in his mouth if it were tossed the full length of the community room, about 50 feet! They were
curious to see how far he could catch a bisky. The workers took everyone outside and had a
contest to see who could guess the longest distance Major could catch a bisky in his mouth. The
winning distance was an incredible 153 feet. The bisky was thrown by a resident who was an ex-
college football quarterback. Major was also good at catching Frisbees. On the warmer days,
everyone was brought outside to watch the supercat catch every Frisbee that was thrown. They
went on for hours taking turns throwing the discs. Major received dozens of biskies for his
running and retrieving feats. The more Major played at catching Frisbees, the faster he was able
to run. He could outrun any staff member and any visitors to the facility.

Major was allowed to sleep with the residents who requested it. Normally, facilities didn't allow
cats to sleep with the residents, for fear the residents may accidentally roll over onto the cat and
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injure it. Due to Major's solidness, no one feared that could ever happen. As time went by, the
facility had to create a schedule for the residents to take turns sleeping with Major, because
eventually everyone wanted to. With 61 residents, it ended up becoming a 2-month rotation.

It was found that Major was able to give massage therapy to the residents. A resident would sit
in a chair in the community room, with Major clinging to the back of the chair. Major would
knead the neck and shoulders of the resident, being careful to keep his claws in. Most of the
residents fell asleep within 15 minutes, since the massage felt so soothing. Major could massage
the entire facility of residents and workers over 3 days. Major didn't seem to mind giving the
massages, appearing to genuinely love people.

Major's favorite thing to do was to sit on people's laps and be caressed by them. He could stay all
day on a resident's lap if they would allow it, but he had to be moved around for everyone's
benefit. Vonda noticed Major's surprising vocal ability. When Major was on her lap, she would
meow words to him and to everyone's amazement, he could repeat what she was saying.
Eventually she was singing to him and he was singing back! Vonda had a beautiful singing
voice, which she used for 40 years at her church. It was the most incredible sight to everyone in
the facility. On Saturday Karaoke nights, Vonda and Major sang a duet, where she would sing
and he would meow along. They stole the show. Other residents came up with singing ideas.
Winston, Tyree and Sylvester formed a barbershop quartet with Major as the 4th member. It was
the most hilarious thing that anyone had ever seen before. With a little practice, Major was
actually able to harmonize with the 3 guys singing.

The old vet visited the facility from time to time to check up on Major's progress. The facility
couldn't thank the vet enough for his generous donation of Major. Nobody had seen such a cat
before. The vet had advised them of his progress toward breeding another cat. The facility was
excited at the prospect of obtaining another Maine-Bob, similar to Major. The vet couldn't
guarantee anything in the immediate future, but he was getting close. The vet promised to donate
the next cat to the facility, because they were the only ones that would accept Major in the first
place. The administrator told the vet that if they had known how magnificent a cat Major was,
there would have been no initial hesitation on their part. The vet agreed that at first sight, Major
is a bit of a beast, but once you get to know him, you love him. The administrator agreed.

The vet was astounded at the sight of Major "singing" in the barbershop quartet. He knew Major
was an intelligent cat, but didn't think it was even possible for a cat to do that. The administrator
filled the vet in on some of Major's other abilities that were equally impressive. The vet felt
redeemed by all his years of hard work of trying to breed the perfect therapy cat. He felt that he
definitely had done it. He had given to facilities all the other cats that he bred along the way, but
none of them turned out the delightful way that Major did.

When winter came to the Wisconsin facility, Major continued to be impressive. As many people
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get older, they think back to their simpler, younger days. The residents enjoyed playing outside
in the snow. The people who were healthy enough to be in the cold air were pulled around on a
sled by Major. The cat was so surprisingly strong, that it could pull 3 residents sitting on a
toboggan. Major seem to have no limit to his entertainment value. Some workers cleared the
snow from the pond so people could skate and play hockey. To no one's surprise, Major was able
to learn how to ice skate! A worker bought 4 kids' skates from a Goodwill store and taped them
to Major's legs, and off he went! Some of the workers and residents set up hockey nets to play
minimal exertion hockey.

Once Major was skating, he saw someone standing in the goalie net and wanted to try for
himself. He managed to stop shots that were on the ice with his skates. He was having trouble
stopping higher wrist shots until a worker fixed him up with a pad to block those. They taped a
breadboard from a goalie's hockey gear to his stomach. Major could then block wrist shots by
jumping up in the air and deflecting the puck with his padded belly! Maybe it was his
determination, or the 4 skates on his feet, but he became the fastest skater out there. There was
no stopping Major. He was just as good at scoring as he was at playing goalie. He didn't use a
hockey stick, but he could kick the puck down the ice. He managed to score a few "slapshots"
but not many. They allowed him to pick up the puck in his mouth when he was at the goal and
throw it in. He had a pretty good aim and scored several goals.

His skating ability quickly improved. He must have had some kind of exceptional balance. He
was able to stand on one skate and spin around in a circle at great speed without getting dizzy.
He could skate on either his front 2 or his back 2 skates just as easily as on all 4 skates. He really
was a sight to behold. No one knew how he did it. Toward the end of the winter, in early March,
the weather was warming up a little. They were all out there skating, when one of the workers
fell through the ice. A call was immediately placed to the Fire Department. In the meantime,
Major skated to the hole in the ice and the screaming worker in the icy water. No one wanted to
get to close to the hole in the ice, because cracking was heard. Major fearlessly skated to the
edge of the hole and instinctively got down on all fours to spread his weight out. While 1 worker
held onto Major's robust tail, Major reached his head to the victim in the water. The victim
reached up to Major and grabbed onto his thick collar. Major slowly inched backward, digging
his claws into the ice, with the worker holding onto his tail. Soon the victim was out of the
freezing water on the ice. They kept pulling until they were completely off the cracking ice.
After that near catastrophic event, they made sure that in the future, they only used the ice from
December to February, to avoid thin ice situations.

Major caught a few rabbits whenever he was outside and the culinary staff of the facility cooked
them up for residents that had their doctor's approval. Some residents missed the things they
were able to get on their own, before they were forced into the senior facility for one reason or
another. It was important psychologically for the residents to be happy, and to enrich their lives
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as much as possible within reason. Major also caught all the mice, moles, chipmunks and
squirrels he could get his paws on. The landscapers were pleased, since no rodents on the
premises meant they could grow whatever they wanted without pest damage. Major's rodent
control also allowed for a pest-free garden to be planted in the spring out in the sunny backyard.
Many residents loved to garden and grow their own fresh produce to eat at meals. Gardening
was an important socializing factor as well. Major was able to prevent damage by crows as well
as by rodents.

At the first sign of crows, the administrator sent Major out to the garden. The garden was always
bothered in the past by crows eating various seedlings. Major was lying in the cabbage as low as
he could get to the ground when a crow came in for a landing. Major jumped up as high as he
could, snagging the crow with one of his long sharp claws. He ate the crow and waited for
another. Another crow landed on the fence, wondering why its crow relative had just
disappeared, seemingly into thin air. The crow on the fence was a little cautious and started
squawking to get other crows to the scene. Three other crows flew into the garden and started
pulling young carrots from the ground. Major sneaked along as low as he could get through the
cabbage patch, which was next to the carrot patch. Major sneezed when some dirt got into his
nostrils, alerting the wary crows. Before the crows could take to the air, Major leaped on top of
the 3 of them and ate them. The crow on the fence flew away and never came back. No crows
came back. The crow problem was solved.

Major was allowed many liberties in the facility, many of them food related. One day at a
birthday party for Zulma, the facility had baked a bunch of pizzas, Zulma's favorite food. As
long as pizza was approved by a resident's doctor, the resident could have some. Zulma liked to
feed treats to Major and pizza was one of those treats. A facility baker brought out a fresh sheet
pizza with cheese and mushrooms and put it on the table in front of Zulma. The pizza was
already cut up and cool enough to eat. Zulma called Major over to where she was sitting with her
pizza. Zulma started eating a slice, while Major patiently waited for a handout.

Zulma first gave Major a little piece of cheese, and then some crust, but he wanted more. Major
jumped up onto the table and started eating the pizza in front of Zulma. Zulma started laughing,
and then farting from the exertion of laughing. Before anyone could get close enough to take the
pizza away, Major had eaten the entire sheet pizza, minus the slice that Zulma ate! Zulma's
laughter became contagious and soon, everyone at Zulma's table was laughing, and farting from
the exertion of laughing. Being old people, some of the residents laughed so hard that they
pooped in their pants, including Zulma. Pooping in pants was a very common occurrence in
senior facilities, so no one was alarmed. Major jumped down from the table, ran to his bed in the
corner, burped, farted, drank a bowl full of water and had a nice long nap.

At a 91st birthday party for Laurice, Major jumped up onto the table and ate the entire sheet cake
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and the 2 half gallons of ice cream on the table before any of the cake and ice cream were even
plated! Major didn't like the candles and spat them out onto the floor. Laurice started crying
from the confusion. Luckily, the bakers had another cake and ice cream in the kitchen. First,
Major had to be put outside in the garden. He clawed at the window and meowed the whole time
he was out there. Everyone thought he must have had his fill of cake and ice cream, but
apparently not. After Laurice blew out the new set of candles and everyone was served, they let
Major back in and he immediately ran to Laurice. Major jumped in her lap and lay on his back
so she could pet him and feel better. He realized that he should have waited for her to eat first,
and felt bad about it. Laurice forgave Major, as everybody always did and all was well again.

The vet who bred Major wondered if the cat would have any regression toward having bobcat
tendencies of viciousness. The cat seemed ok so far. The facility hadn't reported any issues with
Major. The following Monday morning, when Zulma received her 8-pack of Snickers from her
niece's visit, she gave Major one of the candy bars in her room, after breakfast. Major ate it, but
wanted another candy bar. Zulma refused to give him more than one. Major began growling at
Zulma, who was sitting on her bed. She gave Major another candy bar and told him that was
definitely all he was going to get. Major ate the 2nd bar, hissed, growled and jumped up onto
Zulma's bed. Zulma began to get nervous. Major sensed her fear and slowly approached her on
the bed, increasing the volume of his growling. Zulma screamed as Major leaped through the air
at Zulma's throat.
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19. Ignacio's Itch
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19. Ignacio's Itch

Ignacio learned to walk at the age of 11 months, getting a few bruises and scrapes. He taught
himself to ride a bike at 2 years old, breaking an ankle in the process. He taught himself to swim
at 3, almost drowning in the undertow. He was roller-skating at 4, damaging his unprotected left
elbow. At 5 years old, he started ice skating and fell through the thin ice. He started riding BMX
bicycles at 6, suffering a concussion. At 8 years old, he broke his right arm the first time he
started riding dirt bikes. When he was 9, he climbed over a junkyard fence with a steak tied
around his neck, to tease run from the German shepherds. He did everything physically athletic
and exciting before all the other kids.

Once when he was hang gliding in Texas, his glider tore apart and he crashed into some cacti.
When he was skate boarding down a railing next to some stairs, he crashed into a sign, knocking
himself unconscious. He became as known as the "Emperor of everything cool." There was
nothing that he was afraid of trying. There was no dare that was untakeable. He once jumped off
a high bridge into cold water and landed on a sunken log, impaling his left lung. In Spain, he ran
with the bulls and was trampled, luckily only shattering his right wrist. He fell asleep on railroad
tracks until the sound of the train woke him just in time to roll to the side.

Ignacio never smoked cigarettes, did drugs or drank alcohol, preferring to get high on life's
pleasures. Ignacio thought anyone who smoked was an idiot. On one occasion, he was at the end
of an airport runway hanging onto the fence as the jet blast lifted him into the air. His left eyeball
was partially blown out of the socket, until he pushed it back in. He enjoyed parachuting from
airplanes at low altitudes, until one time his chute failed to open and he crashed into a golf cart.
He liked to feed great white sharks with sardines held in his teeth, until one of the sharks bit off
the tip of his nose. He was fond of teasing bulls in their pens by running around wearing a red
cape, until he was thrown over the fence into the manure spreader.

He played golf during thunderstorms, being struck by lightning 11 times. At a charity event, he
was lowered into a tank filled with electric eels for as long as he could stand it. He earned $100
for his charity for each minute he stayed in the tank. He managed to stay in the tank for 3 hours,
until he passed out. Unfortunately, the event left him with no sense of taste. He patented a
special bungee cord for bungee jumping, which earned him thousands of dollars to spend on his
thrill seeking. Three amusement parks allowed him to sign a waiver to ride on the roller coaster
by hanging onto the hood of the car, not sitting inside the car. At the 4th park, he fell off the car,
landed in front of the roller coaster and was run over by it.

Ignacio successfully base-jumped from many NYC skyscrapers, including from the top of the
Freedom Tower and the Empire State Building. He unsuccessfully jumped from Trump Tower,
when his chute collapsed and he landed on the roof of a taxicab. When he went to air shows, he
paid the pilots to allow him to ride on the outside of the jets, while he was strapped in his
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specially designed harness. Eventually the air show organizers disallowed the practice, when he
fell off a jet and landed on one of the french-fry food vendors. He splashed into the scalding oil,
suffering 1st degree burns. At the Daytona 500, he once rode one lap on the hood of one of the
cars. When the car pulled into the pits to let him jump off, the driver stopped too quickly and he
flew off the hood into the crowd. In India, he learned how to charm cobras by playing a flute and
made good tip money for a while, until he was bitten and had to spend a week in the hospital. He
wrestled alligators in Florida for 1 1/2 months, until he had the pinky toe from his right foot
chewed off. In the Mississippi River, he noodled for giant catfish, being mauled many times.

In Lake Placid, NY, Ignacio rode on the bobsled run while strapped to the bottom of the sled. He
almost made it to the end of the run, but the straps broke in the last high-banked turn, and he
went flying off the course into a tree. When he worked in a circus as a lion tamer, his left ear
lobe was scraped off when he put his head into the lion's narrowly opened mouth. He worked at
a zoo, cleaning out the exhibits and was attacked by an old gorilla. The ape bit Ignacio's torso
repeatedly, causing spleen and liver damage. Ignacio survived with surgery and recovery. At the
same zo0o, he fell from the back of a giraffe that he had been riding around on a bet and landed on
the concrete watering structure. Ignacio broke his collarbone and right kneecap.

In the Midwest, he went on rattlesnake roundups every year from high school graduation until the
age of 22, when he was bitten in the face after collapsing from the heat onto a nest of snakes. He
was advised by doctors to avoid snake and other animal poisons as much as possible, due to the
high dose of rattlesnake venom that was injected into his body. The medical staff estimated that
he would need 2 years to completely clear out the toxins from his body.

Ignacio's left forearm still had a cast on it from the break it sustained while crashing, during
roller-skating backwards down the steep driveway of his father's mansion. The doctor allowed
him to go skiing if he liked, but he had to be careful. Ignacio was going skiing whether the
doctor said he could or not. Ignacio's favorite sport was extreme skiing. Since he had started
skiing at the age of 7, he had been fascinated by the thrill of gliding on snow. He especially liked
breaking the freshly fallen snow, to enjoy the fluffiness. His parents had allowed him to do
anything he wanted, but he had to wait until he was 18, before he could start the extreme skiing.
In the meantime, he had perfected his balance and strengthened his legs during the 11 years he
had to wait. His parents paid for hours of lessons. He impressed his instructors with his skiing.
The main advice his ski instructors gave him was to be careful. Everyone knew Ignacio was a
daredevil and no one wanted to see him get hurt. Even though people enjoyed watching him do
things, they always cautioned him. He of course, respected everyone's concern, but was
incapable of being careful. To Ignacio, being careful was being boring. There was no thrill in
being boring.

When he had finally started the extreme skiing, he was ready. His father owned a helicopter for
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business travel and allowed Ignacio to borrow it. The helicopter was piloted by a professional.
Ignacio's father didn't want to risk his son or the helicopter. Ignacio didn't mind being a
passenger in the helicopter. The inactivity enabled him to envision his skiing. The helicopter
carried Ignacio up to the untouched snow-covered mountains, where he would precariously ski
down them. At the bottom, the helicopter waited to carry him back up to the top again. There
was nothing like skiing down pure white slopes at an almost vertical angle. The skis barely make
contact with the snow on the way down. Speeds of 110 mph were attained. The danger and thrill
were incredible. One false move though, and the skier could be destroyed. Ignacio loved it.
There weren't many people on earth who performed the act of extreme skiing. Those who did
were all labeled "crazy."

Ignacio and the other extreme skiers didn't care what people said or thought. It was his life to do
as he pleased. He wasn't married and didn't have any kids. He had nothing to lose and thrills to
gain. Ignacio was a thrill junkie and there was nothing he could do about it. His parents knew
from an early age, that he was always going to go for it, no matter what he did. If they forbade
him to do something, he wanted to do it even more, and ended up doing it harder. They gave up
grounding him to the house for being reckless, because he just climbed out the windows and
jumped to the ground. There was no chaining Ignacio down. He was wild. Ignacio had
something in him that drove him, something that he couldn't explain. His parents had him
observed by various psyche types when he was younger and they all said he would grow out of it.
He never did. Ignacio was just a big kid.

He heard about his latest extreme ski mountain from an acquaintance who had died skiing down
it the previous year. The guy was going all right until at the halfway point, the binder on his right
ski let go and he lost control. The guy landed crazily and broke his neck. The process of
extreme skiing is basically being out of control the whole way down, but under just enough
control to survive it. Ignacio couldn't wait to ski the mountain when Gil first told him about it,
but after Gil died on it, Ignacio found himself skiing it with a little caution. Ignacio didn't like
having to be cautious doing anything, because it scared him. He had survived his entire life,
doing whatever he wanted, by not being cautious in the least. He feared that the moment he
became cautious while doing something, he might make a mistake. His style was balls to the
wall, or not at all. He felt that on the day he had to start being cautious doing something, was the
day he should stop being a thrill seeker.

He didn't want to lose his edge. Then it happened. It seemed like a perfect day on the mountain.
The sun was shining. It snowed a beautiful powdery 12 inches the night before. What Ignacio
didn't realize was that the snow was layering itself on his mountain. Depending how snow fell
on mountains during certain snow thickness accumulations and temperature variations, unseen
things could take place. Layers of snow can have unseen, thin shear layers between the snow
layers. The shear layers can cause avalanches of the heavier snow layers breaking free on top of
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them. Sometimes the shear layers cause no problems. Sometimes they do. Sooner or later,
something sets off an avalanche. Ignacio's helicopter made a lot of noise day after day on his
mountain with no trouble, until that day.

Ignacio jumped from the helicopter at the top of the run and landed in the snow as usual. When
he made impact, a great shelf of snow collapsed with him. He had set off an avalanche and was
going down the mountain with it! It seemed pretty cool at first, but it started to come over the
top of him, as he progressed down the mountain. He panicked. The avalanche picked up speed
causing great clouds of snow and ice to fume into the air, blinding the helicopter pilot. As the
pilot tried to climb the helicopter out of the avalanche's mini storm, it crashed into a tree and
exploded. The helicopter became engulfed by the avalanche and was pulled down the slope with
Ignacio. The helicopter was covered with millions of tons of snow and ice and disappeared. The
layer of snow and ice that had broken away with the avalanche was 14 feet thick, probably the
result of years of snowfall.

Ignacio was on his way down the mountain with the avalanche, not hearing the explosion of the
helicopter due to the tremendous roar of the force of nature that was engulfing him. He was
wearing one of those inflating devices on his back to prevent from being suffocated by snow in
the event of an avalanche. The device had inflated automatically. It was a bright orange color.
Ignacio felt himself losing control and rolling head over heels with the force of the snow and ice.
He had no time to think. He didn't know what to do. For the first time in his life, he was
powerless. All his ski training was useless. All his years of thrill seeking gave him nothing to
draw upon. He felt like he was going to die, just as Gil did last year.

He was wearing a proper helmet to protect his head from impact, but a concussion could still be
possible. It seemed like he had been falling and tumbling for hours. Where was the bottom? He
wished he were back home with his parents. He felt something warm running down his legs. He
must have pissed in his ski pants. Great! Now what? He was still flipping end over end. He
lost his left ski pole. He lost his right ski pole. He lost his right ski. He lost his left ski. The
inflation device was still inflated and got in his face when he rolled, then was out of his face
again, and then was back in his face. It was really distracting. He was still trying to figure a way
out of the situation. He was helpless.

Ignacio started having bizarre flashes of thought. He remembered fighting the bulls in Spain.
Then he thought of surfing. He remembered running from the dogs at the junkyard. He saw the
parachutes and the hang gliders and the dirt and the colors. What was happening to him? Was
he suddenly going insane? Why was he thinking about things that happened to him in the past?
He had to think about the present. He couldn't. His life was flashing before his eyes. He heard
that stupid expression before and always laughed at it. It usually happened to people when they
thought they were on the verge of dying. It can't be the same with him though. He was incapable
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of dying! He had proven it his entire life. No matter what he did, he couldn't die. He was just
like Evel Knievel! He kept tumbling down the mountain. Luckily, the helmet he was wearing
had a full-face shield, or his face would have been shredded by the snow and ice through which
he was somersaulting.

He still had his gloves and ski boots on, so his hands and feet were protected. The inflation
device was in his face again, and then it wasn't. Where is the bottom? When is it going to stop?
It was so loud. It reminded him of Niagara Falls, except louder. How did those people go over
the falls and live anyway? They were lucky. He remembered that he forget to feed his fish. He
thought that was a funny thing to remember in the middle of an avalanche. He kept tumbling,
tossing, turning and plummeting down. "Please stop!" he screamed. "Stop! What's going here?"
He hated the lack of control. All he could do was ride it out and hope for the best. He
remembered being stung by the electric eels. He thought of the first time he rode a bicycle and
broke his ankle. He loved that bicycle. Was he at the bottom yet? Why is there so much snow?
Where did it all come from? Stupid question, he thought. He was surprised he wasn't cold. He
toppled and stumbled. His arms and legs still felt uninjured. That was a good thing anyway. He
wondered if the helicopter pilot was watching him going down the mountain. "Yeah, he would
be watching and would come to get me!" thought Ignacio. "The pilot would save me."

"I'm saved!" Well, not yet. He was still falling down the mountain. Poor Ignacio would have
really been disillusioned had he known as he was falling down the mountain that there was no
pilot waiting to save him. The pilot didn't even know Ignacio was missing. The pilot was
missing. Ignacio thought about his father. His father would save him! Or would he? Oh no!
Ignacio forgot that his father was on a business trip in Tokyo. He wouldn't be able to save him.
The stupid cast on his arm was starting to become more noticeable for some reason. Ignacio had
many casts on different parts of his body and was used to their annoyances. He mostly hated the
restriction of motion that some of the casts imposed...oh yeah, and the itching.

The worst cast was the body cast he had to wear when he was run over by the roller coaster. That
was a major pain! Ignacio had to be in that cast for 3 months. By the end of his sentence of
wearing that cast he was almost insane from the feeling the cast gave him. After he had that
body cast removed, he vowed to never again endanger himself and get in a situation where he
would need a body cast again. He naturally broke that vow relatively quickly. Ignacio wasn't
happy unless he was being thrilled or recovering from a thrill-induced injury, anticipating his
next thrill. Tumbling down that enormous mountain in the middle of an avalanche was not
thrilling, however. He couldn't wait for that ride to end already. Where was the bottom? Wasn't
he at the bottom yet? Stop already!

Ignacio thought back to the beauty of the last time he skied down that mountain last week. It was
indescribable. He was in full control of his own destiny. He skimmed down the mountain,
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gently caressing the white sparkly icy snow. His skis kissed the surface ever so gently. He was
almost floating. The drop was so vertical that he felt like he jumped out of an airplane. The air
was so clear and crisp and clean. The sun was bright. He saw a rainbow in the distance. He saw
eagles soaring. Those eagles really had it made to be able to fly so free the way they did. He was
flying down almost like an eagle, except he couldn't lift himself up to perpetuate the flight. He
could only continue descending. He wished he were an eagle. He could fly out of there. Many
of his fellow extreme skiers felt the same way. They described skiing down a steep mountain as
similar to flying. All his pals had mentalities like his own. They had all parachuted out of
airplanes to experience what it was like to fly. That was the problem though. Humans could
only almost fly. We could only fall gracefully. There was no flying involved. Only the lucky
birds could actually fly. The eagles, hawks, condors and all the other large winged birds were the
kings of the sky with the way they could fly without flapping their wings, like gliders. He wished
he could fly.

Then the avalanche stopped. Ignacio stopped moving. It was over! The only problem was that
he was upside down with his arms and legs spread apart as wide as they could physically be. It
was completely dark. While Ignacio was still somersaulting down the mountain with the
avalanche, he could still see things. It was daylight. It was still morning. But now it was dark.
Could he be covered by that much snow that it blocked the light? Ignacio was in fact covered by
a pile of 26 feet of snow. His inflation device was still inflated on his back providing an air
space for him to breathe. It was dark. He couldn't move! It didn't look good. He had never been
in a predicament like this. He had no control over his environment. He was alive and seemingly
unhurt. He couldn't move. Was it that he had broken every bone in his body and that is why he
couldn't move? He was able to flex the muscles in his arms and legs without pain, so he
probably had no broken bones. The reality was that the snow was so compacted around his body
that it made it impossible to move.

Ignacio panicked and pissed in his pants again. The warm liquid trickled down his body from his
groin area over his back and belly, down his chest, down the back and front of his neck, into his
face and hair. He started crying. He couldn't remember the last time that he had shed a tear.
Ignacio wasn't a crybaby. He cried when he was a little kid, like all little kids do. When he really
got into his daredevil tactics, he stopped crying when he got hurt. He realized it was mistakes or
circumstances beyond his control that caused the pain. Crying didn't make the pain go away. He
had toughened up at an early age, shunning pain and tears. Pain was something he learned from
because it taught him not to do again whatever caused the pain in the first place. He embraced
challenges and planned everything he did. Mistakes became fewer and fewer. He thought he
could do anything he wanted and flaunt conventions. People had the audacity to give him advice
and tell him to be careful. How dare they? Maybe they were right.

He was in a real fix. He was pissing in his own face and crying like a baby. He had to snap out
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of it. If he could only somehow move. He hated being stuck in an upside down position. Why
didn't he try to straighten up while falling? There was nothing he could do though. He had no
more control over that avalanche than he had over the moon in the sky. He was stuck and
couldn't move. Even the strongest man on earth would be unable to move in that situation.

Even a Clydesdale horse or a rhinoceros or a dinosaur wouldn't be able to move. Why wasn't he
more careful? Why did he have to be so arrogant and think that he could own that mountain?
Gil died on that mountain. Was he next? No! He would not die on that mountain like Gil! He
was Ignacio and he was invincible! He would survive. He would get out of that snow and ski
down that mountain again. He could do it! But how? He had to be able to move to be able to
start to rescue himself. At least the inflation device had served its purpose. It had inflated and
provided him with an air space in which to breathe. He wondered how long the air would last
though. The snow was packed so tightly that there couldn't be any air passing through the snow
from above down to him. That's why it was so dark. No light also meant no air. He started
bawling.

Then the itching started.
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20. Galen's Brain

Galen certainly was surprising. The little gorilla seemed to be as intelligent as a dolphin,
supposedly nature's smartest animal. The gorilla had been brought to the African village 2 weeks
before by a trapper, who found the primate wandering alone in the jungle. Most likely, Galen's
parents were kidnapped by poachers and he was left behind, being too small to be of any value to
them. Everyone in the village liked Galen and he became a sort of mascot. He didn't eat a lot,
probably because he missed his parents. He wasn't getting skinny yet, so no one was worried.
The village had a phone that was used by the village school's principal to contact someone in the
United States who was interested in adopting Galen. African villages often gave away orphaned
animals to zoos in America for a suitable "donation." Abigail was a teacher of the hearing
impaired and deaf in Colorado and hoped to use Galen to work with her students. She had just
arrived at the village to pick up Galen. The "donation" was paid and Galen was on his way to
America.

Abigail had been working with the hearing impaired and deaf for 32 years, applying the latest
methods to help her students. Her specialty was teaching sign language. The process involved
learning the alphabet and words employing pictures, and then learning actual signing using
fingers and hands. Abigail hoped to use Galen as a kind of symbolic starting point for some of
the students. Not everyone accepted his or her deafness equally. Some people took it very hard
and became introverted and depressed. The tougher cases are the ones Abigail hoped to help
somehow with Galen. At first, Galen seemed surprisingly interested in the pictures Abigail used
with the students. Galen began to imitate Abigail when she showed the pictures and explained
their meanings. After a month of sitting in on training sessions, suddenly Galen began using his
fingers like Abigail. It seemed that Galen was only imitating Abigail, not really knowing what he
was doing. Then, to Abigail's amazement, he started using actual sign language.

Even more amazing was that he began speaking when he signed! Galen was talking! He didn't
speak clearly, but he was speaking. The gorilla had somehow picked up language while sitting
there watching Abigail teach. Galen was soon able to perform the entire sign language alphabet
and could speak some words. His mouth was capable of limited speaking, not clear words but
better than any animal on earth. Galen's speech was similar to a stroke victim's speech. It took
some getting used to by Abigail to actually understand him, but he could definitely talk.
Abigail's students couldn't hear him speak anyway. It was more amazing to Abigail that Galen
could talk. What really excited everyone was that he seemed to understand the sign language.
Galen was able to communicate in sign language. He talked openly to Abigail, but he signed to
the deaf students.

It was a miracle of sorts. Galen's usefulness in the classroom was even greater than Abigail had
hoped. He was able to help her reach the more difficult students. The introverted students who
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found it difficult to learn sign language from Abigail were more than willing to learn from Galen!
Galen had his 2 or 3 students and Abigail had the rest of the class to teach. Abigail couldn't
believe what was happening. She had heard of primates being able to learn sign language, but
she thought those monkeys were just imitating the teacher, not really thinking about what they
were doing. Galen was actually capable of understanding what he was doing. He understood the
sign language and the relationship of the signing gestures to the pictures. He understood the
alphabet. He knew how to talk, though in a manner limited by his physiology. He must have
understood what he was doing. He couldn't just be imitating the teacher. He could realistically
communicate.

When he wanted food, he asked for it. When he wanted to go to the bathroom, he asked for it.
When he was tired, he asked to go to his room for a nap. He was capable of genuine
communication. It was no fluke, no imitation game. The question was whether or not to keep
Galen secret or expose him to the world. Abigail wanted to protect Galen. Sooner or later
though, one of her students would leak the information out of her school. She would deal with
that when it happened. She asked of her students to keep Galen secret for the time being, until
she could figure out what to do. Abigail continued using Galen as a sign language teacher and
communicator for her tougher students. She noted Galen's increasing abilities. Her students
were unable to hear when Galen spoke, but he continued to do so. His speaking actually seemed
to get better and clearer, the more he spoke. After classes, Galen read books aloud to himself, to
improve his elocution. Abigail helped him to correctly pronounce the words. The gorilla seemed
to have a voracious appetite for learning. Abigail didn't know how it was possible. Could it be
that her gorilla was some kind of evolutionary advance? Was it time for primates to learn and
speak, starting with Galen? Maybe primates were already at Galen's level, but nobody knew it.
Who would have thought primates could think and speak?

Was Galen the only one? How could it be determined? As much as Abigail wanted to keep
Galen for herself and her students, she began to wonder about the possibilities. Should she
consult with a scientist to evaluate Galen? Would the world be a better place with talking
chimps running around? Imagine the help that intelligent primates could give to a better
understanding of man's relationship with nature. What if there were other animals on earth that
could communicate like Galen? Maybe mankind could learn a few things from animals. There
would have to be some benefit in learning how to better coexist. Maybe man wouldn't have to
keep eliminating natural animal habitats, and eliminating species in the process. Maybe we
could stop endangering species to the point of extinction. Perhaps animals know about certain
plants that can cure some of mankind's maladies naturally, instead of using prescription drugs
with side effects. What should she do?

Months went by at the school with Galen getter smarter and Abigail's students continuing to learn
sign language. As far as Abigail knew, no one had told the outside world about her gorilla.
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Galen began asking questions. He wanted to know why he looked different from everybody else.
Abigail told him it was because he was different from everybody else. He said he didn't feel
different, only looked different. He wondered why he was the only person in the class who could
speak besides Abigail. Abigail told Galen it was because everybody else was deaf, meaning they
couldn't hear. He said he was sorry that they couldn't hear. Abigail started crying. Galen
touched his leathery fingers to the tears on her face and asked what the tears were. Abigail said
the tears were water that came out of her eyes when she was happy. Galen said he was glad that
she was happy. He said he wished he could be happy. He said he was confused.

Abigail told Galen that she didn't know how to explain to him why he looked the way he did and
why he was confused. There are some things in life that have no explanation. They just are what
they are and we have to accept that there things that we can't change. It is useless to get confused
about things that we can't change. It serves no purpose. He said he would try to understand, but
it would be difficult. He wanted to know why the men had taken his parents in Africa. She said
she didn't know.

Galen wanted to learn more. Abigail gathered resource materials for the High School
equivalency tests and taught the materials to him. In 6 months, he was able to pass the exams
and would have qualified for a High School diploma if he were human. Galen wanted to learn
how to write. It was difficult for him at first, due to his large fingers, but in time he was writing
as well as he was reading. He saw Abigail on a typewriter and wanted to learn how to use it. In
1 month, he learned how to use a typewriter. Galen's intelligence started to appear to be greater
than an average human's. Abigail administered a typical [.Q. test to Galen and he ended up with
and L.Q. of 130! Abigail gave him different versions of the 1.Q. test 3 more times, with his score
still registering 130. Abigail couldn't believe it. Galen was actually almost a genius and he was a
gorilla! She wondered if he were getting more intelligent as time went on and it was true. After
a year, she L.Q. tested him again and he scored 140! After 3 more different tests, he still scored
140. Something phenomenal was taking place. Abigail had to assure herself that she wasn't
dreaming, that it was real.

Galen was curious what all the testing she was giving him was about. Abigail told him it was to
see how smart he was. He said he didn't know what it meant to be smart. He just was the way he
was. She said it was ok that he didn't understand. It didn't really matter how smart people were.
All that mattered was that people were happy. He said he wasn't happy. He said he was
confused. He said he guessed that he didn't really know what it meant to be happy. She
explained that when someone was happy, they weren't confused about anything and when they
were tired, they fell asleep right away and had good dreams. He asked what dreams were. She
said dreams were things you sometimes saw while you were sleeping. Sometimes dreams were
good and sometimes dreams were bad. He said he understood.
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He said he had good dreams of when he was with his parents in the jungle. He had bad dreams
of when they were taken away by the men. Abigail started crying. Galen asked why she was
happy when he told her about his bad dream. She asked him what he was talking about. He said
that she said she cried when she was happy. Abigail had to explain that sometimes she cried
when she was happy and sometimes she cried when she was sad. He said he was really confused.
She said it was ok to be confused. She gets confused sometimes. Nobody on earth lived his or
her life without being confused once in a while. He said ok. Abigail realized Galen had a lot
more to learn than just book learning. Books were easy to learn, given enough real desire to
learn and a little intelligence. Emotions and people were much more difficult to understand.

Abigail wanted Galen to be happy, but didn't know what he required to be happy. She thought he
might be happier back in his native Africa, so they flew back to the village. The village had
another orphan gorilla that arrived a week before they got there. Abigail hoped Galen would be
able to communicate with the orphan and possibly be stimulated to go back into the wild with his
own kind. The trapper who found that new orphan was there having coffee with the principal of
the school. The trapper advised not to attempt to release Galen back into the wild, because there
was so much gorilla kidnapping going on. He said Galen would probably end up in a zoo
somewhere in the world. Abigail didn't want anything bad to happen to Galen, but she still
wanted to try something.

Abigail introduced Galen to the orphan gorilla to see what would happen. The orphan grunted
and gestured at Galen. Galen didn't understand what the orphan was saying. He spoke to the
orphan in his newfound English language, amazing the trapper and the principal. The orphan
looked at Galen quizzically, turning its head with a confused look on its face. Galen couldn't
remember how to grunt and gesture in the gorilla language, because he hadn't used it in so long.
He kept trying to speak to the orphan as he spoke with Abigail. The orphan became nervous and
attacked Galen. The trapper jumped in between the gorillas to break up the fracas. Abigail
escorted Galen outside, realizing that he had no home in his native Africa. It wouldn't be safe for
him from inevitable human intervention and he wouldn't be able to get along with his fellow
gorillas. Abigail and Galen flew back to her school in America.

Abigail valued Galen for his intelligence and felt sorry for him as an animal living on an island,
with no way to get off the island. How could she help him? Galen asked Abigail what she was
going to do. She said she didn't know. She did conclude that she would have to get him out of
the school, to protect him from being discovered. Abigail closed her school in Colorado and
moved to her uncle's house in Oregon. Her uncle Barton was a scientist who lived on a 1,500
acre secluded forested property. Barton was interested in everything, as were most scientists,
with a particular interest in primates. Barton was the one who suggested to Abigail to try using a
gorilla in her teaching. Abigail hadn't yet revealed to Barton anything about Galen's recent
progress. She hoped he would be sympathetic and would be able to come up with a solution.
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When Abigail and Galen arrived, Galen greeted Barton with an outstretched paw and said, "Hello
Uncle Barton!" Barton was dumbfounded that the gorilla could speak. Abigail explained to
Barton that there were many surprising things about Galen. Barton had won the Nobel Prize in
Science for his report on the theory of an evolutionary link between apes and man. The money
prize was enough for him to buy his estate and conduct research at his own pace, without being
slowed down by waiting for funding, as are most scientists. Barton had an excellent laboratory
that was full of chalkboards and dry-erase boards littered with formulas, concepts and drawings.
When Barton gave Abigail and Galen a tour of the lab, Galen was intrigued. Barton noticed
Galen's fascination with everything in the lab. Galen stopped at a particular board with many
things written on it. Barton said it was his most recent work toward finding the link for which he
had been searching during the 11 years since he won his prize. Galen wanted to know what the
writing was on the board.

Abigail explained to Barton how Galen had a high 1.Q. and how he had rapidly learned to speak
and learn things. Barton tested Galen with the most comprehensive 1.Q. test available, resulting
in a score of 145! Abigail noted that Galen's 1.Q. kept increasing, which was unusual. Normally
I.Q. is a number determined early in life and maintained. Barton tried to explain to Galen what
was on the board that so fascinated the gorilla. Galen didn't understand. Barton produced
several books that provided the background information necessary to understand the science on
the board. Galen read the books with Barton's and Abigail's help. Galen gradually came to
comprehend what was on the board and began asking questions. Barton was amazed at the
gorilla's intelligence. Even Abigail didn't understand what was on the board. Science wasn't her
thing. Barton explained the concept of DNA and how similar ape DNA is to human DNA. The
particles that are different are the essences of what make apes think and behave as apes and
humans as humans.

Scientists had for centuries unsuccessfully tried to crack the genetic code, to solve the concept of
a missing link. No one has been able to do it. The greatest thinkers of humanity get close to the
solution, and then get stuck. There is something out there, but no one can come up with a
mathematical proof. It is easy to theorize about concepts, but difficult to back it up with
verifiable evidence. Everything in science has to be backed up and repeatable. There can be no
flukes or luck. If something happens once, it has to happen the same way each time, or it is
invalid. Barton got close to the solution many times, but hit the wall. He was missing something
in his equations. He didn't know what.

Barton gave Galen the Nobel Prize report to read for more background on the topic. Galen read
the report and asked more questions. Barton answered Galen's highly intuitive questions. Barton
was impressed by Galen's quick grasp of the material. Abigail was right about the gorilla. He
must be a genius. Galen kept going back to the board to study it. Abigail helped her uncle
around the lab with his other experiments, while Galen studied the board. Galen asked more
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questions, which Barton answered. Barton was wondering if Galen fully understood what was
actually taking place on the drawing board or if he was still confused. Galen didn't seem to want
to reveal all his thoughts. He wanted to figure it out for himself. Weeks went by with Galen
studying the board and Abigail helping her uncle at the lab.

Barton took a sample of Galen's blood to test the DNA and compare it to human DNA and ape
DNA. To Barton's and Abigail's surprise, Galen's DNA was actually closer to human DNA than
ape DNA. It was impossible! They tested 9 more times and the results were the same. Galen
was more human than ape! He looked exactly like a gorilla, being average size for his age. His
skull wasn't larger than normal. The similar DNA might be what gave Galen his superior
intelligence. The fact that Galen could talk was really the kicker. Somehow, his vocal cords and
mouth were capable of creating human speech. Abigail admitted that when Galen first started
talking, he sounded like a victim of stroke, really mumbly and slurred. The more he talked the
smoother and more intelligible his speech became. Barton argued that Galen physiologically
shouldn't be able to speak, yet he was doing it. It was one thing to be intelligent enough to speak.
It was another thing to be physically capable of doing it. Abigail realized that her uncle was
right. She didn't really think about Galen being able to speak. She was so impressed by it, that
she was caught up in it.

Barton and Abigail talked with Galen about his ability to speak and how it shouldn't be possible.
Galen agreed with their argument, but said it was happening anyway, believe it or not. Galen
didn't think it was such a big deal. He didn't realize how special he was. He was the only animal
in the history of mankind that could speak intelligently, not just repeating like a parrot. Galen
finally grasped the importance. To him, he was just doing what came naturally. Galen wondered
if his parents were just like he was. Maybe his parents were super smart and could also learn to
talk. Maybe there were more animals on earth that could think and speak, not just apes like
himself. Barton didn't think so. Man had been experimenting with animals as long as anyone
could remember. Someone would have discovered a Galen type of animal by now. The world
had never seen a Galen before. Galen argued that there could be animals on earth living so
secluded and isolated from humankind, that there could in fact be other undiscovered intelligent
species like himself. Barton agreed that is was possible, but unlikely.

Galen became upset at Barton's continuing negativity and growled at him. Barton jumped back a
step, surprised at the sound. Abigail rushed between Barton and Galen, trying to calm down
Galen. Galen said he was sorry for being so brash. He was just tired. Barton forgave Galen and
gave him a big hug. Galen hugged Barton and squeezed a little too hard and a cracking sound
was heard. Galen said he was sorry for hugging so hard. He didn't know his own strength.
Barton realized Galen could have crushed him to death had he wanted. Luckily, he was a
friendly gorilla. Barton told himself to be careful what he said in earshot of Galen. Galen was
intelligent, but was still not as refined as a human was and could possible fly off the handle, if
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provoked. Abigail told herself the same thing. She and Barton privately discussed how they had
to treat Galen with kid gloves until he had a better grasp on things. Everything was moving so
quickly for Galen. He needed a little time to soak it all in and grow with it.

Galen continued studying the board in the lab, sleeping on the floor in front of it. Galen woke up
in the middle of the night sometimes to look at the board for a while, and then go back to sleep
again. It was clear to Barton and Abigail that Galen was for some reason obsessed with the
principles and concepts on the board. Barton had given up 3 months before trying to come up
with the solution, but had left his most recent work there on the board. Barton thought that it
didn't hurt anything for Galen to study the board. Maybe the gorilla would learn something.
Barton enjoyed answering Galen's questions and discussing the views. One morning, Barton
noticed Galen writing something on the bottom of the board with a red marker, where there was
still some space remaining. He also noticed in the middle of the board that one of the formulas
had a red line drawn through part of it.
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21. Jacob's Breeze

Jacob had always loved the sky, breezes and air, since he was a kid, when his father Kyle first
took him up in a hot air balloon at the age of 3. To Jacob, the closest thing to being a bird is
floating in a hot air balloon. Between the occasional blasts of the burner to create hot air for lift,
the air was silent. The rider could hear the breeze. The rider could hear the flapping of wings
when birds flew by. There was nothing like it. Jacob had experienced many things in his life,
including all the major thrill seeking adventures. Jacob concluded that ballooning was the most
satisfying thing to do of all the things he had tried. Since Kyle owned a hot air balloon ride
business, Jacob always had his own state of the art balloon to play with. Jacob had been
ballooning alone since the age of 17, the legal age for such an activity. Kyle taught him how to
"fly the balloon," he called it, when Jacob was 11.

At 23 years old, Jacob felt he could fly the balloon anywhere, for an unlimited amount of time.
The only real limitation on flying a balloon was the amount of food and fuel for the flame. It
depended if a flier wanted to stay up in the air for as long as possible for his own true flying thrill
or land and take off repeatedly for an extended period. The true fliers wanted to stay up in the air
for as long as possible, not touching down. Jacob felt himself to be a true flier. He wanted to fly
in a balloon for years if possible, never touching ground. He was so fanatical about balloon
flight that he was starting to get maniacal. Kyle had noticed Jacob's increasing obsession with
balloon flight over the years. Kyle didn't know how crazed Jacob really was. Jacob had kept his
feelings to himself about balloon flight, not wanting Kyle to think he was obsessed to the point of
seeming suicidal with recklessness. Jacob felt that if a balloon mission were thoroughly prepared
for, nothing within reason could go wrong.

Jacob's favorite book was "Around the world in 80 days." He remembered the first time he read
that book. His grandmother gave it to him as a birthday present when he was in the 3rd grade.
He was so impressed by the book that he read it repeatedly. He got into trouble at school because
he wasn't reading the books that he was required to read. His father had to intervene to make
Jacob read his schoolbooks first, then his favorite book. The concept of flying around the world
in 80 days had always fascinated Jacob. The feat had never been accomplished by anyone. The
concept of the book had been imagined before the age of airplanes. Hot air balloons were used
for all travel at one time, gradually being replaced by trains, autos and finally the fastest mass
transport of all, airplanes.

After reading the book for seemingly the 10,000th time, Jacob decided that he wanted to fly
around the world in a hot air balloon. He didn't want to do it just to prove that it could be done.
He wanted to do it for himself. Jacob's greatest love was flying a balloon and the only way to
make flying a balloon better was to fly it over the greatest measurable distance, around the world.
Jacob had prepared himself for the around the world flight for many years, gradually increasing
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the distance each time. The length of the distance is what determined the size of the balloon and
support systems involved. The amount of fuel for the flame determined the distance traveled,
more or less. The amount of food and water determined how long he could have sustenance.
The 2 needs worked hand in hand. Jacob calculated everything meticulously and rounded the
numbers up, to provide for contingencies.

The cost of the journey was no object to Jacob. Jacob had many sponsors through his father's hot
air balloon ride business, who provided the funding. Jacob's balloon and basket were painted
with the names of the sponsors. The calculated amount of lift necessary required 3 balloons
grouped together to provide enough hot air to lift the weight of the basket. It wasn't really a
basket as people think of it. It was actually more of a sealed container with windows. The
container provided a weather resistant shell in which Jacob could live and navigate. The basket
contained myriad pieces of equipment, including compasses, weather radar, weapons,
pressure/wind sensing devices and other equipment necessary for the trip. Kyle provided the
initial guidance for what was likely to be needed for the journey. Jacob then extensively
researched what was actually necessary.

Jacob talked to many long-distance fliers to get their take on the requirements. Each of the 3
balloons would be 1000 feet high. The sausage-shaped capsule would be 150 feet long and 50
feet wide to contain all the provisions, fuel and gear. The cost of the equipment would be an
estimated $892,000. Of course, the cost of the venture meant nothing to Jacob because he wasn't
paying for a cent of it. The sponsors felt that their money was safe with Jacob. He had been
flying for years, and never crashed. Jacob had the luck of Charles Lindbergh, having flown
millions of miles and never getting hurt. Jacob was like Steve McQueen. He did things his way
or he didn't do it and walked away. Jacob told the sponsors how much the venture would cost
without batting an eye. Initially the sponsors balked at the cost. Jacob simply told them that
either they pay or someone else will. The sponsors at first walked out of the meeting, feeling
insulted by Jacob's arrogance. Just as Steve McQueen always won, Jacob won. The sponsors
talked to Kyle and Kyle assured them that Jacob knew what he was doing. The sponsors signed.

Jacob was going to film and document the entire journey. As part of the deal, the sponsors were
given the film rights and book rights for the adventure. The sponsors wouldn't have provided the
money without the extra rights. Having their names painted on the side of the balloon wasn't
enough. Any sponsor that Jacob would have approached would have wanted the same. The trip
would be a huge human-interest story, because Jacob would be alone for the entire journey.
Jacob was interviewed before the mission by all the local news people. Barbara Walters flew in
for an interview. Representatives from The Weather Channel arrived to give Jacob some last
minute meteorological advice. Jacob estimated the trip would take approximately 6 months.
Obviously, the time of 6 months was longer than the original book's fantasy time of 80 days, but
it was reality that Jacob was dealing with, not writer's fantasy. Jacob would have plenty of
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redundant weather-resistant film equipment running and would keep a copious waterproof daily
diary. He planned no live broadcasts, choosing to periodically transmit broadcasts to the internet.

Jacob currently had no wife or girlfriend, choosing the solitary existence of ballooning. He had
always been a solitary type of person, starting with being an only child. He grew up entertaining
himself. He had plenty of friends growing up. He wasn't exactly a weirdo. He simply preferred
the freedom of the air to being bogged down by boring chitchat. He was planning to bring along
his parrot, Chico for company. Jacob liked that parrot that he had since he was a child. Since
parrots can live for 80 years, the bird would likely be with Jacob forever or at least until Jacob or
the parrot died. The parrot was 1 year old when Jacob received it as a pet when he was also 1.
The parrot was the same age as Jacob at 23. Chico liked Jacob and Jacob liked Chico. They
made a good pair. They entertained each other. Chico knew how to sing and play cards. Chico
had accompanied Jacob on all his balloon trips. Jacob wouldn't go anywhere without the
adventurous bird. The parrot had its own food on the trips, the Purina parrot chow that was
recommended by 4 out of 5 vets.

Jacob had his research done and he thought he was ready to head out. Then his mother had a
stroke, which was unexpected for her age. When Jacob visited her in the hospital, she told him
she didn't want him to go. She said life was too short to take chances doing stupid things like
flying in a balloon. Jacob gently told her he was sorry but he had to go on his around the world
trip. There was nothing that she or anyone else could do about it. Kyle was at the hospital
visiting with Jacob and told Jacob's mother to leave Jacob alone. Kyle was a firm believer that
people always had to do what they had to do, given the opportunity. The beauty of life was being
able to pursue happiness without limitations, as Jefferson wrote in the declaration. Jacob's
mother has always thought Kyle was a little crazy as well.

Kyle felt that the only way to honestly pursue happiness was to just do it and not think too much
about it. If opportunity presented itself, happiness must be pursued. If people always waited for
the right time to do things, they might never do anything. Waiting for money to do something
was one thing. Some things required money. Opportunity to do things was really the main thing.
Jacob's single status enabled him to do whatever he pleased. He had established that years ago.
Jacob had girlfriends years before and he had many good times. He broke many hearts of girls
who broke his heart in return. He had a lot of fun along the way and had established a reputation
as being a bit of a lady killer. Jacob was done with women for the time being. He felt that it was
better for everyone involved that he stayed celibate. Jacob was at peace with himself and would
accept whatever happened without bitterness.

Jacob's mother pleaded with him not to go on the trip. She said she had a premonition that
something bad was going to happen. Jacob's mother was never into the concept of hot air
ballooning, always worrying about her husband and Jacob when they flew. She said she had

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 3



100 Short Stories by Mikey 021 Jacob's Breeze.wps

been having bad dreams about Jacob's world mission. Just before her stroke, she claimed she had
been having bad dreams for the 4 days leading up to the stroke. She was subtly implying that
Jacob had caused the stroke. Kyle and Jacob knew otherwise. Jacob's mother had smoked
cigarettes for 32 years. Kyle didn't smoke. Jacob didn't smoke and thought people who smoked
were idiots. Jacob and Kyle knew it was the smoking that had caused Jacob's mother's stroke.
As much as Jacob loved his mother, it was wrong of her to imply that his trip caused her stroke.
He resented it a little. He felt sorry for his mother but he definitely didn't feel to blame for her
stroke.

Perhaps his mother thought she would be able to convince him to change his mind about flying.
He absolutely would not cancel his trip for any reason. He may delay the trip, but never cancel it.
The only reason he would cancel is if he were struck by lightning and killed. He had been struck
by lightning a number of times while golfing and while ballooning. In fact, he had been struck
by lightning more times while golfing than while ballooning. Go figure! Jacob's mother had her
point, weak though it was. She had never understood how Kyle and then Jacob could get any
enjoyment out of flying. She had gone up once in a balloon before Jacob was born and didn't like
it. The problem with her one and only trip in the balloon was that she was attacked by a pelican
that stole the gold necklace from her neck as it flew by. That necklace had been given to her by
Kyle. She really loved that necklace. She couldn't understand why that stupid pelican had stolen
her necklace. She had never heard of a pelican that would steal something shiny from someone's
neck. She thought pelicans only wanted to eat edible things. That pelican stealing her necklace
possibly caused her to dislike ballooning. Jacob didn't care one way or the other if his mother
liked ballooning or not. He loved it. His father loved it. His parrot loved it.

Jacob's mother's stroke was a minor setback. Jacob postponed the trip until his mother was out
of therapy, 3 months later. He wanted to make sure she was on the road to recovery before he
left. He was her only child after all. He had to see a little bit of her side of the situation. Kyle
was glad that Jacob delayed the trip for his mother. Kyle loved Jacob's mother. Kyle knew that
he had instilled a demon in his only son Jacob when he first took him up in the balloon. Life had
all its mysteries for people to be amazed at or to solve. Jacob was a mystery solver. He didn't
sing the same tune as others did. He followed his own path. Perhaps it was because he was an
only child. Perhaps it was because he was who he was. He had to live his life, not anybody
else's. Kyle respected Jacob's decision to continue to take the trip.

Kyle wished he had the balls to go on an around the world balloon trip like Jacob. Kyle was
content in living through Jacob's craziness. Kyle was content with running his balloon ride
business, but not going on major trips. Kyle had seen too many of his friends crash and die on
balloon trips. Kyle couldn't wait for Jacob to take off on his voyage, but had mixed feelings. On
the one hand, Kyle wanted Jacob to succeed on the mission. On the other hand, he wanted Jacob
to be alive, safe and happy. Kyle knew that Jacob was never happy unless he was on his balloon.
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What a bizarre predicament Kyle had put himself into. There was a great amount of pleasure in
seeing other people being happy. It is just as difficult to see the same people unhappy.

No one outside of prison or other captivity should have to be confined or restricted or play games
by other people's rules. It was the way life was meant to be. Pursuit of happiness was given to
all individuals by nature. Everyone should be able to have the elusive happiness. Jacob was
lucky enough to have his mother and father to provide him with the ability to do what he wanted.
The problem his mother found was that she feels she created a monster. Kyle didn't see it that
way.

The greatest, most noteworthy individuals of all time were able to progress and do what they had
to do to be as great as they became. What would have happened if Edison, Pasteur or Tesla were
held back? The world would possibly have been a different place. Maybe not, but who knows?
Nobody can look back at things and predict a different outcome. History happens the way it
happens. It is like a football game when one team misses a field goal and then later in the game
people think it was the game changing moment. Life had to be grabbed by the balls. Jacob was
one of those people. Jacob fully respected what people's opinions were of his ballooning, but he
really didn't care. He did what he did, because he loved it.

The trip's new date was scheduled for March 1. Jacob planned to take off from Kitty Hawk,
North Carolina, the same place where the Wright Brothers attained their first ever motorized
flight in 1903. Jacob checked the weather forecasts well ahead of time. It came down to the nut.
There was no stopping. Jacob had everything checked and quadruple checked by his ballooning
guy. Jacob's ballooning guy had been with Kyle for the entire time that Kyle had been
ballooning. The guy was pretty old at 86, but he really knew his stuff. The guy was one of the
best in his profession, if not the best, at preparing for such crazy missions as Jacob's. Jacob's
ballooning guy had a strange ceremony that he performed before Jacob or Kyle took off on a
journey. It was an intensely spiritual ceremony involving candles, incense and blood. With
candles and incense burning, the old guy would stab his finger with his old boy scout
pocketknife, drawing blood. He would then have all the people embarking on the flight do the
same thing. Everyone would touch their fingertips together and yell the phrase, "Live free or
die!" Then they would say it 2 more times to solidify the effect. The ceremony always creeped
everybody out. They felt as if they were going on a mission to Mars or something.

The old guy was really serious about the ceremony, so no one ever objected to participating in it.
Kyle never had a problem on the thousands of trips he had taken with the old guy's ceremony
involved. He wasn't about to test fate. Jacob similarly respected the old guy's ceremony, never
having mishaps on any trip. Jacob, like his father wasn't going to mess with a good thing. The
balloon was in the air at 6:00 am per schedule and it was on. Jacob's traditional send-off was to
light a stick of dynamite and throw it out of the basket, obviously making sure he didn't hit
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anybody. Jacob also fired all 7 rounds of his model 12 shotgun, making an even more terrific
racket. The crowds that gathered to watch the takeoff were always warned ahead of time of the
impending racket, to prevent heart attacks. Jacob always felt like he was back in the Wild West
with all the gun blasts and explosions. He felt it was a proper way to start the undertaking.
"Let's go out with a bang!" he would say.

That shotgun was passed down to him from his father who had passed it down from his father.
That shotgun had been used many times to fend off birds and bats in the sky that had interfered
with missions. The last time that Jacob had to fend off animals was when the vultures tried to
attack his beloved parrot. The vultures seemed to have a thing against his balloon and
belongings. Some of the vultures pecked violently at the balloon, trying to puncture it. Others
bothered his parrot. Others bothered him. Jacob produced the fully loaded shotgun and
accurately blasted at the vulture flock with birdshot rounds, knocking 11 of them out of the sky.
The remaining vultures retreated and ate the fallen members of their flock on the ground.

He also had a .243 rifle on board the balloon. Jacob had a few other tricks up his sleeve in the
weapons cabinet. He had various devices in storage waiting to be activated as required,
including hand grenades, spear guns and pistols. Jacob was off. The balloon was in flight.
Chico was squawking the usual sound he made when they hit the sky. The parrot loved to ascend
into the sky. It lived for it. People who have witnessed Jacob and the parrot going on flights in
the past have noted that Chico appeared to be more excited than Jacob was. Jacob had noticed
the same thing in the past. His crazy Chico loved flying in balloons. There was just something
about it that really got to the bird. Chico was caught up in the excitement of the balloon leaving.
The 300,000 people who were at the takeoff of the balloon really got into the excitement. The
crowd started gathering at midnight, with hundreds of vehicles filling the vast fields there. It was
an event.

The plan was to fly from East to West across the country toward California, then to cross the
Pacific Ocean, etc. Jacob flew at a high enough altitude to have room for error if something went
wrong. If he started losing elevation quickly, for example, he would still have plenty of elevation
to come up with a solution before crashing. Jacob had known fliers who had crashed. It was
never a pretty sight. Flying a balloon was a tricky operation that wasn't suited for amateurs. If
burners failed or fuel ran out, or tears in the balloon fabric occurred, only a pro flier would be
able to recover safely. If more than 1 negative thing happened simultaneously, even a pro had his
life in his hands. In the event of trouble that forced an emergency landing, the most difficult
thing to do was to descend slowly. Balloons had to come to rest easy, since they didn't have
landing gear. There usually wasn't a runway either. Sometimes, the balloon went down so fast,
there was no choice of landing location. When a balloon lost its lift ability, the wind was the
flier's worst enemy.

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 6



100 Short Stories by Mikey 021 Jacob's Breeze.wps

The wind could slam a balloon into the ground in seconds. It always took more than seconds to
make corrections in a balloon's flight, thus the hazard. Jacob and Chico ascended to cruising
altitude with no issues. At 15,000 feet, they leveled off. Flying a balloon involved continuous
reaction to prevailing conditions. There wasn't much control per se. The best a balloon flier
could do was attempt to limit what the wind was trying to do to his balloon. Through a
combination of burner firing, wind direction and guessing, the pilot did the best he could. The
challenge of balloon flight always brought out the best in Jacob. That is why he loved it. He felt
so alive in the sky.

The tropical depression that had formed off the coast of Africa didn't show up on Jacob's weather
forecast for the day. The depression had rapidly moved in a northerly direction and had escalated
into a tropical storm as Jacob took off on his flight. While Jacob was still over North Carolina,
the storm had become a Category I hurricane and had quickly caught up to him. The hurricane
became Category II when it grabbed him, his parrot and his balloon. The hurricane rotated Jacob
out over the ocean and was carrying him to Europe over the Atlantic Ocean. Jacob had become
ensnared in a hurricane that eventually escalated to Category III and he couldn't do anything to
stop it.
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In India, elephants were cherished animals. They provided transportation, safety and status. The
country had an almost religious type of love for the great beasts. The Indian people were very
spiritual and believed in many things that could heal the body and soul, not the least of which
was elephants. Elephants were bred in India and raised in a nurturing atmosphere. As big as the
animals were, if they were treated properly from birth, they could be as gentle as armadillos.
Occasionally, an exceptional elephant was discovered. Halina was one of those elephants.

Halina was born to a wealthy family in New Delhi that owned a great many elephants. The
elephants were sold or leased to businessmen to be used as transportation. When Halina was
born, he seemed to emanate an aura. The sound he made was different from a typical baby
elephant. When Halina was hanging out with the other babies, his voice was easily
distinguishable from the others. Normally, baby elephants emit a weird trumpet-squeak.
Halina's voice was calmer with a lower tone. He didn't seem to get upset at anything. When he
was hungry, he simply uttered a low pleasant grunt. His handlers noticed Halina's voice and had
been discussing it among themselves for months. It was like no sound they had ever heard
before, either from an elephant or any other animal, for that matter.

Elephants are capable of creating ultra-low frequency sounds, due to the structure of their
immense skulls. Sometimes, the sounds were inaudible to humans. It was believed that the
sounds were used by elephants to communicate with each other. Whales in the ocean use similar
sounds, except they are of a higher frequency. Depending on how old the elephant was, usually
determined the frequency range of which they were capable. The older elephants could mutter so
low that only other elephants could hear it, which was their intention. Humans were incapable of
deciphering the sounds, even if they could hear them.

Halina's voice continued to baffle his handlers as Halina continued to grow. When Halina's
owner was first introduced to the sounds of the elephant, he couldn't believe what he was
hearing. As Halina got older, his grunting became more and more soothing to the human ear.
Eventually Halina learned to control the sounds he was making. One day, one of Halina's
handlers, Piedad was standing near the front of the elephant, cleaning its front feet. Halina
directed the end of his trunk and put it to Piedad's ear. Halina began to mutter something.
Piedad smiled and went into a trance as Halina continued muttering. Piedad slumped and sat
down on the ground in front of the elephant. Another handler ran over to see what happened.
The other handler thought that perhaps Halina had struck Piedad down. When the other handler
arrived, he saw Piedad awaken with a smile on his face. Piedad had explained that the elephant
had whispered to him and it made him feel extremely at ease and peaceful. Piedad was so at ease
that he had fallen into a trance.

When news of the event got back to Halina's owner, he called a conference. Halina's owner,
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Omer consulted with all his handlers and asked them if they had ever witnessed such a thing.
They all said they hadn't. The handlers agreed that Halina was a special elephant and had been
since birth. At 5 years old, Halina was full-grown and at the age of being sold or leased. Owners
of elephants rarely kept elephants for pets, due to the high cost of upkeep. Elephants were bred
and raised for eventual profit. Due to the recent developments with Halina, Omer considered
what to do with the elephant. There must be some other value to Halina, unknown to everyone.
There had to be. The elephant seemed too special.

Piedad brought Omer to the elephant stable to witness Halina's power for himself. Piedad
escorted Omer to Halina's stall. With Omer standing at the railing, Piedad motioned to Halina to
come to the railing. Halina walked over and instinctively placed the end of his trunk at Omer's
ear and began muttering. Omer immediately started to smile. Then he grew woozy and had to be
assisted by Piedad to the bench to sit down. Omer continued to smile even after he had passed
out on the bench. Piedad pushed away Halina's trunk so that Omer could recover. Omer woke
up and started crying. He claimed the experienced had somehow changed his life. He stood up
and reached out for Halina's trunk. The elephant brought its trunk closer. Omer held the end of
Halina's trunk in his hands and kissed it. Piedad started crying. Piedad heard Halina beginning
to mutter again. Omer placed the end of Halina's trunk to Piedad's ear and in a few seconds,
Piedad passed out, smiling. Omer was convinced that Halina was some kind of mystical
elephant. The Indian people didn't believe in magic. Halina's ability had to have been handed
down to the elephant from the creator.

Omer didn't know what to do. He had allowed all the members of his family except his ailing
mother, Adelaide to listen to Halina and they were all equally flabbergasted by the experience.
Adelaide was 92 years old and recently became afflicted with lung problems. Omer was hesitant
about exposing her to the elephant, due to her sickness. He didn't want her to catch something
from the elephant in her weakened state. She hadn't been able to get out of bed for months and
coughed constantly. The doctors could do nothing, merely attributing her sickness to old age.
Omer couldn't accept the opinion of the doctors. He had to try something. Omer had his
mother's bed wheeled to the open front door of the house and waited there with her and the
butler. Piedad brought Halina to the house. Halina instinctively reached his trunk toward
Adelaide's ear. Adelaide was frightened. Omer told Adelaide it was ok. He wanted to try
something. He assured her the elephant was gentle.

She permitted Halina to move the tip of his trunk closer to her ear. When the trunk was just
barely touching her ear, Halina started his low toned mumbling. In a short time, Adelaide's eyes
started to close and soon she was asleep. Omer tried to move the trunk away, but Halina insisted
on continuing what he was doing. Omer and Piedad watched in amazement as Halina continued
doing his thing for Adelaide for 30 minutes. When Halina finally pulled his trunk from
Adelaide's ear, she awoke. For the first time in months, she hadn't coughed when she called
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Omer's name. She said she felt better for some reason. She didn't know if it was from the nap
that she for some reason had just taken or from some other reason. Piedad threw his hands to his
face and knelt down on the ground, stunned. Omer did the same. The 2 men felt as if they had
witnessed a miracle. Omer leaped to his feet and hugged his mother. He said, "Don't you see
what has happened? You're cured!"

Adelaide said, "You're right! I'm cured!" Piedad said, "It's a miracle!" Omer said, "Yes!" It
appeared to Omer that Halina's mumbling through his trunk was some great mystical force. It
seemed that if Halina muttered to someone who was healthy, they merely went into a trance and
became tremendously at ease and happy. If Halina muttered to someone who was ill in any
manner, they were cured of their illness. Omer suddenly realized that the arthritis in his left hand
was gone. He hadn't noticed it until just then. The magic had worked on him as well! Omer
spoke to Piedad of his theory. Piedad thought about the theory it for a moment. Piedad had
suffered an injury to his back while playing soccer years back. It made it difficult to bend over
too far forward without pain. Piedad tried to bend over to pick up a pebble from the ground. He
felt no pain! Piedad shrieked with glee. Adelaide suddenly rose in her bed. She motioned for
Omer and Piedad to help her. She lifted the cover and swung her legs to the side of the bed.

Adelaide sat on the edge of the bed contemplating. She started crying. She put her bare feet on
the floor of the doorway and shakily stood up with Omer and Piedad each holding an arm. She
motioned to them to let her go. Incredibly, she started walking! She walked outside of the house
in her pajamas into the front yard. Omer and Piedad started crying. Adelaide had been a
marathon runner in her younger days and was accustomed to running every day. When she
became sick, she had to stop her running. She loved running for the freedom of it. When she
ran, she created her own breeze. In India, breezes were essential, due to the heat and humidity.
Adelaide thought back to her marathon days as she walked barefoot in the yard. She felt she had
nothing to lose and started running! Adelaide was actually running! Omer and Piedad screamed
at her to stop, but she wouldn't. Omer sent the butler after her to catch her. Adelaide was too
fast for him. She ran across the front yard toward the side of the house and rounded the corner.
The butler ran toward the corner of the house. When he got there, he saw that she had already
run down the side of the house, had rounded the back corner and was running across the back
yard out of his view!

The butler ran down the side of the house to the back, as Adelaide approached the front door of
the house running at full speed! Omer begged his mother to stop running. She kept running.
Piedad ran after her, but couldn't catch her either. Adelaide kept circling the house, increasing
her pace as she kept running. No one could catch her. Halina tried to grab her with his trunk on
one of her laps around the house, but missed. Omer and Piedad screamed at her to stop running.
She wouldn't stop. Omer went into the house to get the young maid out to try to catch Adelaide.
Even the young maid couldn't catch her! What had happened to Adelaide when Halina muttered
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to her? It was as if she were a young woman again. Impossible as it may have been, she was
running like a young woman. In fact, it looked to Omer as if his mother were actually running as
fast as she used to in in her best days. Omer instructed everyone who had been trying to catch
Adelaide to stop. He thought she would stop eventually when she got tired. Adelaide continued
running laps around the house for 2 1/2 hours, which was approaching the amount of time it took
her to run a marathon. Each time she circled the front of the house, she waved and smiled.

Adelaide was joyously reliving her past glory. She was able to run again and she wasn't going to
stop. She felt reborn and refreshed. She felt as though she had been asleep for years, waiting for
the time when she would run again. She never thought the time would come. She thought she
would die before she ever ran again. She was taking full advantage of her newfound health and
vigor. She finally stopped running when she hit the 3-hour mark. She stood at the front door of
the house talking to Omer and Piedad, who were grateful that she finally stopped running. She
drank half of a cup of tea and fell to the ground. Omer dropped and called to her. She didn't
respond. Piedad yelled her name. She didn't answer. Omer put his head on her chest to listen
for a heartbeat. He didn't hear it. Piedad and the butler tried. They couldn't hear it. The maid
tried to take the pulse of her wrist, and then her carotid artery and felt nothing. Adelaide was
dead! Omer thought she probably had a heart attack from running. Piedad agreed. Omer and
Piedad started crying. The butler and maid went back into the house. Omer instructed the butler
to call for an ambulance.

The whole time that Adelaide had been running around the house, Halina had been standing in
the front yard munching on fruit, hay and other food. He took a long drink of water from the
water trough next to the house. Halina walked over to the front door where Omer had placed his
mother back on the bed. Omer was standing there crying, looking at his deceased mother.
Piedad was crying at Omer's side. Adelaide's head was covered by the sheet. Halina pulled the
sheet back from Adelaide's head. Omer yelled, "No!" Halina sprayed her face with the 9 gallons
of water that were in his trunk! Omer shrieked in horror at what the elephant had done. Piedad
grabbed the end of Halina's trunk and tried to move it away. Halina stood fast. Suddenly,
Adelaide opened her eyes and said, "What's going on here? Why am I soaking wet?" Piedad
fainted and fell face first over the bed. Omer screamed, "Mom, you're alive!" Adelaide said, "Of
course, I'm alive. Why wouldn't I be?"

Omer said, "You died! Don't you remember?" Omer realized it was a stupid thing to ask
someone if they remembered dying. They wouldn't be able to remember. They were dead when
it happened. He was too upset to think. Adelaide said, "I think I would remember dying, boy!"
She slapped Piedad's face to wake him and said, "Get off my bed, you idiot!" When Piedad
awoke, he saw Adelaide alive and fainted again. "What's wrong with Piedad?" she said. Omer
said, "You died mom. I swear you did! We thought you died, anyway." She insisted that she
hadn't died. The butler and maid ran to the front door to see what was going on. Upon seeing
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Adelaide alive, they both fainted. Omer said, "We didn't hear your heart beating. We couldn't get
a pulse. You stopped breathing." She said, "The last thing I remember was that elephant
mumbling in my ear." Omer said, "You don't remember getting out of bed and running around
the house for 3 hours?" "Running around the house? I can't even get out of this bed!" "Yes,

n

mom, you can run. Try it."

Adelaide said, "My cough went away! Omer my cough went away!" Omer said, "I know!" He
said, "Your cough is gone. You can out of bed and not only walk, but run! You were running
around the house, mom, like in the old days! We tried to catch you to make you stop, but
couldn't. You outran everybody here!" "You must be joking!" she said. Adelaide pushed Piedad
off the bed and swung her legs to the side. She sat on the edge of the bed. She felt better than
she had in a long time. "Why are my feet so dirty?" she said. "I told you mom. You were
running around the house for 3 hours. We couldn't stop you! You were running in bare feet!" "I
don't know what you're talking about!" she said. Adelaide stood up without asking for help from
Omer. She walked out the front door into the yard. "Omer, Omer, I can walk!" she said. "It was
because of Halina!" said Omer. "Halina? Who's Halina?" she said. Omer pointed to the elephant
standing in the yard and said, "That elephant is Halina." "Oh. What do you mean it was because
of Halina?" she said. Omer explained to Adelaide what had transpired and how she seemed to
have been brought back to life by the elephant. She couldn't believe what he was saying.

As Omer and Adelaide talked, the ambulance came speeding up the driveway to the house.
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Keenan, his friend Neil and the crew of 2 Sherpas were almost at the peak of Mt. Yetta. Mt.
Yetta was technically the 2nd tallest mountain on earth, being 1 inch shorter than Mt. Everest.
Not many people had heard of Mt. Yetta. Keenan had searched the world for a mountain to
climb that no one else had. He wanted to be the first at doing something. He wanted to be in the
history books. He wanted his children or nieces or nephews to read about him and be proud. It
wasn't that Keenan was a hog for glory. He just wanted the world to know his name. Keenan's
Sherpas, Mohan and Gerhan were the best that money could hire. It was almost impossible for a
man to climb a tall mountain alone. Sherpas were absolutely essential.

Sherpas had recently reached a milestone for their industry. In the past, when Sherpas were
injured or killed, while carrying for climbers, they were screwed. Sherpas didn't have health or
life insurance and their loved ones received nothing when they died. Insurance was expensive.
After years of lobbying for fair wages and insurance, the Sherpas finally won. Mohan and
Gerhan were happy, knowing that if something happened to them, their wives and children would
be provided for. They weren't indigent after all, like some natives in a Tarzan movie. Sherpas
were human beings like anyone else, entitled to all the benefits of a safe work environment. A
super high mountain wasn't exactly a safe work environment, but at least they would be
accommodated if there were a mishap.

Mt. Yetta was never climbed until Keenan's attempt. That was the way he wanted it. The
Sherpas were excited about being the first to climb it as well. Everyone thought Mt. Everest was
the tallest and everyone wanted to climb it. Mt. Yetta was essentially just as tall. In fact, Mt.
Yetta was more difficult to climb than Mt. Everest, which Keenan had climbed 14 times.
Keenan was ready for a new challenge. Many of his fellow climbers died climbing Mt. Everest
and other similarly difficult peaks. Keenan had never lost a member of his climbing parties,
including Sherpas, in all his 37 years of climbing. Keenan felt that he was the best mountain
climber in the world. He never failed. Keenan never failed at anything. He always did well in
school, not that school was easy. Keenan always put forth his best effort at doing anything. He
felt that hard work paid off and for him, it always did. Keenan maintained his health in top form.
Keenan's father had died from lung cancer when Keenan was 3. His mother died from lung
cancer when he was 7. Both his parents were smokers and Keenan felt that anybody who
smoked was an idiot. Look at what happened to his beloved parents.

Keenan had lived most of his childhood and teen years with his wealthy uncle in Dallas, Texas.
His uncle was an oil industry magnate and had inherited his oil wells from his father. His uncle
didn't make Keenan's life easy. Keenan's uncle taught Keenan the value of working hard for
everything. Keenan respected his uncle greatly and owed his climbing success to him. Keenan's
uncle taught him that a person could have anything they want as long they really want it and are
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willing to do whatever it takes to get it. Keenan felt that nothing in life should come easy to
anyone. No one should be handed a cushy life. He hated those spoiled rich kids who were born
into wealth. Unfortunately for them, they didn't have the choice of being born rich. It just
happened. They didn't and couldn't know any better. Keenan didn't really hate the rich kids. He
hated that they were wasted, not really knowing what life is about.

Keenan felt if life were easy, it would be boring. He always fought for what he wanted and got
it. Keenan's uncle forced Keenan to get a bachelor's degree in petroleum mining science. That
way, Keenan would have the knowledge necessary to carry on his uncle's work. Having oil wells
producing oil, didn't mean that the wells would always produce. There was a science that
determined the best place to drill for oil, based on numerous geological factors. It was essential
for the owners of oil fields to constantly drill new wells to keep the black gold flowing. It wasn't
as easy as people thought. John D. Rockefeller was the early expert on oil, back when oil was
everywhere and closer to the surface. Recent years have forced oil drillers to go deeper and
deeper. Since drilling for oil was so expensive, the drillers always wanted to find the oil on the
drilled well if possible.

Keenan, Neil, Mohan and Gerhan hoped they would soon be able to go for the peak, the first
people in the world to climb Mt. Yetta. It would be a great honor indeed. The Sherpas were
excited about the event, having climbed Everest with Keenan each time that he did. They were at
the last base camp in their 4 tents and everything seemed to be a go for the summit the next day.
Then, day 1 of snow started falling. Snow was an expected event when climbing and allowed
for. Usually they didn't climb upward when it was snowing due to incredibly increased chances
of problems. The problem was that when it snowed, it was usually windy, sometimes very, very
windy. The wind was the greatest hazard when mountain climbing. The last thing a climber ever
wants to do is lose their position by being blown off their footing.

The climbers employed the latest high-tech equipment and methods. Everyone was connected
together by high tensile strength ropes and stainless steel anchors. They utilized a redundancy
anchoring system. If one person fell, they wouldn't pull down the next lower climber. The
person falling would catch hold of the next anchor below them. As long as the anchors were
solid, they could be relied upon. When anchors are placed in ice, they can't always be relied
upon. At the top of the mountain they were climbing, it was solid ice. Extreme care was
necessary. Keenan had never seen an anchor or rope break, because he always bought new
equipment for each climb, expensive as it was. He wasn't going to risk anyone's life, if he could
help it. It was stupid to compromise. He knew guys who had used old equipment while
climbing and had perished on the mountains.

The snow fell for day 2. They would have to stay another day in their tents. Normally, they
planned to have enough food for the estimated time of the climb and added 7 more days for
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contingencies. After that, they could live off their body fat for another week if necessary. They
had unlimited water in the form of melted snow and ice, as needed. It kept snowing. Keenan
and Neil weren't worried yet. Mohan and Gerhan weren't worried yet. They had completed late
summits many times before. It made for a better story that would stand out in their memories
longer. The Sherpas loved mountain climbing as much as Keenan and Neil. To the Sherpas, it
wasn't just a job; they actually loved it, possibly more than Keenan and Neil. The Sherpas grew
up in those higher elevations of the Himalayas, which made it easier for them to adapt to the
higher elevations as they climbed. Keenan had been climbing for so many years, that he almost
had the physiology of a Sherpa, so climbs didn't bother him as much as they did when he first
started climbing. Mohan and Gerhan were brothers that Keenan hired for his 1st Everest climb,
and had hired them ever since.

Keenan's friend Neil was going along on the climb of Mt. Yetta just to see if he could do it. He
wasn't as experienced a climber as Keenan, and certainly not as durable as the Sherpas. Neil had
made it to that last base camp, so he felt he was doing pretty well up to that point. Keenan and
the Sherpas had been watching Neil closely all the way up. They didn't climb as quickly as they
usually did, because of Neil. They wanted Neil to enjoy the climb and not die trying. Neil had
started to get a little queasy from the altitude and was glad to be resting at that last base camp.
Neil didn't communicate his sickness to the others. He knew the other guys were tough and
wanted to reach the summit. He didn't want to hold them back. The Sherpas were a couple of
tough hombres and he didn't want to piss them off either. Day 3 of snow kept the men in their
tents again. The wind started picking up. The Sherpas had to fasten down the tents with the
extra long stakes to prevent them being blown away. When it was stormy on the mountain, the
tents were life saving devices. The material the tents were made from could withstand 100 mph
winds. The tents had to stay attached to the ground to be useful, though. The Sherpas were so
tough and resilient that they could almost survive in the open air with their clothing only if they
had to. They always used the tents, of course.

Neil was starting to wish that he hadn't gone on the climb. He hadn't climbed with Keenan on the
Everest climbs. He had climbed on shorter mountains with other climbers, but he was no
Keenan. Neil was a tough character, but not as tough as Keenan or Mohan or Gerhan. Day 4 of
snow and increasing winds and hail stranded the men again. The Sherpas were consulting with
Keenan as to whether they should abort the climb and retreat to the next lower down base camp.
Keenan had never retreated on a climb and never would. Keenan proclaimed that he would
climb to the summit alone if necessary. The Sherpas themselves would never choose to retreat.
They were thinking of Neil. Keenan forgot about Neil's lack of experience. Keenan had a
meeting with Neil about what to do. Neil agreed that they should wait for the snow to stop and
then go for the summit. Keenan agreed.

Day 5 of snow stranded the men to the tents. The winds increased again. It didn't seem the
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winds could blow any harder, but they did. Snow was capable of falling in the mountains
continuously for weeks. The Sherpas said they had seen snow fall in the past for an entire 6-
month climbing season. That year hadn't been that bad snow-wise. That was why Keenan was
so psyched about doing the climb. They had to strike at the mountain during the mild winter. It
seemed that nature was finally waking up and beginning to belt it down. Days 6 and 7 of snow
continued to strand the men. Neil began to get worried. Keenan began to worry about Neil.
Keenan went to Neil's tent and asked him if he wanted to retreat down the mountain. Neil said
he didn't want to. He wanted to be part of the first crew to climb Mt. Yetta. Keenan asked Neil
if he were ok. Keenan noticed Neil's face looking a little bit yellow, a sure sign of altitude
sickness. Keenan told Neil that one of the Sherpas could take him down the mountain to safety if
Neil wanted.

Mohan didn't really want to take Neil down, but if he had to, he would. It was his job. Neil
wanted to go on to the summit. Keenan really wanted Neil to go to the summit. It would be a
once in a lifetime opportunity to do something before anyone else had. Neil decided that he
would go on, despite illness. Keenan talked to Mohan and Gerhan about Neil's obvious altitude
sickness and they each had a look at Neil. Mohan and Gerhan weren’t worried about Neil yet.
They had seen men more afflicted men than Neil who had been able to finish climbs. Neil was
still coherent and agreeable. He still seemed to have his wits about him. Day 8 of snow came
and went with the men still hiding in their tents. Food was running low. Keenan wasn't worried
yet. Days 9 and 10 of snow continued to fall on the men. The winds had let up a little.

The mountain wind had for some reason, always bothered Gerhan. He didn't like the sound the
wind made up there. The wind on the mountain was more of a howl. There was something
about wind in the higher altitudes when it was combined with the jagged mountain peaks. The
swirling air made a scary eerie howl. The howling wind didn't seem to bother Mohan or Keenan.
Neil was verging on getting delirious in his tent. Neil had been thinking back to the time when
he and Keenan went scuba diving in Bonaire. They had encountered a gigantic octopus that had
dozens of tentacles. Neither of them had ever seen anything like it. They had grown up
believing that an octopus had 8 legs and that was it. That crazy thing they saw had to be some
kind of a mutation or something. They had been scuba diving for conch shells in the coral reef
when they saw the giant octopus. The octopus slowly slithered in their direction. When they
noticed the beast approaching, they swam away from it. It kept coming after them. They fired
both of their spear guns at it and swam to the surface. They swam to their boat and left.

Neil didn't know why he thought of that story. Maybe he thought of it because he was starting to
lose his mind. He tried not to let the other guys know he was losing it. Keenan knew Neil and
he knew when Neil was in trouble. Keenan talked with Mohan and they decided that maybe
Mohan and Neil should head back down the mountain. The snow didn't seem like it was going to
stop and Neil was starting to lose the good fight. Keenan would rather have Neil safe than risk
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his life for a stupid thing like climbing a mountain. Keenan didn't care about losing his own life,
but he didn't want to be responsible for losing his friend's life. Keenan knew the Sherpas already
seemed to have some kind of built-in suicidal tendency. Those guys were braver than any men
he had ever seen. Those Sherpas were as brave as Marines or SEALS in combat. It was all or
nothing. Keenan didn't have to worry about the Sherpas giving him any grief. It wasn't in their
genes. They were hired for a job and they knew the risks.

Naturally, no Sherpa ever wanted to die while doing his job. They were always careful. They
never did reckless things if they could help it. They only did whatever was necessary for the
summit and no more. Keenan had always credited his Sherpas when he reached the summits. A
non-Sherpa could never climb a mountain as tall as Mt. Everest or their Mt. Yetta without the
Sherpas carrying the loads that they did. Those guys were like human burros. They could be
loaded down with a lot of weight and still be agile climbers. No one knew how they did it. They
were seemingly inhuman. They were definitely a special breed. All mountain climbers who
hired Sherpas owed great debts, including their lives, to the Sherpas. The problem with most
mountain climbers is that they took the glory for reaching summits of mountains, not crediting
the Sherpas who actually did most of the work. The Sherpas climbed carrying the load right
along with the so-called heroes who only carried themselves.

Mohan consulted with Neil, who was on the verge of something bad happening to him. Mohan
informed Neil that per Keenan, Mohan would take him down the mountain. Neil said ok.
Gerhan and Keenan readied the 2 guys for their descent. Going down a mountain can be trickier
than going up, if everybody isn't careful. Neil's weakness didn't help matters, but Mohan was a
bull and could bear the heavier load. Keenan knew his friend would be in good hands with
Mohan and ordinarily wouldn't have been too worried. The problem was that they had possibly
waited a little too long to send Neil down the mountain. Neil had allowed the altitude sickness to
get the better of him. It would be a more difficult mission for Mohan to get Neil down. Mohan
still wasn't worried. Those Sherpas were so unnaturally strong that they could carry men on their
backs if they had to. Mohan was starting to wonder if he were going to have to carry Neil down.
Mohan didn't look forward to the possibility, but it was his job and duty.

Keenan and Gerhan bade a reluctant farewell to Neil and Mohan. The 2 remaining on the
mountain hoped their companions would be ok. The snow kept falling on day 11, keeping
Keenan and Gerhan in their tents, again preventing the attack on the summit. Keenan was
beginning to get anxious about the summit. He could taste it. They were almost there. Why did
it have to keep snowing? It was beginning to look to Keenan as if they might not make the
summit. The snow didn't prevent Mohan and Neil from heading down the mountain. The snow
restriction was only placed on climbing up the mountain, not down. Mohan and Neil started
down. The 1st day down was ok with a lot of progress, even with the snow falling. Neil seemed
to be climbing fine. Going down in elevation helped to ease his altitude sickness. They went
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down the mountain using the same anchors they had used going up. Mohan was above Neil, in
case Neil slipped, to prevent Neil from falling. The 2nd day down was fine.

There was no challenge that Mohan would back away from. He feared no mountain. He feared
no force of nature. On the snowy morning of the 3rd day down, Mohan lost his footing when a
gust of wind hit them. Mohan fell headlong down the crags of the mountain and broke his leg on
a sharp outcrop of ice. He screamed from the pain. Neil fell from the force of Mohan pulling
him down. He was knocked unconscious. The 2 of them were hanging in the air, both held in
place by 1 anchor. Mohan's leg was aching badly. Mohan had broken body parts in the past, but
this one hurt more than the others. Neil was dangling unconscious. Mohan was dangling with a
broken leg. What now? The 2 were in dire straits.

Keenan and Gerhan looked forward to attacking the summit on the day after Mohan and Neil's
accident. Keenan and Gerhan both assumed Mohan would get Neil down safely. Little did they
know that their companions were in big trouble. Keenan and Gerhan had to wait because of
another snow day, and then another snow day. It didn't look like they would be able to reach the
summit on that climb. They had run out of food and were living on fat reserves. They only had
water. At least, they had learned the mountain and it would be easier for them to summit on the
next climb. Keenan and Gerhan decided to head down. They went slowly to preserve their
dwindling energy. On their 2nd day down, Keenan fainted. That was the first time that Keenan
had fainted while climbing. He attributed it to the fact that they had run out of food and it was
starting to take a toll on his body. Gerhan was still ok. Gerhan had to wait for Keenan to recover
until they could continue down.

On the 3rd day down, Keenan looked down and couldn't believe what he saw. Neil and Mohan
were dangling in the air by a rope, swinging to and fro with the wind gusts! Oh no! Keenan
yelled to Neil. Gerhan yelled to his brother. There was no response from either dangler. As
Keenan and Gerhan got closer, they could see Mohan's leg bleeding. Mohan waved feebly. Neil
appeared to be unconscious. When they arrived at the dangling duo, they knew what they had to
do. The next base camp was another day down the mountain. They had to get those guys down
there into the tents before things really got bad. They attached Mohan to Gerhan's rope. When
they reached Neil, he appeared to be unresponsive. Mohan said that Neil was gone. Neil's face
was blue and frost bitten. Mohan told the story of how he fell and broke his leg. Neil became
unconscious from the impact of falling and then passed away later. Mohan felt that he was
responsible for Neil's passing. Keenan and Gerhan assured Mohan that it wasn't his fault. It was
nobody's fault. The mountain had taken Neil; no one else had.

Keenan couldn't believe his friend was gone. They attached Neil's body to a rope between
Keenan and Gerhan. Mohan was able to slowly climb down with his broken leg. Keenan began
to wonder if any of them would make it off the mountain alive. He had never had such
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difficulties before. He never had to accommodate an injured Sherpa. They were out of food.
They were days from the bottom of the mountain. It was snowing. He was always able to rely
on the Sherpas. He never had to bring down a lost friend before either. He couldn't believe Neil
was gone. He should have watched Neil closer. He had been too greedy for the summit. Now
his friend was gone. What was he going to tell everyone? Keenan felt that he had failed. He had
never failed at anything.
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Billionaire Nodd Roddy determined that after he had made enough money, he would start to give
back to society in the form of charity. He had always felt that he was a valuable member of
society already. He owned a large company staffed by many high-paid employees. His wealth
was spread out among the people via the salaries that he paid. His employees in turn spent the
money that he gave them and supported the economy. Nodd never gave directly to society
though. He had been waiting for the right moment. He wanted the value of the stock that he
owned of his company to be worth $2 billion, and then he would start to give back. The moment
had finally happened and he was looking for something suitable. He had always been interested
in animals, both wild and domestic. He appreciated the fact that the big cats were disappearing
from their natural habitats of Africa and India. He wanted to somehow enhance the preservation
of the noble beasts.

The trouble with relying on animals bred in captivity such as zoos is the limited gene pool
involved. When the number of animals used for breeding gets too low, risk of partial inbreeding
may occur, resulting in birth defects and the weakening of the species. Something had to be set
up where lions for example, could be bred in larger numbers in the U.S., where they could be
protected and nurtured. Nodd consulted with a leading biologist named Ahmed and decided to
buy a 30,000 acre estate in Texas where lions could be raised. Ahmed would be hired to raise the
lions. However, Nodd didn't want the lions that were raised to end up trapped in zoos. He
wanted the lions to be raised from cubs to be gentle, obedient and somehow useful to society. He
came up with the idea to use lions as K-9 animals in place of dogs. Nodd discussed the
possibility with Ahmed and it seemed that it would work.

Nodd then consulted with the city Police Departments of New York, Chicago, Los Angeles and
Dallas. The police agreed that it would be a good idea. Lions had been trained for years to be
used in circuses and Las Vegas acts. Why not use lions as K-9 animals? Some of the K-9 cops
who used dogs couldn't wait to get their hands on a lion. Those guys thought a lion would be
unbelievable in a drug raid or for crowd control. Who would be stupid enough to mess with a
lion? The mayors of the cities were asked to form committees to discuss the use of lions. While
the committees reviewed the proposal, Ahmed went to work.

It took a couple months for Nodd to buy the estate and for Ahmed to acquire suitable breeding
lions from the zoos of the world and from Africa. Ahmed ended up with 166 lions. Some were
purchased in Africa from a nature preserve and some were borrowed from zoos. The lions ended
up forming into their own prides on the estate. The intent was to use only the newly born lion
cubs as K-9 trainees. Ahmed hired numerous people to help with the feeding, breeding, training
and careful upbringing of the lions. He also hired K-9 cops from a Texas Police Department to
help with the specific police training. It wasn't a simple matter of bringing up the cubs to learn
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how to do one thing, as in a circus. The cubs were being brought up to learn to love man and be
able to be disciplined by man at the same time. There had been many recent discoveries in
animal behavior that Ahmed had been anxious to try out on his lions. All the old ways of
training animals were modified to allow the animal being trained to grow and learn together with
the trainer.

After 11 months, the city committees finally accepted the idea of using lions as K-9 animals and
gave the approval. Nodd was concerned with scientifically increasing and preserving the world's
lion population. If the lions could be useful to mankind, it would be all the better. The cities had
taken longer to approve Nodd's idea than he thought they would. He was well aware of
bureaucracy. He had used it to his advantage many times. He had been held back many times as
well. As long as Nodd's money could be used to benefit the lions in some way, he was happy.
He felt that deep down, he was doing a good thing.

The first lion cubs had already been in basic training for a few months. Ahmed picked one of the
cubs out of the bunch to be the first K-9 candidate, while the other lions continued their basic
training. From the beginning, Ahmed had been consulting with the other trainers and feeders
about which lion cub stood out the most. Nestor was everyone's favorite. He seemed to be the
easiest going and intelligent. He would probably be able to keep up with the rigors of K-9
training. Ahmed decided to work with Nestor in the more advanced training involving the K-9
cop, Benedict. Nestor was put through the paces of the obstacle courses, building encounters and
crowd control scenarios. The lion passed all the training with flying colors. Benedict remarked
to Ahmed that Nestor had learned the K-9 tactics faster than any dog he had trained. Ahmed
wasn't surprised. He knew the lion was one of the most intelligent animal species. Lions were
always popular in circuses due to their easy trainability.

Benedict consulted with his Lieutenant about when Nestor could be inducted into duty.
Benedict's boss was still reluctant to use a lion in the K-9 corps, because the concept hadn't been
tried yet. The mayor had approved the lion's use though, so there was nothing the Lieutenant
could do about it. After 2 weeks of debating about it, Benedict's boss gave the ok. Ahmed
informed Benedict that Nestor needed another month of follow-up training, and then he would be
ready. Ahmed wanted to be sure how Nestor would react in a more populated area, before he
released the lion to Benedict. Ahmed took Nestor to a public park. Nestor had a specially made
heavy-duty harness and leash that he would wear when he was on K-9 duty. Ahmed wanted to
be sure that Nestor could handle wearing the gear while strolling around the park.

Ahmed's vehicle had the same tinted windows in back and the same cage that Nestor would be in
when he was in the police K-9 vehicle. Ahmed wanted to evaluate everything. Nodd was relying
on Ahmed to do it right. Nodd didn't want anything to happen to Nestor or any of his
humanitarian efforts. At the park, Nestor hopped out of the back of Ahmed's vehicle and stood
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waiting for Ahmed to attach the leash. A squirrel ran by and Nestor roared at it. Ahmed almost
had a heart attack at the loud sound of the roar. He hadn't heard Nestor roar like that while
training at the estate. At the estate, the lion had grunted and growled a little, but didn't roar. A
woman who had been walking her poodle down the park drive screamed when she saw the lion.
Nestor growled at the woman's poodle. Ahmed assured the woman it was ok. Nestor was a
trained lion and she didn't have to be afraid. The woman picked up her dog and ran in the
opposite direction as fast as she could.

Ahmed hadn't considered how people in public would react to the sight of a lion. Nestor had
been trained from birth to be with people. People had no reason to fear him. Nestor's typical
duty would be assisting police breaking into drug houses. Occasionally he would be used for
crowd control, when horses weren't available. A man jogged by Nestor and Ahmed and Nestor
growled at the man. The man stopped and asked if Nestor was a real lion. Ahmed told the man
Nestor was indeed a real lion to be used in police work. The man thought it would be a good
idea and continued running again. People who were walking by stopped to take a closer look at
the lion. Ahmed invited people over to see Nestor. Ahmed didn't allow the people to get too
close or to pet Nestor, because it might confuse Nestor's training. Nestor was trained to be a
disciplined police animal, not necessarily a friendly pet. Ahmed and Nestor walked around the
park getting stares from everyone. Eventually, Nestor stopped growling at everyone, finally
getting used to seeing people. Ahmed was hoping for that.

Ahmed felt more confident with Nestor and took him to the park every day. Nestor seemed to
like walking around in the fresh air and sunshine. Ahmed carried a large plastic bag when he
walked Nestor, to pick up the obviously large droppings associated with a lion. Nestor had a
funny habit of scratching and clawing at the grass after he pooped, slightly damaging the lawn
each time. A park official was driving by one day, noticed the damage and informed Ahmed of
the park's policy. Ahmed told the official to send a bill to Nodd Roddy. Ahmed knew that Nodd
would gladly pay for any damage caused by his lion. It was simply a part of the lion's
acclimatization into society. The official said he would definitely do that. The official asked
Ahmed how much longer Nestor was going to be walked at the park. Ahmed told the official
that Nestor's training was almost complete and that Nodd Roddy was donating the lion to the
Police Department to be used as a K-9 animal. The official thought it was a good idea.

When Nestor was ready to be transferred to Benedict for the final police training, Ahmed
informed Nodd. Nodd hugged Nestor and said, "You be a good boy, now!" Nestor purred.
Ahmed transported Nestor to the Dallas P.D. where Benedict would take over. The Dallas P.D.
had a comprehensive facility for specialized training used by officers and K-9 animals. The
facility was constructed with the city's particular problems in mind. All the major cities of the
world had the same basic problems. Dallas had large drug and immigration issues. Nestor
would be taken through the paces in the facility to be used in specific situations as Benedict saw
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fit. The facility administrators had a lot of work for Benedict and Nestor to accomplish.
Depending on how quickly Nestor grasped the final training determined how soon he would hit
the streets.

Due to the newness of the concept of using a lion as a K-9 animal, everyone at first thought it
would be a great idea for the obvious reason of the fear factor of the lion. It is probable that not
many alleged criminals would be face to face with a lion and think about anything else but giving
up. What the officers were concerned about was the trustworthiness of the lion. Benedict
assured everyone that Nestor had been raised from a cub in the most nurturing environment
possible. Nestor was not a lion that was taken from the wild. He had no concept of what it was
like to live in the wild as a lion. All his needs had been taken care of by humans his entire life.
Benedict and Ahmed had witnessed Nestor's gentleness and intelligence and had no hesitation
about his potential usefulness and reliability. Nestor had his inherent savagery and that was all.
The lion wasn't aggressive unless instructed to be by his handler.

Benedict taught commands to Nestor using the same Native American Navajo dialect that was
used during World War II for military codes. Any of Nestor's handlers would have to learn the
same commands. The special dialect was necessary for Nestor to prevent criminals from
attempting to give Nestor commands in a common language such as English or Spanish. The
lion had to be fully controllable by the police only. Nestor seemed to appreciate his special
commands, which he had learned very quickly.

Nestor completed the 3-month training at the facility in record time. Normally it took 4 months
for a dog to complete the training. The immense strength of Nestor compared to a dog was the
first thing that Benedict had to get used to. Nestor's strength made it difficult for Benedict to
hold the lion back, but Nestor knew his place. The lion was gentle when he had to be and savage
when necessary. The dummies that were set up in the facility were designed to be used with a
dog. Nestor destroyed every dummy in the facility the first time he got his teeth into them.
Everyone expected the lion to be destructive, but didn't realize what would actually happen. The
officers saw first hand the ridiculous power of an adult lion.

Nestor was large for a lion due to the special diet he had while growing up at the estate. He
tipped the scales at 590 pounds, which was the equivalent weight of 5 average K-9 dogs
combined. The Police Department had a custom bulletproof vest made for Nestor, which cost
$3,000. The department hoped the cost would be worth it. Of course, Nestor ate more than a
typical dog as well, making his upkeep more expensive. Everyone figured the lion would cost
more money to use than dogs. It was hoped that the lion would have a greater impact than a dog,
when actually used. Sometimes when a K-9 dog was used in a situation, the perpetrator wasn't
afraid of the dog and resisted capture. A lion would have to be more efficient. Who would be
stupid enough to resist a lion? That was the concept.
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Nestor and Benedict were ready for K-9 duty. On their first outing, they were called to a raid of a
suspected crack house in a Dallas suburb. The call came at 11:30 pm. It was completely dark
outside on the cloudy night. The house was located on a poorly lit street with the streetlights
broken in front of the building. The members of the raiding party parked their vehicles around
the corner. The officers then walked down the street in silence to the front of the building.
Nestor was covered in a black outfit to conceal his light-brown color. The raiding party waited at
the door as the officer with the battering ram counted to 3. On the count of 3 they smashed the
door down and entered the building, yelling, "Dallas P.D., Stay where you are! Drop your
weapons!" The 5 armed men in the room ignored the police commands and opened fire. Bullets
started flying everywhere.

Benedict gave the order to Nestor, "Beepeetoh, Octoh, Areetoh!" and turned Nestor loose.
Nestor roared. The first man Nestor saw in the left corner of the room was firing a machine gun
that he held in his left hand, and triggered with his right hand. Nestor leaped at the man. The
lion grabbed the gun and tore off the hand the was holding it. Nestor was grazed in the head with
a bullet. The man started screaming. Nestor roared again. He turned to the man in the right
corner of the room, leaped and tore off the man's left hand with the gun that was held by it. The
man fell to the floor and fainted. Nestor had been grazed again in the head. The lion felt no
pain, only intense thrill. Bullets kept flying. One of the drug dealers was shot by an officer and
fell to the floor. One of the officers was hit and fell. Nestor was grazed again in the head.
Benedict was knocked to the floor.

Nestor turned around and ran at the hood who had knocked Benedict to the floor and had started
hitting Benedict with his empty weapon. Nestor grabbed the man by the back of his leather
jacket and threw him out the window into the street. The 5th criminal threw his gun to the floor
and put his hands in the air, signaling surrender, just as the growling Nestor approached him.
Nestor's training told him to stop attacking when a perpetrator surrendered. The lion knocked the
man to the floor and held him there with 1 great paw, while another officer cuffed the man.
Benedict stood up and attached the leash to Nestor's harness. Benedict noticed the wounds on
Nestor's head and took the lion outside to fix him up. Nestor had possibly saved some of the
officers from being shot or killed.

The experiment proved to be a success for Nestor's first mission. Benedict prepared a report for
the department detailing what had taken place. The other officers of the raid read the report and
corroborated Benedict's description. The lieutenant wondered if the way that Nestor had torn off
2 of the men's hands would be considered excessive use of force. Everyone in that room was
shooting to kill. It seemed that Nestor hadn't killed anyone, only temporarily disabled the person.
It would likely be possible to surgically re-attach the hands. One of the drug dealers had been
killed by 1 of the raiding officers in self-defense. It would have to be considered self-defense for
Nestor to tear off a man's hand while he was protecting himself and the other officers.
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25. Lamar's Despair

As Lamar walked through his Kentucky woods, he felt as if someone were watching him. It
hadn't always been like that. He remembered when he was young about 90 years ago, when at
the age of 14, he and his father went fishing. They had the woods to themselves. Only he and
his father were there. No one else inhabited the woods. They had the stream all to themselves.
The fishing and hunting were easy. They always caught all they could eat. They never had any
problem finding food and drink. They could walk anywhere in any direction for miles and never
see anyone. Ah, the good old days. Lamar's father was gone and he was alone in the woods, or
sometimes alone. It all started about 40 years ago when people started coming to the woods,
looking for something or someone. Lamar could never tell what the people were looking for.
All he knew was that they were in his woods making a lot of racket.

The people would never see him, because he was always too clever to be seen. Lamar always
heard and smelled people coming a long way off. People were careless when walking in the
woods. They always stepped on twigs, giving themselves away. The people always smelled
funny. They smelled like something that Lamar had never smelled growing up in the woods. It
wasn't a natural smell. It smelled bad to his nostrils. He smelled people walking in the woods
before he heard them breaking twigs with their feet. He would see people finding his footprints
in the damp forest floor and pour some white creamy stuff in the indentations. They the people
would wait for a while. Then they would take the white stuff out of the footprint in 1 solid piece.
He always wondered how they did that. He wondered why they did that in the first place.

People seemed to do a lot of strange things when they came into his woods. Lamar had seen
people dressed up in the skin of a bear while other people held a black, square shaped object up
to their face, seeming to look at the object up close. He couldn't understand why they dressed up
in the bearskin like that. He couldn't understand what the object was they held so close to their
face either. The person in the bear suit would walk through the woods upright, something a bear
would never do. Lamar had wrestled with, killed and eaten many bears in his lifetime and he had
never seen one walk upright. Sure, a bear would occasionally rear up on its hind legs in a
threatening manner, but only for a moment. The bears tried to scare him away by standing up
like that, but he laughed at them. Lamar always thought it was funny for a bear to challenge him
in his own woods. He was the king of his woods. When Lamar's father was still alive, Lamar's
father was the king. Lamar's father fell off a cliff and died while riding on the back of a
stampeding bison that he was trying to kill and eat at the time.

Lamar missed his father and other relatives. He hadn't seen any of his relatives in a while. He
had been wondering if he were the last of his family still alive. It couldn't be though. His family
was a strong, intelligent and capable breed. There would have to be some of them around
somewhere. He had wandered through a great part of his woods over the years, but found no one
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he knew. He had seen plenty of people, whom he had avoided, but no one from his family.
Lamar decided to take a long journey in one direction to cover a greater distance. Maybe he just
had to get far enough out of his local woods to find his people. He hoped. He determined to walk
in as straight a line as possible from east to west. He would use the sun as his guide.

In the morning, he woke up and ate some of the provisions he had stockpiled next to his stream
nest. He was always hungry and had to sustain his 7'5" tall body with a lot of food each day. At
393 pounds, he sometimes had to go hungry until he gathered more food on the following day.
From the pile of food, he ate 14 squirrels, 6 rabbits, 3 raccoons, 7 possums, 2 whitetail deer,
approximately 130 crayfish from the stream and a snake. Some of the carcasses were starting to
decay from the heat and humidity, but he didn't mind. He drank 3 gallons of water from the
stream, then filled up the deerskin water bag with another 9 gallons for the journey. He stuffed
the bearskin duffel bag with 425 pounds of various dried meats that he had been curing for the
past 3 weeks. He took a huge poop and set off on his journey.

The water bag and duffel bag would have been exceedingly heavy and cumbersome if he had
dragged them on the ground. He used a sled-like contraption that he had seen red-skinned people
using when they still lived near his woods. He cut 2 long branches from a tree and tied them
together in the shape of an X. Two ends of the branches rested on his shoulders and the other 2
ends dragged on the ground making minimal contact. The water bag and duffel bag were then
placed on the branches. The apparatus made it much easier to transport heavy loads. Lamar was
using it for the first time and it seemed to work. He wrapped moist moss around the ends of the
branches that rested on his shoulders for padding. He also tied small vines around those shoulder
ends, draped the vines down the front of his body and tied them to the badger-skin knife-belt
around his waist. That way his hands were free to carry his 10-foot long spear and bow.

The arrows that went with the bow were carried in a quiver across the middle of his back. The
spear was tipped with a razor sharp piece of flint. The 33 arrows were also tipped with
sharpened flint. He carried extra pieces of flint for the spear, arrows and knife in the quiver.
Lamar also had devices for making a fire in the tool bag on the sled. He also had in the tool kit
some spare repair parts for the arrows and knife. Since Lamar's body was covered from head to
toe with fur, he didn't require any clothing. He wore strips of badger leather on his immense feet
to protect the soles and provide traction on slippery surfaces. Sometimes he wished he didn't
have so much fur on his body, because it got really hot where he lived and he had to pant to cool
himself when he wasn't near a stream in which to cool off.

Lamar thought people looked funny without fur on their bodies. He wondered what that felt like.
It seemed so unnatural to him. In his woods all the animals were covered with fur. The first time
he saw a person with his father, he didn't know what it was. It looked like some animal that had
all the fur scratched off it. He wondered if the people he observed had ever actually seen him.
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He had always been careful to remain hidden, just like his father had always told him and his
father's father had always told his father.

Lamar had a great many questions to which he wished he had answers. Every day he lived, he
thought of new questions, to the point of almost driving himself crazy. He wished he had
someone to talk to, someone who could answer his questions or at least be able to intelligently
discuss them. The whole reason for the journey he was on was to find someone from his family
to talk to. He thought about what he would do if he found one of his family members. Would
they know him? Would he know them?

Lamar walked through the woods for 3 weeks in an approximately westerly direction and found
no family members. He had run out of the food and water that he was dragging and abandoned
the sled. He turned to eating the fresh meat that he harvested with his spear, bow, arrows and
knife. He was getting tired of dragging that sled around, preferring to be fleet of foot and
unencumbered. He could actually run pretty fast for a being with such a large body. He could
outrun any wolf, deer, bear, bison or horse. He had settled down for a nap against a tree when he
smelled someone. Then he heard them breaking twigs with their feet. They were walking in his
direction! He climbed the tree to get a better vantage point. In the distance, he could see a
person walking with a stick in his hands. The stick was much shorter than Lamar's spear. The
person couldn't possibly do anything useful with that stick.

The person stopped and looked in Lamar's direction. The person seemed to look up at Lamar in
the tree. The person lifted the stick to its face. Suddenly Lamar felt something sting his left arm,
probably a bee. He heard a loud noise. He saw a puff a smoke come out of the end of the
person's stick. He heard something hit the tree next to his arm. He heard another loud noise. He
saw another puff of smoke come out of the person's stick. The person had seen him! Lamar
jumped down from the tree and ran in the opposite direction as fast as he could. The person had
seen him! He couldn't believe it. After all those years in the woods of never being discovered by
the furless people, one finally saw him. His left arm stung from the bee and was bleeding a little.
What kind of a stick did that person have? It seemed to make a loud sound and smoke came out
of it. It didn't look like it could do much else though. Lamar doubted if the person would be able
to kill a bear with that little noisy smoky stick.

When Lamar felt he was far enough away from the person, he took a swim in the stream. He
loved swimming. It was another of his great joys. To Lamar there was nothing like cooling off
on a hot day in the stream. He swam upstream and downstream. The water rinsed all the ticks,
fleas and lice from his fur and gave his fur a nice shine when it dried. After 2 hours of
swimming, Lamar climbed out of the stream and sat on the stream bank. The bee sting had
stopped bleeding. When he touched the location of the sting, he noticed something under the
skin, something hard. With his knife, he pried an object from the wound. It was like something
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he had never seen before. It was hard and shiny. It wasn't a stone or piece of wood. What was
it? He thought he had been stung by a bee. It was like no stinger he had ever seen before.

Could the stick that person was using have somehow thrown the object at his arm? No, it
couldn't be. Lamar had seen many things but he had never seen anything like that. He had seen
the red-skinned people blowing small sharp sticks through a larger hollow stick. He had never
seen them blow a hard shiny object like the one he was looking at. How did the object get in his
arm? If it wasn't a bee sting, then what was it? The person's stick must have put the object in his
arm. The person was trying to do harm to Lamar! Lamar didn't like the idea. The person made
the noise and smoke with the stick 2 times. The 2nd time must have hit the tree next to him.
Lamar wondered what would have happened if he had stayed in the tree. The person may have
used the stick again and again. Lamar may have been hurt by the person.

Lamar was no idiot. The swim in the stream had awakened his brain. The person with the stick
was trying to kill and eat him just as Lamar had killed and eaten bears and squirrels his whole
life. It was then that Lamar realized he almost lost his life to the person with the stick. The
person would have probably have started eating him already. Lamar hadn't expected people to
want to do such a thing to him. He had never been the victim. He was always the victor. He had
a strange feeling. He felt weak. He didn't like the feeling. It was his woods. He allowed people
to walk through his woods. He had always hidden from people because his father told him to.
He didn't know why he had always hid. He just did. After the incident with the person's noisy
stick, Lamar realized why he had been hiding all those years.

It was apparent that the furless people wanted to kill Lamar's people. Lamar wondered if the
reason he couldn't find any of his family was that the furless people had killed them all. Lamar
was saddened by the revelation. Was he alone? Was his trek a waste of time? Was he trying to
find members of his family who no longer existed? Why did the furless people want to kill him?
He never harmed anyone. If the furless people had ever met him and talked to him, they would
realize what a nice person he was. Maybe the person with the stick had just been really hungry.
There were plenty of other animals in the woods that the person could have eaten. Why did that
person choose him? Maybe when the person spotted Lamar and realized what a large amount of
meat he would provide, the person couldn't resist trying to catch and eat Lamar.

Lamar pondered what he was to do about his situation. Should he go back to his old woods and
resume hiding there for the rest of his life? Should he give in to the furless people? Lamar
wondered what his father would do in the situation. To Lamar's knowledge, his father had never
had an encounter with a person with a stick. Or had he? Maybe Lamar's father had always
taught Lamar to hide from people to avoid being attacked. Maybe Lamar's father or grandfather
had been attacked in the past. The family may have been slowly eliminated over the years by the
furless people. What should Lamar do? He felt those woods belonged to him. He was born and
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raised in the woods. He knew the woods better than any furless person did.

Lamar decided to take his woods back. He gathered his spear, knife, bow, arrows and tool bag.
He took a huge poop in the stream so it wouldn't leave a trace. He felt better after taking that
huge poop. He always felt better after pooping. He had made himself stressed out by thinking
about the person with the noisy stick and had been feeling intestinal cramps. The pooping
relieved him. Lamar was going to make that person pay for his arrogance. Lamar would have to
be extremely cautious from that point on. He had to sneak along slowly and quietly to avoid
detection. He covered himself with a layer of mud from the stream bank to conceal any scent he
may be giving off. He didn't want the person to smell him.

Lamar sharpened all the flint points of his weapons to a sharpness beyond razor sharp. He found
a special plant with poisonous leaves. He rubbed the leaves on all the flint pieces. He made a
new weapon that he had seen the red-skinned people use. He took 2 strips of badger leather and
connected them to a pouch from which he could launch rocks at great speed. He found a nice
tree with the hardest wood and made more spears. As Lamar progressed through the woods
toward the person with the stick, he dug pits and lined the bottoms with sharpened sticks. He
rubbed the poison leaves on the tips of the sharpened sticks. He covered the openings with
freshly cut boughs. He had used similar pits to catch many a wild boar. If he got a person on the
run, they may fall into one of those pits. Lamar knew where all the pits were because he marked
them.

As Lamar approached the location where the person had used the stick, he got down on the
ground and crawled. He sniffed the air continuously. He crawled and sniffed. He felt like a
snake slithering along the forest floor seeking prey. He was seeking prey. Lamar stopped. He
smelled something. It was definitely the unnatural smell of a person. He couldn't yet tell if it
was that person who had hurt him. He heard the telltale twigs snapping. It was definitely a
person, clumsily making their way. Those people were so stupid. How dare they come into the
woods and try to eat him? Those woods were his and his alone. That person was in for a big
surprise.

It was that person! Lamar could see the person's unmistakable short stick through the foliage.
The person was looking down on the ground trying to follow Lamar's trail. He was probably
trying to see if there were any drops of blood. The small wound had hardly bled, so that was
unlikely. The only thing the person had to follow was Lamar's large footprints. The person
gradually came into view. Lamar slowly crawled in reverse to retreat to a better point of attack.
The person continued cracking twigs and emitting its foul odor. Lamar hated that person. Lamar
was going to make that person pay. Lamar crawled in reverse until he was behind a tree large
enough to completely hide behind. Lamar stood up behind the huge tree and watched the stupid
smelly person approach him.
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26. Olen's Lie

Everyone he knew kept telling Stanley that he was too old to still be driving at 98 years old. He
insisted he could see perfectly fine. As long as the state would keep issuing him a driver's
license, he was going to continue driving. He had a lot to do every day as a handyman. Over the
years, he had learned how to perform every process involved in building and maintaining a home.
After retiring as a building contractor, he kept busy by doing fixit jobs for the people on his long
list of contacts. He had all the money he ever needed in dividend stocks, so he took fair trades
for his fees. His many customers were more than glad to pay him with items in lieu of cash. He
made many friends working in that manner and was constantly referred by people.

He was driving along the town road on the way home from a job. He had just finished fixing
somebody's leaky toilet. Stanley didn't mind getting a little dirty and smelly from work. He was
a real man's man. The client paid him with 2 frozen 10-pound legs of lamb. Stanley liked lamb
and gladly accepted the payment. Stanley wore glasses all the time and claimed to be able to spot
raccoons from a long way off. He only had problems with seeing things close up, but didn't like
wearing bifocals or switching to reading glasses. He found that if he squinted just right, he could
read and see things up close with only a little blurriness. It was getting a little dark out but he
thought he could still see pretty clearly. He spotted movement from the right, thinking it was a
raccoon. As he drove closer, it appeared to be some kind of a puppy. Stanley had always loved
and owned dogs, having a black lab, a shepherd and a setter at his house.

He pulled to the side of the road and got out of his van. When he approached the puppy, it
growled at him with a strange tone. He had seen many puppies but never heard one sound like
that one. The puppy had a dark brown fur with pointy ears like a husky. Since huskies come in
many colors, Stanley assumed the pup was a husky. "What are doing out here all alone little
pup?" Stanley said to the dog. The dog growled again. Stanley picked up the puppy, put it in the
van and drove home. At the house, Stanley brought the dog into the house to meet his other
dogs. His other dogs seemed to be friendly toward the pup, so he put it down on the kitchen
floor. The pup immediately scurried over to the 3 food dishes in the corner and ate all the food
remaining in them. Then, the puppy drank all the water in the 3 water dishes. "You must have
been hungry, little pup!" Stanley said.

Stanley decided to name his new dog Olen after his great grandfather. "You look a little like my
great grandfather!" Stanley said to the pup. Olen growled acceptance. Again, Stanley noted the
strange growl emitted by Olen, but considered it a trait of the husky dog. Olen slept in the
kitchen with the other dogs, each in their own dog bed. Olen had stolen the bed of the black lab.
The lab being mild mannered as all labs are, didn't seem to mind. Stanley gave the lab a folded
blanket to sleep on. Stanley made a mental note to buy another dog bed when he went into town
the next day for his monthly haircut. He liked to keep the hair on his balding head short, because
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it was gray and it made him look old if it grew too long. His friends always told him that he was
old no matter what he did with his hair and would always look old. Stanley couldn't help holding
on to a little of his vanity. He was a real stud when he was younger.

In the morning, Stanley put out the 4 random-sized dog bowls of food on the opposite side of the
kitchen of where the dog beds were. Stanley used any old bowl for the dog bowls, not thinking it
was worth it to shell out cash for a special dog bowl. Olen jumped out of his bed and ran over to
the 4 dog bowls and starting eating from 1 of the bowls. He finished the food within seconds.
When the 3 other dogs approached the bowls to eat their breakfast, Olen growled at them and
finished eating the food from the 3 remaining bowls. The 3 startled dogs stood there in wonder
at the little husky that somehow seemed too aggressive for his small stature. Stanley was also
surprised at the hunger and aggressiveness of his new husky. Stanley picked up the growling
Olen and took him outside to separately feed the 3 other dogs. Stanley would just have to feed
Olen separately from the other dogs. It was a simple matter. He had to do the same thing with
each new puppy he acquired. Normally, it was the new puppy that wasn't able to eat because of
the presence of the larger dogs. In Olen's case, it was the opposite.

The way Olen growled was still interesting though. Stanley never heard such a sound from a dog
before. He again shrugged it off as being a husky trait. He never saw a husky up close before, so
he had never really known how they behaved. He felt it was a stroke of luck finding that husky
and would tolerate any of the puppy's idiosyncrasies. He did wonder why Olen didn't have a tail
like a typical husky. Maybe Olen's previous owner bobbed it for some reason. Or, maybe Olen
got his tail caught in something and it fell off. Stanley had dogs in the past that had gotten their
tails caught while slithering under fences and the tails fell off. Stanley felt it must be a natural
process of nature so that the animal could escape with its life, minus its tail of course.

Olen looked cute with no tail. He was very stocky and handsome with his rich brown color.
Olen was the best-looking dog Stanley ever had. Stanley couldn't wait to show Olen to his
friends at the barbershop. They would be jealous and want one just like him. Stanley wasn't the
type of person to flaunt things to other people. He was just so proud to own the little Olen, that
he wanted to show him off. Normally, Stanley left his dogs at home when he went into town, but
it was a special occasion. He carried Olen to the van and put him in the dog cage that was
fastened to the floor of the van. Stanley didn't believe in driving with a loose dog in a vehicle,
because he knew of too many dogs that were injured as a result of such a practice. The dog cage
had a nice blanket in the bottom for comfort. When Stanley closed the door of the van, Olen lay
down and went to sleep. Stanley figured the pup was probably drowsy from eating so much.

When they got to town, Stanley opened the dog cage to the growling Olen. He put a harness on
the dog and clipped on the leash. Olen didn't like the leash and chewed through it within 2
seconds! Stanley said to Olen, "Bad Dog!" Stanley went back to the van while holding onto
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Olen's harness. Stanley found a length of chain in the van that would due as a leash. He made a
mental note to buy a suitable chain leash when he bought the new dog bed. Stanley attached the
chain to the harness with a nut and bolt through the ring on the harness. Olen started chewing on
the chain. Stanley wasn't worried that Olen would chew through the chain and walked to the
barbershop with the dog.

When Stanley entered the barbershop, he announced, "Hey everybody, look at my new husky!"
The guys stopped talking and looked over. Smiley the barber said, "Wow, he's beautiful!" Ralph
declared, "Nice!" Franklin yelled, "Where'd ya get 'em?" Stanley said, "I found him on the road
last night." "You're a lucky guy Stan," said Ralph. Stanley said, "I know." Smiley said, "Put
him in the corner. I'll get him some water." Stanley said, "Ok." Smiley put down the trimmer he
was using on Ralph and went into the back of the shop. Stanley walked to the corner of the
barbershop with Olen. When he got to the corner, Olen starting walking in a circle. Stanley
recognized the action of the dog as an indication that the dog was going to poop. Stanley didn't
want the dog pooping in the shop, so he tried to hustle Olen to the front door. It was too late.
Olen pooped a huge pile in the corner and continued pooping on the floor all the way to the front
door as Stanley dragged him. Everyone in the shop burst into uproarious laughter.

Stanley hastily opened the door as Olen continued pooping. The dog pooped on the doorway and
on the sidewalk in front of the barbershop. Smiley emerged from the back of the shop with a
bowl of water in his hand and spotted all the dog poop. Everyone was laughing. Smiley wasn't.
He put down the water dish and yelled, "Stan, you better clean this up!" The guys laughed
harder. Ralph was crying from laughter. While standing in the doorway, Stanley said, "Ok,
Smiley...Sorry!" Franklin was laughing so hard, he farted. When Ralph heard Franklin fart, he
laughed and also farted. Stanley heard the guys farting and finally starting laughing himself. It
was funny. The little dog couldn't help it. He probably really had to go. Stanley realized he
should have walked the puppy outside first, before he took him into the barbershop.

Smiley ended up laughing and then he smelled the poop. The smell was so bad combined with
the farts that Smiley declared, "Everybody out!" The guys ran out of the barbershop to the street.
He retrieved a fan from the back and plugged it in. The smell was so bad, that the guys started to
feel sick. "Sorry Smiley!" said Stanley. "It's ok, Stan. He couldn't help it! Wait a few minutes
before you go back in to clean the poop!" said Smiley. "Ok!" said Stanley. The other guys were
laughing like crazy on the sidewalk in front of the shop. Franklin asked Stanley, "What do you
feed that pup? His poop really stinks!" "Regular dog food like the rest of the dogs eat," said
Stanley. Ralph reached down to pet Olen and the dog growled. Ralph quickly retracted his hand.
"Does he bite?" Ralph asked. "No. He likes to growl though," said Stanley. "I noticed!" said
Ralph. "He sure is beautiful, Stan!" said Franklin. "I know. He was a lucky find," said Stanley.

After a few minutes, Stanley handed the leash to Franklin, went in the shop that was still stinking
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from the poop on the floor and cleaned up the poop while trying to hold his breath. Smiley
handed Stanley a mop to finish the job. After another 15 minutes, the floor was dry and Smiley
sprayed some Febreze around the shop. Smiley called the guys back in and Stanley walked back
to the van with Olen. Stanley would have to get his haircut on the next day. Stanley picked up
the growling Olen and put him in the cage. Then, Stanley drove to the pet store for the dog bed
and chain leash. When he was done at the store, he asked one of the employees if they wanted to
see his new husky. They said yes. Stanley walked the guy to the van, opened the door and
showed him his prize husky dog. The guy looked into the van and gazed at the sleeping dog in
the cage.

"That's a husky?" the guy asked. "Yep. A brown one. Isn't he a beaut?" said Stanley. "Wow! I
never saw a husky with such a beautiful brown coat!" said the guy. "Neither did I!" said Stanley.
"What's his name?" said the guy. "Olen!" said Stanley. "Cool!" said the guy. "Where'd ya get
'em?" said the guy. "I found 'em on the town road." said Stanley. "Lucky!" said the guy. "I
know!" said Stanley. "Later!" said the guy. "See ya!" said Stanley. Stanley closed the door and
drove home with his happy husky. As Stanley turned onto his road, he heard Olen growling in
the back. Suddenly, a deer ran out in front of the van. Stanley just missed the animal and came
to a stop. Olen continued growling. "What's a matter boy?" When the deer disappeared from
view, Olen stopped growling. Stanley wondered if Olen was growling because he had smelled
the deer. He couldn't have seen it from the windowless van. If Olen smelled that deer, he must
have an unusually powerful sense of smell.

Stanley pondered the thought as he continued home. As he drove, he again heard Olen growling
in the back of the van. Stanley slowed the van just in time to miss hitting a raccoon! Could Olen
have smelled that raccoon before they even got to it? Wow! Talk about a great sense of smell!
Stanley had known that dogs were good at sniffing things, but never experienced anything similar
to what Olen just did. Stanley wondered if his husky would be a good hunting dog with that
great sense of smell. Think of the possibilities! Stanley turned into his long driveway. Halfway
up the drive, Olen growled again. A huge snake slithered across the driveway in front of the van,
followed by a snapping turtle. Olen had smelled the snake and the turtle! Stanley had seen a lot
of things, but Olen's ability was verging on incredible.

When he arrived at the house, Stanley turned Olen loose outside with the other dogs to romp and
play. Stanley was excited to get to the phone to call his hunting buddy to tell him about Olen.
Stanley called his friend and informed him about the new husky and its tremendous ability to
smell animals. He told him how Olen would make a great hunting dog. His friend agreed. As
they talked, Stanley heard his dogs barking outside. Stanley put his friend on hold and went
outside to see what the matter was. He looked around until he saw his 3 dogs barking at the base
of the 160-year old oak tree in the yard. He didn't see Olen anywhere. Stanley walked to the tree
and calmed the dogs down. He looked around and didn't see Olen anywhere. He heard a
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growling sound coming from up in the tree! He looked up to see Olen in the top of the tree
eating the honey from an old beehive that had been in the tree for years.

Stanley couldn't believe what he was seeing. Not only did Olen have the best sense of smell of
any dog he had ever seen or heard of, but he could also climb trees! Stanley had seen dogs
capable of climbing part way up a tree that was fallen or that had grown at an angle. He had
never seen a dog that could climb a vertical tree. It must be that huskies have sharp enough
claws that it gave them a better grip. Tree-climbing ability was another trait of huskies of which
Stanley was unfamiliar. Stanley called up to Olen to come down from the tree, but the dog
insisted on staying up there eating the honey. Stanley went into the house to the
refrigerator/freezer and unwrapped 1 of the frozen legs of lamb. "Maybe Olen would come down
from the tree for some lamb!" thought Stanley.

Stanley brought the lamb to the tree and looked up at Olen still eating the honey. Stanley held up
the lamb and called up to Olen, "Here boy!" The 3 other dogs started jumping up, trying to get at
the lamb, thinking, hoping Stanley was offering it to them. Stanley shooed away the 3 dogs on
the ground. He called up to Olen again. Olen ignored Stanley and continued eating the honey.
Olen dropped the almost-empty honeycombs down to the ground when he was finished with
them. Some of the partially honey-laden honeycombs fell on Stanley's hat-covered head. The
honeycombs stuck to his hat. Stanley called up to Olen again just as Olen dropped a honeycomb
and it landed on Stanley's face! With 1 hand on the lamb and the other hand trying to remove the
sticky honeycombs from his hat and face, Stanley was getting rattled. As Olen continued eating
the honey, Stanley accidentally lowered the lamb too close to the ground and the Irish setter
latched onto it.

Stanley yanked the lamb from the setter's jaws and yelled, "No!" Olen heard the yelling and
looked down at Stanley. Olen spied the lamb in Stanley's hand and hurriedly scurried down the
tall tree. Stanley had never intended to actually give the lamb to Olen. The leg of lamb was
intended only as a lure to get the husky down from the tree. Olen had other ideas. When Olen
reached almost to the bottom of the tree where Stanley was standing, Stanley held out the lamb to
Olen. Stanley was standing 7 feet from the tree when he reached out the lamb. Olen leaped from
the tree through the air and snatched the leg of lamb from Stanley's grip! Before Stanley realized
what had happened, Olen landed on the ground with the lamb in his mouth, ran around the tree
and climbed up it again!

Olen stopped just below where the honeycombs were in a nice crotch of the tree and proceeded
to eat the still frozen leg of lamb! Stanley yelled up at Olen, "Get down from there, you crazy
dog!" Olen ignored Stanley and continued eating the lamb. Stanley wanted Olen out of that tree,
for his own safety. He didn't want Olen to fall out of the tree. Stanley went back into the house
to get the other leg of lamb.
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27. Carson's Study

Carson was famous decades ago when he won the Nobel Prize, but he had fallen out of favor in
his industry due to his recent exploits. He won his Prize for his work in genetics. After he won
the prize, he became a member of the group of scientists that cloned "Dolly" the sheep. Most
people expected more things to evolve from the sheep cloning, but society thought about the
concept of cloning too hard and didn't want it to continue. Carson on the other hand did want it
to continue. Carson's favorite book as a genius child was Mary Shelley's "Frankenstein." The
idea that a human being could be brought to life from an assemblage of body parts so intrigued
him that he had always wanted to try it himself. It took him many years of study and luck to win
the Prize and make it onto the cloning team. He always wanted to take the research further.
Science didn't. The cloning team was forced to disband and the research was halted.

Carson didn't stop. He left the United States and disappeared from the prying eyes of the public.
He bought an island in the tropics and took 1 special person with him, Calvin. Calvin was an
unusual student of Carson's while Carson was still teaching. Calvin took every course that
Carson ever taught. Carson appreciated the enthusiasm of Calvin. They had many discussions
after classes about the wide array of possibilities in Research. By coincidence, "Frankenstein"
was also Calvin's favorite book. Carson and Calvin didn't want to create life from death per se.
They wanted to create a new life form that would be a perfect combination of a human and an
animal, essentially a perfect human. Since human beings had their weaknesses and illnesses,
they believed that if an intelligent human were bred with a physically and physiologically
stronger animal, perfection could be achieved. A perfect human could be created with the best
characteristics of man and animal, a human that could live for perhaps 125 or 150 years, a human
that could accomplish so many more things than any human had before.

Before Carson and Calvin left the U.S. for their island, Calvin visited a blood bank where his
friend worked and acquired hundreds of blood samples. Carson also acquired hundreds of blood
samples of myriad animals from a friend of his with whom he worked on the cloning team.
Carson's friend didn't ask any questions. He knew Carson was up to something. The world
would have to wait and see what it was. Carson transported the hundreds of thousands of dollars
of lab equipment to the island. He had been planning his new work for many years. He and
Calvin would show the world real research. They would show the world what could be done in
science when people really applied the available knowledge. Their work would provide a means
of creating a super race of people. Carson didn't think what they were attempting was crazy or
unethical or farfetched. Their work was necessary for the longevity of mankind.

The world needed their work or the world would perish. Carson and Calvin would create a
human being resistant to all diseases. Their human would heal faster when injured. Their person
would possess a super intelligence. Their creation would be capable of solving all of life's
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mysteries. Their man or woman may even be able to cure all the cancers, ebolas, zikas, AIDS
and flus for the benefit of mankind. Their research would make them famous. They would
probably win a Nobel Prize. Carson could taste the glory they would receive. Calvin knew
Carson wanted the fame for the creation. Calvin would just be happy he had helped his hero
Carson. Calvin would do anything Carson asked, including the illegal work on which they were
about to embark. If anyone knew what they were doing, they could be fined or jailed and
stripped of any status. No one could know what they were doing until they had their perfect
human specimen. The world wouldn't understand until they saw the results.

The main issue Carson had confronted while on the sheep cloning crew was the incredible
precision that was required. When dealing with genes, genetic material and chromosomes, it
only required the slightest alteration to effect a major change in the results. Intense
documentation would be required. Carson and Calvin would have to come up with a plan of
attack before they began. Carson was familiar with the scientific method and all that it entailed.
The only way they would be able to know what they were doing at any given time was
documentation. The simple concept of trial and error wasn't good enough. The only way to
improve on their results and go forward after each experiment was documentation. They had to
write down every step with the reason for the step. All the theory behind the intricate operations
had to pass continuous scrutiny and critique. Before they did anything, they had to discuss it.
When Carson had finally achieved the success of the sheep cloning, it was only after years of
experimentation and luck.

Carson didn't want to go through the process they went through with the sheep. It was too
unorganized. It took too long to get the results. It had cost the investors millions of dollars.
Carson's lesson from the sheep cloning work was that they didn't document the work properly.
They didn't stop after each step and discuss the results. They had too many things going on at the
same time. They didn't have a centralized thought process. By working with a small crew of 2
people, they would be able to work with 100% efficiency. They invested the majority of the
money in buying the island and setting up the 100' by 200" laboratory building. There wasn't a lot
of money left for waste. Carson estimated that he and Calvin could work for 8 years on the
island before the money ran out. If they didn't succeed after 8 years, they would have to stop and
go back to work at the college to raise more money to continue the work.

Carson was never going to give up on the work. There may be setbacks, but he would never stop
trying. Carson and Calvin had many in-depth conversations about the importance of the work.
Carson was completely confident that he would be able to rely on Calvin to do whatever was
necessary to complete the work. At 67 years old, Carson didn't really want to have to go back to
teaching to raise any more money. They had to succeed. Calvin had confided to Carson his
unlimited devotion and agreed to go down with the ship if necessary. Carson didn't think there
was going to be any sinking ship. At least he hoped there wouldn't be. He appreciated Calvin's
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enthusiasm just the same.

Carson hired some local help on a neighboring island to operate the facilities on his island. They
came each day in a small motorboat to run the checks on everything. No one had access to the
laboratory building except Carson and Calvin. The one door of the laboratory was locked with
the most sophisticated biometric lock available. The lock could only be opened if Carson and
Calvin were both present. The lock was synchronized to the retinas of their left eyes. It was
impossible to enter the building without successfully activating the biometrics. Carson knew he
had to ensure complete secrecy. No one could find out what he and Calvin were doing until they
were ready to reveal it to the world. They would only report a success. The locals didn't
question anything, since they were so well paid. The people of those tropical islands were known
for their secrecy. It was part of their spirituality.

The laboratory facilities included 3 military grade generators, 1 for the island power and 2 for
redundancy. Carson would take no chances with the blood or other important phases of the
experiments being spoiled. They were creating a test tube baby of a new order. The island was
hot and humid year round. The lab had to be air conditioned and kept clean with a computer
controlled air treatment system. Carson spared no expense. The air in the lab had to be
absolutely pure to prevent contamination of the experiments. He had 2 electron microscopes to
study the cells in minute detail. He had all 2 of the equipment he had during the sheep cloning.
He didn't want to risk losing any time to breakdown. Carson no longer believed in downtime.
He and Calvin would work 16-hour days, 7 days a week. They lived in the back of the lab
building in a special sealed off area. All their food, water and other essentials were there.

The walls of the lab building were completely covered with those white dry erase boards to write
notes on. Carson and Calvin wrote all there notes with permanent sharpie markers, so that no
information would be lost. They intended to start writing their notes at one corner and work their
way around to the right, clockwise. The permanently written notes would be valuable to provide
insights as they went along. Carson had adopted the note taking method from the sheep cloning
work. The exception was that during that work, they had to use dry erase markers and erase their
work after a month due to the lack of board space. He felt that because they erased work, they
lost easily viewable information that could have shortened the time of success. Even though they
had everything written down on hardcopy, there was nothing like sitting in front of a big board,
looking at notes and diagrams for inspiration.

Carson was an old school scientist who found the big boards to be the best way to work for him.
He wanted to make sure he and Calvin would have relatively unlimited space for notation.
Calvin also preferred to get inspiration from the big boards. It was tedious to have to sift through
pages of letter-sized documents to find information. It was easier to see it on the board. They
would still document everything on hard copy documents in detail, but the boards were
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indispensable. Calvin was glad Carson covered the walls with the boards. It showed to Calvin
that Carson really knew what he was doing. He had done similar work before and was going to
do it again the same way. Calvin was excited to get started.

The first thing they did was create an outline. They didn't know which combination was going to
work the best, so they created a chart that included combining everything with everything. All
the human blood would systematically be mixed with all the animal blood. As they went along,
they would know from the initial observations if they were to continue with that combination.
Carson was not going to waste time on anything. They would make their combination, put in the
test tube and observe. If the embryo didn't appear right and pass the exhaustive checklist, it
would be discarded. Carson didn't want to wait too long on any one combination, hoping it
would work. There was no way to force the work. Either it would work or it wouldn't work.

At first, they would have to start with a simple trial and error process. There was no other way
to start. As they saw what seemed to work, they could then apply the raw science to it. Mixing
of the genes and chromosomes was not a rocket science, but it required unusual patience. Carson
knew he wouldn't be able to will the experiment to work. All he and Calvin could do was apply
pure science to it and hope for the best. If it didn't work, they would move on. They started by
creating a list of common animals, the blood of which would be sampled and mixed with human
blood. The resultant embryo would either grow to perfection or be rejected. The intent wasn't to
create a half-human, half-animal being. They wanted to create a perfect human that had just
enough characteristics of some yet unknown animal or animals to make the human a superior
human being in every way. Carson reckoned that it could be done. Calvin agreed. Calvin was a
genius as well as Carson, though not as intelligent as Carson was. Calvin saw the potential of the
experiment and was willing to try to achieve it. They didn't consider themselves as mad
scientists, though other people may have thought so; thus the secrecy.

The list of common animals from which blood was to be used included: alligator, anaconda,
anteater, baboon, bear, beaver, bison, bobcat, camel, caribou, chimpanzee, cougar, deer, dolphin,
elephant, giraffe, gorilla, hippo, horse, hyena, kangaroo, lion, monkey, moose, mule, orangutan,
ostrich, pig, rhino, sea lion, shark, sloth, tiger, whale and wolf. The blood from all the animals
would be sampled one by one, until partial success was achieved. Then, they had to get into the
microscopic work of messing with the DNA. It was a painstaking process, but there was no other
way to do it. Carson and Calvin were eternally grateful to their friends for providing all the
blood samples without any annoying questions.

Carson chose to start alphabetically with the alligator. They made the combination, "tubed" it
and waited. In 3 days, they watched the embryo form. It appeared to be forming correctly. They
ran the list of tests on it and it passed those. After a week, the embryo failed and they tried again
with the exact same ingredients. After a week, the embryo failed again. After the 3rd attempt at
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the same mix, the embryo failed again. They determined that 3 attempts was the limit. They
next tried the anaconda. It also failed after 3 attempts. The anteater failed the 3 tries. The
baboon was the first embryo to continue more than a week. It was logical they supposed that a
primate like a baboon would result in a successful combination. The Ist baboon test lasted 2
weeks, then failed. The 2nd baboon lasted 3 weeks, then failed. The 3rd baboon continued for a
month and looked promising.

Carson and Calvin decided to allow the combinations to continue until they failed of their own
accord. That way they could run parallel experiments simultaneously and not waste time. As the
baboon continued, they tried the bear. The bear failed the 3 tries. The beaver failed the 3 tries.
The 3rd bison test continued after 3 weeks. The bobcat and camel failed after 3. The caribou
continued after the first test. The chimpanzee continued after the 2nd test. The cougar and deer
failed. The dolphin, elephant and giraffe failed after 3 attempts. The bison and caribou finally
failed.

The baboon and chimpanzee continued after 4 months. The gorilla continued after the first test.
The primates seemed to be the only animals that were surviving. It made sense. They had to
keep systematically testing the blood of all their samples to be sure. The hippo, horse and hyena
each failed after a couple weeks. The kangaroo and lion samples failed after 3 tries. The 3rd
monkey sample continued. The moose and mule continued for 2 weeks, then failed. The
orangutan continued after the 2nd test. The ostrich, pig, rhino, sea lion and shark all failed after
3 tests. The sloth continued after the first test. The tiger, whale and wolf failed after 3 tests.

After 7 months, they had continuing success with the baboon, chimpanzee, gorilla, monkey,
orangutan and sloth, all the primates. It was an obvious observation to only use primates, but
they were meticulous and had to try all the samples. They didn't want to look back someday and
regret not trying all the blood samples. In the process of creating the perfect human, every
avenue available to them had to be explored. Carson would have it no other way. Calvin went
along with Carson. The notes were piling up and the men were excited. There had been a
tropical storm that passed over the island that knocked out the primary generator with a tree. The
secondary generator kicked on in 1 second, providing essentially continuous power per Carson's
plan. Carson notified his helpers who fixed the primary generator. Carson had the helpers
construct a protective concrete roof over the generators to prevent future damage. The generators
were already protected by the concrete wall that surrounded them.

The work was showing progress, but only time would reveal the true success. Carson and Calvin
prepared secondary and tertiary trials of tests involving only the primate samples. Now that they
knew the direction to go was with the primates, they went with the flow. After 9 months, they
had created their first test tube super baby. It appeared to be perfect. Nothing could stop them
now!
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Darren's wife had left him the year before for a soccer player who resembled David Beckham,
leaving Darren with the 3 boys Larry, Mack and Basil. The boys were aged 4, 3 and 2
respectively. Darren didn't have to work, since he received a large enough amount of money
each month in child support. The result of the divorce also paid a large lump sum. Darren's ex-
wife made a lot of money as a model. Darren stayed at home each day with the boys essentially
being a referee the entire time. The boys constantly played and fought with each other. They
were all healthy and strong due no doubt to their seemingly daylong aggressive wrestling
matches. It was becoming more and more difficult for Darren to maintain order in the house. It
didn't matter where the boys played, inside or outside the house. They always started out playing
nicely and ended up fighting. The fact that none of the boys was in school yet didn't help
matters. Darren had to constantly invent new ways to keep the kids occupied.

They seemed to have unlimited energy, even though he never gave them sugar. He fed them
fresh fruit instead of fruit juices, which were essentially just sugar water. There was never candy
in the house. The only time the boys had sweets was on birthdays. There wasn't a single
porcelain object in the house intact. The boys had broken everything in one way or another. All
the fancy vases and knickknacks were glued together. The plates and cups that they ate and
drank from were made of unbreakable hard plastic. The only thing the boys couldn't break was
the stainless steel knives, forks and spoons. Darren had tried many babysitters who weren't able
to keep the boys in order for more than 1 or 2 sittings. Whenever Darren went in public with the
boys, it was a real challenge. They seemed to know they could get away with things. They were
certainly a handful for a man to take care of who grew up as an only child.

Darren never had the experience of being cooped up in a house with more than 1 kid at a time.
He had no babysitting experience growing up, as most boys. Babysitting was pretty much a girl's
occupation. He asked people for advice but nothing people told him seemed to apply to his boys.
Darren hoped that when the kids got into school, things would get better for him and the boys,
especially for him. The boys were always very happy. When they fought with each other, there
didn't appear to be any hatred shown, only typical young frustration. Their many fights only
lasted seconds, and then they went back to playing again. Darren admitted to himself that he was
beginning to be accustomed to the antics of the boys, which was a good thing for him. It may not
have been the best thing for the wild boys.

Darren assumed all kids were a little wild when they were little. He had to occasionally smack
one of the boys on the bottom when they did something that endangered their safety, such as put
their finger in an electrical outlet, or put a fork in a toaster to remove a broken-off piece, or put
their finger in a lamp socket while the bulb was out, or play with matches, or touch a hot frying
pan. He never got angry with the kids, only temporarily flustered. The boys seemed to sense
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their power over their father. They seemed to feel they were allowed to get away with a little
more mischief, since they were motherless. Darren admitted it was true. He felt bad that the
boys had no mother to give them the proper nurturing that only a mother with maternal instincts
could give a child. A man could only nurture a child to a certain point. The maternal instinct
only present in women was important to a child's development.

Because of that acknowledgement, Darren was a little easy on the discipline. His allowance of
their wildness was to an extent his fault. He didn't want to yell at them or hit them. He loved the
boys and he hoped the boys loved him back. They didn't always show their love when they were
fighting with each other and smashing things. Darren assumed the boys would calm down, as
they got older. He wasn't sure how long he would be able to wait though. He didn't want the
boys to get hurt while fighting. Darren and his wife had a dog in the family, but she took the dog
as part of the divorce settlement. She wanted the dog from the beginning, so Darren let her have
it. Darren considered getting another dog, but felt it would be too much to manage. He had been
considering it as a diversion for the boys. He thought his boys might be too crazed for the dog.
When his wife was in the household, the dog worked out. Maybe with her gone, it wouldn't.

Darren had been researching alternative ways of keeping the kids under control. While watching
TV one evening, after the boys were finally put to bed, he watched a show about miniature
horses. A mini horse was essentially a horse shrunk down in size. A 1000-pound horse was
reduced to a 100-pound animal. They were about 2 feet tall and 2 feet around. It seemed like a
cool little creature. Darren wondered if such an animal would be useful in the family toward
controlling his wild boys. He wondered how they would react. Would they be afraid of it?
There was only one way to find out. Darren had a long talk with the boys about buying a mini
horse. They loved the idea. The condition of buying the horse is that the boys would have to
feed, water and clean up after the horse. The boys said it would be no problem.

Darren found a ranch outside of town that raised mini horses. He wanted the boys to see a mini
horse up close to determine if they really wanted one. The ranch had many varieties of horses,
including the mini. Darren had never seen so many horses in one place before, even at the
horseracing track. The owner of the ranch would only sell a horse to a potential owner if they
could properly care for it. Darren told him the house had a large fenced backyard for the horse to
romp and stretch its legs. Horse guy said that would be fine. Darren gave the specifications of
the large house, which was important. Horse guy liked the idea of the big house. A mini likes to
have a lot of room to run, indoors and out. Horse guy sells the minis complete with a saddle,
special indoor horseshoes and a 1-month supply of specially formulated mini horse food. Horse
guy also sold a special mini horse flap-door to install in the back door of the house, so the horse
would have easy access to the backyard. Horse guy recommended the flap-door, because the
mini likes to go outside to go the bathroom many times throughout the day and night. It was
essential to the mini's happiness. Because of the large amount of food and water the horse

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 2



100 Short Stories by Mikey 028 Palmer's Kids.wps
consumed each day, there was a lot of poop and pee involved.

Larry, Mack and Basil instantly fell in love with the brown and white mini named Palmer. Horse
guy said Palmer would be a perfect choice for the 3 boys. Palmer was unusually intelligent, calm
with kids and was an incredibly fast runner. The horse learned very quickly and could be taught
any trick they could think of. The boys petted Palmer through the railing of the horse's corral.
Palmer whinnied. The boys laughed. Darren petted Palmer's head by reaching over the top
railing. The horse just stood there, seemingly gladly accepting the attention. Palmer whinnied
again. Then he did that mumbling purring sound that horses do. The sounds Palmer made were
of a higher tone than a typical horse, which made it sound funny at first. Darren fell in love with
the horse. Horse guy asked if the boys wanted to take a ride. They all screamed, "Yes!" Horse
guy said Palmer was so strong and solid, that he could carry an adult man on his back. Any kid
riding him would be no problem whatsoever.

They went to a riding area where each boy took Palmer for a ride around the track. On the first
ride each boy took, Palmer trotted slowly to let the boy get used to riding. On the 2nd ride,
Palmer ran at full speed around the track, making the boys hang on for their lives. The boys
loved the horse and wanted him back home that very day. Horse guy took pride in his operation
and only wanted the best for the horses he sold and the customers who bought them. He insisted
on seeing Darren's house and yard before he would sell Palmer to Darren. Darren said it would
be fine and they all headed to Darren's house in the minivan. Horse guy took a quick look around
and approved the site. They went back to the ranch and filled out the paperwork. Horse guy
wanted Darren to sign a document saying various legal liability mumbo jumbo, to protect horse
guy from lawsuits. Darren didn't think he would have any problems with the mini horse and
signed the document.

The ranch manufactured their own all-natural horse food made from ingredients grown on the
large property. Horse guy recommended that Darren continue to feed Palmer the same food he
had been raised on, which was made and sold at the ranch. Horse guy sold the food at a
reasonable price to anyone who bought horses from him. He wanted only the best for his horses.
He wanted happy customers as well. After years of perfecting his horse breeding and horse food
manufacturing, the horse returns had been reduced to zero. Horse guy's customers were 100%
satisfied with their horses and that is the way horse guy wanted it to be. He truly loved horses
and cared about their welfare. He had a horse therapy program at the ranch that he provided free
of charge for use by the county. Volunteers from all over the county ran the program. He
supplied the horses.

Much to the joy of Larry, Mack and Basil, Darren bought Palmer and the associated items. He
signed up for horse guy's food delivery program, where the food was delivered each month when
paid for ahead of time. The food was the correct amount for the size of the horse to prevent
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overfeeding or underfeeding. Bales of hale, which were inexpensive, were included free with the
program. Complete feeding and watering instructions were included in the purchase. Horse guy
had a veterinarian at the ranch to provide any necessary annual shots for Palmer. It seemed to
Darren like a very efficiently run operation and he felt confident that everything would work out
fine. Darren thanked horse guy for being so caring and thorough. Horse guy shook Darren's
hand and said, "Take good care of Palmer and he'll take good care of you." Horse guy kissed
Palmer on the forehead and said goodbye. Palmer whined and mumbled his high-pitched horse
sounds.

Palmer was easily loaded into the back of the minivan. He simply jumped in! The mini horse
lay down on the blanket on the floor. They loaded up the rest of the stuff and headed home. The
boys looked at Palmer in the back of the van the whole way home. They were so excited. They
couldn't believe how beautiful the horse was. Darren felt that he had done the right thing buying
the horse. It may be what he needed to get his family in line. He hoped. At the house, Palmer
jumped out the back of the van and ran to the backyard. Darren opened the gate and Palmer ran
into the fenced area. He started running as fast as he could around the rectangular-shaped yard.
He ran a lot faster than the ranch with the boys on his back. Horse guy said Palmer was fast, but
it was unbelievable how fast.

Darren had been to the racetrack years ago with his wife before the kids came and had seen
racehorses run up close. That crazy little mini horse seemed to be faster than a racehorse. The
boys ran into the yard to play with the horse. Palmer was really like a big dog. Except faster.
Much faster. He ran to the left and ran to the right. None of the boys could catch him. It was
hilarious! Darren hadn't had so much fun watching his kids play like that in a long time. Palmer
seemed to be enjoying playing with the boys. The boys definitely loved playing with him. Even
though Palmer would be an added expense to the household, it would be worth it. The boys'
mother would be essentially paying for the horse anyway. Palmer ran into the corner of the yard,
stopped and took a huge poop. Darren went back to the van and retrieved the shovel and scoop
for Palmer's poop. He gave the tools to Larry. Larry without hesitation cleaned up the poop.

Darren dug a hole in the ground in a treed area of the property in which to put the poop. Darren
showed Larry the hole, where Larry then deposited the poop. The boys would have to take turns
cleaning Palmer's poop. It was part of the deal. Amazingly, the boys had no trouble with the
idea. Palmer pooped 4 more times in the yard that first day. Darren thought that the horse guy
wasn't kidding when he said Palmer generated a lot of poop each day. Mack and Basil took their
turns cleaning and the schedule went around to each boy in order. Palmer really loved running in
the yard. That little horse was born to run. It was no wonder that he was so fast. He was
incredibly agile as well as fast. The boys set up an obstacle course in the yard composed of
various toys and bicycles, etc. Palmer ran through the course with flying colors. Man, that horse
was fast! When Palmer ran through the course, the boys threw water balloons at him. Each time
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a water balloon broke and splashed him, he whinnied. The boys laughed. Darren laughed. The
horse was unbelievable! As the days went by, and the level of play with the horse increased, the
boys stopped fighting altogether. Darren's plan had worked.

Darren never would have imagined that buying Palmer would have such a drastic change in the
family. The boys, though still young seemed to have matured in the past month. The horse gave
the boys a plaything and a responsibility to take care of the horse at the same time. Larry, Mack
and Basil weren't the same wild characters. They were growing from the experience. Darren
wondered if kids who grew up on a farm taking care of animals had a similar demeanor. There
was something about interacting with animals that brought out the best in kids. Darren didn't
think buying a dog would have had the same effect on the boys. Maybe it was the extra care that
was required with Palmer that was the factor. The horse really wore out the boys when they
played with him and rode him.

Larry, Mack and Basil each had their own perfectly fitting helmets bought from the horse guy, so
they were as safe as they could be when riding Palmer. They only had 2 feet to fall to the ground,
but the helmet prevented being kicked in the skull. Palmer really kept the boys on their toes. He
didn't take any guff from them. If they smacked him on the butt, he nipped them in the butt. The
horse wouldn't let them dominate him, as hard as they tried. It was as if the horse were in charge.
Palmer was actually more of a babysitter to the boys than their pet. They couldn't stop playing
with the horse. After each meal, they couldn't wait to get back outside again to play with him
again. Palmer had more energy than they did. The boys always went to sleep early each evening,
being so worn out from horseplay with Palmer.

Basil had a sleeping problem before the introduction of Palmer to the family. The sleeping
problem disappeared. Larry was always a little lazy and a slow mover before they bought
Palmer. Larry runs like the wind with Palmer. Mack stopped sucking his thumb and wetting his
bed. It must be that the boys became too busy constantly thinking about Palmer to be concerned
with their own former issues. The boys became skilled riders on Palmer's speeding back. The
horse ran full speed around the large yard, probably attaining speeds in excess of 30 mph. Darren
was so pleased with Palmer that he told all his friends about the horse. People came from all
around to see the little horse in action. Darren's friends brought their kids over to ride Palmer,
only if they brought their own helmets. Darren's boys were surprisingly tolerant of other kids
riding their prized possession.

The mini horse seemed too good to be true. Horse guy occasionally checked in to see how things
were going with Palmer. One day, during one of horse guy's visits, Darren wanted to
demonstrate one of Palmer's tricks. While Darren was feeding a carrot that he held in his mouth
to Palmer, Palmer bit off the tip of Darren's nose. Palmer then sped away as fast as he could,
leaped over the fence, ran across the field and disappeared into the woods.
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29. Malcom's Grief

Malcom awoke to tremendous noise, blinding flashes of light, intense pain and the smell of
burning flesh, most likely his own. His ankles, wrists and neck hurt tremendously from the hot
metal bands that encased them. The deafening cacophony continued. He couldn't see anything
but glaring light. He could only smell and feel his flesh burning. It was a wholly unpleasant
smell. He reckoned that it was the most disgusting smell he had ever encountered. Where was
he? The last thing he remembered was walking down the street from the college at which he just
finished teaching his evening Physics class. He detoured down the alley as he usually does, to
reduce the walking time, when he felt a painful blow to the back of his neck. He remembered
becoming dizzy and passing out. Now he was here on this table apparently in the middle of a
war.

The elements annoyed him for another 14 minutes and he lost consciousness on the table. When
he awoke again, he was staring into the eyes of a man wearing a white surgical cap and white
surgical smock. The smiling man screamed, "Eureka!" for some reason. "I've done it!" he
yelled. A shorter hunched-over man dressed similarly said, "Yes you have master!" "Master?
What type of arrangement did those guys have where one called the other master?" Malcom
thought. Malcom said to the man staring him in the face, "Who are you and what have you done
to me? Why am I on this table with metal bands on my ankles, wrists and feet? What happened to
me? Why is my skin burned? What was all that noise and light before?" Malcom had more
questions than the man could answer all at once.

The man said, "I am Dr. Frankenstein and this is my assistant Diamond. I created you!" "You
created me? What are you talking about? You didn't create me! What happened to me? 1 was
walking home from college and was knocked out and then I was here!" said Malcom. "I can
explain," said the doctor. "You better!" said Malcom. Frankenstein told the story of how he had
been working for 23 years on the method of creating life from death. First, he worked with small
animals and worked his way up to larger animals. Then he moved onto humans. "What do you
mean humans?" said Malcom. Frankenstein related, "Diamond and I removed dead bodies from
freshly buried coffins in the cemetery. There was no harm done. The people were already dead."
"Then what?" said Malcom. "Then we assembled the best parts of the bodies that we exhumed to
create a perfect human form. No one person has a perfect body, you see. There are always
imperfections. We wanted perfection. The perfected bodies were then placed on the table where
you are lying and raised through the top of the castle." "And then?" said Malcom.

"Then we waited for the lightning to do the work," said Frankenstein. "What does lightning have
to do with it?" said Malcom. "Ah, lightning is the magic, my friend," said Frankenstein. "I'm not
your friend, Frankenstein. My name is Malcom, by the way!" said Malcom. "Very well, uh,
Malcom," said Frankenstein. "We tried 12 times, without success. You were lucky number 13!"
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said Frankenstein. "Lucky me!" said Malcom. Diamond laughed. "What are you laughing at,
you butcher?" said Malcom. "Calm down, Malcom!" said Frankenstein. "Don't tell me to calm
down, you criminal!" yelled Malcom. "I'm not a criminal. I've done nothing wrong, legally!" said
Frankenstein. "You robbed graves and desecrated bodies, you freak!" said Malcom. "It depends
on how you look at it!" said Frankenstein. "There is only 1 way to look at it!" screamed Malcom.
Diamond mumbled something. "Please calm down, Malcom! You'll hurt yourself. You'll tear the
stitches," said Frankenstein.

"You're right! I'll calm down when you unshackle me!" demanded Malcom. "I'm afraid we can't
do that just yet, Malcom. We must run some tests first," said Frankenstein. Diamond mumbled
something. "Since you were the first successful experiment with a human, we must find out
why," said Frankenstein. "I see," said Malcom. Diamond mumbled something. "Why does that
guy keep mumbling? It's annoying!" said Malcom. "He can't help it. He's nervous!" said
Frankenstein. "He's nervous? I'm the one who should be nervous! Look at me! I'm lying here
shackled to a table, waiting for 2 demented scientists to finish performing their tests on me
before they will supposedly unshackle me!" said Malcom. "I see your point!" said Frankenstein.
"I have to take a poop! Let me go do that at least!" said Malcom. "He's right, Diamond.
Unshackle him," said Frankenstein. Diamond mumbled something and produced the key from
his pocket. Diamond unlocked the ankles, then the wrists. Before he unlocked the large shackle
on Malcom's neck, Frankenstein said, "No funny business, Malcom!" Malcom said, "Just do it! I
have to go real bad!"

When Diamond unlocked the neck shackle, Malcom smashed him in the head with his right fist,
knocking Diamond across the laboratory. "Wow, I feel a lot stronger than I used to be!" said
Malcom. "You can thank us for that, Malcom. We gave you the body of a superman of sorts!"
said Frankenstein. Frankenstein injected Malcom in the neck with a hypodermic needle. "You
will sleep now Malcom," said Frankenstein. Malcom passed out instantly. "Are you ok,
Diamond?" asked Frankenstein of Diamond, who was rising from the floor. Diamond mumbled
something and walked over to the table. He re-shackled Malcom's 5 shackles. "That ought to
hold him!" said Frankenstein. Diamond mumbled something. Frankenstein knew Malcom was
lying when he said he had to poop. Malcom's previously dead body couldn't have had any poop
in it. Frankenstein was just testing Malcom to see what he would do if he were unshackled.
Frankenstein figured that Malcom would go ballistic, which he did.

Frankenstein was glad he had the needle ready. Malcom was so strong that he could easily kill
the 2 of them without batting an eye. Frankenstein and Diamond ran their tests on the sleeping
Malcom, but were unable to determine why the experiment with Malcom had worked. What was
the trick? Frankenstein went over his notes as Malcom slept for the following 2 days. "Of
course!" shrieked Frankenstein. Diamond mumbled something. "It was because of his brain!"
said Frankenstein. For the previous 11 human experiments, Frankenstein had used the brains that
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came with the heads of the corpses. At the time, he had only been concerned with creating a
perfect body. When Frankenstein and Diamond had retrieved Malcom's body in the alley that
night, they had obtained an intelligent brain, the brain of a professor. That had to be it. It must
be that the first 11 bodies were from people of average or below average intellect.

In the future, Frankenstein and Diamond would make sure to obtain brains only from people with
above-average intelligence. It was a great feeling for Frankenstein to have achieved the
impossible. He had done it. He had created life from death! Think of the possibilities! When
people die, he can bring them back to life! He had discovered the secret of immortality. He
would be able to live forever! Everyone would be able to live forever! Once Frankenstein
documented his findings, any scientist would be able to apply his methods and perform the same
feats. What a great day it was indeed! Diamond mumbled something. "Yes, you're right,
Diamond. You are absolutely correct!" The test wasn't complete, however. Malcom had only
just been reanimated. It was too soon to have conclusive results yet. They would have to wait to
be sure Malcom was ok. Initially Malcom was unnerved, but soon he would see the beauty of the
genius.

Malcom awoke screaming at the top of his lungs, "You tricked me! Let me go! Let me go now!"
Diamond mumbled something. "Ok, Diamond, let him loose." "Please, Malcom, no violence
this time?" said Frankenstein. Diamond freed Malcom. Malcom sat up and ran to the nearest
table. He picked up the mirror from the table and looked at himself. "What have you done you
monster? This isn't my face!" cried Malcom. "No, I'm afraid it isn't. We only used your brain.
When you fell in the alley, you landed on your face and damaged it beyond the repair that we
were capable of performing. Diamond and I aren't exactly plastic surgeons!" said Frankenstein.
"So you demons did kill me then?" said Malcom. "It appears we have!" said Frankenstein.
Diamond mumbled something. "Why is he still mumbling?" asked Malcom. "He must still be
nervous!" replied Frankenstein. "I'll give him something to be nervous about!" said Malcom,
swinging his fist at Diamond. Diamond ducked just in time.

"So, you bloody murderers killed me, took my brain from my skull and put into another person's
skull?" said Malcom. "Yes." said Frankenstein. Looking in the mirror, Malcom said, "I lost my
identity!" "It was necessary," said Frankenstein. "For you! Not for me!" said Malcom. "No, it
was necessary for you, because your face was so damaged when you fell," said Frankenstein.
"Damaged by you 2 idiots!" yelled Malcom. "Yes. Sorry," said Frankenstein. Looking in the
mirror again, Malcom asked, "Whose face is this anyway?" Diamond mumbled something. "We
don't know, said Frankenstein. "Great, so now I have to walk around looking like somebody
else! What if somebody recognizes me?" said Malcom. "Oh, you're not going to be walking
around anywhere just yet, Malcom!" said Frankenstein. "Why not?" screamed Malcom. "We
have to make sure you are completely fine first. We want to make sure there aren't any, uh,
difficulties or unexpected occurrences," said Frankenstein. "What are you babbling about now?"

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 3



100 Short Stories by Mikey 029 Malcom's Grief.wps
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"Please Malcom, you have been through an awful lot. You must rest and be calm. Your body is
still healing. Please look at it from our point of view!" said Frankenstein. "Your point of view?
You savages killed me and brought me back to life with a different face and body!" cried
Malcom. "Yes, our point of view. You see, Malcom what we have accomplished with you is
nothing short of a miracle. We have reanimated dead tissue. We have created life from death.
Don't you find that incredible?" said Frankenstein. "You murdered me!" yelled Malcom. "In a
way. Now you are alive again, much stronger than before. You can't die now. You are immortal!
Don't you want to be immortal?" said Frankenstein. "Not looking like somebody else, you
moron!" said Malcom. Diamond mumbled something. "That guy better speak up or I'm gonna
kick him 'til he's dead!" said Malcom.

"Please Malcom. Poor Diamond is very nervous in your presence. He is dumbfounded that you
are actually alive!" said Frankenstein. "He better be nervous! You should be nervous as well!
What would stop me from snapping both your necks right now?" demanded Malcom. "Quite
simply, your civility dear Malcom!" said Frankenstein. Malcom thought about Frankenstein's
loaded remark. "You're right. I'm above murder, unlike you guys. It would be easy for me to
justly claim an eye for an eye and lay waste to you buffoons. I'm better than that, much better,"
said Malcom. "Now then, please let's discuss this situation rationally as men of science," said
Frankenstein. "Ok," said Malcom.

"Imagine the possibilities, Malcom! Immortality! No one would die and stay dead! We could
extend the research to replacing lost or otherwise missing limbs!" said Frankenstein. Malcom
began to think that Frankenstein actually had something. Malcom's background in theoretical
physics constantly dealt with what might be. Frankenstein had achieved the "what might be"
with his research. Frankenstein was right! Imagine the possibilities! Malcom didn't like his
current situation, but had no other choice but to accept it and deal with it. If he learned
Frankenstein's secrets, he could be a part of history as well. Malcom began wondering if the
process that had brought him back to life had somewhat altered his thinking. He couldn't believe
he was actually considering going along with Frankenstein and helping him with his research.
Malcom had to admit to himself that he was a true man of science and should embrace
Frankenstein's knowledge instead of shunning it.

Malcom looked at Frankenstein and said, "Count me in!" Diamond mumbled something.
Frankenstein said, "I knew you'd see it our way! Thank you, Malcom!" Malcom said, "Tell me
how you did it!" "Ok!" said Frankenstein. Frankenstein returned from his library with dozens of
documents handed down to him by his grandfather. Frankenstein explained how he had studied
the documents for years, repeatedly, but couldn't figure out the final step. Frankenstein's
grandfather had come very close to the reanimation of dead tissue, but never succeeded. When
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Frankenstein hired Diamond and showed him the documents, he suggested using lightning. It
had been known for years that electricity could be used to shock a fibrillating heart into returning
to its correct beat. Diamond's great genius was to apply a large enough amount of electricity to a
dead body to spark it back into life. The difficulty lay in determining just the correct amount of
voltage and current. If too much or too little power were applied, nothing would happen. The
corpse would continue to lay there or be burned to a crisp. Diamond's unusual genius for Math,
Chemistry and Physics, enabled him to calculate the amount of power necessary for reanimation.
Only lightning could provide the power. The lightning had to be passed through specially
modulated equipment to be able to control the flow.

"So it was Diamond who solved it, huh?" asked Malcom. "Yes!" said Frankenstein. Diamond
mumbled something and took a bow, smiling. Frankenstein patted Diamond on the back and
said, "He's the man, alright!" Diamond gave 2 thumbs up, smiling his funny smile. "It really is
an interesting and almost unbelievable concept," said Malcom. "I know!" said Frankenstein.
"What made you think that any of this would begin to be possible? It is a really farfetched idea,"
said Malcom. Frankenstein said, "When I started reading my grandfather's notes, I became so
engrossed that I believed it had to be possible. The missing element was the electricity. Only
Diamond's great genius was able to figure it out!" Malcom said, "You're right. I would have
never thought electricity was the missing piece of the puzzle. That Diamond doesn't say much,
but when he does, it's important!"

Frankenstein said, "Diamond's limited speech is typical of super geniuses. They usually think
faster than they can speak. Their thoughts are so complex, that they stutter while trying to get
their thoughts out through speech." Diamond mumbled something. Frankenstein said, "I agree."
"What did he say?" asked Malcom. "He said, you are better looking now than you were before
the experiment!" said Frankenstein. "Thanks a lot! I had to die to get this new face!" said
Malcom. Diamond laughed. Frankenstein laughed. Malcom finally gave in and laughed.
Malcom suddenly thought of all the people they could help by giving them new limbs or helping
paralyzed people walk or giving sight to the sightless or hearing to the hearing impaired/deaf.
Their research could help the world!

Malcom pleaded with Frankenstein and Diamond to begin without delay on expanding the
research to reanimating limbs, nervous systems and eyes, etc. Frankenstein explained to Malcom
that for the time being, he and Diamond were investigating the reanimation of dead bodies into
live people. Malcom was the initial proof that it could work, but time was necessary to ensure
the longevity of the method. Frankenstein explained that it would be better to wait and see if
Malcom survived before they went any further. Malcom hadn't looked at it that way. Malcom
didn't want to wait. He wanted to start immediately. Diamond mumbled something. Malcom
picked up Diamond and threw him into a large rack of test tubes and vials, impaling the man in
multiple places. Diamond was silent. Frankenstein screamed, "What have you done?"
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30. Quinton's Treats

The year was 1969 and it was a good year to be a bear in Yellowstone. It was an even better year
to be a raccoon named Quinton. The garbage dumps were still located within the park and the
tourists were more than eager to watch the park's animals feasting on the refuse. The park
became a global attraction. Folks from around the world planed, trained and automobiled to the
park to enjoy the show. At the dumps, visitors could watch the animals rummaging through the
garbage eating the edibles they found. In addition, tourists with good throwing arms could lob
other tasty treats for the animals to catch in their mouths and eat. Quinton had grown up in the
park and for the past 12 years had feasted at the dumps. He had grown to an enormous size for
an American raccoon, weighing a hefty 96 pounds, rather large for a raccoon, but by no means
the largest in the world. There was a species of raccoon in the Himalayas that reached 240-250
pounds.

When Quinton was born, he was the only raccoon of his litter and his parents took him to the
dumps to eat on his 2nd day in the world. He soon figured out what he liked to eat and didn't
like. The bears pretty much dominated the dumps and always put on a good show for the
tourists, because the bears were good at catching snacks in their mouths. The bears were the
largest animals at the dumps, which also helped them get most of the better snacks from the
tourists. Although there was always plenty of good food to eat in the piles of garbage, there was
nothing like fresh food from the visitors. Quinton observed the bears over the years to see how
they did it. Quinton and the other smaller animals always had to hang back in the trash, unable to
get the good stuff tossed from the visitors. The bears were incredibly aggressive to all the
smaller animals, easily being capable of killing them. The pecking order was obvious.

The bears were way at the top of the food chain at the garbage dumps. They were able to eat
whatever they wanted first. They got to eat all the treats thrown by the tourists. Occasionally a
visitor would make a bad throw and something would come Quinton's way. Unfortunately, that
didn't happen too often. Quinton didn't like the way things were. When he became full-grown at
11 months, he started to act like the bears. It didn't seem difficult. The stupid bears could do it.
So could he. He started to stand on his back feet and nod his head as the bears did to the tourists,
who thought he was so cute. He stood far enough away from the line of bears to avoid being
attacked. He started getting some good things tossed to him. His favorite food immediately
became hot dogs. He made it known to the visitors who were throwing the food which food he
preferred. If someone threw him something other than a hot dog, he caught it and tossed it back
to his mother in the garbage pile. The tourist would then understand what he really wanted and
throw it to him.

Perhaps campers bought too many hot dogs to eat while camping and saved the leftovers to throw
at the dump animals. Maybe the campers bought hot dogs at the camping retail store for the
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express purpose of feeding to the dump animals. Whatever the case, a great deal of hot dogs
were dispensed at the garbage dumps by people. Quinton started to get bigger and bigger from
all the protein supplied by the hot dogs, growing much larger than his mother. In addition to
increased body size, Quinton became strong and agile. He had to be quick to avoid the bears that
were beginning to become annoyed with his antics. The bears had dominated the garbage dumps
since the opening of the park. The dumps had acquired the name of "bear dumps" for that very
reason. When Quinton began horning in on the action of the bears, they began getting nervous
and jerky. One bear in particular named Agustin, by far the largest bear in the park, became
Quinton's mortal enemy. Agustin located himself in the center of the view of the visitors. He
realized that was the best place to get everybody's attention. He really put on a tremendous show.

Quinton began mimicking Agustin's movements. Quinton would stand on the end of the line of
bears just far enough away for safety. Whatever Agustin did, Quinton did. The tourists loved it.
Agustin and Quinton received the majority of the treats thrown. Of course, Quinton only ate the
hot dogs, tossing his mother the non-hot dog snacks. Quinton not only preferred the taste of the
salty hot dogs, but he felt there was something in the hot dogs that made him get bigger, stronger
and faster than the other raccoons. Quinton was actually correct in his assumption that the hot
dogs were making him bigger and stronger. Agustin had been the primary recipient of the hot
dogs thrown by tourists for the previous 22 years, and he was an enormous bear, much larger
than the others were. As time passed at the dumps and Quinton became bigger and faster, he
became bolder.

He began to time the tosses of the hot dogs. When Quinton saw a hot dog being tossed to
Agustin, Quinton ran and leaped into the air, just in front of Agustin, stealing the hot dog from
the bear. Needless to say, the bear became furious and attacked. Quinton was too quick for the
bear, laughed at him and ran just far enough away to avoid him. Agustin acknowledged that his
enormous size and strength kept him at an advantage with other bears that feared him. Quinton
was another story. Most raccoons wouldn't go near Agustin, not being as agile as Quinton.
Quinton took full advantage of his hot dog-induced size and speed. Quinton's increased size
gave him confidence and his increased quickness made him cocky. He was content just knowing
he could steal a hot dog from Agustin, but he didn't do it all the time. Quinton hoped that by only
stealing 1 hot dog per day from Agustin, that eventually the big bear would vacate that dump and
go to another one.

Quinton preferred that dump because it attracted the largest number of hot dog tossing tourists.
Quinton hoped to badger Agustin enough to make him leave. Agustin preferred that dump to the
others for the same reason that Quinton preferred it. That dump provided the most goodies.
Agustin didn't plan to leave anytime soon. For a year, Quinton stole 1 hot dog per day from
Agustin, with the bear holding fast. The bear didn't appear to want to leave the dump. It seemed
that the bear began to tolerate Quinton stealing that 1 hot dog. Quinton decided to turn it up a
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notch. He started stealing 2 hot dogs from Agustin per day. Again, the bear didn't budge. Then
Quinton upped it to 3 hot dogs, then 4, then 5 per day. Quinton realized he was tempting fate by
stealing any hot dogs from the giant bear, much less 5, but Quinton wanted that bear out of there.

Quinton tried something else. The next time he snatched a hot dog from Agustin, Quinton spat
the hot dog in the bear's face. That action so enraged the bear that it ran after Quinton and
followed him out of the dump. Quinton looked back at Agustin chasing him. The bear was
foaming at the mouth. Quinton ran up a tree and looked down at the bear, laughing at it. Agustin
was too large to climb trees and stood there at the base of the tree looking up at Quinton.
Quinton spat on Agustin. The bear growled. Quinton pissed on Agustin. The bear roared and
clawed the tree. Quinton pooped on Agustin. The bear bellowed such a loud sound that it shook
the woods. Agustin began pushing on the tree, trying to break it down. Quinton continued
laughing at the bear and spat again in its face. The bear soon left the tree, unable to get even with
Quinton.

Quinton waited, then followed the bear back to the dump. Quinton noticed Agustin having a
huddle with the other bears. Agustin growled then another bear growled back. Agustin roared at
the bear that had growled back at him. The tourists at the fence jumped back in fear from the
sound of Agustin's roar, thinking the giant bear was verging on attack. Agustin growled again.
The other bears appeared to nod to each other in agreement. Agustin marched out of the garbage
dump with the 6 other bears following him in single file. It appeared to Quinton that he had
won! Agustin left the dump and took his stupid bear buddies with him! Now the dump would be
all Quinton's to share only with his raccoon relatives and no bears.

The next day, Quinton went to the dump early to start in on the monopolized snacking. To
Quinton's surprise, no people showed up at the dump. What happened? Was the park closed?
Was there a new rule he didn't know about, prohibiting animal feeding? He was starving!
Quinton had to settle for eating food scraps from the dump with the other raccoons until he
figured out what had happened. After 3 days of eating garbage, Quinton had enough. He missed
his fresh choice hot dogs. He needed them to keep getting bigger and stronger. Those hot dogs
were a part of him. They were a part of his culture. He could not go on happily without his
beloved hot dogs. He could taste the saltiness on his tongue. Ah, sweet nectar! Quinton
snapped his fingers as a thought came to him.

The people must have followed those stupid bears! Admittedly, the bears were still the main
attraction at the garbage dumps in the park. Quinton had just been capitalizing on the popularity
of the bears for his own gain. With the bears gone from his favorite dump, the people refused to
show up there. Quinton followed the trail the bears had taken when they vacated. It led to a
nearby garbage dump that was the 2nd largest in the park. When Quinton got there, he saw that
brute Agustin standing there catching hot dogs! His crony bears were lined up on either side of
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him as before at the old dump. Quinton seethed as he sat there observing the scene. Agustin had
won! He had defeated Quinton at his own game. Agustin took Quinton's hot dogs right out of
Quinton's mouth. What to do? Quinton went back to his old dump and ate some garbage while
he pondered.

The next day Quinton awoke to the idea. He would steal the show away from the bears! He ran
to Agustin's dump and waited for the moment. Quinton waited to get the timing correct. Just as
a hot dog was tossed to Agustin, Quinton ran and leaped at the hot dog. Instead of eating the hot
dog, Quinton landed with the hot dog in his mouth out of reach of the last bear in the line.
Quinton ran back and forth between the legs of the bears. The people were laughing hysterically.
The bears couldn't catch the shifty Quinton. He ran back and forth a few more times, and then
ran out of the dump back to the old dump. Quinton did the same thing on the next 2 days. On
the 3rd day, when he got back to the old dump and proceeded to eat the garbage with his brethren
again, a tourist showed up. Apparently, the person had assumed that Quinton had returned to the
old dump after leaving the dump at which he stole the hot dog from the bear.

Quinton starting putting on his show, standing on his back legs and nodding his head. The
tourist had 1 hot dog, which he tossed to Quinton. Quinton did a back flip and the applauding
tourist left. Quinton thought his plan might have finally started working. For the remainder of
the day, he taught all the other raccoons how to stand on their back legs and nod their heads like
the bears. They caught on right away, since they all had been watching him do it for years. That
tourist came back the next day with a lot more hot dogs and a few friends with many hot dogs of
their own. Quinton lined up his raccoon relatives on either side of him like a chorus line and
they started their act. The people loved it. Quinton did back flips and front flips when he caught
his hot dogs. Some of the other raccoons did flips and tricks as well.

The next day, more visitors came with more hot dogs. Quinton wanted to get all the tourists to
leave Agustin's dump and come to his instead. Quinton and the other raccoons were really raking
in the hot dogs. Quinton had a trick where another raccoon stood on his shoulders and they both
caught hot dogs simultaneously. Quinton kept thinking up new tricks to make an overall better
act than the bears had. All the bears did was stand there nodding their heads. Each day, more
and more tourists showed up at Quinton's dump. Quinton knew that eventually Agustin would
catch on that the tourists were being drawn away from him by Quinton. After a solid month of
eating as many hot dogs as they could handle, Agustin sneaked into the dump roaring his
unmistakable roar. The other raccoons ran out of the dump, fearing for their lives.

Quinton stood his ground all alone, still catching hot dogs. He had a plan up his sleeves. The
people stared in awe as Agustin ran at the fearless Quinton. Quinton caught 1 more hot dog and
ran out of the dump with the savage drooling Agustin close behind. Quinton climbed the first
thick tree he encountered. He didn't want to climb a tree that Agustin would be capable of
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pushing over. From the top of the tree, Quinton looked down at Agustin, who apparently had
forgotten what happened last time they met that way. Without a moment's hesitation, Quinton
vomited the 40 or 50 hot dogs that were in his stomach from that long day of hot dog catching.
Agustin's face, head, shoulders and part of his back were covered with the barf. As Quinton
laughed, he spat, pissed, then pooped on Agustin. Agustin was so infuriated by the insult that he
tried climbing the tree. His raw anger managed to propel him halfway up the tree until he fell to
the ground again. Quinton continued laughing at Agustin.

Agustin stood at the tree growling and looking up at Quinton. Quinton continued looking down
and laughing at Agustin. Quinton held his breath, pressurized his gut and managed to squeeze
out about a pint of runny, smelly diarrhea onto Agustin's snarling, vomit and poop covered face.
Agustin was livid. He roared and roared. There was nothing Agustin could do to get back at
Quinton. The big raccoon was too quick and apparently too smart for the bear. Agustin couldn't
admit to himself that he had been bamboozled by Quinton. Agustin was the king of the park.
Everyone knew it. Quinton never felt superior to any other animal, but he knew he was smarter
than the big bear. Agustin waited another 20 minutes for Quinton to come down from the tree,
which was not going to happen. In that time, Quinton had worked up more piss and diarrhea,
which he let fly on Agustin's face again.

Agustin finally gave up and left the tree. After a safe hour, Quinton climbed down from the tree.
As Quinton's feet touched the ground, he heard a stampede coming through the woods, which
had to be Agustin. Quinton ran through the woods just far enough ahead of Agustin to stay clear
of the jaws and claws. Normally a bear would be faster than a raccoon and be able to apprehend
the raccoon. However, Quinton was faster than any bear alive. He took the bear on a long chase,
which went on a course that circled back to Agustin's dump. When they arrived at the dump, the
few people who were there were throwing hot dogs to Agustin's cronies. Quinton paused at the
line of bears just long enough to run and leap to intercept one that was tossed to the one in the
middle. Agustin roared at the outrage. Quinton started running circles around the bears. The
people started laughing and throwing more hot dogs.

Out of hunger and habit, Agustin stood up in the middle of the line of bears to do his act to get
some hot dogs for himself. The visitors and the other bears wondered why he was covered with
some kind of filth. Quinton laughed, knowing it was he who made Agustin into the filthy, smelly
beast that he was. As Quinton laughed, he intercepted only the hot dogs that were thrown to
Agustin.  Quinton allowed the other bears to catch theirs. Agustin began roaring out of
frustration, making the tourists nervous. Quinton continued running back and forth and between
the legs of the bears. Quinton started leaping on Agustin's head and bouncing off it to intercept
the hot dogs that were thrown to Agustin. The bear standing in line next to Agustin began timing
Quinton's leaps off Agustin's head. On Quinton's 3rd leap, the bear managed to latch onto
Quinton's left back foot with his teeth.
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31. Raleigh's Fever

Raleigh's father Adolph was a car nut and always wanted to be a racecar driver himself, but was
too uncoordinated, had slow reactions and had limited vision. Adolph had to be contented with
living vicariously through his only child. Raleigh's mother had died when he was 1 year old and
his father never remarried or even had another girlfriend. Raleigh was a lucky boy who started to
drive vehicles at the age of 3 with a nice 3-hp go-kart. Raleigh's father loved his son and wanted
him to be happy. Raleigh loved his father as much as a young boy knew how to, but when
Raleigh climbed into that go-kart, he discovered an even greater love, the love of speed. Raleigh
couldn't get enough of that kart. All he wanted to do all day long was drive that kart around the
track his father made. The kart didn't go that fast, but for a little kid, it was a blast to drive. As
Raleigh got older, the kart's got faster.

Soon Raleigh was racing karts and winning every race he entered. It may have been somewhat of
an unfair advantage the way Adolph started Raleigh so young, but any father could have done the
same with their kids. Raleigh was a natural driver, as so few racecar drivers are. The best
drivers in the world were born to drive. Not everyone could drive the way some of those guys
drove. It always required just the right amount of speed on the verge of losing control, combined
with the preservation of the vehicle. Any fool could drive a car at full speed, brake hard, shift
hard, push the car too hard through corners, etc. The car had to be utilized as a precision
instrument. The average driver used a steak knife. The best drivers used a scalpel. Raleigh was
one of those best drivers.

Raleigh advanced to dirt track racing at the minimum age allowed for drivers. Adolph found a
job for Raleigh, working as a garage helper for a mechanic friend of his. Raleigh earned money
to help pay for the cost of racing. First, he started sweeping and unpacking/stocking parts. Then
he started doing tire changes/rotations and oil change/lubes. Raleigh's skills in the garage
gradually increased until the mechanic had him doing more and more complex repairs. Raleigh's
garage work was valuable toward tweaking the cars he raced. The mechanic allowed Raleigh to
work on his racecars in the garage, in lieu of some wages. Adolph saw to it that Raleigh wasn't
being ripped off by the mechanic, helping Raleigh to demand higher and higher wages for his
work. Raleigh was as natural as a mechanic as he was as a driver. He was able to diagnose the
mechanic's repair vehicles by listening to the engine and smelling the exhaust.

The mechanic was surprised at how quickly Raleigh learned about fixing cars. Adolph told the
mechanic that Raleigh seemed to be a natural at everything. He was a really sharp young man.
The mechanic agreed. Raleigh worked long hours in the garage to make as much money as
possible for racing. Adolph wanted to make sure that Raleigh did well in school first, then
concentrate on the job and then on racing. Raleigh's grades proved to Adolph that Raleigh was a
natural at learning. He always got straight A's. The guy seemed to be able to do it all. Raleigh
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really made his father proud.

Adolph asked Raleigh one day what he wanted to do with his life when he graduated high school,
knowing full well what Raleigh would say. Raleigh always had always wanted to race cars and
would like to do it for a living if possible. Even if it weren't possible, he still wanted to race cars
in some fashion. Raleigh was a practical guy and would never put all his eggs in 1 basket.
Racing was one thing. Living comfortably was something else.

After graduating high school, Raleigh decided to go to tech school in the evenings, while still
working for the mechanic. He wanted to go to an automotive technical school to gain a
certificate. In 18 months, Raleigh received his certificate and moved out of Adolph's house into
a really cheap apartment with a guy he met at the tech school. He continued working for the
mechanic and racing on the side when he could. Raleigh lived in South Carolina, where they
raced year round. He was always able to go to the local dirt track to race now and then. Raleigh
tried to save as much money as he could to save up towards a real racecar some day. He wasn't
able to become a real racer yet, due to lack of experience and finances. He loved the speed of
driving. Dirt tracks only permitted so much speed due to the shortness of the tracks and the dirt
itself. Driving on a dirt track was basically going straight for a short distance, then spinning the
rear tires around the curves while trying to keep in control.

Raleigh craved to drive a car at 200+ mph on a high-speed paved track. He found a track an hour
from his apartment where a driver could rent a NASCAR type of car and drive the heck out of it.
It cost $900 to do it. The driver had to sign a waiver. The driver had to have a clean driver's
license and car insurance. The driver had to possess their own helmet and fire-resistant racing
suit, gloves and shoes. Raleigh borrowed the helmet, suit, gloves and shoes from a guy he
occasionally raced against on the dirt tracks. The guy bought the gear in anticipation of someday
racing in the big time, but was injured in an accident and was recovering for a while. The
doctors didn't know when he would be able to race again. The guy hoped it would be within a
year. The guy let Raleigh use the gear in exchange for free repairs on the vehicles of his
relatives. The guy couldn't work on the vehicles due to his injury. Raleigh agreed to do the
repairs for the use of the gear.

The car Raleigh was going to drive was specially equipped to be driven by novices. It was like a
high-speed Driver Ed. car. It had 2 steering wheels, brakes and gas pedals. The engine had a rev
limiter to prevent someone from blowing the engine. Otherwise, it was similar to a NASCAR
vehicle. The car was capable of 205 mph on the straightaway. Typical NASCAR cars can reach
240 mph on a longer track. Raleigh was ready for the ride of his life. The car came with a
professional driver who would keep the car and occupants from hitting the wall or other mishaps.
Raleigh didn't care if they put 4 other people in the car, as long as he was the one driving. The
car had a 4-speed transmission, which no problem for Raleigh, since his daily driven '69 Camaro
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also had a 4-speed. The pro driver went over a few track rules. The drive was to last 20 minutes.
That would be sufficient time to get in enough laps to gain confidence and get to the top speed if
the driver wanted to. The gas tank only held enough gas for the car to run for 20 minutes, so no
one could cheat the timer.

Raleigh left the pit and accelerated onto the track, going through the gears. Raleigh and the pro
were able to communicate to each other via radio headsets in their helmets. The pro talked
Raleigh through the track, telling him how to take the curves, etc. Raleigh was in heaven! The
car was so powerful and fast. It handled insanely. It was loud in the car. It was hot in the car. It
smelled like various petroleum products and rubber. Raleigh loved it! With each lap around the
track, the pro coaxed Raleigh into going faster and faster within his comfort zone. Raleigh felt
the increasing vibration of the car as they went faster around the track. The steering wheel
became more and more difficult to hold onto as they increased speed. It was incredible! He
never realized what those drivers were going through in those cars. The noise of the high-
revving V-8 engine was music to his ears.

Raleigh had never heard an engine of that size whine the way it did. He was used to V-8's
revving lower. It must be a combination of the cam and the transmission. The car was more of
an animal than a machine. It did whatever he told it. Soon, he was reaching the maximum speed
allowed, indicated by the 205 mph on the speedometer. He had to be careful going into the curve
from that ridiculous speed. It all seemed too easy. The pro stopped talking after a while, letting
Raleigh do his thing. Raleigh did his thing expertly. It appeared he had added another skill to
his list of easily acquired abilities. He could feel the sweat on his fingers through the gloves. He
was barely gripping the steering wheel. He felt so confident. The car became his slave to do
with what he pleased. He wanted to faster, but the car wouldn't let him. He wondered what it
would be like to race the car against other drivers. It would have to be the thrill of a lifetime.

When the timer went off, the pro signaled Raleigh to return to the pit. They got out of the car
and stood there. When Raleigh took off his helmet, the pro asked him what the matter was.
Raleigh said he didn't know what he was talking about. The pro asked Raleigh why he was
crying. Raleigh removed a glove and felt the tears under his eyes. He didn't realize he was
crying. Raleigh told the pro he was happy. The pro gave Raleigh a high five and they went back
to the building. At the building, the pro told the owner of the track what a quick study Raleigh
was. Raleigh said he had been driving dirt tracks for a while. The pro insisted that he had never
seen anyone max the speed of the car on that short track. The pro was barely able to achieve max
speed himself without wrecking. Raleigh didn't realize that what he had done on the track was
such a big deal. It all seemed very easy and natural to him. The pro asked Raleigh if he had any
plans of racing professionally. Raleigh said he would love to race in the big leagues, but lacked
the money to get started.
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Racing professionally required sponsors more than anything else. The sport was so expensive
between the cost of the cars, fees, transportation, fuel, expendables, etc., that no average Joe
could do it without sponsors. The only way to get sponsors was to be a successful driver. It was
the classic catch-22. The big drivers worked their way up the ladder. They started the same way
Raleigh started. Somewhere along the way, a break has to occur. Someone has to see something
in a certain driver and be willing to take a chance on that driver. The pro had explained how he
knew somebody who knew somebody who sponsored him years ago as a NASCAR driver. He
never finished in the top 3, which was the key to keeping sponsors. It didn't help that the person
he knew had died along the way. The pro found the job at the track as a pro driver only after
years of searching for such a job. He had been through some hard times.

The pro insisted that Raleigh had a special talent for driving at high speed. The pro
acknowledged that it had taken him years to be able to drive the way Raleigh just did. Raleigh
was dumbfounded. He didn't really think he was that good. He felt he was average. The pro
wanted to help Raleigh. The pro knew some people from his past who may be able to help
Raleigh. The pro always liked the story of the little guy who made good. He thought he was that
little guy years ago, but couldn't cut the mustard. In Raleigh, the pro saw himself, except
possibly a better version, driver-wise. The pro bade farewell to Raleigh and said he would make
some phone calls. Raleigh was ecstatic! He drove home as carefully as he could, because he was
so nervous, he was shaking. It could be the break he had been waiting for! He might be on his
way!

At his apartment, Raleigh told his roommate the news and instructed him to help wait for the call
from the pro, in case Raleigh was at work at the time of the call. Raleigh waited for the pro's call
and continued his job working for the mechanic, earning a higher wage due to his recent
certification. The mechanic was impressed with Raleigh's story. He knew Raleigh was a great
talent. Raleigh could do anything he put his mind to. Three weeks passed and Raleigh became
bewildered. The pro hadn't called and Raleigh felt he was wasting valuable time. He had
patience, but it was running out. Two months passed and Raleigh had all but given up when the
pro finally called. The pro found a rich guy who was looking for young drivers to fill out his
crew. The pro instructed Raleigh to bring his driving gear to the track in 2 days and get ready to
earn his wings.

Raleigh arrived at the track more nervous than ever. He had to calm himself down. He could do
it. He had to get focused and stay focused. Raleigh had to compete with another young hotshot
driver for the position on the crew. Whoever had the lowest average time for 10 laps on the track
would win. There were stipulations. Each competing driver drove their own identically prepared
Driver Ed. car. The tires and brakes were measured to determine the amount of wear and tire the
driver put on the car. A limited amount of gas was in the gas tank as well. The driver had to be
fast and efficient. The preservation of the car was of utmost importance. By following the
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stipulations, the contest most closely simulated actual race conditions, with the absence of other
cars on the track, of course. Each competing driver drove their own Driver Ed. car with the pro
in the car as per track rules.

The other driver and Raleigh flipped to see who would go first. Raleigh won the toss and chose
to go 2nd. The other driver drove the 10 laps and his lap times were recorded and averaged. The
brakes, tires and gas tank were measured. Then it was Raleigh's turn. Raleigh started out too
careful. He felt he wasn't going fast enough. What he didn't realize was that his initial hesitation
to get up to speed quickly had actually benefited him. When the results were tallied, it was
determined that the other driver had arrived at the finish line with a lower average lap time, but
the wear and tear on Raleigh's car was lower. The competing drivers didn't know it, but the wear
and tear factor was more important to the rich guy. The rich guy knew that in actual racing, most
of the drivers were equal in their ability to drive fast. The drivers who were able to finesse the
cars around the track, with minimal wear and tear and fuel consumption were the ones who won
the races.

The rich guy wanted Raleigh to be on his crew. The rich guy told Raleigh the news and Raleigh
fell to his knees and burst into tears. The other driver laughed at Raleigh's crying. The rich guy
knew that Raleigh's crying must mean that he really wanted the opportunity. The fact that the
other driver laughed at Raleigh, indicated that the other driver couldn't relate to Raleigh's greater
desire to want to race and win. The other driver conceded and shook Raleigh's hand. The track
owner hugged Raleigh. The rich guy shook Raleigh's hand while also holding his wrist. Raleigh
thought that must be the way rich people shake hands. Raleigh couldn't believe his good fortune!

Raleigh signed a 2-year contract to start out as the back-up driver to the seasoned primary driver.
Being back-up driver didn't yield any glory right away, but it still made for a good paycheck.
When Raleigh told the rich guy he was a certified mechanic, the rich guy said it was all the
better. Raleigh would get to drive the cars around the track and assist the mechanics in tweaking
the cars. Raleigh said goodbye to Adolph and packed his things. He was off to Florida. The rich
guy hired Raleigh to help prepare for the Daytona 500 the following season. Raleigh was so
excited. It was just a matter of time that he would be the man behind the wheel. He would get to
hobnob with all the good ol' southern racing boys. He would eventually become one of them.
Maybe in a year, the rich guy would let him be the primary driver.

It was a month before the Daytona 500 and the rich guy's 3 cars needed to be equalized in
performance. Each car had to accelerate and handle equally to be capable of being driven by the
primary driver without unnecessary corrections. Raleigh's job was to take the cars out on the test
track and drive them at full speed to tweak the engines and suspensions. Car #3 had a sloppy rear
suspension, which required final dialing in. Raleigh maxed the car out to 240 mph on the
straight and expected the car to turn easy into the left-hand curve. It didn't turn.
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32. Sixta's Chamber

Sixta was a large fruit bat already, but he wanted to get larger. When people imagine bats, they
usually think of the scary vampire bats of stories. In fact, the majority of the bats of the world are
insect eaters. They are really just birds with fuzzy bodies. Bats aren't as cute as birds, though.
Their large nostrils throw off their otherwise average looking faces. Sixta was a fruit bat. Fruit
bats are the largest bats in the world, due to their diet of fruit, which gave them the greater
potential for growing larger than the insect-eating or vampire bats. Apparently, the size of the
food determined the size of the bat. The vampire bats were the smallest, because of their diet of
mere trickles of blood.

Sixta grew up in his Borneo cave with his millions of relatives. He had to compete for food on a
daily basis. It wasn't easy at first. Everybody wanted the same things to eat. The fruit trees of
the forests were ravaged by all the bats to the point of not being able to provide enough food for
all the bats to eat. Sixta was getting tired of the competition. Even though he was already large
compared to the other bats of his family, he still had a hard time getting to the fruit without
butting heads all the time. He had to think of a strategy. How could he make himself bigger and
stronger so that he would be able to outmuscle the other bats while feeding?

Of course! He would do the unthinkable! He would supplement his fruit diet with blood. It was
unheard of for a fruit-eating bat to drink blood. There was no way that a typical fruit bat with a
sweet tooth for fruit would ever consider sucking down the warm salty blood of a living animal
like the vampire bats did. It was disgusting! The fruit bats always considered the vampire bats
to be the lowlifes of the bat species. The vampire bats always had bad breath. They always had
dried blood on their lips. The vampire bats made a strange muted panting sound that no one
really understood. The vampire bats had those creepy teeth. It was unfortunate that all the bat
species had to live together in the cave with each other, but those were the breaks. At least the
different bat species hung from the roof of the cave in their own bat neighborhoods.

Sixta considered all the negatives of sucking blood like a vampire bat, but had to try it anyway.
Since he didn't possess the means of puncturing an animal with his teeth like the vampire bats, he
decided to wait for a vampire bat to puncture an animal and suck the blood first and then he
would move in. Sixta waited for nightfall. When he and the 10 million other bats flew out of the
cave that night, the fruit bats turned left to feed in the fruit tree groves and he turned right to
follow the vampire bats to the sleeping herds of wildebeests. Sixta stayed in a tree while a
vampire bat drank from 1 of the wildebeests. When the vampire bat was done, Sixta flew down
to the sleeping animal. When Sixta first started sucking on the blood, he choked on the foulness
and had to stop. He couldn't believe those vampire bats drank the stuff. How did they stand it?
They had no choice, he supposed. He tried again and stopped again.

Sixta had to make himself do it. He tried again and sipped it down. He found that if he clung to
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the animal with his feet and held on with 1 wing tip, he could pinch his nose with the other wing
tip. That way he couldn't smell the blood when he drank it. It worked! He was sucking it down.
The lack of smelling it definitely helped to limit the taste. There was still the issue of the warmth
of the liquid. He resigned himself to considering the blood to be like the warm fruit he
sometimes ate on really hot days. That was it then. He could do it. He committed to try
drinking blood for a month and see what happened to his body as a result. He would still eat the
fruit as his main food, since his physiology required it.

The next night Sixta drank blood for a while then flew over to the fruit trees for fruit. Night after
night, he did the same thing. His family was wondering what was going on. He told them not to
worry. He was busy. His parents had put up with his antics before and they considered his latest
diversion to be something to keep him out of trouble. His relatives didn't exactly know what he
was doing. He didn't want any of his bat species to know what he was doing. If his experiment
were successful, he would emerge as the victor. Since the different bat species never conversed
with each other, Sixta didn't have to worry about a vampire bat squealing on him to his parents
back in the cave. He made sure that after he drank blood, he washed off his face and rinsed his
mouth out, before he flew to feed from the fruit trees.

A month passed and Sixta had definitely started to see a difference in his body. He was bigger
and stronger. He could fly faster. His parents wondered why he was getting bigger. They
thought he was full grown already. Another month passed and he found himself to be 40% larger
than the biggest bat in the cave. He kept up the blood drinking for a while. After 6 months, he
was twice as big as any bat in the cave. An average fruit bat weighs 2 pounds. Sixta weighed 4
pounds. His parents wanted to know what was going on. He refused to tell them. He was able
to push the other bats aside at the fruit trees and feed from the best fruits. He loved being big and
strong! He had become the king of the bats!

Sixta kept drinking the blood. In addition to increased body size, other changes were taking
place in his body. He began to notice his teeth altering. He was beginning to grow fangs like the
vampire bats! He found that he could puncture the animals by himself before drinking. He was
actually starting to like the taste and temperature of the blood! What was happening to him? He
had stopped his practice of pinching his noise. His body was too heavy to hold onto the animal
with only his back feet and 1 wing tip. His ever-increasing bulk required the use of both feet and
both wing tips to hold onto the animal while drinking its blood.

Sixta grew bigger and bigger. After a year of blood sucking, he had reached the weight of 6
pounds! His parents noticed the fangs and huge body size and demanded answers. He refused to
tell them. He had to keep his blood drinking a secret. He had full reign at the fruit trees. The
other fruit bats stepped aside when he showed up. Sixta only allowed his parents and other close
relatives to feed in the same tree from which he fed. They all benefited from his increasing size.
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Sixta was getting worried. He was feeling different mentally. He was beginning to lose his taste
for fruit! He was really surprised at that evolution. He had grown up eating fruit. It was what he
was born to do. What was happening? Should he be concerned? Should he stop the blood
drinking? No! He would not stop the blood drinking! He would never stop the blood drinking!
It was part of him. He needed it.

Sixta wanted to get bigger. As big as he was, it wasn't enough. He was addicted. After another
6 months, he weighed 9 pounds! His parents were gone, having passed away of natural causes.
At least he didn't have to worry about them asking questions anymore. He would always miss
them though. He wondered if he could get any bigger. He kept drinking the blood. After 2 years
of blood, he seemed to have finally reached a peak body size of 10 pounds. It still wasn't big
enough. He definitely felt that his brain had transformed over the past 2 years, along with his
body. He had become something else. He had stopped eating fruit altogether. He had become a
full time bloodsucker. He had become a gigantic vampire bat! The fruit bats had stopped talking
to him, finally discovering his disgusting blood sucking practice. One of the fruit bats followed
him out of the cave one night and discovered him sucking on a wildebeest.

The fruit bats got together and voted him out of the fruit bat colony. Sixta had committed a
crime by drinking blood. He had violated the fruit bat creed. Sixta didn't care. The vampire bat
colony and insect-eating bat colony also voted. They all voted Sixta out of the cave. Sixta no
longer belonged to any species. The other bats were afraid of him. He was way too big to live
with them. He had gotten too bossy and pushy. The other bats had enough of him. He had to
exit the cave. He had no choice. He had been banished. When he flew back to the cave one
evening, the other bats had blocked the entrance. He couldn't get back into the cave. He tried
and tried, but they resisted. He considered it a blessing. He didn't need those stupid bats. He
was better than they were. He was bigger and stronger. So be it. He flew away from the cave,
never to return. He was mad. Now where was he going to sleep?

Sixta flew around for a while thinking. While hungrily eyeing a herd of sleeping wildebeests
below him, he noticed a dark patch on the ground. He flew down to investigate. It was the
entrance to a cave! He entered and the cave opened up into a huge chamber. It would be his new
home. He flew around in there for a while, checking it out. There weren't any bats anywhere. It
was perfect. There was no stench of millions of tons of bat poop like there was in the other cave.
His new cave was beautiful and fragrant. There was a nice stream running through the middle of
the floor. There were many decorative stalagmites and stalactites. It was dimly lit by the light
streaming through the entrance hole. Wow! The mineral deposits had created some very
interesting works of art. It was so fresh down there.

He flew toward the back of the cave. As he flew, the cave narrowed until at the very end of the
cave there was a hole through which to exit.
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He flew out of the cave through the hole and ended up in a valley. He turned and flew back to
the other opening and went back in. The 2 openings in the cave provided a nice airflow. His old
cave was always smelly and stuffy. There was only 1 way in and out of the old cave. Sixta's new
cave was vastly superior. It wasn't as big as the old one, but it was way nicer and fresher. Even
if a million bats were packed into his new cave, the air would still be more pleasant, due to the
better airflow. He was home! In a way, he wished he could gloat by showing the cave to the bats
in the old cave, but then he would lose his privacy.

The other bats were right about him. He had changed. He was no longer a bat of any 1 species.
Technically, he was still a fruit bat. Because of his vampire bat tendencies, he was also a
vampire bat. The blood drinking had altered his mind. He no longer cared to be a part of a flock.
He had become a solo bat. He was a super bat. As big as he was though, he still wanted to get
bigger. Why had he stopped growing? He thought for sure that he would continue to increase in
size forever. However, he had stopped growing. Why? What did he have to do to increase his
size? He had to get bigger. It was all he had. He was alone, not that it bothered him, but he was
alone with no one to talk to anymore. He used to enjoy talking down to the other smaller bats.
Ha! He didn't need them. What was he thinking? He would figure it out somehow. He would
show those other bats. He would get bigger, go back to them and really show them something.

The next night, Sixta resumed his blood drinking and gorged on the blood of 37 wildebeests. He
always made sure to only take a little blood from each animal, so as not to weaken the animal.
The animal had to live to be able to provide the vampire bats the blood they required. It was a
relationship of mutual survival. While Sixta was there, he saw some of the vampire bats from
the old cave who had voted him out of the cave. He laughed at them. He pushed them all off the
animals they were sucking on to take the animals for himself. All the bats that Sixta had kicked
off animals had to find new animals. The bats were pretty enraged by the end of the night. Sixta
had the last laugh. That became his new thing. He harassed the vampire bats.

When Sixta flew home each night, he waited long enough for all the bats - fruit, vampire and
insect-eating - to return to their old cave. Then he flew to his new chamber. He didn't want any
bat to know about his new place. It was all his and would always remain that way. He continued
drinking blood as before, getting no larger. He immersed himself in thought. How could he
make himself any larger? Of course! Maybe he had to try drinking blood from another type of
animal. The wildebeests were by far the most plentiful animals in the area. The vampire bats
had chosen them as their food source for an eternity. It seemed only natural for Sixta to drink as
the vampire bats drank. It worked a little while for him, but it was time for a change.

Sixta tried to think of another animal's blood that would be capable of increasing his size. He
considered the following: elephant, giraffe, hippo, rhino, lion and tiger. Maybe the way to do it
was to start from the biggest animal and work down to the smallest. All the new animals he was
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considering were certainly larger than the wildebeests. He would start with the elephant. He
wanted to proceed efficiently by staying with a new animal long enough to prove the theory. He
would find an elephant herd and drink their blood for a month. The closest elephant herd was a
1/2 hour flight from his new chamber. The wildebeests had been convenient because they were
so plentiful and close to both the new and the old caves. He had to try.

Sixta drank the elephant blood for a month, with no increase in size. Then he switched to the
giraffes. The nearest giraffe herd was 45 minutes from his new chamber. He tried giraffes for a
month and had actually gained a 1/2 pound in weight! Maybe that was the trick. He had to do so
much flying back and forth though, that he burned a lot of calories that may have been adding
body size. The giraffe blood had a weird taste. He switched to the hippo for a month. He lost
weight and went back to his previous 10-pound size. Then he tried the rhino. The rhino blood
was really foul tasting and he could barely stand drinking it for a month. He lost weight. He
switched to the lion. The closest lions lived an hour away, which was really a hassle. After a
month of drinking the lion's blood, he noticed no gain. The last animal to try was the tiger.

The nearest tigers lived in the jungle 2 hours away. It was a 4-hour roundtrip! Sixta reluctantly
tried the tiger blood, which was the tartest tasting of all the new animals. He lost weight and
reduced to 9 pounds. The long flying times were probably a factor. Sixta grew depressed. He
went back to the wildebeests again. He gained weight back to his 10-pound bulk of before. At
least the wildebeest blood had a pleasant flavor. It must be a result of what they ate. Whatever it
was, at least he didn't lose any body size. The wildebeests were close and convenient. He had to
stay with them for a while. It wasn't good enough! He wanted to keep getting bigger!

When Sixta went out to the wildebeest herd one evening, he saw a human! Sixta had heard other
bats talking about humans while he was growing up. They were funny looking creatures with no
fur. They walked on their back legs. Sixta wondered why humans didn't walk on all 4 of their
legs like all the other animals. It seemed inefficient to only use the back legs. The human was
trying to catch 1 of the wildebeests. The human threw a vine at the wildebeest's neck. The
human then seem to have control of the animal. The human walked away with the wildebeest
attached to the vine. Sixta flew over to the human and the wildebeest to get a closer look. Just to
mess with the human, Sixta schemed to fly at the wildebeest and bite its neck while it was being
towed by the human! As Sixta swooped in for a landing on the wildebeest, the human turned
suddenly and Sixta accidentally bit the human's arm. Sixta tasted the blood of the human. It was
delicious!

Maybe that was the avenue to pursue! Sixta attacked the human's neck and bit into it. The
human tried to fight off Sixta, but couldn't. Sixta drank the blood. He liked it! Sixta drank the
blood until the human fell to the ground.
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Tristan awoke with the blinding sun in his face. Man, it was hot! He felt the skin on his face
was burned and getting more burned as he continued to lay there. His arms, chest, legs and feet
also felt burned. As he lay on his back, he looked down toward his feet and noticed that the only
article of clothing he was wearing was underwear! No wonder he was getting so sunburned!
Where was he anyway? He thought for a minute. He was at the blackjack table in Vegas and
was winning big. He was up to $101,000. It was the best day he ever had there. The guy
playing next to him kept cheering each time he got a 21. That guy seemed like a nice enough
fellow. The guy said he was from Reno. Tristan told him he was from Las Vegas, born and
raised. Tristan thought the guy sounded like he was from Kentucky and was attempting to
conceal his heavy Southern accent. Tristan didn't mind the minor deception. People do that sort
of thing all the time for their own reasons.

Tristan had played for 3 successful hours and was on his way home, when the guy offered to buy
him a nice steak dinner. The guy seemed friendly enough. They had been talking easily for 3
hours. Tristan felt he was a good enough judge of character to determine that he would be safe
with the guy, so he took the guy's offer. Tristan cashed out and left with the guy. They had a
nice dinner, for which the guy paid. Then the guy suggested they go to his friend's house where a
real shindig of a party was going on, just inside the city limits. It sounded good to Tristan. At
the party Tristan met the guy's friend who offered Tristan a drink. Tristan only wanted a Coke.
The guy disappeared into the kitchen to get the Coke. Tristan remembered that there were tons
of nice looking girls at the party, who seemed very friendly. The guy gave Tristan the opened
can of Coke and he took a drink from it. That is all he could remember.

The next thing he knew, he was waking up in the desert! Tristan concluded that the guy had
drugged the can of Coke. Something happened between the time he sipped the Coke and when
he awoke in the desert. He lost his clothes, his money, his ID, everything. He had been robbed!
They must have roughed him up a little, because his body ached all over. He still couldn't move.
The sun was cooking him like a cat on a hot tin roof. He had to try to get up and get his bearings.
He still had no idea where he was. After another 10 minutes of roasting there, Tristan managed
to sit up. Then he got to his knees. Then he stood up. The sun was blinding. He shaded his
squinting eyes with his hand and turned in a circle, trying to see something, anything. He saw
nothing. The only thing he saw was the barely distinguishable tire tracks of probably a 4-wheel
drive truck or jeep-type vehicle. The sand out there was deep and squishy. He didn't think a car
would have made it way out there, wherever he was.

The wind was blowing but it didn't cool him off. Instead, it whipped the sand against his body.
The windblown sand hurt like the dickens. The guy and the guy's friend robbed him and
deposited him out in the middle of nowhere. At least they didn't kill or maim him. Tristan
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supposed it could have been worse. He only lost some money and things. He had been robbed
before of his winnings, not that way though. When he was robbed before, a guy pulled out a gun,
asked for the money and moved on. The robber wasn't psychotic enough to throw him in the
desert as casually as someone throws an empty soda can out a car window. Yeah, it could have
been worse. He still had his health, not much more though. How was he supposed to get out of
the pickle he was in? Man, was he thirsty! He needed something to drink in the worst way.

Tristan thought back to his Boy Scout training. He remembered something about constructing a
device to collect water. First, dig a flat rectangular hole in the ground and place a container in
the center. Then, drape a cloth or similar sheet-like thin, flat object over the hole. Hold down
the corners of the sheet with rocks or other weights. Push down the center of the sheet so it is
above the container in the hole. Each morning, the dew that results from the temperature
changes drips into the container, creating drinkable water. Tristan had built a working device
when he was in the scouts, but all the stuff was readily available. He didn't see anything out
there. He became depressed. He started walking. He tried to shield his head as much as he
could. He walked in an easterly direction with his back to the sun, which was arcing downward
to the west. It was afternoon.

After an hour of the brutality, he finally spotted something. He came upon the remains of a deer.
The skin was dry and intact with the fur still on it. The skull was intact. The carcass was totally
dried out and mummified. He found a sharp rock and split the deer's hide down the belly. He
had his sheet! Then he removed the skull. He had the container! He cracked a hole in the skull
so the dew would be able to drip into the skull. He found a bunch of rocks for the corner
weights. He used the antlers to dig the rectangular hole. Hmm, not bad, Tristan thought. His
Boy Scout leader would have been proud! He assembled the water catching system and then
looked around for something to eat, anything. There were no cacti or bushes. He squinted and
looked close at the ground. Of course! The desert bulb! There was a particular species of plant
that grew in the desert. The root of the plant grew in the shape of a bulb, like a potato.

He knelt down and carefully pulled the pale green plant from the sandy soil. Yes! It was the
desert bulb! He immediately bit into the bulb and when the piece of bulb touched his tongue, he
spat it out. It was super sour! He remembered that the bulbs were ok to eat. They were just
sour. He tried to bite the bulb again, a smaller piece. Wow! It was so sour! He tried to swallow
it. He waited a few seconds. He felt his stomach not liking the bulb and he barfed. He took
another bite and swallowed it. That time it stayed down. He would have to get over the sourness
of the bulb. It was a psychological thing that his body was trying to reject the foreign plant
matter. Soon, he was eating more and more bulbs with no problem. The bulbs seemed to be
growing all over the place.

He was able to dig up 78 of them. He ate 14 and saved the rest for later. He was hopeful that the
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bulbs would provide his body with much needed moisture for his survival in that desert. The
only thing about the sourness of the bulbs was that they made him really thirsty. His mouth
watered each time he took a bite. It was like eating lemons! He would have to wait for the water
contraption to hopefully give him his first drink of water. As night fell, it got cold. Tristan
couldn't believe the contrast in temperatures between day and night. Normally when living in
Vegas, it was always possible to get comfortable via air conditioning in a building or vehicle.
Out there, Tristan had neither. He dug a large hole with the antlers, lay down in it and covered
himself with the sand. In the morning, he would try to figure something out.

When he awoke, the sun was shining. He didn't know where he was. It was hot. He was adding
sunburn to his sunburn. Oh yeah! He thought. Oh no! I'm still in the desert! He had hoped he
was just dreaming. No, it was no dream. He was in a hole in the ground in the desert. The
water! He jumped up from the hole and trotted to the water contraption. It worked! When he
carefully lifted the deer hide from the hole, he saw the gleam of the water in the skull. Yes! He
didn't know why he was so excited. He was about to drink water from an old, rotten, dried-out
deer skull! At least it was water. He lifted the skull to his nose and sniffed it. Hmm, not bad
smelling. The skull was totally dry and devoid of any brain matter. He took a sip. Well, all he
could say about it was that it was water. It definitely had a funny taste, but it was water.

Tristan decided to save some of the water for when he ate the sour desert bulbs. That way, he
would have something to counter the extreme sourness of the bulbs. He tightly corked the hole
in the skull with 1 of the bulbs to prevent spillage. Tristan took the sharp rock that he used to
split the deer hide and cut 2 strips of the hide to use as foot coverings. He removed just enough
of the main hide to allow enough for the shoes to be tied securely around his feet and ankles.
When he walked during the day, he could use the main piece of hide to cover his head and body
from the sun. Things were looking up! At night when he didn't need sun protection, the deer
hide resumed water collection duty.

Assuming the robbers had deposited him in the desert near Las Vegas, Tristan figured he would
walk in a westerly direction and eventually hit California. Tristan had underestimated the
deviance of his robbers. They had actually driven south from Vegas and dropped him off in the
middle of the Mohave Desert! He was 60 miles from any civilization in each direction! If he
walked 12 hours per day at a pace of 1 mph, with luck he could reach help in 5 days. Tristan was
only walking at a pace of 1/2 mph. He was at least 10 days from anywhere! The deer hide he
was using to cover himself during daytime walking was still wet from the water creation process.
The hide was becoming rehydrated and was starting to stink. Tristan didn't notice the smell
because his nose had adapted to it and dulled the smell of it. The flock of buzzards that was 20
miles away had caught a whiff of the hide.

It was part of a buzzard's physiology to have a keen sense of smell to be able to detect rotting
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animals a long way off. The survival of buzzards in a desert environment was dependant on their
noses. As Tristan walked, he pondered his fate. The buzzards were closing in. Tristan realized
the water he collected might not be enough on which to survive. He ate all the bulbs he could
find and finished the other half of the skull of water, but he was still thirsty. He had falsely
hoped the bulbs would provide his body with more moisture than they apparently did. He was
beginning to weaken. After a couple of days of walking and drinking the limited water, he was
becoming dizzy. He was protecting himself from the sun, but the heat was tremendous. He was
accustomed to the heat of Nevada, but he was never outside for 24 hours a day. He felt himself
withering.

The flock of buzzards spotted Tristan and descended to see what was creating the succulent
smell. Tristan heard a flapping of many wings and looked up to the sky. The buzzards landed.
Tristan looked around and saw big ugly birds everywhere. He had seen buzzards feeding on road
kill before. He had never seen the birds up close. They were hideous! Were they after him? He
always thought buzzards only ate dead bodies. Why were they looking at him with that hunger
lust in their eyes? There must have been 2 dozen of the birds surrounding him. Why were they
looking at him? He wasn't dead yet. Did those birds know something that he didn't? Did he
smell dead to them? Tristan was unaware that his stinky sun cape was what had attracted the
birds. Tristan had found an old gnarled tree trunk the day before that he had been using as a
walking stick of sorts. The trunk wasn't straight by any means, but it steadied him a little against
the hot heavy wind that seemed to constantly blow.

Tristan swung the stick at the buzzards that had been moving closer and closer to him. He had to
do something to keep the beasts at a distance. They were getting too close for comfort. Tristan
kept walking as he swatted at the buzzards. He wondered what he was going to do when he
stopped walking to go to sleep at night. Would the ugly birds still be bothering him? Tristan
walked and walked with the buzzards keeping him company. Eventually, more buzzards arrived.
It was hard for Tristan to get an accurate count because they were constantly bouncing around
him the way those buzzards bounced. They didn't walk. They hopped and bounced. It would
have been funny to Tristan in any other circumstances. At the time, it wasn't. As he had the
previous couple of days, he walked until it got dark and stopped. The buzzards stopped and their
circle tightened. They got closer. Tristan kept swinging the stick.

He realized he wouldn't be able to keep it up all night. As it grew darker, he began to set up his
water collection system. He dug the rectangular hole and placed the skull in the center. As soon
as he removed the deer hide to lay it down over the hole, the buzzards moved in for the attack.
One of the buzzards grabbed the deer hide and tried to hop away with it. Other buzzards
immediately followed the buzzard that was dragging the hide. Soon, all the buzzards were
hopping and bouncing after the buzzard that was dragging the hide. Tristan laughed. "So that's
what they were after!" he thought. He was glad that it wasn't him they were after. Tristan heaved
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a big sigh of relief. "Whew!" he said. He felt relieved. Then he realized that they were stealing
part of his water machine and his only covering against the sun! "Wait!" he screamed. The
buzzards didn't listen.

In the near darkness, he ran after them. He caught up to the one that was dragging the deer hide
and beat it with the stick. He had to hit it 3 times before it dropped the hide. Then, another
buzzard grabbed the hide and started bouncing and hopping away with it! Tristan ran to that
buzzard and hit it until it dropped the hide. He kept hitting it. Tristan put his foot on the hide to
keep any other buzzards from grabbing it and running away with it. He kept beating the buzzard
until it appeared to be dead. Luckily, the stick was sturdy enough to withstand the stress he put
on it. Upon seeing one of their kind apparently bite the dust, the buzzards backed off, but
continued bouncing and hopping around. The buzzards regrouped. In Tristan, they saw an
aggressor. They had thought that he would be an easy victim, but he wasn't. Tristan was weak
from lack of water, but his survival instincts buoyed him. He couldn't allow the buzzards to take
away his only possession by taking that deer hide.

He was weak and a little lightheaded, but he had enough and swung the stick at the buzzards.
The buzzards dropped like flies. As the unhit buzzards realized what was happening, they
moved in to eat the dead buzzards. Tristan kept hitting home runs and the buzzards kept falling.
Some buzzards were knocked down as they were eating a dead one. Tristan was crazed. He
wasn't going to be happy until they were all dead. He kept knocking the buzzards down in spite
of his dizziness. Tristan was crying and screaming. He was insane. He kept swinging at the
buzzards. They squawked and squeaked until there was no more squawking. Tristan had killed
all the buzzards. He passed out. When Tristan awoke, the sun was blazing in his face. It was
hot. He looked around him and saw piles of dead birds. It was about noon. The stink of the
dead birds was unreal. Tristan had never smelled anything so horrendous.

He barfed and passed out again. When he awoke 5 minutes later, he barfed again. He had to
regain his composure. He had exhausted all the remaining energy he had in his body when he
went on the buzzard-killing rampage. He was exhausted. He was hungry. He tore into the
closest buzzard with the sharp rock and ate the breast meat. Then he ate another and another. He
counted 45 dead buzzards. He took his sharp rock and carved out all the breast meat and leg
meat from the buzzards. Then he spread the meat out on the sand to dry. He would make
himself a nice supply of buzzard jerky! He felt himself becoming energized. He didn't realize
how much he had been missing meat! After removing the meat, he cleaned out the skins of the
buzzards and made buzzard skin bags in which to carry the jerky.

Tristan gathered his heavy, clumsy load of food and resumed walking. It was difficult to watch
where he was walking with the bags of jerky hanging off his back. He finally began gaining
some momentum when he tripped and fell into the nest of scorpions.

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 5



100 Short Stories by Mikey 034 Yute's River.wps

34. Yute's River

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny



100 Short Stories by Mikey 034 Yute's River.wps

34. Yute's River

The Amazon River had loads of animals living in it, some big, some small. The ones that were
small prospered in their high numbers. Some of the animals that were big were really big,
requiring a large intake of food. The food for the big ones was supplied by the high numbers of
the small ones. Nature had a way of balancing everything out. Without excessive interference by
man, nature's machine was capable of operating perfectly. Even when man stepped in, say, to
obtain some fish to feed his hungry family or to trade at the daily market, the system stayed in
balance. As long as the rivers weren't over-fished, the big fish survived. Due to their higher
need of calories, sometimes the big fish suffered losses in their numbers. When the small fish
refused to cooperate by breeding for whatever reason, the big fish didn't always get enough to eat.

Yute always got enough to eat. Some of the catfish in the Amazon were like small whales. The
river had so much water in it and so many hiding places, it was possible for fish to survive for
decades and grow to enormous size. Many fish stories were told at the fish markets each
morning where the local fishermen traded their catch. The subject of the majority of the stories
was the gigantic catfish. One guy would say he saw one swimming that was bigger than his boat.
Another guy would say he had one on the line, but the line snapped. Some guys claimed to have
hauled one of the giants halfway into their boat when the fish slipped back into the water, being
too heavy to pull all the way into the boat. With all the stories of the claimed sightings, none of
the guys was ever able to produce one of the fish.

Everybody seemed to agree that the fish were there. The fish were just too big to catch. Claims
of catfish 10-12 feet long were common. The fishermen estimate that there were catfish
weighing 1,000 pounds swimming in the Amazon. Some of the older guys always had the best
stories. One guy, who still fished at 81 years old, told a story of a catfish that he was pulling into
his boat that suddenly leaped and tried to swallow him whole. The man said he was halfway into
the fish when his screams were finally heard by a passing fisherman who saved him. Of course,
the passing fisherman wasn't currently alive to corroborate his story. Some believed the story.
Some didn't. The men who believed the story wanted to believe it because of the mystique of the
giant catfish. Catfish were mysterious. The bigger ones rarely jumped out of the water, simply
because they were too big to launch their bodies. Occasionally a large one was seen at the
surface momentarily. They seemed to tease the fishermen. The biggest catfish were never seen.

The monster catfish always found a nice tributary and stayed there. The fishermen typically
fished the main branches of the Amazon, because of the ease of transportation. They could catch
fish and ferry the fish to the market or back home in the same body of water. It was the most
common means of fishing. Because of the practice, the biggest fish had been fished out of the
main branches. The big ones had to find less traveled water to live and hide in or be caught, or
almost be caught as the many stories told. Yute had found his tributary long before. He was very
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happy there. He never saw any fishermen. He always got plenty to eat. He had found his water
by accident. He had been living in the main branch for the first year of his life contentedly, until
the big rains hit. That year it rained and rained. The residents had never seen so much rain.
Everything was getting flooded. The Amazon was at its highest level in decades. Yute had been
swimming along the main branch as usual when the river surged and carried him against his will.
He ended up miles away from the main branch. When the waters receded days later, he found
himself in a much smaller tributary, more of a stream. The stream was tremendously deep. He
liked it better.

The smaller fish were more abundant in the deep water. Yute had more food available to him
than he ever imagined was possible. The stream was full of fish. The depth of the stream
provided more underwater hiding places for the smaller fish to breed and hide in. All Yute had
to do was swim around in the stream with his large mouth open like some whales do, and the fish
just swam right in. Yute's stream was just the right place for a catfish to grow huge. It was off
the beaten path. No fishermen frequented it, due to its inconvenience factor. The ecosystem
provided the correct balance required by the smaller fish to thrive. The stream's origin was many
miles inland. Numerous springs fed into the stream, which poured gallons of clean fresh water
into it. Nature had placed Yute in the best possible location for a 1,000 pound 12-foot long
catfish to grow and be happy. Yute lived in his stream for many years, unseen by man.

Brador had learned to fish from his father. The boy was only 11, but he was more
knowledgeable about fishing than many of the men-folk of the village. He fished with his father
each day and obediently did whatever his father said, out of respect for his elders. The village
people were strict about elderly respect. Everyone got alone with everyone else as long as
neighbors truly loved each other, not just say they did. The phrase "Love thy Neighbor," didn't
make sense unless it was practiced. Brador was very industrious. He had to be because his 3
siblings were all girls, who contributed nothing to the daily fishing ritual. Fishing was everything
to the village people. The industry provided food and barter capital. There was no system of
money. Goods were purchased with goods. If a villager had no goods with which to trade, he
starved. Nearly all the villagers worked in one way or another. The villagers who owned land
raised crops for barter purposes.

Brador was more than industrious enough for his own family. He was so much of a go-getter
that he wanted more. He didn't know how to get it though. Brador's grandfather Ardith was the
81-year old storytelling fisherman whose tales everyone knew and enjoyed. After the long
morning of fishing, Brador's father allowed him to hang out with Ardith. Brador loved listening
to Ardith's fish stories. Brador seemed to be the only listener who believed the stories. Ardith
claimed the best way to catch a really big catfish was to fish in one of the side shoots of the river.
The other fishermen always dismissed the claim. The fishermen felt there couldn't be enough
nourishment in the side streams to support the small fish that the big fish required to survive.
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When the fishermen boated up and down the main branch of the Amazon, all they had to do was
glance down one of the tributaries to see how overgrown and probably shallow they were. No
one would waste time going down one of those streams to likely find nothing.

The water of the side streams always looked brackish and oxygen-poor. Clear, oxygen-rich water
was necessary for fish survival. Yute's stream was perfect for fish survival. His stream
immediately angled off the river's main branch. It was impossible for a passing fisherman to cast
an eye down the stream. From the river, Yute's stream appeared to be a small creek, overgrown
with jungle. There couldn't possibly be any fish in it, maybe snakes and turtles at best. The
geography of the area is what made Yute's stream untouched by man. The village fishermen
needed guaranteed fishing waters each day to maintain their minimal existences. It was difficult
enough to fish the main branch of the river for many hours, 7 days a week. There was no time to
be wasted fishing in the likely unproductive streams.

Brador listened intently as Ardith told his stories. Brador wondered if there were still some
monster catfish out there somewhere. Where would they be? Was his grandfather correct or just
trying to impress everybody with his alleged fishing prowess? Brador asked his father about
Ardith's stories. Brador's father couldn't remember Ardith ever bringing home any 1,000-pound
catfish. Brador's father didn't outright say Ardith was lying about the fish. Brador's father just
couldn't remember seeing any enormous catfish. The average size of a catfish caught daily was
about 30 pounds. Sometimes a guy would bring in a 100-pounder. Once per month or so,
someone would catch a 200-pounder. The giant catfish of all the stories were all either gone or
just stories. Brador was intrigued. Was there something to the stories or not?

Yute continued his life as if he lived in a bubble. Sometimes he swam upstream as far as he
could go to see what was there. The stream still had good depth for miles. It was a perfect
environment to conceal his gigantic body. He gingerly swam along inhaling fish as he went.
Toward the source, the stream began to get shallower. He didn't want to swim in too shallow of
a water to avoid bottoming out and to avoid the warmth of the water. He had grown accustomed
to the coolness of the deeper water. He turned around and swam downstream to the deeper
cooler water again. Yute never considered going back into the main branch of the river. He
loved the privacy of his stream. He felt his stream was unique by being fed by so many fresh
cool springs. The water of his stream was even fragrant.

Yute felt the best place to be in his stream was the 2-mile stretch near the connection to the main
branch. Fish swam out of the main branch into the side streams seeking slower currents. The
activity provided Yute with a constant supply of fresh fish. Yute didn't want to exhaust the fish
supply of any one section of the stream. Even though he preferred that 2-mile piece, he still
swam upstream to feed. He needed to eat so many fish each day that he had to spread out his
feeding. His 1/2 ton bulk needed the approximate daily intake of at least 100 pounds of fish to
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maintain. Yute was still growing. As big as he was, he was still getting longer, thicker and
heavier in weight. It wouldn't be long before he was 15 feet long and 1,300 pounds. He was glad
that no people knew where he was, because life would become a hassle. He didn't want to leave
that stream, but if he were discovered, he would have to. He vowed to never be caught by the
villagers. He felt it was somehow his destiny to be placed in that stream by the storm. He was
meant to be there to grow bigger and bigger. Nature would protect him.

Brador was getting restless. The more he listened to Ardith, the more he wanted to investigate
the possibility of the existence of a giant catfish in the area. He had no means to do it however.
He was just a young man trapped in a day-to-day life. He had no way to go off boating on his
own. The river was large and dangerous, only navigated by experienced boatmen. His father
would never entertain any foolish wanderings to look for a non-existent fish. Brador's father
forbade him to do anything stupid. Brador was the 2nd man of the family. The family relied on
Brador to learn and be ready to take the fishing reins from his father. That is the way life was
around there. There were no choices of what to do. There was only fishing for the majority of
the villagers. Few people owned the expensive land to engage in agriculture. Farming was more
difficult than fishing. Many more risks were involved. Some farmers experienced heavy losses
at times due to a host of unpredictable weather factors.

Brador was born a fisherman and would always be one. He would fish the way his father told
him to fish and that was final. Brador fully realized his importance to his family and would of
course do nothing to change his role. He was itching to catch a big fish or at least prove there
was such a thing. It was difficult for a young man with an active imagination to listen to so many
men tell stories about something that supposedly didn't exist. Big catfish must have been in the
river at one time. Maybe they were all caught a long time ago. Maybe they died of old age.
Maybe the fishermen saw and caught the giants, but were always unable to bring them into the
boats. That must be what happened. The fish did in fact exist. They were seen and caught but
were too big. The only proof of the gigantic catfish was the stories. It was up to the listeners to
believe the stories or not.

The rains started falling, lightly at first. It rained almost everyday in the Amazon River basin.
Some days it rained a lot. Some days it rained a little. The people were accustomed to the rain.
The rain was the lifeblood of the river world. Without rain somewhere, there could be no bodies
of water. Then the rains got heavy. It rained continuously. The fishermen had to fish in the
pouring rain. It rained so hard that the boats had to be baled to prevent sinking. The farm fields
were flooded and the crops were all ruined. That was one of the hazards of farming. The
fishermen struggled. The monsoon-like rains eroded tons of soil into the river, making the river
cloudy. Fishing was always more difficult when the water was cloudy. The fish couldn't see the
bait. It rained for days.
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Yute's stream became cloudy, making it more difficult for him to eat. A catfish's feelers on the
side of its face helped it to find the fish. The water tasted muddy when he swallowed a fish
down. He hated when it rained so hard. It was really noisy on the surface of the water. He
found it difficult to get much sleep. So many fish were pouring into his side stream from the
main branch that the 2-mile stretch at the connection was full of fish. He was able to gorge for a
while at the connection, and then when he was full and drowsy, he swam upstream to sleep in a
deep pocket under a log.

The rain kept falling. It was a real storm. Brador's family was worried about the reduced fish
take from fishing. They were unable to trade for all the supplementary foodstuffs, necessary for
proper diet. It rained for weeks. There seemed to be no end in sight. After a meager day of
fishing, Brador asked his father if he could take a walk with Ardith. His father approved. Brador
took his fishing pole and bait with him. Ardith asked what the fishing pole was for and Brador
said it was just for fun. Ardith and Brador followed the river upstream on a muddy trail that led
to the next village. Ardith related his theory of the biggest catfish living in the side streams.
Brador wanted to believe the story. Brador wanted to see one of those monsters. After a 1/2
hour of walking in the rain, the 2 reached Yute's stream. Ardith pointed to the stream, explaining
how it was the type of stream that the big ones live in. It seemed logical to Brador.

They walked into the jungle along the stream bank. It was pouring rain. Brador baited the hook
and cast the line into Yute's stream. Brador had baited the hook with a baby piranha. Yute had
been in the area snacking on the fish that were swimming in from the main branch. Then he saw
the baby piranha sink in front of him. He had never seen a fish like that in his stream. The
piranha emitted an unusual flavor into the water. It smelled good to Yute. He sucked it in.
Brador and Ardith had been intently watching the surface of the water where the line went in.
Brador saw the line twitch on the surface of the water. Then he felt a tug on the line. Then he
felt another tug. Ardith screamed, "Now!" Brador yanked the fishing pole to tighten the line and
set the hook. Yute felt the piranha slip out of his throat and then get caught on his lower lip.

Alarmed, Yute turned upstream and started swimming at a rapid rate to loosen whatever was
caught in his lip. He couldn't loosen it. Brador shrieked, "I got one!" Ardith said, "I told ya boy!
Don't lose 'em. Loosen the bail!" Brador listened to his grandfather. Yute swam like a torpedo.
Brador held onto the fishing pole with all his might. The line was flying out of the reel faster
than he had ever seen. "It's a big one!" said Ardith. "Yeah! It's gonna take all the line!" said
Brador. "Follow 'em!" said Ardith. "Ok!" said Brador. They ran upstream along the bank in the
pouring rain. Brador reeled in the line as they ran. Yute swam faster. The line kept flying out of
the reel. Brador and Ardith couldn't run fast enough to keep up with Yute. "It's gonna get off!"
cried Brador. "Keep runnin' Brador!" Ardith had to stop running. He was out of breath. "Ok!"
panted Brador. Yute swam faster and faster upstream. Brador couldn't keep up. The stream
began to get shallow. Yute had to slow down. Brador started to catch up.
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Zoomo loved being a clown. He was really good at making balloon animals. In Clown College,
he had won many awards for it. He had a way of twisting, stretching and pinching the balloons,
so that he could create any shape. He was the only clown at the college who could create square
corners. His most creative designs were the skyscrapers. The kids really loved those. When
Zoomo worked at parties, his Empire State Building balloon sculpture was always a big hit.

Zoomo's feet were his only issue in life, due to their size. Zoomo had been born with average-
sized feet, but as he grew, they became larger and longer, out of proportion to the rest of his
body. He realized early on that he would have to come up with a way to live with those feet
without too many hassles. That is when he got the idea to become a clown. Clowns make good
money, they make people happy and he would have a way to conceal his feet.

Since most clowns wore those enormous clown shoes as part of their costumes, Zoomo's would
be able to hide his giant feet inside the giant shoes. As a clown, Zoomo would have a profession
at which he could make money and not worry about people always asking him questions about
his feet. The problem was that the kids at the parties always wanted to stomp the feet of the
clowns. It was something that kids had always done to clowns through the years and the clowns
had gotten used to it. The only problem was that when the kids stomped Zoomo's clown shoes,
they stomped on his feet, which was an obvious aggravation. Early on, Zoomo had gone to a
shoe cobbler who had made his special clown shoes with steel toes and tops. The shoes
protected his feet very well. They were a little heavy and clumsy to walk around in, but he had
gotten used to wearing them.

When Zoomo had initially decided to become a clown to hide his feet, he didn't realize how it
was actually the best decision he could have made. Being a good clown is like being a good
doctor, in that both clowns and doctors really have to like what they are doing to be good at it.
Kids at parties can always tell if a clown is being a clown just as a job or if the clown really loves
doing it. Kids are very intuitive like that. It's the same with doctors. The best doctors appear to
really care about their patients and it shows. Zoomo loved being a clown and the kids loved him.
Part of the "Clown's Creed" that clowns learn in Clown College is the line, "Love it or leave it."
It is a very bold statement. If a clown didn't completely commit to being a clown and truly love
the profession, they should stop doing it. The phrase was constantly instilled in the prospective
clowns every day while in college. It was the most important part of the training. The college
had a reputation to protect.

The clown trainees had to wear full clown makeup and costume when in public. Each day in
college, the clown trainees were followed around by was called an "enforcer clown" who would
yell at them, "Do you love it? Do you love it?" The only acceptable response by the trainee had
to be, "Yes, I love it!" If the trainee failed to give the correct response, they were slapped across
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the face with a rubber chicken. Being slapped always caused their fake red noses to come flying
off. The trainees then had the embarrassing task of trying to find the fake red nose that had been
smacked across the room if they were indoors. If the trainee happened to be outside on the
sidewalk when the fake nose was slapped, it sometimes landed in the grass, making it difficult to
find. The "enforcer clowns" were all over the college campus. They hid behind trees, in the
cafeteria and in the hallways. They hid everywhere. Sometimes they hid in the lockers of the
trainees and would leap out of the locker screaming the phrase.

Most of the trainees learned to give the correct response in a short time. Some trainees realized
that they didn't actually love the concept of being a clown after all, and would quit the college.
The dean of the college was always sad when someone would quit, because the dean firmly
believed in the concept of clowns and the importance of the pure humor that clowns bring to the
world. Clowns were always the life of any party and could make any party better. Clowns were
happy, goofy and full of fun. They were animated, colorful and constantly trying to please. Who
didn't love a clown? Those were the aspects of clowning that the dean lived by. The dean was
proud of the popular expressions that had been created at the college: "Stop clowning around!
Don't be such a clown! You clown!"

Bronze statues of the 2 greatest clowns of all-time had been erected in the college courtyard.
Bozo and Ronald McDonald were cherished entities and worshipped at the college as if they
were religious figures. Each day at 5:00 pm, when the flag was lowered at the courtyard, all the
clown trainees had to report in full costume to salute the flag. The clowns in attendance played
their kazoos and saluted until the flag was down. The trainees actually had a ball at the college,
constantly playing tricks on one another. They honed their skills of juggling, joke-telling,
balloon making and makeup applying. Once graduated, the trainees could then be officially
called clowns. What the clowns did with their diplomas was up to them. Most of the clowns
immediately went to work.

Zoomo couldn't wait to get started clowning after graduating 2nd in his class of 295 clown
trainees. He had his diploma and proudly displayed it in his apartment. The college provided a
placement service for the graduating clowns, which involved helping to get the clowns gigs as
soon as possible. The final and most important part of the clown training was the first party for
kids. Once a clown had survived that first party, it was all downhill after that. The first party
was the biggest challenge in the lifetime of a clown. The first party would definitely make the
clown, but never break them. Any clown who successfully graduated from the college, was a
solid clown. Clowning had to have been in people before they even entered the college, or else
they wouldn't have been able to graduate. The dean of the college closely scrutinized the trainees
while they were at the college to ensure their pureness. Only a true clown could graduate from
the college. The dean would have it no other way. The dean could always tell if someone was
pretending. After 45 years of being the dean, he became almost able to see into the minds of the
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Zoomo was a pure clown and had been born a clown. He was always a jokester growing up. He
was the best at remembering and telling jokes. He could remember every joke that was ever told
to him. He was a natural juggler. He was so good at juggling that he could juggle children if the
parents would let him. Zoomo's first party was for a kid's 4th birthday party. The kid's parents
had wanted to hire a clown to add that old school humor and fun to the party. The kid's father
had always liked clowns. Zoomo brought a large supply of balloons, kazoos, funny horn,
squirting flower and other items. When Zoomo arrived at the party, the birthday kid ran up to
him and stomped on Zoomo's clown shoe. Zoomo pretended that it hurt and said, "Ow!" The
kid laughed and ran back to the party. Zoomo chuckled to himself.

Zoomo had always been a fast runner, even with his big feet. His first act was to start running
around the yard in a big circle, while playing his kazoo and squeezing his funny horn. Soon all
the kids were following him. Zoomo looked hilarious running with his big feet. They looked
liked flippers! The adults were surprised at how fast he could run with those big clown shoes on.
Around and around the yard they ran, until the kids began to get tired. Zoomo then proceeded to
the main party area and began making balloons. He had been practicing blowing up the balloons
for a week before he went to the party. A real clown didn't use an air tank to inflate the balloons.
A real clown had to inflate the balloons by blowing them up by mouth. It looked funnier that
way. Zoomo was a tall guy with big lungs and was able to inflate the balloons with 1 breath of
air, which was no easy feat.

The adults were surprised at Zoomo's lungpower, even the birthday kid's father who had been a
lifeguard. Zoomo's first balloon creation was an almost exact replica of the birthday kid's face.
The kids and adults were amazed at the sight of the sculpture. Zoomo then created balloon
sculptures of the faces of each kid at the party. The guardians of each kid posed for pictures with
each kid standing next to their balloon faces. It was impressive. Zoomo had brought a boom box
to the party that he had set up in the main area. He was able to control the device with the remote
control in his clown costume. On the boom box, he had an assortment of music to play during
his various acts. He choreographed his performance to the music on the boom box. After
creating each balloon sculpture, Zoomo did a gymnastic tumbling act around the yard. He did
that backward tumbling that was always so fascinating. He had his boom box music playing as
he tumbled. The party attendants cheered each time.

Zoomo was a huge hit! While creating the balloon sculptures, he told jokes. He was
continuously entertaining. He was in his element. He loved it. He was so glad that he decided
to go to the college and get all the training. While at the party, he began to understand why the
college training had emphasized certain things. Zoomo ran to the huge aboveground pool and
climbed the aluminum stairs up to the long aluminum pool deck. He got a good running start,
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jumped into the pool and surfed on the water on his clown shoes across the pool! When he
reached the edge of the pool, he jumped out onto the lawn, ran back up to the deck and did it
again! No one at the pool had ever seen that done before. It was only because of Zoomo's huge
feet that he was able to perform the stunt. Another trick that Zoomo had been working on was
his ballet. Zoomo activated the boom box that had started playing classical ballet music. He
threw his hands up over his head like a ballerina and started doing ballet while standing on the
tips of his clown feet! It was so funny that the adults became hysterical with laughter. The kids
screamed approval.

No one could understand how he was able to stand on the tips of those clown shoes like that.
They thought that the shoes must have been specially reinforced or something. Of course, only
Zoomo knew the secret was that his feet extended the full length of the shoes to the tips. Since
the shoes were already steel toed, steel topped and padded inside, it didn't hurt his toes at all. It
was still a little uncomfortable on his calf muscles. Zoomo respected those ballet dancers who
could stand on their toes the way they did without wearing specially reinforced shoes like his.
After the ballet number, Zoomo clicked off the music. Everyone at the party roared with
laughter, cheers and applause. Zoomo took a bow, blowing the funny horn.

Then, Zoomo started juggling. He began with the standard Indian club-type objects that all
jugglers start with. They were really just a variation of bowling pins. He juggled 3, then 4 and 5
to everyone's delight. He started taking requests from the partygoers for objects to juggle.
Zoomo claimed he could juggle anything. He instructed the adults and kids to toss objects to him
while he was juggling. He would then drop 1 object and substitute the object thrown to him.
When done properly, the act was guaranteed to impress anyone. First, someone tossed a football,
which he easily incorporated into the juggled objects. Then, someone tossed a tennis racket,
which added a little bit of difficulty. The birthday kid then somehow launched a folded up lawn
chair with the help of a friend. The crowd gasped at the sight of the chair. Zoomo chuckled,
handily accepted the chair and successfully juggled it with the other objects. Since the birthday
gifts hadn't been opened yet, the birthday kid and his uncle tossed the largest wrapped gift to
Z0o0mo.

The gift was a large box containing a fully assembled bicycle! It was a challenge, but Zoomo
managed it. The crowd chanted, "Zoomo! Zoomo! Zoomo!" The birthday kid's father and
father's friend excitedly ran to the Weber charcoal grill. They hadn't yet fired up the charcoal
grill, so it was still cool. They hoisted the grill, brought it the clown and tossed it. Zoomo
caught the charcoal grill, juggled it with the lawn chair and boxed bicycle for a while, then
instructed the men of the party to pick up the picnic table! The men all looked at each other and
laughed. They cleared the picnic table of everything, putting the contents onto 2 smaller folding
tables that were brought from the house. Four of the men picked up the table and were barely
able to throw it through the air to the clown. Zoomo dropped the lawn chair, caught the picnic
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table and successfully juggled it together with the boxed bicycle and charcoal grill! After a few
seconds, he carefully dropped the table, then the grill and finally the boxed bicycle.

The crowd screamed approval. The birthday kid's parents were glad that they hired a
videographer to record a video of the party. Zoomo's show was of such high quality that it was
similar to a show at Las Vegas. For Zoomo's next act, he had to get permission from the parents
of the birthday kid. Zoomo had assured the parents that he was a certified clown and had
graduated with a diploma from Clown College. Part of his training involved the use of various
fire tricks, including spitting flames, juggling burning objects, etc. After seeing Zoomo's show
up to that point, the parents were so impressed at Zoomo's professionalism, that they approved
his request for the fire act. Zoomo produced a legal document that the parents had to sign, which
released Zoomo of all responsibility if something went wrong during the fire act. The fact that
Zoomo was a certified clown relaxed the parents as they signed the document. Zoomo assured
the parents that he would perform his act away from everything, out in the open.

Zoomo decided to go one step further by performing his fire act while standing in the middle of
the pool. The pool was far enough away from the house that nothing could possibly happen.
Zoomo brought his pyro kit to the pool deck and started the act. He climbed into the pool with
the first objects to light on fire, the Indian clubs with which he started the juggling act before.
Everyone was gathered to watch a safe distance from the pool. Zoomo lit the clubs on fire and
juggled them, then spat flames in the air, while juggling. It was spectacular! The kids and adults
loved it! Zoomo could do it all! The kids began cheering again, "Zoomo! Zoomo! Zoomo!" He
retrieved a set of specially modified chainsaws from his pyro kit. Zoomo started the chainsaws
and began juggling them. They appeared and sounded like real chainsaws, but with a trick.
When the chain revolved around the bar of the chainsaw, the chain picked up lighter fluid from a
reservoir and ignited. The chainsaws then shot flames as they were juggled! The crowd loved it!

How did he come up with such great ideas? When Zoomo was still at Clown College, he spent
many hours at the library reading up on the history of clowns. Many clowns over the previous
decades had devised dazzling tricks for entertaining at their shows. Zoomo had researched what
he thought were the best tricks and wanted to use them as part of his show. Zoomo had
consulted with the dean of the college on many occasions, since the dean's door was always open
to the clown trainees. Zoomo asked the dean if he had used any special tricks in his previous
days as a practicing clown. The dean revealed to Zoomo the flaming chainsaw act, which was
the dean's best act in his clown days. Zoomo thanked the dean for his help and vowed to use the
flaming chainsaw act as carefully and correctly as he could.

Out of nowhere on that hot summer day, a gust of wind from the approaching thunderstorm blew
flaming lighter fluid from one of the chainsaws onto Zoomo's head and his orange clown hair
went up in flames.
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36. Afton's Dam

Afton was one dam building fool. It was all he thought about day and night. He barely slept at
night, anxious to get back to the latest dam. Most beavers built dams for a reason. Afton built
dams for the challenge. From the first day that he had helped his parents build that small dam
across the creek 3 years ago, he had loved every minute of it. He had moved onto larger creeks
and streams to build his dams. The fun in building a dam for Afton was the technique of doing
it. It took a lot of planning, skill and material to build a dam. Building a large dam was a major
effort, requiring the labor of many beavers. Most beavers were content building a small dam in a
creek to create a small pond. Afton preferred to dam larger and larger streams that resulted in
more substantial ponds in which to live.

Once the dam was built, it had to be maintained. Afton didn't really concern himself with the
upkeep of the dam. He really just wanted to build the dam and move on to a new beaver colony
and convince them to build a larger dam under his leadership. Afton had gotten so skillful at
building dams that the dams rarely leaked and never collapsed. The dam repairs to Afton's dams
were usually minor. Afton had earned a reputation among the beavers in the area as the best dam
builder around. Some beaver colonies couldn't wait for him to arrive to have him supervise the
dam building show.

Afton didn't care much for glory. He just wanted to build dams. He had a hard time convincing
each new colony to build big dams. No one believed big dams could be built across the larger
streams and certainly not across the rivers. Afton had many ideas for constructing dams. With
each dam building project that he supervised, he learned something new to apply to the next dam.
He was constantly perfecting his craft. The main concept he was working on was the way the
logs were interlocked with the branches. If a dam were built to Afton's exact specifications, it
would actually require very little mud to seal it from leaks. He had a hard time convincing the
other beavers of the concept. Most beavers felt that a large amount of mud was always
necessary, no matter what. Afton wanted to create perfect dam structures to last for years, not the
typical several months of the average dam built by average beavers.

Afton built dams that a crew of beavers would be proud to have been a part of building. He
wanted to dam a river in the worst way. He knew it could be done. He tried to convince every
colony of beavers that he came across of the benefit of a dammed river. A lake would be
created! A dammed river lake could support hundreds of beavers. A city of beavers would be
able to live and work together. Damming a river would indeed be a challenge, but Afton had a
strategy for how it could be done. He discussed his ideas with each colony he went to, but no
one understood what he was talking about. As much as Afton explained the concept, they just
didn't get it. Afton's idea was to create a number of mini dams up river of the intended location
for the dam. At the intended location, the largest trees in the area would be cut down and be put
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in place. Then the mini dams would be released from their upriver construction sites and
allowed to float downriver. The beavers would ride atop the mini dams to ensure their precise
placement downriver. At the intended location, beavers would be waiting on the trees that were
in place already. Those beavers combined with the mini dam riders would assemble the mini
dams into one complete dam! It seemed like a simple concept to Afton. None of the beavers he
explained it to was unable to understand.

Afton remained frustrated as he wandered from colony to colony, encountering the same close-
minded beavers everywhere. No one was able to see the big picture that he envisioned.
Everybody was happy in their little creek and stream ponds wasting a lot of time. One afternoon,
Afton found a different area with a beaver colony on a stream that fed into the river. The colony
was far from the area in which he had lived for years. The leader of the colony was an old gray-
faced beaver named Cameron. Afton and Cameron talked about dams in general, then Afton
broached the topic of a river dam. Out of excitement, Cameron slapped his big tail on the stream
bank where they were talking. The other beavers of the colony stopped what they were doing
and all jumped into the pond. The sound of a beaver's tail slapping was the alarm sound that
signaled danger. When beavers heard the alarm, they were taught to take to the water and go
under. Cameron announced to the other beavers that it was a false alarm. Cameron had always
wanted a river dam, but no one would listen. They all said it was impossible to build.

Afton explained his strategy to Cameron for building a river dam and Cameron wanted to hear
more. Afton outlined what had to be done. Cameron agreed with the idea. The most important
concept of constructing a dam on the river was picking the right location. Ideally, the dam would
be placed in the narrowest part of the river. Tall trees had to be growing close to the shore so
that when cut, they would fall across the river and interlock with each other in the middle of the
river. Large rocks on the riverbed would help to lodge the interlocked trees and mini dams in
place. The ground near the trees on shore had to be sloping upward, to be able to create the bowl
that would become a lake. The more that Afton and Cameron talked about it the more the idea
seemed possible. It would take many beavers from several colonies working together to
accomplish the feat. The main problem remained of convincing all those other beavers to
cooperate. Somehow, Afton and Cameron had to sell the idea to everyone that it could work.
The 2 of them were apparently more intelligent and/or adventurous than the other beavers in the
area.

Most beavers were content living on small-scale establishments. They figured as long as
everyone was eating and breeding ok, then why try to do the impossible? Afton told them all
repeatedly how it was possible, but no one ever listened. Perhaps when Afton and the wise old
Cameron start traveling around, explaining the concept, people would finally listen. As Afton
found out when they took their campaign on the road, the other colonies considered Cameron to
be an old crackpot with farfetched ideas. However, when they heard Afton explaining the same
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thing that Cameron had been babbling in the past, they started to listen. Afton had a way of
explaining things that made them sound feasible. Afton laid out the plan on the ground and
scratched the design into the dirt. When the plan was visualized in that manner, the other
beavers were able to see it better and understand it more clearly. The way Cameron had been
explaining it for years had only confused them. The picture that Afton drew in the dirt was worth
a thousand of Cameron's mumbling words.

It was decided then. The beavers would try to build the river dam. Many things had to be
considered aside from the location and mini dams, etc. When the lake was created as a result of
the construction of the dam, large areas would become flooded upriver of the dam. Many of the
beaver colonies that existed on feeder creeks and streams too close to the river's edge would be
eliminated and be covered by water. The final location hadn't been determined yet, but all the
beaver colonies up and down the river, needed to approve the idea. The beaver colonies that
were potentially in the flood zone took a vote and decided that the resulting new lake would be
worth the huge effort. Beavers were accustomed to working all their waking hours, repairing and
rebuilding dams anyway, so they figured, what the heck.

A sequence of construction had to be devised and a committee was formed to work out the
details. Afton and Cameron were the committee leaders who picked 5 additional eminent
beavers from the various flood zone colonies. The 7 beavers walked up and down the riverbank
looking for the location for the river dam. The necessary criteria were difficult to meet. They
would find a spot with sloping ground, but without big trees. Then they would find a spot with
big trees, but at the widest part of the river. Then would find a narrow part of the river with a
smooth rockless river bottom. They were running out of options. After 2 weeks of scouting,
they managed to locate some potential sites, but the sites all lacked one of the necessary
ingredients. On the 2nd day of the 3rd week of scouting, they found the spot. It was perfect!
They had to go a few miles upriver to find it, but they finally found it. All 7 members of the
committee agreed it was the place to build the dam. Upriver of the location were numerous
riverside pockets where the mini dams could be safely constructed and materials stockpiled.

Other considerations involved in constructing the monstrous river dam included having an
enormous supply of logs and branches precut and available to interlock the mini dams together.
An additional supply of logs and branches would be necessary to add to the top of the dam as the
water level rose, to increase the desired depth of the lake. As the committee went over the
numbers, everyone except Afton was getting nervous about the project, even old Cameron.
Afton assured everyone that he had been planning the design for a giant dam for many years and
had meticulously worked out all the details. Building a large dam across a river is very similar to
building a smaller dam across a creek, except with a multiplier. The multiplier isn't necessarily
based on the width of the intended body of water to be dammed.

©2016 Michael J. Pszeniczny 3



100 Short Stories by Mikey 036 Afton's Dam.wps

For example, if you built a dam across a 20-foot wide creek, it would be incorrect to assume you
would only require twice as much material to build a dam across a 40-foot wide river. The
multiplier is closer to 4 times, due to the increased height of the dam. Just for safety's sake, if
they allow a multiplier of 5 times, they should be ok. All the committee members had built dams
of 20 feet in width and they knew the amount of logs, branches and mud that was required. Since
their river was 40 feet wide, they would require 5 times as much material. It was simple math.
The committee agreed with Afton's mathematical explanation. It was his concept of the mini
dams that had them wondering. Afton again drew a diagram to explain it to the committee,
pausing as he explained to allow for questions. After an hour, they all finally felt comfortable
with the idea.

It seemed to the committee that it would be a little risky for the beavers riding on top of the mini
dams, but there appeared to be no other way to do it. The beavers waiting at the interlocked trees
would also have to be very attentive. The committee determined that the mini dam riders and the
beavers at the interlocked trees would be the youngest and strongest of all the beavers in the area.
None of them would have any wives or children, in case something untoward happened to them.
Those beavers would be selected from a list of volunteers. None of the committee members
wanted to take responsibility for an unfortunate accident. Accidents always occurred during dam
constructions and the construction of the river dam was bound to have more than a few. The
committee estimated that it would require 2 months of continuous round the clock work by all
the able-bodied beavers in the area to amass the necessary materials for the giant dam.

Afton relayed to the committee his method of sequential interlocking of different sized branches
in the mini dams, which would minimize the need for a lot of mud. Afton had always disliked
using mud to patch leaks in dams because the mud kept getting washed away, requiring constant
maintenance. That's why he perfected his special construction method. The committee was
impressed with the idea and couldn't wait to see it in practice. Cameron didn't have a lot to say at
the committee meetings, other than simply agreeing with everything Afton said. Cameron was
just excited that his idea finally seemed to come to fruition. Even though the river dam idea was
also Afton's, Cameron liked to take credit for it. The idea just needed Afton's expertise to get off
the ground. The committee held a community meeting at the location for the dam. Everyone
was invited to attend. The general idea of the dam was explained and the volunteers were
requested to start signing up for the 2 risky jobs. A surprising number of young stud beaver
volunteers signed up, considering the risky jobs an adventure they had been waiting for.

The remaining beavers grouped together to begin constructing the mini dams and stockpiling the
remaining material. When the list of material was posted, many beavers protested at how much
work it would take to get all the stuff. The committee emphasized it would be a group effort, in
which everyone involved would benefit from the result. With everyone pitching in, the work
would be accomplished with only average effort from each beaver. All the work must be of the
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highest quality to ensure the extra strength that was required by the large dam. Only the strongest
trees were to be cut down for the construction. The material stockpiles were to be inspected by
the committee members to guarantee top performance when the materials were in the dam.
Afton would be available to assist in the construction of the mini dams, which were his creation.
Extra numbers of mini dams would be built, in case of damage when they were floated to the
interlocking trees and attached to them.

Work was underway on the largest beaver dam attempt of its kind. There was a buzz in the air.
For the first time, different beaver colonies had come together to work as a team toward a
common goal. The beavers were excitedly talking about how nice their new lake was going to
be. There would be unlimited space for everyone's lodges. They would have a vast area from
which to derive food and supplies. Why didn't someone think of the idea sooner? Actually,
Cameron locally had suggested and Afton from afar had suggested the great idea, but everyone
was too foolish to listen to them. All that was in the past and good things were just around the
corner. As the work progressed, the beavers instinctively increased the quality of their work.
The dam would be a majestic structure, which emphasized the ingenuity of the beaver. The dam
would make all the beavers involved in the construction proud.

Everyone felt the need to perform the best work that they had ever done. They found themselves
cutting down trees and then rejecting them as not being good enough to go into the dam. They
didn't even have to be told by the committee members to reject the inferior materials. They did it
of their own accord. It was a beautiful thing to behold so many proud beavers. Nature had done
well when it created those beavers that were about to try to control the flow of nature. As the
mini dam supply and materials supply had been completed, the all-important sequence of
construction had to be reviewed and rehearsed. The mini dams were ready in the riverside
pockets on both sides of the river. Some material stockpiles were on shore just behind them.
Additional material stockpiles were located at the dam site. Afton and the committee gathered
the mini dam riders and the tree interlockers together for drills.

The tall trees on either side of the river would be cut down just before the mini dams were
released and ridden down from the upriver side pockets. When the tall trees hit the water, the
tree interlockers would swim out to the center of the river and carefully lock the tops of the trees
together and to the rocks of the river bottom. When the tree locking beavers were done, they
would climb on top of the locked trees and signal the mini dam riders to float downstream.
When the mini dams arrived, they would to be interlocked with the tall trees, rocks and to each
other. Additional beavers would float down from the side pockets with extra locking material as
needed. Once the initial dam structure was complete, beavers would continuously float down
more and more material, carefully interlocking everything together as discussed. As the water
level rose, more material would be added as necessary. Beavers on shore would add material to
the dam from the material stockpiles at the dam site. They were ready to begin.
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37. Dario's Passion

Dario Fabrizio was a passionate man who wanted to do more than just help people; he wanted to
empower people in order that they could help themselves. He built a village for people to live,
free of charge. Then, he built a tuition-free university and stocked it with some of the world's
finest professors. He created a fund to support the university for infinity, so that it would serve
humanity long after he had passed on. He located a group of people that had for years been
exploited by an unscrupulous man who had died, leaving the people unsupported. The group was
comprised of, "Edmond the world's tallest man," "Felipe the world's shortest man," "Gabriela the
world's heaviest woman," "Harley the world's lightest man," "Imogene the bearded woman,"
"Jacques the rhino man," Kareem the man with the world's largest head" and "Lamont the wolf
man."

Dario talked to the group of destitute people and easily convinced them that they could live much
better lives and be in control of their own destinies, possibly for the first time in their existence.
The people would come to live with Dario in his village, free of charge. He would provide them
with free college in the degrees of their choosing. He would then help them create businesses in
line with their college educations.

Dario brought the people to his village where they would begin their new lives. None of the
people was able to read, so the first step was to help them become literate. After a literacy crash
course of 6 months duration, the people were able to read and write sufficiently enough to
consult with the university's guidance counselors to discuss their futures. The counselors would
carefully help the people to decide on the courses of study that were ideally suited to their
interests.

Edmond had decided that he wanted to attain a degree in business. He wanted to open a clothing
store that catered to big and tall men.

Felipe also wanted to acquire a business degree with the hopes of opening a clothing store for
little men.

Gabriela wanted to go to college for the purpose of learning everything there was to learn about
physical fitness. She hoped to open a fitness center to help herself and other people lose weight
and keep it off in a healthy way.

Harley craved to gain a degree in nutrition, to help himself and others safely gain weight and get
fit. He wanted to open a nutritional wellness store.

Imogene was interested in learning about the field of cosmetology. She wanted to create a line of
cosmetics, trimmers and shaving needs for both men and women that could be sold in her store.
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Jacques hoped to become a cosmetic surgeon to alleviate the suffering of people with facial
issues. His clinic would help him restore his face and help others as well.

Kareem's large head and brain had given him the gift of genius. He sensed that if he could get
started in the academic world and earn a degree in science, he would be able to find cures for the
major illnesses of the world. He would work with scientists in one half of the research
laboratory.

Lamont had been born with his body covered from head to toe with fur like a wolf. His DNA
had one of the rarest forms of mutation on earth, which resulted in his lycanthropy. He wished to
learn as much about DNA, genes and lycanthropy as he could to be able to correct his own
malady and others similar to his. Lamont was willing to try anything to be able to look just like
everybody else. He was the most desperate of Dario's people. He planned to work with
geneticists in the other half of the research laboratory.

Dario met with the counselors and the people and talked about everyone's hopes and dreams.
The people were excited to get started. While the people earned their college credits, Dario
would go to work constructing a mall adjacent to the university that would house all the stores,
research clinics and centers that his people desired. Dario planned to consult with his people to
get their exact specifications for their future businesses. The site of the university, mall and
village was on a piece of land that was the size of Disney World, so there was plenty of room to
add more buildings and expand as time went on.

Dario's people all completed their degrees early, since the courses were taught year round. In 3
years time, his people were prepared to start their businesses.

Edmond's big and tall store would provide all the clothing necessary to clothe a tall or portly man
from his feet to his head, including socks, shoes, sneakers, boots, pants, underwear, long
underwear, tee shirts, dress shirts, ties, vests, suits, blazers, sport jackets, tuxedoes and all
manner of objects for covering the scalp. Dario loved the store and referred some of his portly
friends. Edmond thanked Dario profusely for the opportunity.

Felipe's store for little men would be located next to Edmond's store and would supply the same
items, except in smaller sizes. Dario loved Felipe's concept and hoped his business would
prosper. Felipe jumped up and hugged Dario around the waist, crying as he thanked him.

Gabriela had lost weight while gaining her college degree and at 5'8" weighing 135 pounds, she
had become quite a looker. She had taken up walking on a treadmill for hours a day, burning
thousands of calories, which when combined with her nutritional plan, resulted in her dramatic
weight loss. She was really happy with her new body and outlook. Her fitness center would help
many people. Dario loved Gabriela's new look and became a member of her center. Gabriela
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thanked Dario with a big hug and a long kiss.

Harley learned a lot about proper nutrition in his classes, helping Gabriela to customize her diet.
He had gained a healthy amount of weight and started working out with weights during college.
He was 6"3" tall and weighed a solid 210 pounds. He planned to join Gabriela's fitness center to
maintain his new manly physique. He opened his nutritional wellness store next to Gabriela's
fitness center. He was a happy man. Dario really approved of Harley's new look. He had been
so thin before that he looked like a scarecrow. He looked liked an NFL wide receiver. Harley
was so thankful to Dario that the guy broke down in tears.

Imogene applied her college learning to the world of razors and face creams. She was able to
figure out how to shave her mysterious beard extremely close with her patented razor and after
applying her patented cream, the beard wouldn't grow back for a week. It was a huge
improvement from before when she had to shave twice a day if she wanted to keep her face
smooth. She sold all her patented products in her store. Dario was proud of Imogene's
dedication and patents. Imogene thanked Dario and hoped to help many people in his honor.

Jacques worked extremely hard at college and worked closely with the surgeons that had
smoothed his facial features. The cosmetic surgery was so successful, that Jacques was almost
unrecognizable. He ended up so handsome that he became the poster child for his clinic. He
began working on children who had been born with facial issues, and treated them all free of
charge. His clinic was located on the north end of the mall. Dario didn't recognize Jacques the
first time he saw him after surgery, but he remembered Jacques' calm voice. Dario felt Jacques'
work with the children would help to improve many lives. Jacques cried so much when he saw
his new face in the mirror that he called Dario on the phone the entire next day, thanking him.

Kareem proved to himself and others what having true genius could accomplish. His state of the
art research laboratory was located on the south end of the mall. He and his crack staff had found
some cancer cures and his cure for AIDS was getting closer by the day. He hoped to have a cure
for the Zika virus that was spread by mosquitoes by the end of the year. He was also working on
influenza immunizations for the CDC. Dario couldn't believe how quickly Kareem had been
solving so many of the world's major medical issues. He expected Kareem to win a Nobel Prize
sooner or later. When Dario arrived at the lab to visit, Kareem was so cerebral and calm that he
thanked Dario the best that he could and continued working. Dario understood.

Lamont had graduated with flying colors from the college and had begun genetic research in his
half of the laboratory building that he shared with Kareem. Lamont was mainly concerned with
curing his lycanthropy condition. When he found a cure, he could then apply the results to
similar illnesses. He and his fellow genetic scientists had spent weeks going over previously
documented material, but were unable to break any new ground relating to his affliction. After 6
months of no success, he began to get depressed. All of his friends from the colony were happy
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and successful, but all he had was a college degree. It wasn't enough. He wanted to be happy
and the only way to be happy was to look normal without all the fur on his body.

The fur was incredibly uncomfortable and itched all the time. Even with the application of some
of Imogene's patented creams, the relief was only temporary. Imogene had come up with a cream
that would eliminate all the hair on his body for a week or so, but it always grew back. Harley's
nutritional supplements hadn't done anything to eliminate the fur. Lamont did feel a little
healthier inside. All his friends were trying to help him physically and emotionally and he
appreciated their effort. He had known those people for many years and they had been through a
lot of hard times together.

Lamont considered asking the genius Kareem to help him with his genetic research, but Kareem's
work seemed more important to the world that was waiting for his cures. Lamont consulted with
Kareem and Kareem said that he would be able to look at Lamont's work in 3 months if he could
just wait. Lamont told Kareem he could wait and went back to his work. When the 3 months
had passed, Kareem true to his word, passed the torch to his fellow scientists to continue the
cancer, AIDS, Zika and flu work. Kareem walked over to the genetic research side of the
laboratory to help his old friend Lamont.

Upon studying Lamont's research to date, Kareem had noticed some mathematical errors. He
pointed them out to Lamont who then verified the numbers for himself. Kareem had been
correct, but the errors didn't lead to any new insights. Kareem told Lamont that he would work
with him as long as it took, until they found something solid. Kareem's other work was in good
hands with his scientists. Lamont's work seemed very intriguing to Kareem and he really wanted
to help Lamont find the cure for his lycanthropy.

Dario had been concerned about Lamont from the very beginning. The other people seemed to
have had relatively simple problems to solve and deal with. Lamont's lycanthropy on the other
hand, appeared to be incurable and Dario felt bad for the poor guy. Dario had been keeping close
tabs on all his people over the years. He consulted with the therapists who had been available to
the people anytime they needed them. All Dario's people except Lamont had emerged from the
university happier and better adjusted toward life. Life had dealt Lamont a tough hand of cards
and he wasn't able to do much with the cards. He had accomplished just as much as his old
friends had at college, except they were all blissful and he wasn't.

Dario talked to Kareem about his work with Lamont in the genetic laboratory. Kareem was
optimistic about finding the cure for lycanthropy. Dario had no doubts about Kareem's genius
and his incredible ability to solve problems. He hoped Kareem would be able to find the cure for
Lamont. Dario wanted all his people to be content. That's why he created his village and
university for the people in the first place. It hurt Dario that Lamont was so unhappy and he
hoped that Lamont would be able to hang in there. Lamont had to trust in Kareem and if they
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worked really hard together, they should be able to crack the code.

After 2 months of experimenting with DNA and genetic material, Kareem and Lamont found
what they thought may be the solution to Lamont's problem. Kareem had invented a process that
Lamont hadn't heard of in college whereby the DNA from Lamont's blood would be mixed with
the DNA from a wolf's blood, and then the mixture would be manipulated. The resultant
combination when fed intravenously into Lamont should cure him of his lycanthropy. The other
geneticists in the lab hadn't heard of the process either. It was because of Kareem's superior
intellect that he had figured it out. Lamont was willing to try anything, but his fellow geneticists
didn't think it would work, because they couldn't understand it.

It didn't make sense to them how it could work. Kareem presented his theory in detail on dry
erase boards with drawings of the DNA strands and interactions. It was indeed a complex
process, but they began to understand how it could work in theory. It just didn't make sense that
it could work in reality. No one had ever heard of such a bizarre combination. Kareem harkened
them back to the early days when DNA and polio research were mysterious. Few people
understood what was going on. People could understand the theory, but not the reality, because
the reality hadn't been proven yet.

Kareem maintained that there was no way to prove anything until it was experimentally carried
out. Lamont didn't want to wait for the typical trial and error methods of testing, which would
take weeks. He had been waiting his entire lifetime and had become impatient. Everyone around
him had a piece of the pie except him. It was his time. He wanted the serum put into his body
immediately. Lamont signed any waivers necessitated by such experimental practices. Dario
gave his approval the next day. Kareem set up the IV in Lamont's arm and the serum was
dripped into Lamont's blood very slowly. Lamont fainted. Kareem continued the drip for an
hour.

The next day Lamont awoke on the table with clumps of his fur falling out! By the end of the
day, he was hairless. It worked! He was ecstatic. Kareem smiled. Dario cried. Lamont cried.
They had found the cure! After 2 days, Lamont started getting shivers and a high temperature.
Then his blood pressure began to increase at an abnormal rate. He started twitching
uncontrollably on the table and required straps to hold him down. Kareem monitored Lamont
closely. What had gone wrong? He was hairless, indicating that the serum had seemed to work,
but something unforeseen had happened to his physiology. Kareem left Lamont on the table with
2 nurses watching him in shifts and exited the building for the night.

The next morning, Kareem entered the lab and saw the 2 nurses unconscious on the floor. Their
throats had been scratched violently. Lamont was gone! The straps were broken! What
happened! Where was Lamont? Shredded bloody scraps of the clothing that Lamont had been
wearing were on the floor trailing out the back door.
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38. Dagmar's Revenge

Dagmar was an extraordinarily intelligent rat; it was unfortunate that he had been placed in his
cage in the laboratory with all the other lab rats. In the short time that he had been in his cage, he
had seen many strange things going on. He had seen his fellow lab rats in various stages of
discomfort and he didn't like what was taking place. Nothing had happened to Dagmar yet, but
he had been preparing himself for the worst. He decided the first time that the doctor reached
into his cage, he was going to bite the doctor as many times as he could, as fast as he could
operate his jaws. That wouldn't accomplish much. He thought long and hard about the problem.

Dagmar had a better idea. The cages appeared to the average rat to be escape-proof, but Dagmar
had been observing how the doctor had been opening and closing the cages. It would be tricky,
but Dagmar figured he would be able to operate the latch on his cage if he could only reach far
enough between the thin bars. That evening, when the doctor turned out the lights and left the
lab, Dagmar tried to escape from his cage. He climbed onto the front wall of the cage, reached
his right front foot between the bars and was able to just barely grab the latch. The latch required
an upward and sideways motion to cause the door to open. Dagmar thought the latch was really
an ingenious device on the cage. He could see why it worked so well at keeping the average rats
in their cages.

He did it! The front door on his cage swung open and he headed over to the shelf against the
wall with the test tubes. Dagmar had been watching the doctor removing something from one of
the test tubes with a yellow label on it. The doctor placed a glass and metal device up to the test
tube for a few seconds, and then he placed the device up to one of the rats 3 cages down from
Dagmar's cage. The day after the doctor had performed the procedure on the rat, the rat appeared
to be asleep in the bottom of the cage, not moving. The doctor then removed the apparently
sleeping rat and placed another one in the cage. The doctor had repeated the process 3 times,
replacing the sleeping rats with new ones each time. Dagmar wondered what happened to all the
sleeping rats. Where was the doctor putting them?

Dagmar's plan was to carefully extract some of the liquid from the test tube with the yellow label
on it and bring some of the liquid back to his cage. He would then wait for the doctor to come to
his cage with the metal and glass device, which he was bound to eventually. When the doctor
reached into Dagmar's cage, Dagmar would bite the doctor's hand and wipe some of the liquid
into the bite wound.

When Dagmar escaped, he brought some scraps of bedding with him. He opened the test tube
with the yellow label on it and inserted the bedding pieces into the liquid. He thoroughly
saturated the bedding pieces. He capped the test tube, went back to his cage, locked himself in
and slept very little as he perfected his plan for the next day.
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The next day, the doctor approached Dagmar's cage with a clipboard and wrote something on the
clipboard after first reading the tag on the front door of Dagmar's cage. The doctor then walked
over to the test tubes and placed a glass and metal device up to the test tube with the yellow label
on it. Dagmar watched as the doctor approached his cage with the device. Dagmar reached
under the food dish and grabbed one of the pieces of bedding. The doctor unlatched the door to
Dagmar's cage and reached in with the device in one hand. The doctor reached his other hand to
grab Dagmar. Dagmar bit the hand that was holding him and before the doctor knew what was
happening, Dagmar wiped the bedding into the bite wound. The startled doctor immediately
dropped Dagmar and locked the cage. The doctor put the device on the counter and wrote
something on the clipboard. The doctor turned out the lights and exited the lab early that day.
He was gone for 2 days.

While the doctor was out for those 2 days, Dagmar had escaped from his cage and stocked up on
the liquid from the yellow-labeled test tube. He thoroughly soaked more pieces of bedding and
scattered the pieces around his cage. He could tell which pieces were which by the slight
discoloration. Dagmar had noticed how the doctor always used the same coffee cup each day.
The doctor drank coffee all day long from the large coffee machine and never rinsed out the
coffee cup.

While outside of his cage, Dagmar carefully removed the yellow-labeled test tube from the rack
of tubes and carried it to the counter on which sat the doctor's coffee cup. Dagmar poured a little
of the liquid from the test tube into the doctor's coffee cup. He then picked up the cup and
swirled the liquid around to ensure a good coating on the bottom of the cup. He took the test
tube back to the rack and went back to his bed to sleep.

When the doctor returned, Dagmar noticed that the doctor's bitten hand had a large white
bandage wrapped around it. The doctor seemed to be walking around the lab sluggishly,
occasionally bumping into the cages. The doctor's face was really red and had patches of
flakiness. The doctor poured himself some coffee and drank it down. Then he poured another
cup and drank it down. Dagmar observed the doctor closely. The doctor seemed to get dizzy and
sat down on a stool. The doctor left the lab for some reason.

Dagmar waited for 5 minutes, then escaped and ran to the test tubes. He removed and carried the
yellow-labeled tube to the doctor's coffee cup and poured some in. He swirled the cup, put the
test tube back and went back to his cage. In another 15 minutes, the doctor returned with a pastry
from which he had already taken bites. The doctor put down the pastry, poured another cup of
coffee and drank it down. He sat down on the stool again. In a few minutes, he collected himself
and left the lab. Dagmar waited for 5 minutes to pass, then escaped and quickly retrieved the
yellow-labeled test tube. He poured some of the liquid on the pastry after first taking a few bites
and then poured some in the coffee cup. He returned the test tube and ran back to his cage.
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The doctor returned to the lab with his red flaky face covered with sweat. He was exasperated
and breathing with some difficulty. He stumbled to the coffee machine, poured some coffee and
drank the coffee while finishing the pastry. In a few minutes, the doctor tried to get up from the
stool and fell over onto the floor. Dagmar laughed at the doctor's foolishness. Dagmar had been
determined to get even with the doctor who had made so many of Dagmar's fellow rats so
uncomfortable.

Dagmar waited 5 minutes, then escaped from his cage and climbed down to the floor. He ran
over to the passed-out doctor and walked up onto the doctor's face. Dagmar pooped and pissed
on the doctor's forehead, eyes, nose and mouth. Then he ran back to his cage and waited for the
doctor to wake up. In 3 hours, the doctor awoke and discovered the foulness on his face. He
screamed aloud. The skin on his hands and arms had begun to flake and redden. The doctor
turned off the lights and left for the day. Dagmar was loving it.

The next morning, the doctor arrived at noon. He looked horrible. He poured some coffee into
the cup that Dagmar had again laced with the test tube liquid after the doctor had left the
previous day. The doctor sat on the stool looking over some reports and drank the coffee. He
left the lab for about 20 minutes. While the doctor was gone, Dagmar again laced the doctor's
coffee cup. The doctor returned with a submarine sandwich, which he started eating as soon as
he walked in. He poured and drank some more coffee and finished about 1/2 of the sub. He
suddenly rushed out of the lab. Without hesitation, Dagmar escaped, ran to test tube, brought it
over to the sub and poured some liquid on it after first eating some of the sub. Dagmar was
careful to eat the sub neatly, so the doctor wouldn't be able to tell. Dagmar poured some more
liquid in the coffee cup, returned the test tube and went back to his cage.

When the doctor returned, he was wiping his face with a handkerchief. He walked slowly to the
stool, poured some coffee and finished the sub. The doctor mumbled something and fell off the
stool. Dagmar escaped and ran around the lab releasing all the rats from their cages. Dagmar
made them promise to go back when they were done playing around. Upon release, all the rats
ran over to the doctor, pooped and pissed on his face and body, from head to toe. Some of the
rats wanted to also bite the doctor, but Dagmar cautioned them to wait. It wasn't time yet. He
had a plan. When the rats were done taking their revenge on the doctor, they returned to their
cages, where Dagmar locked them in.

The doctor awoke 6 hours later, stumbled to the door, turned out the lights and left for the night.
When the doctor returned to the lab 2 days later, he walked with a cane and barely stumbled in.
He drank his usual morning coffee from the cup laced by Dagmar. The man's face was redder
and flakier than before and his hair had started falling out. The doctor made the rounds of the lab
and checked the cages, which were all properly latched shut. The lab technician always made
sure the lab animals were watered and fed whenever the doctor was out and on weekends. The
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animals were well cared for, until they were experimented upon.

The doctor consumed his lunch of coffee and 1/2 of a sandwich, then rushed out of the lab.
Dagmar escaped and poured an extra large amount of the yellow-labeled test tube liquid onto the
sandwich, after first taking some bites out of it and he put the usual amount in the coffee cup.
When the doctor returned, he staggered to the stool and took a bite of the sandwich. He
mumbled to himself with a questioning tone, shook his head and finished eating the sandwich,
washing it down with more coffee. The doctor started convulsing and fell on the floor where he
continued to flop around like a fish. His eyes had rolled back in their sockets and the remaining
hair on his head fell out of his scalp onto the floor. The doctor pissed and pooped in his pants,
farting loudly and continuously. After 6 minutes of making of mess of himself, he lay there
unconscious and unmoving.

Dagmar escaped from his cage and released his fellow rats. The rats descended on the doctor,
pissed, pooped and bit every square inch of his body, then returned to their cages, where Dagmar
locked them in. The lab technician who arrived that evening to maintain the food and water of
the rats found the doctor on the floor lying unconscious in a small puddle of blood. Upon
checking the doctor's vital signs and viewing the doctor's body, the tech immediately called for
an ambulance. While waiting for the ambulance the tech nervously checked all the cages to
verify that they were all locked. How did the doctor get all those rat bite marks on his body?
Where did all that rat poop and piss come from? It was truly a bizarre scene for the lab
technician to behold. She thought that she was losing her mind.

She felt bad for the doctor who was lying there so helplessly. She had worked for the doctor for
many years and had witnessed his great experimental work. She was glad to have been a part of
the doctor's work, though in a small way, only maintaining the rats, not performing the
experiments. The doctor had always insisted on doing all the work himself, probably to get all
the credit, she thought. The doctor had complemented her on her work many times though. He
did acknowledge the importance of her work in maintaining the rats in a healthy environment.
She had been going to college taking courses toward becoming a scientist herself someday. The
doctor had always encouraged her to stay focused on the goal and not be sidetracked by petty
things. With a lot of hard work, anything could be achieved by anyone. She appreciated his
support.

As the lab tech waited for the ambulance, she tried to monitor the doctor's condition. He was
still breathing, though very slowly and had a rapid heart rate. She didn't remember the doctor
being bald and noticed all the hair scattered around on the floor. She wondered if all that hair
were his. If so, how did it happen? Had he been attacked while he was alone in the lab? She
decided to call the police. Where was that ambulance? She began to get nervous about being
attacked herself. She ran to the container on the wall that housed a fire extinguisher and a fire
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axe. She retrieved the fire axe, went back to the doctor and uneasily waited for the ambulance
and police.

The lab tech wondered how the doctor had gotten those hundreds of horrible rat bites on his
body. How did he get all that rat poop and piss on his body? All the rats were locked in their
cages. Could the doctor have somehow let out one or more rats, which somehow bit him, pooped
on him and pissed on him, and then he put the rats back in their cages? It truly was a strange
scene. The lab tech began pacing back and forth, unable to sit still in the lab.

Dagmar snapped his fingers and per his plan, every rat in the lab began to screech the highest
pitch sound that they were capable of producing. The noise so startled the lab tech that she
dropped the axe onto the floor where it landed in the blood next to the doctor. The lab tech
picked up the axe and began freaking out. "What's going on here!" she squealed. Dagmar
snapped his fingers again and the rats got louder. Dagmar snapped his fingers twice and the rats
began to jump up and down in their cages while screeching. Dagmar snapped his fingers 3 times
and the rats began slamming their food dishes against the walls of the cages while screeching.

It was too much for the lab tech and she ran out of the lab with the fire axe in her hands. Now!
Dagmar quickly escaped and released all the rats, who had continued screeching to keep the
frantic lab tech out of the lab. Per Dagmar's plan, while still loudly shrieking, the rats ran to the
doctor and bit his neck until he had so many bites that there was no way he would survive.
Dagmar instructed the rats to bite the doctor's neck in a way that it would appear as if the doctor's
neck had been cut by something. Once the rats were convinced that the doctor was a goner, they
all ran back to their cages and Dagmar locked them all in. He returned to his cage and locked
himself in. The rats continued their screeching while waiting for something that signaled the
arrival of the ambulance and/or police. Since it was dark outside, the flashing lights of the police
car through the lab windows had alerted the rats to cease their racket. They became silent. The
lab tech was still holding the fire axe when she greeted a police officer at the front door of the
building. The cop took the axe from her as she escorted him into the lab.

When the lab tech and cop entered the quiet lab, they spotted the doctor on the floor lying in a
pool of blood. The cop knelt down next to the doctor to check for a pulse on his neck. Seeing
the slash on the doctor's neck, the cop jumped up and asked the lab tech, "Exactly what happened
here, Ma'am?" Before the lab tech could speak, the cop said, "I received a call to respond to this
building where a woman found an unconscious doctor." She said, "Yes, I'm the woman who
called and this is the doctor, except he wasn't dead when I found him. He was only unconscious!
I swear!" The cop looked around the lab and saw all the rats sitting quietly in their cages, eating,
drinking water and snoozing. The cop looked at the blood on the blade of the axe and looked at
the wound on the doctor's neck. The cop said, "Ma'am, I'm afraid I'm going to have to place you
under arrest!" She cried, "No, you don't understand!"
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39. Earnest's Call

For years, Earnest's doctor had recommended that he quit smoking. The doctor always
maintained that people who smoked were idiots. It was that simple; his patients could take the
advice or leave it. The doctor didn't care if people were offended by his critical advice. He didn't
care if his patients found another doctor. When the doctor had taken his Hippocratic Oath, he
became completely devoted to healing people who were sick and helping people to prevent
themselves from getting sick in the first place. The best way to be healthy was to not start
smoking in the first place. If for some reason a person became an idiot and started smoking, they
should try their hardest to quit.

Forty years of smoking can do a lot of damage to a person's body. Earnest had finally quit
smoking on his 80th birthday the previous month. Earnest celebrated his birthday alone on his
farm, since his wife had passed away 3 years before and he had no kids. He didn't have any
friends left. Earnest felt himself getting healthier within that first month of quitting smoking. He
used to get really short of breath while doing all the work around the farm. He had to stop to rest
all day and it took him forever to accomplish the work each day. He used to cough all day lung
from lung congestion. His lungs were clearing up and his wind was coming back.

His health was improving; he wished he had listened to his doctor long ago. He was actually
starting to feel as strong as he felt at 60 years old. He began doing some of the things that he had
put off doing around the farm, such as repairing the barn. The barn was located the length of a
football field from the house, 300 feet. The barn was 151 years old and was constructed of the
finest timbers available at its time of construction. It was assembled using the most efficient and
longest lasting means of construction of the time. Eventually, things require repair and upkeep.
The slate roof was still intact and would likely last for another 151 years. The main supporting
timbers were ok, as were the various upper trusses. The siding was the problem, having rotted
through in many places, due to neglect. Earnest had never performed any maintenance on the
barn, hoping that he would never have to. He probably didn't actually have to do anything to the
barn; it was still standing after all. The act of quitting smoking had given him a new leash on life
and he felt energetic enough to tackle the barn repairs.

Earnest had a stack of wood that was purchased years ago, that had been dedicated to eventually
repairing the siding. The wood was in the shed next to the barn. It was a simple matter of taking
out the bad wood and putting in good wood. He planned to replace the wood one piece at a time,
because that way the ladder would be set up in the same place for removal and replacement. He
began on the right side of the barn, which was the most damaged side from the blowing wind and
rain. He stacked a repair piece of wood next to the ladder, which was leaned against the barn
next to the rotten piece. He first removed the rotten piece with a hammer and pry bar, and then
tossed the rotted piece to the ground. He then nailed the new piece in place at the top, then at the
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bottom. He progressed along the side of the barn from left to right. Halfway across the barn at
about noon, he was reaching for the next new piece to nail, suddenly felt dizzy and fell off the
ladder onto the ground.

When he awoke 4 hours later, he found himself on the ground at the base of the ladder. He didn't
know where he was at first, and then remembered he had been fixing the barn. He tried to get up,
but couldn't. For some reason, his left leg and arm were numb and apparently useless. "What
happened?" he said aloud. He noticed when he said the words that they were indistinguishable.
He was aware of what he had said; he couldn't understand it though. He tried to speak again,
"What the heck happened?" Again, his speech was garbled and indecipherable. He tried to lift
his left hand to touch his mouth as he talked, to determine what happened to his mouth. He
thought that he might have landed on his face when he fell off the ladder and his lips and tongue
were swollen. He couldn't lift his left hand. He lifted his right hand and touched his face,
noticing that the left side of his face felt as numb as his left arm and leg.

The way his face felt was probably the reason for his slurred speech. Earnest remembered
hearing about the symptoms that he was having. The symptoms were the result of a stroke. He
had friends who suffered from strokes - some had mild strokes; some had severe strokes. The
way he felt at that moment felt like a severe stroke. The sun was beating down on him and was
burning his face. He tried to crawl over to the hat that had fallen off his head when he fell off the
ladder, but couldn't. It was too much of an effort. He managed to roll over onto his stomach to
protect his face from the blazing sun. His bald head was still being burned by the sun, but he was
able to shield it with his functioning right hand. How was he going to get out of the mess? He
tried crawling in the direction of the house, but was too weak. He fell asleep.

The next morning, he awoke to the rooster crowing. When he opened his eyes, he remembered
where he was and what had happened and mumbled something to himself. He noticed that he
had gone to the bathroom in his clothing. That was unfortunate. He was hungry. He
remembered the lunch pail in the barn that still contained the lunch that he hadn't gotten to the
day before. He had to get something to eat to get some strength. He couldn't think straight.
When he fell onto the ground, he ended up facing the opposite way from the barn door, so his
first challenge was to get turned around. Since he only had use of his right hand, arm and leg, he
had to rotate in a counterclockwise direction. He was lying next to the stupid ladder, which
prevented him from rotating. First, he had to pull himself forward using only the body parts on
his right side, to get clear of the ladder. Then, he would be able to rotate counterclockwise and
crawl under the ladder between the ladder and the barn and then crawl toward the barn door!

At about 7:00 am, he began pulling himself forward to clear the ladder, inch by grueling inch. It
turned out to be a much more difficult task than he thought it would be. At 80 years old, he was
still strong and wiry from doing hard farm work for many years, but he was no longer a spring
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chicken. Furthermore, he was partially paralyzed and depleted from hunger to boot! By noon, he
had crawled far enough to clear the ladder, rotate counterclockwise and crawl to the corner of the
barn. The door was just around the corner to the right. He was exhausted, thirsty and even
hungrier than he had been when he started crawling. He struggled to crawl around the corner to
his right, having to crawl in an arc that eventually led to the door opening. At 4:00 pm, he was in
the barn! He crawled to where he put his lunch pail. He couldn't reach it! He forgot that he had
placed his lunch pail on the railing to keep it away from the mice that were always on the floor of
the barn! He looked around for a solution.

He saw some hay bales that could be arranged into a ramp that he could crawl up to get to the
lunch pail. He got to work. By 7:00 pm, he was at the top of the hay bale ramp reaching for his
lunch pail. When he opened the lunch pail, the smell of the tuna fish sandwich hit him like a
brick. The sandwich had gotten really stinky sitting in the hot lunch pail for so long, but he ate it
anyway. Since he had been so hungry, he devoured the sandwich as quickly as he could,
followed by the apple and entire thermos bottle of cherry drink. Initially, he felt a lot better,
finally getting something in his stomach, and then something happened. He began feeling
queasy. He wondered if he had suffered a concussion when he fell off the ladder. He vomited
the entire lunch onto the hay bale ramp. He cried and fell asleep, being too weak to crawl back
down the ramp.

The next morning, he awoke to the rooster crowing. He was still up on the hay bale ramp. He
was sick, thirsty, tired and hungry. He smelled the barf from the previous day and barfed again.
He had to get off that stinking ramp before he barfed again! He rotated around and crawled
down. If he didn't get something to eat soon, he was going to starve to death. Of course! The
hog! Before Earnest had begun repairing the barn, he had hung a butchered 1/2 hog in the corner
of the barn that he had intended to process into parcels for meals. He had planned to do the
processing after he had finished that first side of the barn. The hog was still hanging in the
corner; he could see it. If he could make his way to the hog, he could start eating it and gain
some necessary nutrition. He began crawling over to the hanging hog. He was so weak, that he
didn't reach the hog until noon.

The hog was hanging from a chain that was connected to a barn rafter. He couldn't reach it from
his lying down position! He licked some of the blood that dripped on the floor to get anything he
could for sustenance. He managed to raise himself up to a kneeling position with great difficulty.
He felt dizzy and lay down again. He rose to his knees again and tried to tear a piece from the
raw hog. It was impossible, so he bit into it. Since the hog had been split by the butcher from
whom he bought the hog, Earnest was able to eat the hog from the inside. The hog was hanging
with its head down, so he ate some of the neck meat. He waited for a few moments between
bites to make sure he was able to keep the food down. After a 1/2 hour of eating, he felt better
and took a nap. At 5:00 pm, he awoke from his nap and ate some more of the raw hog. Beggars
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couldn't be choosers, he thought. He felt drowsy and fell asleep again.

The next morning, he awoke to the rooster crowing. It was unfortunate for Earnest that he had
outlived his friends and wife, since no one would know of his predicament. He had to make his
way to the phone in the house, or he would be facing some hard times. His stroke had definitely
done some damage to him, but he was still alive and able to eat. The moisture from the raw hog
supplied his body with some water, but he was still really thirsty. The water supply in the house
was fed by a well. There was an old-fashioned hand-cranked faucet fed by the same well, located
halfway between the house and the barn. Earnest supposed that if he started crawling to the
house, he could stop off along the way at the faucet for water.

He recognized that his ability to move any real distance was severely limited. It would likely
take him weeks to make it to the house. He had to try. Earnest's parents didn't raise any quitters.
He had to be prepared for the journey. He looked around the barn for some necessary items. He
found a dirty leak-free bucket that he would use to carry a supply of meat from the hog. He
could fill the bucket with 5 gallons of meat. As he crawled, he would have food to eat on the
way to the faucet. At the faucet, he could top off the bucket with water, so that he would have
meat and water in the bucket. Then, he would be well stocked for his journey from the faucet to
the house.

Earnest couldn't believe what he was planning to do! It was like a story out of a science-fiction
book! He had no choice. It was either continue on his crazed quest or die in the dirt like a rat.
He retrieved the bucket and filled it with hunks torn from the hog to the brim. He tied 1 end of a
rope around the bucket toward the bottom, and tied the other end around his waist, so he could
drag the bucket as he dragged his body. The bucket was heavy. Since Earnest didn't know how
long it would take to get to the house, he wanted to bring along as much meat as he could
physically drag. The full bucket of meat was definitely all he could drag.

He started crawling to the house. He had found an old tarp in the barn in which he wrapped his
naked body. Earnest concluded that he couldn't stand the smell of his own stink any longer.
Since he had been popping and pissing in his clothes the past few days, he had enough. He
stripped bare and wrapped up in the tarp. His entire body would be covered from the blazing
sun. The bottom of his body would be protected from being scraped on the ground. When he
had to go the bathroom, he would remove the tarp, roll over onto the ground and do whatever
bodily function he had to do. Then he would roll back onto the tarp and wrap it around his body
again. He thought he had as good of a plan as he could muster under the conditions.

Dragging the bucket of meat as he crawled, turned out to be much more difficult than he
estimated. He had enough trouble as it was awkwardly pulling himself along using only the right
muscles of his dilapidated body. He thought that his crawling pace had slowed to a crawl! The
thought sounded funny and made him laugh to himself. He was glad that he still had his sense of
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humor. His sense of humor had gotten him through many tough times. He would really need
that sense of humor during his latest tough time. As difficult as it was to drag the bucket of meat,
he had to do it. He sensed that the bucket was the difference between life and death. Since a 5-
gallon bucket of water weighs about 43 pounds, he had a good amount of meat there. He
calculated that if he ate 1 pound of meat per day, which was adequate nutrition, he could crawl
for at least 43 days, if necessary.

When he made it to the faucet, the water would provide him with an additional valuable
substance that his body required. The worst-case scenario would be that he would have to crawl
for maybe 2 months. The latter part of the crawl would have water involved for nutrition. It
couldn't possibly take that long to crawl to the house, but at least he was prepared. As Earnest
crawled, the mornings, days and evenings came and went. He napped often along the way, due
to exhaustion. As the days passed, the meat in the bucket began to spoil. Earnest had predicted
that would happen and didn't care. There was nothing he could do about it. His choice was to
eat the foul hog and live uncomfortably for a while, or die a coward's death.

Earnest chose to live. He was no coward and he would never give up. The problem with the
meat spoiling wasn't just the smell it was creating. Crows caught wind of the smell. Even
though the bucket was covered to prevent flies from getting at the meat, the crows were still able
to smell it. The crows began flying in a circle overhead. Earnest heard the crows, but continued
crawling. He had to make it home. The crows began following behind Earnest on the ground.

After 3 weeks of crawling, he had reached the faucet and he still had plenty of meat in the
bucket! He drank from the faucet on and off for hours. Then he ate some meat and drank more
water. He felt so much better after drinking the water. He definitely knew he would make it to
the house! He stayed at the faucet for 2 days, drinking water, eating meat and napping. When he
felt fully hydrated again, he topped off the bucket of meat with water and headed to the house.

The smell of the rotten pork in the bucket was somewhat deadened by the water in the bucket.
The crows had backed off and Earnest could see the finish line. He crawled for another 2 weeks
and had made it to the front yard of the house! He continued dragging the bucket and crawling
until he made it to the front door. At that point, he abandoned the bucket. It had served him
well. He crawled into the house just as the thunder started rolling in from the east. Earnest heard
the thunder, feeling safe in his house and crawled to the phone. The thunder became louder.
Earnest picked up the receiver, dialed 911 and listened for the dispatcher to answer. The
dispatcher said, "911, what is your emergency?" Earnest spoke into the phone as clearly as he
could, "My name is Earnest. I think I had a stroke. Please help me!" The dispatcher said, "I can't
understand you sir! Can you speak more clearly?" As Earnest tried to repeat what he had just
said, he heard a loud thunder clap and the phone line went dead.
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40. Ellsworth's Spark

Ellsworth missed many things about his homeland of Egypt, but he mainly missed the heat. The
zoo in which he was currently being held captive provided all the niceties of home such as food,
water and a place to sleep, but it was never warm enough for his liking. Inside the camel
paddock were a big wooden structure to sleep in, a water trough with fresh water and various
foodstuffs to eat. Way back in the corner of the paddock was the area for storing the used straw.
The used straw in the sleeping structure was cleaned out each morning and placed in the paddock
corner, where it sat for a week. At the end of the week, the zookeepers removed the large pile of
pooped on, pissed on straw. The stinky corner was far enough away from the front fence of the
paddock that the visitors never smelled it. The camels couldn't smell it from the sleeping
structure either. That corner served its purpose, at the convenience of the zoo.

One afternoon, Ellsworth was standing at the front fence of the paddock, eating carrots that were
being fed to him by a woman and her children. The woman had purchased the carrots from one
of the many carrot vendors in the zoo. Visitors could feed zoo animals with either bags of carrots
from a vendor or with small handfuls of corn from one of those corn vending machines. Per zoo
rules, no carrots or corn from outside the zoo were allowed to be fed to the animals due to
possible contamination. Ellsworth loved the sweetness of the carrots and habitually stood at the
fence all day gorging on them. He also ate the kernels of corn to humor the children, but
preferred the carrot pieces for their larger size.

Ellsworth's lips had become unusually dexterous over the years at the zoo from eating those
small pieces of corn. Normally the kids held out the palms of their hands with the corn in it and
Ellsworth ate the corn from the hands. Some pieces of corn inevitably fell onto the ground.
Sometimes nervous and jerky children threw the corn on the ground, too afraid to make contact
with the camel in any way, which was understandable. It took a delicate feel for a camel to pick
up the tiny corn kernels from the ground and not eat any dirt with the corn. The other camels
didn't have Ellsworth's patience with trying to eat clean kernels; they simply ate the dirt with the
corn. As a result of careful corn eating, Ellsworth's lips had the touch of a jeweler.

While Ellsworth was eating the carrots from the kids, one of the kids threw the last piece from
the bag over the fence and it landed on the ground. The woman and kids walked away and
Ellsworth bowed his head down to find the piece of carrot. Under some leaves next to the carrot
piece, Ellsworth found the object that a visitor from the day before had dropped. Ellsworth
picked up the object and walked to the back corner of the paddock and the big straw pile.

Ellsworth had observed how the man operated the object to create a small brilliant flash of light
that he placed close to a white object in his mouth. The white object produced smoke of some
sort that really stunk. When the man was done using the white object, he placed it into a metal
can at the end of the fence. The man produced another white object from his shirt, put it in his
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mouth and tried to operate the light-producing object again. The man tried numerous times, gave
up and dropped the object to the ground where it fell on Ellsworth's side of the fence, out of
reach of the man. The man knelt down and tried to reach the object on the ground, but was
unable to. The man removed another light-producing object from his pocket, and operated it
until the white object in his mouth produced smoke. The man walked away with the smoking
white object in his mouth.

Ellsworth was alone at the corner of the paddock and tried to operate the light-producing object.
He was determined to produce that fascinating flash. He held the plastic body of object in his
teeth while rolling the metal wheel of the object with his upper lip. It was difficult. After 20
minutes, he finally got the wheel to make a spark, but no flash of light. What was he doing
wrong? He kept trying to spin the wheel. Then as he spun the wheel, he accidentally held down
on the tiny lever. Yes! It made the light! Ouch! Ellsworth dropped the object onto the ground.
The light had somehow burned his lip. What a strange thing, he thought. He tried again after
slightly repositioning the object. He spun the wheel, held the lever and he did it! He was able to
hold the object just right so that it produced the light without burning his lips.

He wondered what he would be able to do with the light-producing object. He didn't have any
white objects like the man had, not that he wanted to create smelly smoke anyway. Ellsworth
wondered what would happen if he knelt down on the ground in front of the smelly straw pile
and directed the hot light at the straw. He tried it. When he operated the device, something
happened to the straw. One piece of the straw started smoking then another and another. Soon
the pile of straw was producing clouds of smoke, light and heat. Ellsworth tucked the object in
the long tangled hair on his neck where no one would find it. He casually walked to the sleeping
structure where some camels were napping and joined them. Ellsworth pretended to be asleep on
the ground, but had one eye slightly open to watch the straw pile produce huge amounts of light
and smoke. It was really a spectacle! Had he caused that to happen?

Zookeepers ran into Ellsworth's paddock to retain the camels in the sleeping structure for their
protection. Soon, alarms were sounding in the zoo and the fire department arrived to extinguish
the flaming pile of smelly straw. The smell of the smoke that was pouring from the burning pile
was horrendous. Ellsworth proudly watched the burning pile of straw, knowing he was
responsible. In 15 minutes, the flames were out and all was quiet again. The next day, the zoo
seemed to have a new arrangement for the straw that was removed from the camel sleeping
structure. Each morning, zookeepers removed the pooped on and pissed on straw from the
structure, loaded it into wagons and removed it from the paddock. The zoo had apparently
realized that its laziness had led to the straw pile fire. Little did they know that it had been the
crafty Ellsworth with his light-producing object.

Ellsworth didn't realize it, but his fire had improved the paddock somewhat by eliminating the
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stinky pile of straw in the corner. The camels ended up with full use of the entire paddock to
romp and play at will. He paused to consider the cause and effect of what had taken place. One
day, he caused the straw pile to smoke and get hot and then the next day the straw pile was gone.
What if he did the same thing with the sleeping structure? The structure had been there since the
opening of the zoo, long before Ellsworth had arrived, and it had never been updated or modified
in any way. Ellsworth decided to keep all his secrets to himself. He didn't want any of the other
camels to know that he had the object stashed in his neck hair. Many of the camels were
squealers, having been born at the zoo, never knowing the relative freedom that Ellsworth had in
Egypt. The zoo-born camels didn't want any changes in their lifestyles and were content with
whatever the zookeepers saw fit.

Ellsworth wanted a new sleeping structure for himself and the other camels. He would have to
plan his next event carefully so as not to injure any camels in the process. He waited until the
next morning when the zookeepers moved all the camels out of the sleeping structure into the
paddock to clean out the used straw from the stalls in the structure. While the camels were still
out of the structure and the zookeepers had exited the paddock with the used straw, Ellsworth
would sneak back into the structure and operate the object. The zookeepers always left a little bit
of straw in the stalls of t