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Abstract

This anthology of short stories twists the concepts of writing a standard honors 

• thesis. I composed four short stories combining the elements of two of my favorite

literary genres: short fiction and children’s literature. I experimented with different 

points of view, tested various dialogues, and created some curious characters. The plots 

vary from boys cutting-up and selling dead body parts, to a little girl understanding the 

true value of a rosary. Writing these stories taught me a lot about the struggles of writing 

believable, and yet entertaining fiction. Composing this thesis, I learned and I am still 

learning about the discipline, exertion, and beauty of creative writing.
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• Writing this thesis is the best way I can finish my four years at Carroll College.

Taking what I have learned and polishing the skills I have acquired as a Writing major 

will be exemplified in this thesis. The goal of my thesis is to merge two of my favorite 

literary genres into an original creative composition. This thesis contains four works that

share the elements of both children’s literature and short fiction.

I am continually referring to the books I have read for Fiction and Children’s 

Writing. Joan Aiken’s The Way to Write for Children and Catherine Woolley’s (Jane 

Thayer) Writing for Children are inspirational as well as instructional books on how to 

write children’s stories. Ann Charters’ anthology of short fiction, The Story and Its 

Writer, has inspired me with its broad composition of writers and their fictional works. 

Janet Burroway’s Writing Fiction has also had a tremendous impact on how I approach 

short fiction. Her book teaches the basic elements of fiction writing and then expands 

upon each element in great detail. These authors, as well as my personal favorites like 

Mark Twain, Angela Carter, Roald Dahl, and Francis Hodgson Burnett, truly inspire me 

to write fiction not only for myself, but also for others to enjoy.

Burroway shows many great insights on writing fiction; her book is a true

intellectual vacation. In her opening chapter, Burroway writes:

We write for the satisfaction of having wrestled a sentence to the page, the 
rush of discovering an image, the excitement of seeing a character come 
alive. Even the most successful writers will sincerely say that these 
pleasures—not money, fame, or glamour—are the real rewards of writing.
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Nevertheless, we forget what such joy and satisfaction feel like when we 
confront a blank page (1).

So true!

Ah, the horrors of a blank page. I have faced that fear and many other terrible 

realities in my writing process. As expected, I have been challenged with persistent

• problems in composing these short stories. One of the problems I discovered is in

deciding how much information and background I should give to the readers. For 

instance, since these are short stories I need to choose if I should incorporate 

backgrounds and twists about the characters. And if I desire to include this information, 

then I need to determine if it will be distracting to the central plot, or if it will aid in a 

more developed character.

Another problem I have been coping with is trying to combine these two genres. I 

found this to be a hovering concern as I wrote “Carrion.” The story involves adolescents 

as the main characters, but they live in an adult plot. Using the third person limited 

omniscient as my narrating viewpoint has allowed me more freedom with this story. I 

focus on Jimmy’s thoughts, and yet show other characters’ actions as well as Jimmy’s. 

Jimmy’s thoughts convey an adolescent mind set yet the third person narrator can give a 

universal feeling and therefore filter the story through for the readers. Consequently, the

t readers can view this story in particular as a young-adult short story. The plot allows

readers from the ages of thirteen and on to be entertained by a precarious and somewhat

morbid situation.

Overall, I did not have a problem with dialogue. There were a few times where I 

needed to re-word some sentences to make the dialogue sound more child-like, but 

overall it was fairly easy. I know this is one of the hardest aspects to overcome in fiction
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writing, but I have been fortunate enough to be surrounded by children for a long time. 

Years of baby-sitting allowed me to watch children mature. I have observed and played 

with them; subconsciously, I learned and recorded their behavior and motivations for 

their actions. Little did I know that all those tedious weekends of baby-sitting would pay

off beyond the dollars per hour.

The payoff is I need to write. Writing is the only way I can truly express my 

feelings and let my imagination go crazy. I have a terribly overactive imagination, and 

by writing creatively, I permit my imagination’s ideas to become a literary reality. I am a 

storyteller by nature. I feel completely alive when I tell people stories whether they be 

ghost stories, fiction stories, or my own personal triumphs. Ifeed off ofpeople’s 

expressions and emotions. I observe their gestures and their quirks, so that I can 

someday incorporate them into my work. I do all of this to relieve my mind, express my 

thoughts and feelings, and to entertain myself as well as anyone else who is interested in 

what I have to say or write.
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Ifie, Terfect Rosary

Doodling on her notebook, Lee sat impatiently with her friends in their fourth- 

grade religion class. Her teacher, Mrs. Maxwell began class by saying, “I have brought

• something very special for class today.” Some of the girls giggled with excitement; the

boys showed their joy by slapping high ‘fives’ and shouting “Alright! That’s cool!”

When Mrs. Maxwell told them that she had something special for them, the class 

assumed she had brought her homemade peppermint taffy. So it was a big surprise when 

Mrs. Maxwell revealed a box too small to hold two pieces of taffy.

“Does anyone here know what a rosary is?” Mrs. Maxwell asked.

No one in the class said anything for a few seconds, then Roger guessed, “Is it that thing 

that looks like a necklace that people carry around with them?”

Mrs. Maxwell smiled, “You’re on the right track, Roger.” Does anybody else 

have an idea?” When no one responded, Mrs. Maxwell slowly opened the white leather 

box. It creaked slightly before it completely creased back. Carefully, Mrs. Maxwell 

picked up the beaded “necklace” as Roger had called it, and let it dangle. “I’ll pass it 

around so you can hold it and get a better look,” she said.

From the moment Mrs. Maxwell lifted the rosary to the light, Lee gazed on with 

wonder. The rosary was the most beautiful object she had ever seen. As Mrs. Maxwell 

explained the rosary’s significance, Lee listened intently, anxiously awaiting her turn to

hold it.

“The rosary isn’t a necklace even though it looks like one,” Mrs. Maxwell said. 

“People use the rosary for a number of different reasons, but primarily they use it to pray
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to Jesus’ mother, Mary. With each bead you touch, you say a prayer..Lee listened to 

Mrs. Maxwell, learning when to say which prayer with its corresponding bead.

Alicia, the girl behind Lee, tapped her on the shoulder. Lee was the last student in 

her class to hold the holy rosary. She carefully traced her fingers over each smooth 

crimson bead, feeling the power of prayer and connection between God and herself. The 

beads were little polished pebbles that had many sides to them. Each different in their 

own way, but similar enough to make the rosary look and feel unified. Repeating the 

“Hail Mary” over and over again created a sense of relaxation throughout her body. Lee 

felt a physical connection to Mary, as if she were sitting next to her—praying with her.

She fingered the length of the beads until she completed the circle of fifty-four 

pebbles. At the end of circle there was a small silver, oval metal starting a chain of beads 

that Mrs. Maxwell called the pendant. The metal had engraved on it the face of Mary on 

one side and the face of Jesus on the other. Lee rubbed her finger over the cold, 

imprinted metal and continued to examine the rest of the pendant. The pendant completed 

the rosary with five additional crimson beads and a crucifix.

Lee held and caressed each of the fifty-nine beads of this rosary, saying prayers as 

she went along. The obnoxious twang of the school bell resounded in her ears, and she

• awakened from her trance of the rosary and the tranquility of prayer.

After school Lee picked up her younger sister, Stephanie, from her first grade 

class. The girls talked all the way home. Stephanie picked up the fallen chestnuts from 

the trees as Lee told her about the rosary.
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Stephanie responded, “Well we got to draw Jesus today in our religion class.” 

While Stephanie explained her drawing, Lee kicked and stomped the brittle leaves that 

littered their pathway.

“Oh, Steph, that’s boring. You don’t even know what a rosary is, but I’ll show 

you, ‘cuz I am going to get my very own.”

Reaching their house, Lee and Stephanie burst through the front door, each giving 

their mother a huge squeeze. Stephanie cried, “Mom, Mom! Look what I got for you.” 

She dumped all her chestnuts from that day’s walk into her mom’s accepting hands.

“Wow Stephanie! Those are beautiful, aren’t they? Thank you. Will you put 

them in a bowl for me?” Stephanie nodded, and skipped into the kitchen, intent on

finding the perfect bowl to display her chestnuts.

Lee took this opportunity to tell her mom about the rosary. “You mean you know 

what a rosary is?” Lee asked, surprised and somewhat disappointed about what her 

mother knew. Lee continued, her excitement rising again. “Mom, I want one for myself. 

I go to church, and I think that means I need one. Holding the rosary - well, I don’t 

know how to explain it, but it makes me feel like I can touch God.”

“I think having a rosary is a wonderful idea, Lee.”

S “So you and Dad will buy one for me?”

“No, Lee. I think it is wonderful that you want your own rosary. But I think 

you’ll love it even more if you save for it and buy it yourself.”

“But Mom, that will take years!”

“Not if you don’t spend your allowance on bubble gum and toys, and you can 

work on some odd jobs around the house.”
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Lee hung her head and booted the chair. “Now I’ll never get my own rosary,” she 

whined. “It will take me forever to buy one like Mrs. Maxwell’s.” Slouching, she

wandered to her room.

Lee untied her shoes and lifted her plaid jumper over head. Lying down on her 

bed, she tried to convince herself she didn’t need a rosary. “I guess rosaries aren’t that 

wonderful. I mean it is just a bunch of stupid beads...” Starting to sniffle, Lee thought 

out loud as she stared at her glow-in-the-dark stars and planets mapped out on her ceiling, 

“But today, when I held the rosary, it felt like I was holding God’s hand while I prayed.

The beads let me touch God and know He is here.”

Lee slid off her bed and opened her dresser drawer where she kept her money.

She counted up everything, even her ‘lucky’ pennies. She had a total of two dollars and 

thirty-five cents. “This won’t buy me a rosary,” she mumbled. Tossing her crumpled 

bills and loose change on her bed, Lee glanced over at her overflowing candy drawer and 

confessed, “That just might have bought me a rosary.”

Over the next three weeks Lee helped her mom with the laundry and washed all

dinner dishes. Lee even sacrificed the “slumber party of the year” to stay home with her 

sister and cousin while her parents enjoyed a night out for dinner and a movie. One

• Saturday, she told her dad that she would rake up all the leaves rather than stomping and

jumping on them. So her dad gave her a rake and a garbage bag. Stephanie helped her 

pick up the leftovers.

That afternoon, while the girls warmed themselves by the fire, their mother 

announced, “Guess what girls—next weekend we are going to your Grandma’s house...” 

They interrupted her with a squeal of delight. Their mother continued, “And Lee,
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Rochester has a great Christian gift store where you will be able to look, and maybe buy 

your rosary.”

Lee’s eyes practically erupted out of their sockets. “Really Mom? Can we go 

right when we get there? Please.”

“Sure, you deserve it.”

Lee raced up the stairs to her room to recount her savings. Fumbling through her 

sock drawer she pulled out the wad of crumpled dollar bills and loose change. After 

today’s earnings, she should have about $14. Turning each bill the same way, Lee began 

to count. But there was a problem. She only calculated nine dollars. “Well, I’ll count 

again.” Lee could hear the echo ofher own heartbeat. “MOM! Mom!” she wailed, “Do 

you know where all my money is?”

“I don’t, honey, but don’t worry. Check all your hiding places.” Lee’s mother 

responded too calmly, Lee thought. But Lee took her mother’s advice and checked her 

wallet, pockets, cubbyholes, and under her bed. There was no money. Lee began to 

panic even more. Throwing her socks one by one out of the drawer, she came across her 

favorite purple Viking fan socks. As she was about to fling them into the pile, she felt a 

small lump. In the Viking pair were five, one-dollar bills; she smiled, remembering

> hiding some there. “Oh, thank God!” Lee whispered with a sigh with relief.

The following Saturday, Lee and Stephanie walked the three blocks from their 

grandma’s house to the Christian gift store. “Where are your rosaries?” Lee asked the 

storekeeper, keeping a tight sweaty grip on the money.

Lee and her sister scrambled over to the comer, and there they saw all sorts of 

rosaries. There were wooden ones, and rosaries made out of stone and metal. Out of the
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comer of her eye Lee saw a blue rosary hanging from three nails. It was raised high on 

the wooden shelf that supported it, set apart from the other rosaries, glittering in the 

afternoon sun. The beads were a summer-sky blue; they mirrored the color of Lee’s eyes. 

She gasped with awe, nudging her sister. “Steph, Stephanie look at that one.”

Stephanie’s expression reflected Lee’s emotions, her eyes widened and her mouth agape, 

“Wow!” she blurted out. Lee asked for help from the salesman. He carefully raised it

from its wooden beam and took it to the sales counter.

“That’ll be $12.75,” the storekeeper said. Lee counted out her money three times 

just to make sure she had the correct amount. She gave the salesman her handful of one 

dollar bills, and all her quarters, nickels, and dimes. The salesman then proceeded to 

wrap her rosary in tissue paper.

“That’s O.K. I’d like to just carry it, please. Thanks!” Lee said.

“Let’s go, Lee.” Stephanie tugged on Lee’s jacket. Lee wrapped her rosary 

around her hand and fed the beads through her thumb and her forefinger, just as she had 

watched Mrs. Maxwell do. Stephanie begged again, “Come on, let’s go ‘cuz Grandma 

said she’d let us braid her hair when we got back.” The girls skipped out of the store 

while Lee’s eyes remained focused on her special purchase.

9 Lee and her family arrived back home the next day. Stephanie rummaged through

Lee’s suitcase looking for her sister’s new rosary. After finding the chained beads, she 

raised the rosary and hung it around her neck. Then Stephanie rubbed her mother’s 

lipstick all over her mouth and slipped her feet into her mother’s black high-heels and 

draped over her shoulders a red, silk scarf. Sidestepping down the stairs she looked for
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her mom and Lee to show them her new costume. “Look, Lee, your rosary is the perfect 

necklace for my princess costume.”

Lee looked over from the watching Duck Tales, and saw Stephanie 

twirling in circles, “What are you doing with my rosary?” Lee jumped off the couch and 

pushed her sister into the recliner. “Do you know how hard I worked for this?” Lee 

screamed at Stephanie, grabbing the rosary.

“I’m playing with it; you can’t just take it. Mom said we have to share

everything, Lee.”

“I’m not sharing this, Step. So give it to me.” Lee pulled tighter at the rosary. 

Feeling the bum on the back ofher neck, Stephanie began to cry, “You’re hurting

me, and you’re going to break my necklace.”

Realizing her sister was right, Lee loosened her grip. “It’s not a necklace, and if

you don’t give it to me right now, I am going to call Mom.”

“Fine,” Stephanie said trying to catch her breath between her sobs, “You can have

your stupid necklace, rosary, or whatever it is. I don’t want it.”

“It’s a rosary, Stephanie.” Lee said realizing now, more than ever, how much

power it beholds, “And you shouldn’t wear it. It is supposed to be prayed with. You 

<| hold it in your hand and let your fingers touch the beads. Don’t you see?”

Stephanie shook her head, “No.”

“With a rosary, Steph, you talk to Mary, Jesus, and God; you just recite the 

prayers, and they’ll for sure hear you. The rosary is a special connection to them. It 

gives us something to hold onto while they’re listening.”
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“Mom says that we don’t need anything special to talk to God. She said we don’t 

need a phone or anything. So what’s so special about a rosary?”

“You don’t need a rosary; it just helps me feel like I am holding onto Mary’s 

hand, or whoever I am praying to. It makes me feel that they are right here in our house. 

It helps me know that they are listening. You don’t need it, Steph! I just think it helps.”

“Oh, I think I understand.” Stephanie wiped her nose and eyes with her mother’s

silk scarf and left the room.

A couple of hours later Stephanie slowly walked into the bedroom where Lee was 

praying with her beautiful new rosary. Stephanie watched Lee move her fingers from 

one bead to another once she completed a “Hail Mary.” “That really is pretty, Lee. I am 

glad you found one you like, and I am sorry about playing dress-up with it.” Stephanie 

whispered.

“Thanks, Steph. I forgive you. You wanna pray with me?”

“Sure.” So both girls kneeled at the side of the bed, gestured the sign of the cross, 

and continued to quietly praise God. The girls shared the crystal blue beads, whispering 

their prayers and petitioning their special intentions. The blue gems glittered and dangled 

between the sisters, separated and yet united by a small shiny silver chain.

0 That night, Lee snuck out of bed and grabbed the box of play jewelry from the

closet that she and her sister shared. She descended the stairs and turned on a study lamp 

in the family room. Lee started pulling out all the pop-together beads. Sorting them into 

five piles by color to represent the different prayers of mystery. Lee took out her markers 

and a piece of paper so she could label each section of the rosary. On the paper she wrote
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what prayer went with which bead. She completed this rosary by taping a total of six 

toothpicks together; three vertically and three horizontally. She had made a crucifix.

The next morning when Stephanie woke and went to eat her breakfast, she 

shouted with delight. “Mom- Dad-look!” There on her place mat was her very own

• rosary and a card that included simple color-coordinated instructions on how to recite the

prayers of the rosary.

Stephanie looked up to see Lee rubbing her eyes as she came down the stairs. 

“Lee! Wow, thank you so much.” Stephanie exclaimed with joy.

On her way to the bathroom to wash her hands, Lee, not quite awake, made an 

attempt at a wink, and smiled. “It’s not that big of a deal, but you’re welcome anyway 

Steph; I hope you like it.”

“I do. I love it. Now I have my very own rosary, just like you.” Leaning down 

to hand Sabastian, their dog, a bite of bacon, she whispered in his ear, “But I still think 

those pretty blue beads would look nice with my pink Easter dress, don’t you,

Sabastian?”
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^Fish On!

e
“Fish on! Fish on!” The crewman’s voice screeched as it echoed around

the deck of the boat. Dad knocked on the pane of glass that separated me from the brisk

Alaska wind.

“Honey, it’s yours. Are you up to pulling this one in?” Dad peered 

through the reflection on the glass door. I smiled and nodded. I was just recovering from

a first-time battle with seasickness.

I shut my eyes as I tried to compose myself on the stem of the boat. The 

wind tangled layers of my hair and whipped them across my face where they occasionally 

would catch in my mouth. “Are you excited, Maggy?” Dad was obviously excited for 

me. “Just be strong, maintain your balance and you can do it, O.K.?”

“Maybe it’s a shark; wouldn’t that be cool? Then my goal would be 

accomplished.” I said smiling, squinting my eyes to stop the sun from blinding me.

“I doubt it, ‘Micro.’ Let’s hustle though; you don’t want it to get away.”

• Dad burst the images I had of catching Jaws.

One of the crewman on board had obnoxious bleached-blond hair; I 

assumed he was from California. He gargled his voice loud enough so that I could hear 

him, “Hope it’s a shark. Those damn things eat everything where I come from. Vicious 

bastards - everyone of them should be caught and gutted.” Cringing from the image of a 

bloody fish, I wandered over to Mr. Warner.
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Mr. Warner gripped the pole tightly and directed it into its stand. “Are ya 

ready, Mag?” Spitting his tobacco plug into the ocean, his southern drawl somewhat 

muffled. “It’s a biggen.”

He reminded me of how I was supposed to hold the pole. I braced it with 

my body because I could not rely completely on the strength in my upper arms. Mr. 

Warner watched as I took control of the pole.

“Come-on fish.. .come-on.” I whispered. With that the pole jumped 

forward pulling my seventeen-year-old body along with it. “Whoa...! It is a big one,

Mr. Warner.” He smiled as he manned his own pole. The pole just bobbed up and down 

like a sewing needle making a stitch in the water with every descent. I pushed my body 

away from the railing of the boat as I composed myself once again.

I could taste and feel the salt of the ocean water on my face. I licked my 

chapped lips as I pulled back on the pole. Whatever was on the other end tugged twice as 

hard as I had just yanked. My hip bone banged against the white railing, making a loud 

enough thud that the rest of the guests on the boat looked over their shoulders to make

sure I hadn’t fallen in.

“That’s one stubborn bastard, ain’t it? Tom, did you see whatever your 

# daughter is dealing with?” Mr. Warner bellowed to my father spitting and chuckling

with every flick of his wrist.

I kept gripping the pole as my fingers turned from a rough red to a ghostly 

white. “How’s it going, Maggy?” Dad called, as he was gutting his recent catch on the 

table by the door. The winds carried the stench of the dissected fish.
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“I’m fine, but this little guy is strong. What do you think it is?” Dad 

didn’t reply so I kept pulling back on the pole.

“Rick - Tom—would y’all help little Maggy. I think she has more than 

she can handle.” Mrs. Warner called from the upper deck where she snapped some more 

pictures of the shoreline.

“Ah, now Phyllis, she’s got it taken care of—she’s her Daddy’s girl.” 

Another cheekful of tobacco flew through the air as if it were an exclamation point of his 

fine argument.

He was right; I didn’t need any help. I may be a girl, but I planned to 

prove to everyone that I could muster enough strength to pull in this ocean-loving

creature.

My backbone curved so far backwards, it resembled the crescent moon of 

the night prior. “Ahhh!” My thoughts disappeared with the thud of my body against the 

border of the boat. “Why you little....” Remembering my father is nearby, I decided to 

keep my mouth shut, but now it was war. I stared down into the blanket of water, hoping 

to catch a glimpse of my newest enemy—nothing. I couldn’t decipher where the fishing 

line perforated the dark abyss.

# I pulled with all my might, and then my hand gripped the reel of the pole.

I turned the crank as fast as I possibly could, but I reeled in only about an inch and a half 

of line. “Fine,” I whispered through my clenched teeth. Pushing hard against the reel of 

the pole, my arm began to shake. Finally, I completed one full rotation. I did it again. 

Not strength. Willpower, yes, willpower, that’s what I need.
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Another full rotation. Then doubt flooded my mind. Is he still there? I 

stopped cranking and loosened my grip on the pole. I pulled the stick lightly into my 

abdomen. “Dad, I think it let g—” My body thrust forward, and my hand blindly 

searched for the knob of the reel. Sliding my hand over the sweaty knob, the pole jerked 

forward again. Before making its way into the open arms of the ocean, I grabbed it and 

maintained my firm grip.

The mouth of whatever I had caught clamped harder to the line and 

continued to fight for its freedom. I fought that much harder. After all, I wanted to see 

the creature that was indirectly, yet individually responsible for all the bruises that I knew 

would ail me for the next week. This was a true test of my upper-body strength. Being a 

girl, I knew I wasn’t equipped with all the might I should have in this particular situation, 

but I there was no way that I was going to let something like my female anatomy stop me 

from reaching my goal. If I could hold on a little while longer, I knew Dad would be so 

proud of me if I could just pull this catch in.

I braced my foot against the side of the boat, pushing on it so hard that I 

was partially afraid that I was going to punch a hole right through it. I twisted the knob 

of the reel once again with all the vigor and power I could convoke. The pole’s racing

9 zigzag motion indicated that the creature was approaching the surface.

“Hey - Look! I think it’s coming.” I shouted as the pole reached over the 

side of the boat just like a bow absent the arrow. Leaning back farther and farther, the 

creature kept putting up a fight, biting the line harder and tighter. The battle continued.

So I persisted with my struggle.
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The noise of the retracting fishing line sounded like a seagull with a 

scratching squawk. Fearful that I was going to break my backbone, I paused a minute, 

but my menacing foe did not. It ripped the line rapidly one way and then another. I just 

reeled the line in faster with all the strength I could find.

“Jim, grab the net. I think she just about has it.” Mr. Fox yelled to the 

young crewman, who was nice enough to assist me with this fierce creature. Splash! The 

streamlined body crashed through a wave too quick for me to see it, but loud enough for 

me to respond with that much more effort.

Jim carefully climbed down the soaked wooden steps to the lowest deck 

with net in hand. “Keep reeling him in, Maggy; you got it.” Jim said calmly. The pole 

was zigzagging so fast that I felt as if I had no control whatsoever. Tightening my grip 

once again, I gave it a final tug and one last rotation.

“What is it, Jimmy?” Dad’s curiosity spoke before anybody else said a 

word. Jim cut the line and raised the net to eye level.

Examining it carefully he answered, “It appears to be a shark, Tom. Yup,

it sure is.”

“Well I’ll be damned, Maggy. I’ll be damned.” Dad smiled at me,

9 “Looks like you got your shark after all.”

“Are you serious? Is it really a shark?” I asked, peering over the railing

on my tiptoes.

“See for yourself if you like. It’s a dog shark.” Jim held the net away at 

an arms length and placed it on the fishing deck. Carefully, I approached the creature. It

24



slipped around on the deck of the boat and flopped its body around just as it had teetered 

the fishing pole minutes prior.

The “California crewman” approached the shark and kicked its body so 

that it slipped around in the salt-water puddle. Oily bastards aren’t they? He aimed to 

spit on it, but I swept its body with the net. “What cha’ gonna do with it?”

“I don’t know”

“If you let me, I’ll take care of him.” He bit off the top of his thumbnail, 

and spit-out the brittle remnant onto the deck.

“Nah, that’s all right, I—” Just then Mrs. Warner called to me.

“Maggy, Honey, you stay right there, I’m coming down to snap some 

pictures of you with your fine catch.” I smiled in thankfulness for the distraction. Now I 

didn’t have to answer the Californian’s plea to kill my catch.

After three posed pictures from several different angles, I studied this 

shark. My knees cracked as I crouched down to examine the oily gray creature. Its gills 

fluttered with the wind’s breeze. Dad and the others were busy reeling-in the next catch, 

but as I turned I caught a glimpse of his blue-eyed wink and a beaming smile directed at 

me. Smiling, I directed my attention back at the shark, and for a moment an Alaskan

9 zephyr froze me. This predator of the sea mesmerized me, so I just kept inspecting every

aspect of the creature. Too afraid to touch him, I kept a distance.

I stared into his eyes. They were beautiful, two pieces of jade glass cutting into 

me. Before I grabbed the net to release the shark, I kneeled next to him. I reached to 

touch his dorsal fin, and all I could whisper was “Wow.”
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Carrion



Carrion

• Jimmy and his mom drove along the dirt road with the small U-Haul bumping

behind them. The thunder rumbled and the lightening cracked the dark sky. The 

silhouetted trees were the ghosts of that ominous afternoon.

“Are you ready for this, sweetie?” Jimmy’s mom patted Jimmy’s leg.

“Yah. I guess.”

“We’re going to be fine.”

Jimmy nodded. “I have heard a lot of strange things about this town, Mom.”

“Like what?”

“Like it’s haunted, and that everyone is related to each other.”

“James, this isn’t one of your horror movies. It’s only a rural town only a

hundred and fifty miles away from our old house.” Jimmy’s mom switched the 

Carpenters’ tape to the other side; “Rainy Days and Mondays” resounded through their 

station wagon.

They were silent for the next fifteen minutes as they drove past the sign that read: 

“Welcome to Saidesville, Washington.” The wheat fields swayed with the gusts of wind. 

Small mountains tried to rise in the distance, but nothing like the majestic ones that 

Jimmy was used to. You probably can’t even snowboard on these hills, Jimmy thought to

himself.

“What do people do here?”
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“Well, I’m not sure. I bet the kids do the same things that you did at home. 

Saidesville will give you an opportunity to spend more time outside. I bet you can even

learn how to fish!”

Jimmy arched one eyebrow. “Fish?”

“Well, whatever. I will be working at the hospital, and that is where many people 

in this town are employed. The others, from my understanding, are either miners or 

loggers. There are also the people employed by regular businesses like restaurants and 

department stores. It really won’t be that bad.”

“I just feel like were moving to a town that doesn’t really exist. Like it’s some 

kind of twilight zone or vortex. You know what I mean?”

“No, I don’t. Will you please just try to have a better outlook on this. James, this 

is a very hard time for me. Ever since your father died, everything has been a hundred 

times harder. I need you to be strong, and supportive about my new job and our new 

life.” A tear marred her makeup as she looked at Jimmy.

“Sorry, Mom. I’ll try. I just hope I can find some normal friends.”

“I know you’ll be able to, honey.”

t Jimmy was able to find three normal friends. In fact, he made a new best friend

immediately. Billy Sheapordson lived only four blocks away, and in no time they were 

spending every afternoon together.

The only problem now was that Jimmy needed a summer job. At twelve he 

couldn’t get a real job, but age didn’t mean anything. He is man of the house, and that’s 

what men do; they get jobs. Baby-sitting was out of the question, “ ‘cause that’s for
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girls,” Jimmy once explained to his mom. He couldn’t mow lawns or do much yard work 

because of his asthma and allergies. Anytime he mowed the lawn or pulled weeds for his 

mom, he found himself in the emergency room with an asthma attack. Jimmy’s goal for 

his young life was to buy a dirt bike just like Billy’s. His mom’s old banana-seat 

Schwinn wasn’t what Jimmy had in mind. Billy’s bike was a midnight blue dirt bike 

with hand brakes and a deluxe water bottle receptacle.

Jimmy and his new best friends met every day of the summer in Billy’s tree 

house. The old chestnut tree was taller than Billy’s house. Billy and the other guys built 

the fort together when they were in third grade. In the confines of the tree house they 

explained the tricks to roller-blading and Laser-Quest. They knew they could trust each 

other when they disclosed the secrets on how to jump from level to level on video games 

for the Play Station.

“You guys, how are we going to make money this summer?” Kevin flicked a 

penny that ricocheted off of John’s forehead.

“Watch it, dip-wad!” John threw the penny back at Kevin.

“Yah, but seriously, dude. My mom won’t give any money unless I work for it,” 

Jimmy explained to the guys.

4) Billy’s jaw bounced off of one of his many chins when he heard the word “work.”

“But last week you just had to ask for the money and you got it.”

“I know, but yesterday Mom gave me some B.S. answer.” Jimmy’s voice cracked 

imitating his mother’s: “Yowr attitude shows me that you need to grow up and learn some 

responsibility."
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“Well, you can share my money. ‘Cause all I have to do is ask my grandma for 

money, and she’ll dish it over.” Billy took a bite out of a Twinkie.

“What do we need money for anyway?” John asked.

“Retard, maybe for things like movies, candy, the arcade.” A drip of white filling 

slid down Billy’s cheek as he laughed at John.

“Hey, speaking of the arcade, you owe me a rematch on Mortal Kombat, Billy.” 

Kevin punched Billy’s arm.

“Yah! Let’s go. The last one to the arcade has to kiss Michelle Hair-from-Hell 

Salinsky.” John jumped out of the fort, booted his kickstand, and was off. The rest of the 

boys tumbled behind.

Kevin reached into his pocket, “Damn. Hey, John, can I borrow a dollar?”

“Sure.” John pulled the Velcro pouch of his wallet open. “Uh, I don’t have any

cash either.”

“Jimmy?”

“Sorry, Man, I’m out.” Jimmy pulled-out the pockets of his jeans, revealing his

poverty.

0 “Billy? You’ve gotta have some cash; you’re loaded,” Kevin insisted.

“Nope. I don’t get my allowance until tomorrow.”

“Dang-it!” Kevin stomped on a Pepsi can littered in the arcade parking lot. “This

sucks.”

The boys got back on their bikes and began riding home.

30



“Hey, let’s take the shortcut through the graveyard.” Billy suggested, pedaling

behind.

The boys shifted the gears in their bikes, with the exception of Jimmy, who just

pedaled harder. The shadows from the tombstones shaded the entire cemetery. John
f

wove in-between the headstones.

“This place gives me the creeps.” Kevin shouted to the other guys.

“Yah. I know what you mean, Kev.” Jimmy rode parallel to Kevin in the row to

the right. In the distance they saw red and blue lights flashing near the railroad track.

“ ‘Nother suicide, man.” John stopped peddling and coasted down the dirt path. 

“Yah. It looks like it.” Billy raced ahead. “Come-on, guys. Let’s go check it

out.”

“What do you mean, another suicide?” Jimmy called to his friends.

“We just had a lot lately down at the tracks.” John yelled to Jimmy.

The four boys braked as best as they could on the gravel slope. They threw down

their bikes and wove through the crowd. Most of the women in the crowd were trying 

not to look, but they kept turning their heads to see the gory scene. The men just shook

their heads.

Q “Excuse me, kids.” The boys separated for Deputy Jake to pass through.

The boys were too late to see anything. Once they got close, the paramedic

zipped up the black bag and slid the body into the back of the ambulance.

The lights flashed, and soon a dusty breeze was the only remnant of the ambulance. The 

crowd slowly dispersed.
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“We should probably get going, guys.” Jimmy brushed off his jeans and started 

to turn around when he bumped into a hard, black-leather gut. Jimmy elevated his eyes 

into reflective sunglasses.

The man towering above him was dressed completely in black. Jimmy gulped the
t

dusty spit that had pooled into his mouth. The man scratched at his goatee and then 

cracked every one his knuckles. The boys just gawked.

“Good evening, gentlemen.” His pock-scarred face revealed no expression.

Jimmy looked around him to see that it was just himself, his friends, and the man.

The man grazed his eyes up and down each one of their twelve-year-old bodies, 

“Are you men interested in making a little extra money this summer?”

The four boys remained silent.

“Let me introduce myself. You must forgive me. I do not communicate with the 

living too often.” When Jimmy heard this, he stepped back into the semicircle of his

friends.

“My name is Dr. Vottzman. I am Saidesville’s coroner. I have an interesting 

proposition for you young, vital specimens.”

“Sure, Doc. What do you have in mind.”

• “Billy!” Jimmy grabbed Billy’s arm in protest. “Let’s get out of here.”

“No way, man. This could be our chance to earn money this summer.”

Jimmy brushed his hair back with his fingers and turned his Avalanche hat 

backwards. It was a nervous habit that he picked up from his hockey coach.
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“Come with me.” Dr. Vottzman walked the railroad with two boys on either side 

of him. “Can you gentlemen keep a secret?” Vottzman stopped. He looked at each one of

them.

All the boys nodded in agreement.

“These bodies get somewhat mangled from the impact of the train. Often, limbs, 

digits, and sometimes heads sever from the rest of the body.”

Jimmy turned his head in disgust. Kevin and John both were transfixed by the 

man’s presence. Billy, however, was fascinated, “Cool,” he whispered. And then he 

piped-up and asked, “So, Doc, what does this have to do with us making some cash over

the summer?

Vottzman took off his sunglasses, and stared into Jimmy’s eyes, never blinking. 

“Would you be interested in picking up the spare parts?”

Jimmy realized that Vottzman’s left eye was dark brown and his right eye was a 

pale blue. He shook his head, and couldn’t stay quiet any longer. “Dude, you want us to 

pick up rotting body parts?”

“Yes.” Vottzman put back on his sunglasses.

John and Kevin snapped out of their trance and in unison said, “No way!”

Q John pulled Jimmy back and whispered, “Jimmy, we’re getting out of here. This

is too crazy. Are you going to come with us?”

“Um—I don’t know. Just a sec. Billy?” Jimmy glanced over to Billy who was 

about ten feet away; he was quietly talking with the doctor. “I gotta wait for Billy, guys.”

“Whatever, man. We’re outta here though.” Kevin slapped John’s back, and they 

sprinted to their deserted bikes.
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Jimmy turned around to hear Billy agree, “Yah, Doc—I’ll do it.”

Jimmy looked up at the man, and for a minute he said nothing. He eventually 

broke the silence and surprised himself when he blurted, “How much are you going to 

pay us?”

“Two dollars a part.” Vottzman answered.

“It has to be higher.” Jimmy did not even realize what he was saying. He quickly 

glanced at Billy. Billy signed thumbs up, and excitedly nodded his head.

“Three dollars.”

“More,” Jimmy demanded.

“Five dollars, and no more.”

“Done.” Billy ended the negotiations.

Vottzman developed a plan for how he would call Billy’s house. “I will call once 

and hang up. If you hear this then you page me back. Then you stay right by the phone 

and I will call you back at your house. Does that work for you?”

“Yah, that works me.” Billy said grabbing the tom piece of paper that had the 

doctor’s pager number on it.

“Good. This prevents people from finding out what your job is.”

The next few weeks were busy for Jimmy and Billy. Billy received his first call 

from Vottzman the following Wednesday. The phone rang once. Billy answered and 

since no one was on the other end, he hung up and dialed the doctor’s pager. A minute 

later Billy’ phone rang.

“Is Billy Shepordson there?” Vottzman asked.
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“Yah, this is Billy.”

“Tell your friend I have an assignment for the two of you down at the tracks. The 

crowd gawking around the scene will disperse in about fifteen minutes.”

“We’ll be right there, Doc.” Billy made an attempt at hanging up the phone, but it 
• only crouched on the cradle. He looked back when he heard the operator’s voice, but

only slammed the door and made no effort to fix his laziness.

Billy rang Jimmy’s doorbell. Jimmy appeared with a puzzled look on his face.

“Dude, let’s go. There’s a body.”

“Let me go tell my mom that I’m leaving.”

“No time, Jimmy.”

“Billy, I don’t think the parts are going to walk away. Just hang-on.”

Jimmy shouted to his mom upstairs and ran to the closet for a windbreaker. 

“Come-on, Jimmy.”

The wind whipped at their backs. The sand-colored wheat split a path as Jimmy 

and Billy rode their bikes through the field.. The only building near the railroad tracks 

was an abandoned silo. The paint was chipped off, and now it was only a home for bats, 

rats, and skunks. The graveyard shadowed the other side of the tracks; however, nobody

Q was buried there anymore because all the plots were full. Some of the headstones read as

early as 1890.

“Ya know, it’s kind of weird that nobody lives out here, yet this is always the spot 

where they find the bodies.” Jimmy said popping a piece of bubble gum.

“Well, see that mountain over there?” Billy pointed. “That used to be a mine, 

and that is where lots of the locals used to work. Anyway, right before you got here they
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shut it down. Now they’re out of work and have nothing to live for, and ever since then

Saidesville has turned into Suicideville.”

“Doesn’t your dad work for the mining company?”

Billy nodded. “Yah, but he has a much better job than those bums. He has a 

management position so he works in an office and stuff.”

“Oh. Well what’s up with the train? Why do you think they have it run them

over?”

“Hell if I know. Maybe because it’s quick, and it gets the job done.” Billy spat 

out the end of the piece of hay he was chewing on.

“It’s so weird. I think they use the train at this particular site to show the other 

people from town that they shouldn’t have closed the mine.” Jimmy continued looking at

the mountain.

“Thanks, Sherlock. I don’t really care what their reasons are. I just want to make 

money. You know, I bet this job won’t last long.”

“Why’s that?” Jimmy asked.

“Well, think about it. I mean once everybody figures out that this is the suicide of 

choice, they will probably do something to stop people from being smeared like a deer

• from the passing trains.”

“You’re probably right.” Jimmy glided his bike to a halt and was somewhat

relieved.

Billy stopped pedaling and skidded to a stop. He threw down his bike and ran to the 

opposite side of the tracks. Jimmy followed.
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The boys arrived at the scene a little too early. They overheard the police chief 

talking to his deputy. “Damn mining layoff. It brings out more cases than Christmas. 

These lowlifes saved enough money to tell their sorrows to brown-bagged whiskey and 

next thing you know the bottle tells them that it isn’t worth it. So what do you do?”
• The deputy shook his head; “I don’t know, boss.”

“I’ll tell ya, son. Once again I have to clean up after these assholes’ final wishes.”

Jimmy looked over at Billy, widening his eyes and lifting his eyebrows in shock

over what the chief said.

“Ahh!” Billy yelled. Both the boys felt a pinching grip on their shoulders. Dr. 

Vottzman stood behind them with the same sunglasses on. “Now remember,” Vottzman 

whispered, looking around him, “Wait until everybody is gone. Do you know what to do 

after you find everything?”

“Yah. No problem, Sir. We leave what we find in the bags over by the Hemlock

tree.”

“Good. “I’ll pay you here on Monday at noon for whatever you find.”

The boys nodded, only to look up and see Vottzman was gone. “Dude, he is so 

weird.” Jimmy said, rolling his eyes and shaking his head.

9 “Yah. He scares the shit out of me.” Billy agreed, as he grabbed a paper bag out

of his backpack.

“Look, Billy.” Jimmy grabbed four flowered gloves out of his backpack along 

with his paper bag.

“What the hell are those?”
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“They’re my mom’s gardening gloves. They’re perfect to pick up the parts with.” 

Jimmy handed Billy his two. “Are you ready to do this?”

“Yah. You?”

“Sure.”

The boys took opposite sides of the tracks. Climbing the gravel slope, they each 

found a place to begin. Blood tarnished the rusty rails. Snagged flesh smeared the 

spikes.

When Jimmy saw something that looked like part of an elbow, he covered his 

mouth, clamored down the gravel slope on his side of the tracks, and ran to the thistle 

patch. He gagged and eventually regurgitated his Cheetos from the hour before. Slowly, 

he climbed the mound back to where Billy was hunting. Knowing Billy would have a 

snide comment, he waited for a minute before saying anything, but Billy didn’t even look 

at him. With a stick in hand, Billy was poking a small round object that looked like a

marble.

After an hour or so, the two scavengers found a few toes and fingers here and 

there. When the shock had passed, it became a kind of a game. “Hey, do ya think a 

clump of hair will work?” Billy asked, holding up what looked like the piece of rabbit’s

9 fur Jimmy once found in a sparrow’s nest.

“Sure, it’s part of the body, right?” The boys laughed together. However, 

something still just didn’t sit well with Jimmy. He felt guilty. His stomach ached, and he 

knew his mom would kill him if she knew what he was doing. He tried to convince 

himself he wasn’t doing anything wrong because he was getting paid from a city official. 

It was good, honest work, right?
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Billy’s eyes darted back and forth along the tracks, looking for any remains that 

could be cashed in. “Dude, are you alright?” Billy looked at Jimmy, who was just 

staring at the tracks.

“Yah, I’m fine. Just have never seen anything like this before.”

“You can’t let it get to ya, man. It’s not like we know any of these people. They 

are just losers who had nothing to live for.”

“Billy...!”

“Well, seriously, Jimmy. Come-on. They’re just alcoholic miners. After all, 

don’t you want a bike like mine?”

Jimmy kicked the dirt off his Nikes, Jimmy daydreaming of the midnight blue Fat 

Boy shimmering in his garage. He’d wash and oil it everyday, remembering, of course to 

pump air into his tires every other week. Yah, it was worth it. “Yah, I want one like 

yours.”

“Well, get busy. Don’t think about it.”

Jimmy and Billy scouted the entire surrounding area to see if there were any 

projectile limbs or digits waiting to be turned into easy money. Nothing else was left, so 

they deposited their findings by the Hemlock tree and rode home in time for dinner.

“How are you, honey?” Jimmy’s mom called from the kitchen.

“Good, Mom. What’s for dinner?” Jimmy scrubbed his hands with the soap and 

even cleaned under his fingernails.
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“Pot roast—are you washing your hands, James?” She put down the dishtowel 

and bumped into Jimmy leaving the bathroom. “Are you okay? Usually I have to force 

you to wash your hands before dinner.”

“Yah, I’m fine, Mom. I am gonna go up to my room.” Jimmy ran for the stairs.

“James, did you do anything interesting today?” She called after him, still

worried about his out-of-the-ordinary washing.

“No, nothing interesting, Mom.” Jimmy got to his room and took off his favorite 

hat and hung it up next to his poster of Wayne Gretzky spraying ice as he charged the 

goalie. He combed his hair and started reading Sports Illustrated when his mom yelled 

again.

“James,”

What does she want now, Jimmy wondered. He opened his door and leaned over 

the railing so he could hear her.

“It’s time for dinner. I have some good news for you.”

Skipping two stairs at a time, Jimmy was in the kitchen in about three seconds. 

“What’s up, Mom?” Jimmy dished his mashed potatoes, steamed carrots, and pot roast 

onto his plate. He and his mom sat down to dinner, said the blessing, and began to eat.

0 “You know how you have been complaining about not having any money this

summer?” Jimmy nodded as his mom continued. “Well, I thought of how you could earn 

some. You could set up a lemonade stand out on the comer, and I would even make you 

up your first batch.”

Jimmy didn’t even chew the hunk of meat he just put into his mouth. The grainy 

fibers of the pot roast scraped the side tissue of his throat as he stared at his plate.
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“What do you think? I bet Billy would help you out.” She poured some more 

milk into Jimmy’s glass.

All the hair on Jimmy’s arms needled through his skin. His hands shook as he 

sipped the glass of milk, and then as he began cutting his meat, he pressed down on the 

knife so hard that it screeched across the plate and flew onto the floor.

“James, what’s wrong?” Jimmy’s mom stopped cutting her carrots.

“Nothing, Mom. I just think I am a little too old for lemonade stands, you

know?”

“Well, I was just trying to help, sweetie.”

“Thanks, Mom. That was nice of you.” Jimmy didn’t say another word. He 

loaded the dishes into the dishwasher and climbed the stairs to his room. I got to call 

Billy, Jimmy said to himself.

Billy answered the phone on the fourth ring.

“Billy, we got to talk.” Jimmy said quietly.

“What is it now, man.” Jimmy could hear Billy chewing something on the other

end of the line.

“Are you telling your parents

“Are you crazy? Hell no! You haven’t told your mom, have you?”

“No, but—”

“Don’t say anything to anyone. I don’t think we should even tell Kevin and John 

that we took the doctor up on his offer, ‘cause they might rat on us. So...”
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There was a thunderous yell from Billy’s end of the line. Jimmy could hear 

Billy’s mom wailing and screaming, and his dad slamming cupboards. “Billy, is 

everything alright over there?’

“What? Oh yah. My ‘rents are just at it again. My dad lost his job, and he hasn’t 

been home the last few nights. Just a sec.” Billy shut the door to his room and came back

to the phone.

“It sounds pretty bad.” Jimmy sat down on his bed.

“Well, it’s nothing out of the ordinary around here.”

“Billy, do you think your dad will find another job?”

“Yah, eventually. But it doesn’t really matter ‘cause he just has to ask my 

grandma for money, and she gives it to him all the time. She’s a millionaire.”

“Wow, that’s cool.”

“Yah, it’s pretty awesome, especially around Christmas and my birthday. I get a 

shitload of stuff. Oh hey, I gotta go. My mom’s calling me.”

“Alright, I’ll talk to you later.”

“Bye.”

Jimmy hung up the phone and laid down on his bed. His mother yelled to him.

Q “James.. .James! Come down here.”

Jimmy trotted down the stairs, “What is it now, Mom?”

“James, T.G.I.F. is on. And I think it’s your favorite episode oiFull House"

“God-damn-it, Mom, is that all you wanted to tell me?”

“What did you just say, young man? Did I just hear you take the Lord’s name in

vain?” His mother’s face became blood red.
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“I—I-ah—I. Shit. Sorry, Ma—”

“Did you just say the “S” word, too? What the heck’s gotten into you? This is 

not the boy I raised. I am getting the Dial; I am going to scrub your mouth out for good.”

“Mom, I’m sorry. Please, you don’t really need to get the soap, don’t you think

I’m too old for that?”

Jimmy’s mom marched loud enough out of the family room and into the 

bathroom so that he could hear her all the way. “It is quite obvious that you are not old 

enough if you are using such juvenile and dirty language.” She came back with a new, 

dull, gold bar of Dial soap.

“Now get on over here right now.” She turned the knob of the hot water and 

waited for Jimmy to come swallow his punishment.

She could have at least used Irish Spring, Jimmy thought. He stuck out his 

tongue as his mom rubbed the gold bar up and down his taste buds. Finally he was 

allowed to spit and rinse.

“Now if you are going to behave and learn a better vocabulary, you can stay up 

until ten and watch all of T.G.I.F. ” She rinsed her hands and then massaged lotion into

her cuticles.

9 “I am not feeling real well, Mom. I think I am just gonna go to bed.” Jimmy

kissed his mom’s cheek and slowly climbed each stair.

“Are you alright? Do you want me to take your temperature?” His mother’s 

voice sounded strained as she called up to him.

“No, thanks. I am just going to lie down.” Plopping down on his bed, all Jimmy 

could taste was the remnants of the Dial bar. He shut his eyes, but it didn’t help the
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pulsating start of a headache. All he could see were those bloody railroad tracks. Thin 

fingers with dirty fingernails and fat, hairy toes. The last time Jimmy saw anything, or 

anyone dead was at his father’s funeral a year and half ago. He pictured his father in his 

navy business suit. Jimmy and his dad had a great relationship; they always played ball, 

worked on the cars, and watched all the movies his mom hated, like Die Hard, James 

Bond and Dirty Harry movies. But as much as he tried there was always one violent 

scene that he could never shake from his memory. Jimmy witnessed his father’s death.

Jimmy had had a late hockey practice at the arena, and so his father planned to 

pick him up. Jimmy waited under an awning outside the arena because it was raining. 

He saw his dad driving down the street so he ran inside to grab his gear. He came out to 

see him parallel park. His father got out of the car and ran across the street when a black 

Toyota Camry swerved and hit him. It ended up that the driver had been drinking, and 

the death of Jimmy’s dad was the only thing that could sober-up the reckless woman.

Jimmy drifted off into a restless sleep until he jumped out of bed and realized it 

was one in the morning. He ran to the bathroom and vomited for the second time that

day.

0 The following Monday Jimmy showed up at Billy’s door. Billy answered with a

tear-streaked face. “Dude, where’d you get that shiner?” Jimmy asked. Billy’s left eye 

was swollen shut. “Are you okay, man? You look like you have been crying.”

“Crying, no. That’s for girls. I just washed my face.”

“So what happened to your eye?”
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“Nothing. Well, my dad and I, um... we were playing baseball. Yah, baseball, 

and I got hit in the eye by his curve ball. He has one hell of an arm, you know.”

“Yah.” Jimmy looked away, knowing something wasn’t entirely right.

The phone rang once and then no more. Relieved by the interruption, both boys

went inside.

They paged Dr. Vottzman and he called them back. So Billy and Jimmy rode 

their bikes once again to the tracks.

“Billy, are you sure we shouldn’t tell anyone about this?”

“You’re planning to tell your old lady that after hockey practice you go down to

the railroad tracks and pick up dead body parts for a little extra cash? Come-on, man.”

“I guess you’re right.” Jimmy put on his mother’s gardening gloves and began

his treasure hunt. It seemed with each day that they scavenged, the leftovers were bigger 

and bloodier, almost as if Vottzman purposely left them there for the boys to find. On 

this particular day, Jimmy found a ripped part of a sleeve from a camouflaged jacket 

wedged between the ground and a railroad tie. His eyes traveled a little further until he 

found an entire arm with dog tags still clutched in the bloody hand.

“Dude, come here quick!” Jimmy called to Billy as he knelt down to examine the

arm.

Billy came running, “What did you find?”

“An arm, an entire arm! It looks like we’re in a Jaws movie. You know when 

they find washed-up body parts, especially when they find that girl’s arm washed

ashore—”
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“Yah, I know what you’re talking about. Hey, but that makes me think about 

something.”

“What?” Jimmy said, toeing the arm with his Nike.

“Well, we get paid the same amount for a finger as we do for, let’s say, a head...”

“We haven’t found a head, thank God. ”

“Jimmy, don’t be such a wuss.”

“What’s your point, Jerk.”

“Well, what if we separated the parts?”

“I’m not following you, Billy.”

Billy grabbed the arm from the tracks and raised it to Jimmy’s eyes. He spread 

out the bloated, blue fingers and then bent them down, as if he was counting down from 

five. “See, we just separate the parts. I could go back and get a serrated knife and then 

cut the fingers off.”

“You’re kidding right?”

“No way, man. Listen to me. For this stump you just found, you could get thirty 

dollars. Five for each finger. One would have to be attached to the hand; otherwise it 

might look suspicious. Then another five bucks for the arm. Isn’t that brilliant? I’ll go

9 get the knife, but I think you should split the dough with me since I thought of the idea

first.”

Jimmy’s lips were parted, and his eyes did not blink. He stood motionless while 

Billy ran to his bike. Jimmy called after Billy, but it was too late. He tossed the arm 

aside, crouching on the side of the tracks, sucking down a puff from his inhaler. God, 

please don’t let him be serious. This can’t be real; Jimmy thought to himself.
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Ten minutes later Billy returned. “Man, I think that is the fastest I ever done 

anything in my whole life. What are you staring at, Jimmy?” Jimmy hadn’t moved. He 

stood motionless as he looked at Billy. “Well, are ya ready? I got a hatchet and a saw, 

just in case you aren’t strong enough to hack right through it. So are ya ready?” Billy 

fumbled through his backpack and pulled out a foot and half-long hatchet along with a

rusty saw.

“Here you go.” Billy said, giving the hatchet to Jimmy.

Jimmy shook his head and grabbed the hatchet without even thinking about it. 

“Wait, what? What am I doing with this?”

“Duh, weren’t you listening? You are going to chop-off the fingers and whatever 

else you want so that we can get more money. What did you think I was doing? Riding

home for the hell of it? —I don’t think so.”

“No way, Billy. I am not going to hack-off the pieces. Who do you think I am

Jack Nicholson?”

“What? What does Jack Nicholson have to do with anything?”

“You know, The Shining?”

“No. Anyways, get to work, Jimmy. We don’t want anyone to see us doing this.” 

9 “Hell no, man. This was your idea, and I don’t think it’s a good one. There is no

way I am going to slice-off these pieces just to get more money. You do it!” Jimmy 

handed the hatchet back to Billy, who ripped it out of his hand.

Billy stepped closer and raised his voice as if he were talking to a baby, “ Why, is 

poor little Jimmy scared of the dead arm. Does he think it is going to reach up and 

strangle him? Poor baby. ” Billy reached over, and pretended to strangle Jimmy’s neck.
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“Knock it off, asshole.”

“Fine. I’ll do it, ‘cause I’m a man. And you aren’t going to get any money from

my slicing and dicing.”

“I don’t want any of the stupid money. You’re turning it into blood money,

Billy.”

With that, Billy grabbed the arm, placed it in the middle of the tracks, raised his 

arms behind him and swung with all his the strength he had. “I don’t care what kind of 

money it is, as long as it will all be mine.” Billy completed his swing and looked down at 

the arm. Instead of removing a digit, he sliced his shoelace in half. “Damn-it!” Billy 

tried again, but he missed the fingers, and only hit the gravel. “This is stupid. I’m just 

gonna use the saw. So are you going to help me, or what?”

As Jimmy handed Billy the saw, he stepped a few feet back and envisioned the 

image of his beautiful bike fading away.

“Listen,” Billy said, “I’ll still split the money with you, and you won’t even have 

to saw at all. I just need you to hold the arm so it won’t roll. So will you help me with

that?”

Jimmy nodded, unable to say a word. He felt like Judas. Not nailing Jesus to the 

£ cross himself, but aiding in his agony all the same. Ignoring his conscience and shutting

the vision of his mother out of his head, he concentrated only on what Billy told him to

do.

“Great. Okay, here’s what you need to do. Hold the arm at the elbow with one 

hand and then with your other hand spread the fingers apart like this.” Billy 

demonstrated. Jimmy gripped the oatmeal-colored arm at the elbow. He looked down at
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the limp, bloated hand. There was black dirt under each fingernail, and calluses had 

grown on the underside of the fingertips.

“This is so gross.” Jimmy examined more of the arm with his flowered-gloved

hands.

“Yah, well you know what they say,” Jimmy began sawing, “It’s a tough job, but 

someone’s gotta do it.” The serrated teeth cracked the skin and blood slowly dripped out 

of the crevices. When Billy reached the bone, the boys heard a crack and then a noise as 

if a person were grinding his teeth together. The blood started to pour at a steadier pace, 

like a tipped vase spilling its water. The blood stained the tuffs of grass and surrounding 

gravel.

“This smells, dude.” Jimmy looked away as he exhaled loudly.

“It’s not too bad. Ya know, I think I know what my calling is in life.”

“What’s that?” Jimmy asked.

“I think I want to be a doctor. I mean, this isn’t that hard. I could handle it.”

“One problem, dork. If you’re a doctor, you can’t cut open the patients just for 

more money.”

“Well, sure I can. I’ll just tell them it was a necessary procedure, and they won’t 

• know the difference.” Billy wiped his nose with gloved wrist.

“Remind me never to come to you.” The boys laughed as Jimmy kept spreading 

the fingers and Billy sawed away.

When the bloody task was over, the boys gathered up the stump along with all the 

fingers and serrated skin. They dumped it all into the garbage bag, put it under the 

Hemlock tree, and rode home.
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A couple of weeks passed. Jimmy and Billy were averaging about a body a week 

and that meant a great deal of money. Vottzman never asked them about why there was 

always a surplus of detached digits and limbs; he just kept paying them by the parts.

Jimmy still felt guilty, but he figured he was too far into the situation now to do 

anything about it. Billy’s eye finally opened, but about two days later his dad must have 

thrown another speedy curve because his nose was bandaged and his right eye was black

and blue.

July’s sweaty days took their toll on the bodies. The remains were sticky and 

smelled like never before. Jimmy just reminded himself that he only needed forty more 

dollars and he would have his bike. Before school started, he would ride his sporty bike 

to the cathedral and confess to the bishop because that would count more than a 

confession to a priest.

Thursday afternoon Jimmy received a call from Billy. “Hey, man, do you want to 

ride down to the arcade and maybe stop at the tracks along the way?”

“Sure, but why are we going to stop at the tracks?”

“Well, that last body was kind of a mess. I was thinking we might have missed 

# some parts that we could cash in.”

“Alright, I’ll meet you there.” Jimmy hung up the phone and rode the Schwinn 

down to the railroad tracks. The boys scavenged the entire field. Jimmy waited for Billy 

to finish up by trying to tiptoe the edge of the railway when he lost his balance and slid 

down the gravel slope.

“Hey—hey, Jimmy, I found a finger,” Billy shouted.
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Jimmy was pleased to find that he hadn’t cut or bruised himself. He searched to 

find what cushioned his fall. Rubbing off the grass and dirt, Jimmy’s hands clenched a 

cushion like material so he braced his hands on that to gain his balance and push himself 

up. “Ah-Ah! Ahhhha!” Jimmy howled.

Billy ran over to where Jimmy stood, and his screams echoed Jimmy’s wail. The 

boys gawked at a middle-aged beer gut wrapped in a red and white checkered flannel 

tucked and tied by a worn brown leather belt. This was the cushion that Jimmy had fallen 

upon. Covered in dirt and branches, Jimmy’s eyes scanned the area until he saw the rest 

of the body. The attached boots and the dark blue jeans were camouflaged in the mud

and debris.

Jimmy puffed his inhaler into his mouth. Swallowing his medicine quickly, his 

lips quivered when he identified the body. “Oh shit, Billy. That must have been Melvin 

Walker’s finger.”

“Damn, Jimmy. No one knows about this one, yet. We’re probably the first ones 

here. Can you think of how much money we’ll get for discovering the whole body?”

“Jesus, Billy. We knew him, for Christ’s sake. Show some respect.”

“So, you’re the one who thought he was a freak anyway.”

£ Jimmy crouched down and stared into the filmy blue eyes of Melvin Walker. He

poked his putty-colored cheek with a broken twig. A dried streak of blood streamed its 

way out of Melvin’s nose until it was dammed by the gray whiskers on his chin.

Billy leaned down and pressed his fingers against the body’s neck.

“Yep, he’s dead.” Billy nodded
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It wasn’t until then that Jimmy noticed Billy’s arm. A white gauze patch dangled 

off, exposing a red, bumpy crater spilling out pus. “Dude, what happened to your arm.”

“Nothing.” Billy slapped the gauze back onto his arm. “What are we going to do 

about the body.”
• “Screw the body, dude. Your arm looks pretty serious. Have you gone to 

emergency?”

“No. Forget my arm, Jimmy.”

“You have to tell me.”

“Look, I came in late one night and my Dad was pissed so he took his cigarette 

and put it out on my arm. He said that would teach me not to come in late for dinner, 

‘cause when dinner gets burned, so do I.”

“Oh my God. He hit you, too, and that’s how you got your black eyes, huh?”

“What difference does it make?”

“Well, Billy maybe you should go to the police, or tell your mom.”

Billy’s eyes squinted, and he became angry, “What could my mom do? He does 

the same thing to her, and there is no way in hell I’m going to the police. Anyways he 

has been gone for a few days. I hope he has left for good.”

• “I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say.” Jimmy patted Billy’s back.

“Let’s not think about it. Anyway, back to the body. Do you think Vottzman will 

give us a bonus for finding the whole thing?”

“No! Well, I don’t know—maybe. We should probably go call him or the 

police.”
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“Screw the police. Let’s call the good doc. I’ll stay here with the body, and you 

call Vottzman, alright?”

“Yah, sure.” As Jimmy ran along the tracks, he thought about Billy’s arm. My

dad would never have done anything like that. Jimmy punched his right fist into his left 

hand, how could Mr. Sheapordson be so cruel? Jimmy’s thoughts disappeared as he 

tripped on his shoelace and tumbled once again down the slope. He could hear Billy 

laughing and calling to him.

“Way to go, Superman!”

“Shut-up, Billy.” Jimmy whispered under his breath. He jumped up and began to 

climb the slope when he heard a wheezing cough similar to what he sounded like when 

he had asthma attacks. Jimmy tiptoed quietly to the Hemlock tree. Two logging boots 

were kicked about ten feet from each other, and sprouting from the bushes were two 

socked feet. Jimmy crept around the backside of the bushes to see a man lying on his 

back with his arms to the side. His breathing was staggered.

“Oh my God,” Jimmy whispered. “Sir, are you alright? Billy, Bil—11—yyy!!” 

Jimmy shouted for Billy to come.

Jimmy rounded the body and kneeled down to the man’s side. He leaned over the 

9 man’s body and stared at his face. Jimmy shook his head in denial. “Oh shit! Mr.

Sheapordson, what are you doing here?” Jimmy could hear Billy running down the 

tracks with the gravel skittering from the impact. “Billy stay where you’re at.”

“What? Whyman? What’s wrong?” Billy shouted.

Jimmy knew that Billy should not see this. It was too late. Billy slid down the 

slope and ran to Jimmy’s side.
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“Dad?” Billy whispered.

Billy stepped back from his father’s body. Shaking his head in disbelief, he

turned his back on him.

“He is still alive, Billy.” Jimmy whispered.

“Help me, son.” Mr. Sheapordson hoarsely whispered. “I don’t want to die, 

Billy.” He raised his hand and placed it on Jimmy’s knee.

“Billy, we gotta help him. Billy?”

Billy pivoted slowly, “He’s not worth it. We should just get the money for him

instead.”

“Billy, you don’t really mean that.” Jimmy turned his head to look at his friend’s

face.

“Sure I do, man. Look at what he has done to my mom and me. Finish him off.”

Tilting his head toward Billy, Mr. Sheapordson looked into his son’s eyes. “Billy,

help me, please.”

“Listen to him, Billy—look at him. He’s dying.”

“Isn’t it great! This is a moment I have been waiting for all my life. I didn’t even 

think I would ever see it. He’ll be out of my mom’s and my life. Nobody will hurt me or

• her again; I’ll make sure of it.”

“Billy, what the hell? We don’t have much time. You gotta to go for help. I’ll 

stay with your dad; you go.”

“Man, no way. You’re lucky not having a dad. He doesn’t beat you, bum you, 

cut you. You didn’t watch him break a bottle over your mother’s head and make her 

sleep outside.”
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“Billy, this is your chance then. You can take him to the hospital. When he is 

better, the police can put him in jail.”

Billy was silent. Jimmy waited quietly, “Billy, what do you say?”

“Maybe you’re right. You go call, and I’ll stay with my old man. This is my
• chance, like you said.” Billy stepped closer and kneeled next to Jimmy and his father.

“Are you sure? Okay, I’ll be right back. You made the right decision, Billy.” 

Jimmy ran up the gravel slope to his bike and rode into town to find help. He called the 

police and explained who he and Billy found along the railroad track. Fifteen minutes 

later he returned to where he had found Mr. Sheapordson.

Jimmy could hear the wheezing breaths of Mr. Sheapordson as he approached the 

bushes. He overheard Billy crying and apologizing to his father.

“I’m sorry, Dad. He should be back with some help anytime now.”

Jimmy paused thinking this might be a time Billy should be alone with his father 

when he heard Mr. Sheapordson whisper to Billy.

“You God-damned kid; you’re worthless. As soon as I’m better I’m gonna show 

you something you’ll be sorry of for sure.” He stopped to take a deep, staggered breath. 

“Having you was the worst idea your mom ever had—the only idea the silly bitch ever

• had.”

Jimmy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. How could this man be so evil, no 

parent in their right mind would ever do anything so hurtful—so painful to his child. His 

father certainly would have never said or done these things. Mr. Sheapordson really

didn’t deserve to live.
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As Jimmy tiptoed from behind the bushes, he saw Billy kneeling beside his father 

clutching the hatchet in his sweaty hand. Jimmy eyed a fallen tree limb about a yard 

away and snatched it. Dropping the hatchet when he saw his friend, Billy began to sob.

“Why are you crying, boy?” Mr. Sheapordson looked at his son’s face. “Crying 

is for sissies. Haven’t I taught you—”

With that Jimmy lunged forward, raised the broken branch into the sky and swung 

it down so it crashed into Mr. Sheapordson’s throat. He had struck Mr. Sheapordson’s 

throat with such a strong blow that the tree limb broke in half.

Billy’s head was buried in his hands and as he heard the blunt thud. He raised his 

eyes to see Jimmy throwing the broken branch into the nearby trees. Shyly smiling, Billy 

did not hide his tears or his gratefulness from his friend. The approaching sirens

interrupted the silence.

The police and Dr. Vottzman found the bodies of Melvin Walker and Mr. 

Sheapordson. Vottzman pronounced Mr. Sheapordson dead. He hypothesized it was 

because of internal bleeding, as the paramedics raised the body onto the stretcher 

Vottzman extracted a sliver that was protruding from Mr. Sheapordson’s neck.

“Everything alright, Doc?” The young, sandy-haired paramedic asked?

“I suppose.” Vottzman said. “Go ahead and take him away.” He eyed Billy.

Jimmy watched the whole scene from the tracks as he stood by Billy. Jimmy 

looked down at his best friend. “Billy, are you—•?”

“Am I what?” Billy rubbed a tear off his cheek.

“Nothing, man. How are you holding-up?”

“You know, I think it’s one of the best days of my life, Jimmy.”

56



“Good.” Jimmy put his arm around his friend’s shoulders.

Vottzman walked over to the boys. “I don’t know what exactly went on here 

today, and I don’t want to know. But listen to me.” The boys looked up into his 

sunglasses and saw their reflections staring blankly back at them. “The deal’s off, boys.
• You don’t tell the police why you were here. When they ask you questions, which they 

will, you just tell them that you were riding to the candy store, or whatever you do, and 

you saw something on the tracks. If you hint that you know me, or that we have ever 

talked, I will hunt both of you down. I’ll pay you your final wages, and we won’t see 

each other again, unless you betray our deal. Then I’ll see you, but I assure you that you 

won’t see me. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes.”

Vottzman turned and walked back to the police. The bodies were bagged and 

loaded into the ambulance. The boys didn’t move until sundown when the police finally

escorted them home.

The police questioned Billy briefly. Billy told them that Jimmy had called him

• over and that was when he realized it was his father. He stayed with his father until he 

died in his arms. With tearful eyes, he added, “I was always told not to move somebody 

who was injured, so I just held his hand and tried to comfort him.”

The police never found out about the abuse in the Sheapordson family, so after 

Billy’s mournful explanation they decided not to pursue the interrogation any more. 

Jimmy explained how he stumbled upon the body and that he rode home and called the
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police. They never questioned him about Billy and Mr. Sheapordson’s relationship. And 

why should they? It’s not like these boys would know anything more than what they said 

to the police.

After the funeral, Billy and his mom moved in with his grandmother across town. 

Billy transferred schools the following fall. So, Jimmy and Billy didn’t see each other 

much after that.. They would say the usual “What s’up” and “How’s it going?” if they 

bumped into each other at the arcade, but nothing more than that. It was as if they had 

become strangers.

Instead of buying his dream bike, Jimmy had a different plan for his “blood 

money.” The first Saturday in August, Jimmy escaped to his church. He crept in the side 

door and took out his envelope of cash. He stuffed all the green bills into the wooden 

box that kept the candlelight vigil. He lit a candle and said a prayer to Saint Joseph. He 

whispered silent prayers for his father and all the men who had taken their lives that 

summer in Saidesville. He said a prayer for his mom. He prayed for the acceptance of 

responsibility, to grow up and take good care of his mother. Finally, he said a prayer of 

forgiveness for himself. At least, it’d be a start for the penance he knew he had to pay.
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TTze ‘Westervelt Tails



The ‘WesterveCt TaiCs

The mid-morning sun highlights the red in my black hair and blinds me as I try to 

roll away from my young friend. “Joey, no, I don’t want to play anymore. Please, no.

f JOEY, behave.” I blow the black hairs that feather my forehead out of my eyes.

“Come-on, Pepper. Just one more race?” Joey said, panting.

“No! I am old. I can’t run around and rely on all fours like you can.”

Joey rolls over next to me and drops her paw on mine.

“Then will you tell me one of your stories.” Joey slowly blinked her eyes three 

times, waiting for my response.

“I’m getting older; I guess it is time for you to know your history, Joey Cora.

This is the only time I will tell you this story, so you have to listen carefully, okay?”

“Okay, I promise.”

“If I tell the story, will you behave the rest of the day?”

Sitting on her back legs, she replies, “Yes.”

“Fine, but first you have to whine at the window, so that the Westervelts know we 

want in. Maybe you should scratch at the glass a bit, so Mr. Westervelt can see you. He 

can’t hear as well anymore.”

Joey does just as I asked, and finally Mr. W. unlocks the door and slides open the 

glass for us to lie on our bed. Joey makes me promise that I will start from the very 

beginning, way back when I became a part of the Westervelt family.

Rolling onto my side to get comfortable, I stretch my hind legs and curl my front 

paws. Chewing my cheeks to moisten my gums, I begin. “Marie, the youngest child of
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Mr. and Mrs. Westervelt wanted a puppy. After all, both her siblings, Ann and Mike, 

were off to college and she was still in elementary school. So Mr. W said if she could 

wait a year, he would need to find a new hunting dog, and she could have that one as her 

own. But Marie wanted one all to herself, one that would stay with her when weekends

• of fall and winter came around. So after searching the papers without any luck, she 

finally decided to go down to the pet store and see what they had to offer.

“Are you staying with me, Josephine?” I nudged her long silky brown ear with

my nose.

“Yes, Pep. I’m listening.” The sun beamed through the glass door and reflected 

in her golden eyes.

“Okay. Well, Marie found a dog that looked like you. She told her mom that she 

thought he was cute and that she would name him Cinnamon because he was a brown- 

orangey color.

‘Do you like him, Mom?’ I remember Marie asking, holding up the rather sleepy 

puppy to her mom’s face.

‘Honey, that really isn’t a lap dog. That one will grow into a big dog—like

• Sabrina. What about these other little mutts? I think they’re much cuter.’ Marie’s mom 

picked up a black fur-ball that squirmed in her hands trying to get loose.

‘Well, I don’t know... Oh wait.’ Marie put Cinnamon down in the pen next to

ours.

I had just awakened because my sister Sally rolled over on top of me. Sound 

familiar, Joey?”
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Joey smiled and cuddled closer. Using me as a pillow, she rested her head on my

back.

“I blinked my eyes a few times and looked up to see Marie. We both knew 

immediately that we were meant to be together. She picked me up, and I cuddled into the

• crook of her arm.

‘Oh, Mom. This is it. She’s the one. Please, Mom, can we get her?’

‘I think so. Why don’t you go tell your dad that you found one.’

“Marie ran out to tell Mr. W. that she had found the puppy she wanted. And that 

is how I became one of the Westervelts. I soon met Sabrina, their other dog, who was 

like you, a German Short Hair. She took me under her paw, and we had a good time 

together. I was given my name because I had hair the color of coal, and so Marie named

me ‘Pepper’.

“The Westervelts also had a cat, named Abner. He and I didn’t talk a lot, but we 

learned a mutual respect for each other. Although sometimes we would have late-night 

chats about the places he had explored and the raccoons he always managed to escape. 

Abner, like all cats, was egotistical, and selfish, but somehow I knew I could count on 

him if I needed anything. As for Sabrina, she and I just played. She never had a desire to

• talk about life, just bird hunting, nothing else.”

Joey lifted her head, “What does egotistical mean? And what happened to Abner 

and Sabrina, why don’t I know them?”

“Ah, Joey. You are sweet. Egotistical basically means you’re arrogant, or really 

self-assured and confident, as well as self-centered. Do you understand that?”

“All you care about is yourself?”
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“Yeah, that’s about right.”

A staggered drop of falling papers echoed through the house. Both Joey’s and my 

ears perched on top of our heads and we sprang up onto all fours. Sprinting down the 

hallway, we slide to a stop on the wooden floors. Barking as loud as we can, we notify

• the Westervelts that the mailman has just delivered the afternoon mail. Joey runs around 

in circles as the mailman turns the knob and closes the gate to the courtyard behind him.

I sniff the envelopes that are scattered below the oak secretary—nothing too unfamiliar. I 

think it’s just bills. Joey prances back down the hallway and I follow her to our bed.

“But what about Sabrina and Abner?” Joey’s golden eyes just looked at me with

such innocence and naivete.

“I’ll get to that later, Joey. But first you should know that as animals, we don’t 

live as long as humans. Before Sabrina, the Westervelts had a long chain of dogs, named 

Brandy, and Tequila. And before Abner, Mrs. Westervelt had a cat named Idget. But a 

time comes when you don’t want to play around, when you are so old you can’t enjoy 

retrieving a duck, or a goose, or even a tennis ball. You can’t smell the salty scraps of 

steak and ham. You can’t even watch Lassie anymore because your eyes glaze over with 

a gray fog. You just don’t feel good, Joey. When it’s that time, you want to go to sleep

• for a long time until you awake in animal Heaven.”

“What’s that? “

“I’m getting to that. First, let me lick your ears. I don’t know how you get so 

much goo in your ears. What do you do to yourself?”
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“I don’t know. I just play with the squirrels and the sparrows. Sometimes the 

sparrows ruffle their feathers and let all the dust fall on my head.” Joey turned her head

so I could clean her other ear.

“Well, a year later the Westervelts went searching for another puppy—a new
e

hunting dog for Mr. W. They found a little female, whom they named Samantha. She, 

too, was a German Short Hair. And I have never met another dog like her.

“Samantha grew up under the guidance of Sabrina and me, although by this time 

Sabrina was old and had little tolerance for the “Pups” as she called us. One time she 

actually snapped and nipped at young Samantha and myself. Marie saw that and came to 

our rescue, scolding Sabrina for her rude behavior. Samantha and I didn’t care, though.

We would continue to play and invent games all the time. One day we pretended 

that the sky was falling down on us, and we had to get away as fast as possible. So, we 

decided to dig holes as fast as we could. We wanted to dig a hole to the middle of the 

earth, but Mrs. W. caught us digging. Were we in trouble! Apparently our choice of 

digging was in her Begonia garden, and Samantha burrowed right through the Mango, 

Sunlight, and Crimson Begonias on her retreat into the earth’s core. We got the 

newspaper for that game.”

0 “Oh, I have had the newspaper before; I don’t like it.” Joey said, putting her paws

on her head and flopping her ears over. “Tell me more about Samantha, please, Pepper.”

“Alright. Samantha could have been the model for Milkbone, or Purina Dog 

Chow, or any of those dog commercials. She was a rare beauty. Her hair was as shiny as 

that waxy cactus plant you poked your nose on yesterday.”

Joey whined and pawed her scarred nose.
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“And her hair was a milk-chocolate brown. Her eyes were burning yellow 

flames. They were not brown like most German Short Hairs I know. They were a 

haunting yellow. Mike, the W’s eldest son, called Samantha ‘Sammy-Satan-Eyes” 

because, as beautiful and mysterious as they were, her eyes were somewhat frightening.
e

But there was nothing frightening or terrifying about Samantha herself. She was very 

gentle.

“One summer day, Marie was on her way to turn off the hose in the back yard 

when she stepped on a yellow-jacket. She screamed in pain and hopped over to the lawn

chair. Mr. and Mrs. Westervelt ran to see what happened and hurried inside to retrieve 

some ice and a tweezers to pull out the stinger wh...

“The stinger was still stuck in her foot?”

“Uh-huh,”

“Ouch, that’s like being pricked on the nose by a cactus needle.”

“I’m sure it is. Anyways, the W’s ran inside to get the tweezers and ice when

Samantha dashed over to Marie.

‘Not now, Sammy.’ Marie said through her sobs

But Samantha didn’t listen. She nudged Marie’s hand off her foot, and Samantha 

• began to lick vigorously right where the stinger was rooted. She licked intensely until the

W’s came out with the supplies. Mrs. W. shooed Samantha away only to see that the 

stinger was removed and the swelling had reduced.”

“Wow!” Joey looked up at me, “Did she really do that to help out Marie?”

“She sure did. I need to go outside now; that’s another thing that happens when 

you get old Joey. You have to go all the time.”
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Pawing at the door, Mrs. W. finally sees me, “You need to go out again, Pepper?

So soon?”

I look up at her; I don’t need my age rubbed in my face. Joey races in front of me 

and chases the pecking bunch of sparrows off the grass. After doing my business, I spy 

the squirrel scampering over to the bird feeder. I crunch down, and then with all the 

energy I have for the day, I rush to the tree and bark at the little fur ball. It scurries away. 

Barking in triumph, I shake-off the dust and leaves that I got by running.

“Why’d you bark like that, Pep?” Joey runs over to me.

Oh how I wish I could run just to have a questioned answered. The only time I 

can run is if I am being chased or there is a nasty little squirrel spying around the bird 

feeder. “I barked like that Joey because I succeeded at scaring the squirrel away.”

“Well, I do that all day long; it’s not that much of a reason to raise your tail.”

Joey sauntered past me.

“It is when you’re my age, Jo.”

“Peppe, do you hear that?” Joey ran over to me. “School must have just gotten 

out; I can hear the neighborhood kids riding their bikes down the street. Let’s go bark at 

them.” Joey raced to the back gate and I could hear her barking as the children rode

9 closer to our home. I panted to the door.

Ann, Marie’s older sister, let us in. She must have just driven in from work. She 

always has such a soft place in her heart for me. She brings bites of licorice and meat 

scraps to us at night. I take the liberty of leaving my bed to greet her as she sits on the 

white hearth by the fireplace. Breezing the bangs out of my eyes, she talks to me, “How 

are you feeling, Pepper.”
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I just wish I could tell her, “Not myself, Annie, not for awhile.” She seems to 

understand and hugs me close. I leave her side and return to my bed.

“So tell me the rest, Pepper. I want to know.” Joey wags her bobbed tail.

Just as I was about to continue, Joey jumps off the denim pillow and races into

Ann’s leg. I know she wants Ann to give her a treat, but Ann never does it when her 

parents are around because they think it will throw off our diets. Ann just gives Joey a 

pat and sends her back to lie down with me.

“Are you ready now, Joey?” I narrow my eyes, showing her I disapprove of her 

greedy behavior. “I don’t have much time to tell you this story, so you better pay

attention.”

“Sorry, Pepper. What do you mean you don’t have much time to tell me the rest 

of the story?” She nuzzles her nose under my curly ear.

“Nothing. Let’s just get on with it. A year and a half passed, and Samantha

turned into a beautiful canine. All of the Westervelts friends fell in love with her, and

there wasn’t a reason for which they wouldn’t. She was a great huntress: she excelled in 

the field and the pond.

“A winter day came when she was suppose to fly to Montana to meet an award- 

• winning male, named Pride. He came from a pedigreed family. Samantha and he fell in

love and spent weeks in the Bitterroot valley exploring, hunting, and tracking together. 

She told me about their days together wading through cold streams and wandering 

through snowy pastures on starry nights. She swore it was the biggest sky she had ever 

seen. She and Pride would tell their secrets on those crisp, cold January nights and swear

67



their love to each other for as long as they lived. However, the time came when

Samantha had to leave Montana and Pride and return home to the Westervelts.

“The Westervelts had a busy spring that year. They tore apart the walls in this 

house and all sorts of strangers were in and out of here, making too much noise and 

leaving much more of a mess than a trampled Begonia garden. Yet Mrs. W. didn’t mind 

the humans doing it to her own house. Well, I guess it was because of those strangers

that the house looks like this.”

“I like the way our home looks, don’t you, Pepper?” Joey bit at her red collar.

“Oh, yes I do. I like it much better this way.” I glanced around the ranch style 

house, observing all the differences. Two and a half walls knocked down, white cabinets 

instead of dark hickory, and slick pine floors rather than oatmeal carpet. It’s much lighter 

and cozier than it was before the bustling strangers.

“Anyway, Samantha also had a busy spring. She started to act a little different. 

She was overly sensitive when I told her to hurry up when we would go for walks. She 

would cry and say she was trying. Neither one of us knew why her behavior was so 

peculiar. The W’s took her to the doctor about every thirty days. As time passed her

• body started to change and her stomach lowered and became very round.

“One day when she was sitting on Marie’s lap, Marie jumped off the ground and 

became very excited.”

‘Oh, yuck! Oh Sammy, sweetie, are you okay? Mom!’ Marie cried,‘I think 

Sam’s water just broke—on me.’ Mrs. W. came running.
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‘Oh, you’re right. Marie, grab the towels and escort Samantha to the whelping

pen.’

“Marie took Sam by her collar out into the garage. I wasn’t allowed to see 

Samantha for a few days. I was tremendously worried about her. Abner and Sabrina kind 

of minded their own business, but I couldn’t. I paced back and forth outside the doors 

and whined to be let into the garage, where I knew she was. The family seemed very 

excited, and we had all the W’s friends come over. Even the strangers who were axing 

the walls would go out to the garage, and come back in saying, ‘Oh, they’re so cute.’

Who or what was so cute? I just had to know what was happening to Sam.

“Finally, Marie walked me out into the garage. It looked terrible. That was the 

place they would prepare food, as well as where they were storing all of the books and 

furnishings for the house. It was crazy, but then I could smell Sam, and then five other 

similar scents at the opposite end of the garage. It was too weird; I thought I was getting 

sick. That’s when Marie led me to where I smelled the familiar scents. She picked me 

up to show me that Samantha was a mother.”

“A mom?” Joey leaped off the bed. “Samantha had puppies?”

“Yes, Joey.” I nodded my head, “Samantha had five precious pups: four females 

• and one male. Two of them were liver colored, just like your milk-chocolate coloring,

and the other three were ticked, or spotted with white. Samantha looked as peaceful as I 

have ever seen her. She glanced up and me and without saying a word; I knew it was one 

of the proudest moments of her life.

“I was able to spend a lot of time with the pups. Marie called me their ‘nanny.’ I 

assumed she called me that because when Samantha had to be weaned away from them, I
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became their substitute mother. Their eyes opened and their bodies grew much bigger, so 

they had to be taken outside to play. I would nudge them back to the group if they 

wandered off and lick their ears, just as I do with you, Joey.”

“Why did Samantha have to be taken away from them? She was their mommy.” 

“I know, Joey. But all puppies and all animals have to separate from their dads

and their moms so they can learn to live by themselves. You see?”

“Kind-of.” Joey rests her head on her two front paws. She stretches out her long,

pink tongue as she yawns, and her eyelids blink with heaviness until she finally fell 

asleep. I decide to take this time to nap, too.

I began to dream of Samantha, Abner, and Sabrina opening a kennel gate for me 

in this bright warm light. I saw all colors for the first time in my life: there were different

shades of color than I ever knew existed. Sabrina nodded her head to have me follow her.

There is no pain in my paws, and my eyes aren’t glazed over with a gray film. Every hair 

on my body was black again. Behind me there was a fading green light. Samantha ran

forward.

“Pepper, everything is beautiful here. You can smell apple blossoms all day long.

The other Westervelt dogs, Sabrina, and I chase geese and ducks all day, and Abner mice. 

• You would have your own squirrel nest to rassle. There’s no pain; I promise.”

I take a step forward and feel the light behind me fade slowly. She licks my ears 

to welcome me. As I started to walk forward, I could hear a faint bark of distress. It was

Joey’s.

“Joey! I can’t go with you dogs, now. I have some unfinished business; Joey 

needs to hear the full story—about all of us” I said eyeing Sam. “Please forgive me.” I
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stepped back into the shadows. Joey’s thunderous barks wake me, and I can hear Mr. 

Westervelt speaking my name.

“Pepper, Pepper. Are you okay? What’s going on with you, Pep?” Wheezing, I 

opened my eyes slowly.

“No, Jane. I think she’s okay. She must have just fallen into a deep sleep. Oh, it 

does look like she had a small accident again. I’m going to put them outside.” He 

unlocked and slid open the glass door. “There you go, girls.”

I wish they wouldn’t bring so much attention to these “accidents” as they call 

them. It is so embarrassing, especially in front of Joey. I feel like I am a puppy who 

doesn’t know any better to go to the door. It is humiliating. It means so much that Joey 

is mature enough not to question or make-fun of me. I am afraid I would snap and nip at

her.

“Are you alright, Pepper.” Joey sat on the grass waiting for me to finish drinking

water.

“Yeah, Jo. I’m okay. You look like you were crying. What’s going on?” I limp

over to her.

“No, I’m fine.” Joey rubs her head in the grass to hide the tears. “Why are you 

limping, and why wouldn’t you wake up when I licked your ears? I called your name and 

then I began to bark so the W’s would come help me.”

“I was having a wonderful dream, Joey. I just fell into a deep sleep. And I am 

limping because I can’t walk on my back leg; it hurts too much.”

“Is that what the W’s call Arthur Mitis?” Joey lowered and cocked her head 

looking at my right rear paw.

71



“It’s what they call arthritis. You almost got it. Good enough, right?”

“Right.” Joey pawed at the glass until Mr. W opened the door. “So where are all

the puppies?”

“What?” I turn around from watching the evening episode of Lassie.

“Samantha’s puppies. What happened to them?” Joey looks at me with wide,

curious eyes.

“Oh, that’s right, the puppies. The puppies were all given temporary names. Mrs. 

W. named hers “Petunia.” She was the second youngest of the litter. Mr. W. named his 

“Semper Fi” after the Marine Corps motto. Mike told Marie and Ann that they could 

name his, so Marie named the third youngest “Katie Jane.” Annie, being the movie lover 

she is, named her puppy, “Lauren Taylor” after Lauren Bacall and Elizabeth Taylor.

And, finally, Marie named hers “Huckleberry Wood.” He was the only male, and she 

named him after Huckleberry Finn and Elijah Wood.

“I sniffed out everyone who came to visit them to make sure they were suitable 

enough to hold and pet the little ones. Everyone who came over said they were the most 

people friendly puppies they had ever met. It was true. The puppies were loved and 

played with every day, and in return they loved people.

£ “After some time the puppies were taken away by various people who became

their new owners. I can hear the Westervelts talk about them from time to time, but I 

have only heard scraps of what has happened to the sweet pups.

“Was Samantha sad when they left home?” Joey asked, as she stretched and

arched her back.
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“Yes, she was upset for awhile, but she was still a young pup, too, Joey. In fact 

she had them at the same age as you are now.”

“Wow! I can’t imagine having my own puppies.”

“I can’t imagine you having your own puppies either, Joey.”
e

“Hey!” Joey rolled over onto me. We laughed at the thought of her having her

own litter.

In her bathrobe, Mrs. Westervelt let us out one last time before it was time for 

bed. When she let us back in, Joey sprinted in front of her and raced to the bedroom I lag 

behind her. Circling the bed, as if to clear an ample space for my body, I curl up into a 

ball and dream of a goodnight’s rest. I feel Joey snuggle close to me and feel her warm 

breath tickle my ear.

In the early morning Joey hassles me to tell her the rest of the story, so after our 

meal we lay outside on the sunned grass, and I continue the story.

“About ten seasons passed and the family had their share of good and bad times. 

They did not know that for the next five years they would be faced with continual

heartache.”

£ “What do you mean, Pep?”

“A lot of sad things happened to the Westervelts, Joey. I’ll explain some the

animal sorrows.

“Around the time when the leaves on the trees get really crisp and brittle, you 

know right before they cover the grass; well, it was then that Abner disappeared. He 

didn’t mention anything to me about running away or anything. He just went out to play
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in the vacant lots and never returned. Mrs. Westervelt was devastated. She was

obviously worried about what had happened to Abner. The W’s hung signs all over the 

city, but no one replied. I think I have a good idea of what happened to him. I am afraid 

he met his match with a raccoon, and I think for once, my friend Abner couldn’t escape.

I believe that is what Mrs. W. thinks, too, but it was so hard not knowing—never 

knowing.

Only about a full moon later, Marie came outside to play with Sabrina, Samantha, 

and myself, and she couldn’t find Sabrina. I couldn’t obviously tell her what I had 

witnessed, but she ran inside and waited for Mr. W. to come home.”

‘Why couldn’t you tell us, Daddy? How come we didn’t get to say good-bye.

She wasn’t in that much pain.’

‘Yes, she was, honey. I know you’ll miss her. You have no idea of how hard it is 

for me to do this, but you wouldn’t want her to be in pain, now would you?’

‘No, but how come you didn’t tell us?’ Marie punched the pillow she was holding 

on her lap.

‘Would you have wanted to know before I did it?’

‘Yes.. .No, I guess not.’ Marie cried and hugged her dad. Annie sat on the couch 

crying. Even Mr. W. blinked a couple of tears.

“What happened to Sabrina?” Joey asks.

“Joey, don’t you see?” Looking at her, I discover she doesn’t have any idea of 

what I am referring to. “Towards the end of every animal’s life, they are in a lot of pain
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and have no desire to eat, drink, hunt, or play—it hurts even when you sleep. So, if the 

humans you live with understand that you are in pain, they take you to the doctor and 

they put you into a restful, sound sleep.”

“Do you wake up?”

“In an entirely different world, one where you play and hunt all day long with all 

your friends that have gone before you.”

“Oh. But what about the friends down here; they don’t ever get to see you again, 

do they?”

“No, Joey. They don’t until it’s their time to go.”

“Are you crying, Pep?” Joey asks as she cocks her head to the right.

“No.” I rub my face in the denim pillow to soak up the unwanted tears.

“Did Abner get to go to the other world? Is that heaven?”

“Yes, Abner is in heaven, too.” I look to see Joey’s eyes are full of fear and 

sadness. “Are you okay? Do you want me to stop telling you the story?”

“No. Tell the rest, please?” Joey rested her head on my paws and glances over to

me.

“The seasons proceeded to change and time came for Marie to leave home. She 

£ told me repeatedly she did not want to go away to college; I didn’t want her to leave. She

confided in me the night before she left.”

‘What if something horrible happens when I am away at school, Pepper? I don’t 

know if I will be able to come home. I don’t want to leave everyone here. They only 

have to miss me; I am going to miss all of you.’ Marie slid off her bed onto the floor.
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Holding me in her lap, she cried on my head. Samantha came in and sat down on both of 

us. She always seemed to know when Marie was sad or hurt.

‘Oh, Sammy. You, too, baby. I am going to miss you so much when I leave; I 

just wish I could take you two with me to Montana. Then I know nothing would happen 

to you. I promise I will come home as often as I can. I love you both so much.’

“Marie did leave, as you know. I don’t know exactly what happened, but I know 

they had a lot of people close to them die that year. It was always unexpected. And I 

think that is what really hurt, Marie. She didn’t handle that very well—I guess nobody 

would. She begged and pleaded not to have to go back to school, but she always gave us 

her hugs and had to leave anyway.

“That late winter Samantha and I were outside playing in the snow and something 

happened that really unnerved Sam. I had had a cold, so I couldn’t smell anything 

unfamiliar, but Sam did. Mrs. W. let us inside to warm up. Samantha’s hair prickled on 

her spine, and she whined loudly. I asked her what was wrong.

“I don’t know, Pepper. But something is wrong. I can feel it—I’m scared, Pep.”

‘Sam, I don’t feel anything is wrong. What do you mean?’ I lifted my hind leg to

scratch the side of my stomach.

‘I can smell something, Pepper. It smells like flies and mushrooms.’ Samantha 

began to walk in circles around the living room. ‘It’s not right. Somebody is lurking

around the house. ’
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‘I wish I could smell it, but I can’t. My nose is stuffed. Just lay down and get 

some sleep.’

‘I can’t, Pepper. I’m too nervous. You sleep; maybe I should go search the yard.’

“I put my head down and fell right to sleep, and I will never forgive myself for 

doing so. Samantha’s behavior caught Mrs. Westervelt’s attention, so she assumed Sam 

just had to go outside. When the door opened, Sam wouldn’t place a paw on the grass, 

and Mrs. Westervelt insisted she would because it seemed obvious she needed something. 

Two hours later I woke up to a lot of confusion. Mr. and Mrs. Westervelt were arguing.

‘I don’t know. I just let her outside and went to my tennis practice, and when I 

came home she was gone. She had been acting really peculiar when I went to let her 

outside, but I didn’t really think much of it.’

‘Jane, you checked all the surrounding neighborhoods?’ Mr. Westervelt quieted

down as he tried to clear his mind.

‘Tommy, I did. Ann came home during her lunch break to help me, but we didn’t

see a trace of Samantha anywhere.’

“I jumped off my bed when I realized who they were talking about. Ann let me 

outside, and I sneezed several times to try to clear my nose. I hunted the entire yard for 

clues to tell me where my best friend had been taken.

‘The iron gates weren’t busted open at all? You don’t think she ran away?’ Mr. 

Westervelt asked as he paced the family room.
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‘No, Tommy, I don’t. I think someone stole her. There are no signs of her sliding 

through the gate; the wood and bungi-cord that block the space where they can escape are 

in place.’

‘You called all the pounds and the humane society?’ Mr. Westervelt ran his hand

over his bald head.

‘Ann and I have been on the phones all day.’ Mrs. W. started to walk toward her

husband.

‘Shit! I can’t believe this.” His eyes started to water. He grabbed the newspaper 

that was placed on his recliner and threw it across the room. “If someone took my 

dog....’”

“You found her didn’t you, Pepper?” Joey got off the bed. Her eyes stare right at 

me. She breathes heavily, and tears start dripping out of the comer of her golden eyes.

“Tell me they found her.”

“The Westervelts did the best they could. Mrs. Westervelt was on the phone 

everyday for the next month for hours. Mr. Westervelt was stopping calls at his office so 

he could call every surrounding animal shelter in the Spokane County and northern 

Idaho. Ann drove to the shelters every other day, crying seeing all those homeless 

animals, and sobbing that none of them were Samantha. I yelped to all the neighborhood 

dogs, but none of our friends smelled, saw, or heard anything. All the Westervelts 

friends, including all the people in Mr. Westervelt’s office, scoured the south hill, the 

northside, the valley, and eastside for a trace of Samantha.
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“I rode with Mr. W. when he went downtown to talk to the transients and see if

any of them had seen a dog that resembled the picture of Samantha he had. Between 

them and some phone calls, they received very promising leads. They described 

Samantha perfectly, mentioning characteristics that the picture did not show. But nothing

ever came of it.

“A day after Samantha disappeared Mrs. Westervelt called Marie and told her. I 

could hear her cry on the other end of the phone. I so much wanted her to come home,

and I knew she wanted to be with me.”

‘Oh, I know, Marie. Just keep her in your prayers. Uh-huh. No, actually, Pepper 

isn’t doing to well. She obviously knows something is wrong, and I don’t know what to 

do for her. Of course. I’m sure she wants you to be here too. Yes, well, you’ll be able to 

help when you get home for spring break.’

“As soon as Marie came home for spring break, she burst into to tears and picked 

me up. She, Ann, and I immediately hopped into the car and drove to the shelters. 

Nothing. They did the best they could. We all did, but Samantha never returned.”

9 “That is the saddest thing I have ever heard. I wish I could have met her, Pepper.”

Sniffling, Joey began to cry again.

“Well, Joey, that is the best part about this story.” I lick the top ofher silky head.

“What do you mean, Pepper?”

“I don’t know all the details, sweetie, so everything I tell you is everything I 

know. Months after Samantha disappeared, Mr. Westervelt received a call from southern
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Idaho. Someone who worked with him knew a man who just recently had a litter of

German Short Hairs.

“Mr. Westervelt wasn’t planning on getting another puppy for a long time, but the 

opportunity seemed too good to be true. So he took me with him, and we drove down to 

southern Idaho to just look at them. I waited in the car while Mr. W. talked with the man. 

Wanting to see the puppies, I whined so he would let me out of the car. When he did, I 

ran over to the box where all the pups were sleeping. The puppies were adorable; but 

they looked malnourished. Mr. Westervelt talked with the man for awhile.

‘The others are sold. There’s only the runt of the pack left.’ The man’s face was 

dirty. Sweat streaked the dirt away to reveal pasty skin. He pointed to the littlest one in 

the cardboard box, as he sparked a flame to light his cigarette.

“I smelled a number of scents, but one of them was particularly terrible. The 

stench smelled like flies and mushrooms. I wedged my nose in a tear in the box, and I 

smelled a different, but a very familiar scent. I noticed the runt was already scarred on her 

nose and on the back of her leg. The scent in the box was one I associated with memories 

of Begonias and Sunflowers. It was faint, but still very present. I pawed Mr. W’s leg. 

The smell was that of Samantha’s; I knew it. I just had to get Mr. W’s attention.

‘What is it, Pepper-dog? You behave. I bet you like seeing these puppies don’t 

you?’ He petted my head. ‘This little dog was the best nanny we had for our Short Hair 

puppies, when their mother wasn’t around. Speaking-of, where is their mother?’
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‘Um- well I don’t have any of her papers. Uh—they caught on fire two weeks 

ago.’ His eyes shifted away from Mr. Westervelt’s face.

‘Well, that’s fine, I don’t plan to breed a dog again. But where is the mother of 

these puppies?’

Flicking the butt of his cigarette into the mud he answered angrily, ‘The old bitch 

ran away from here a week ago after she was weaned from the brats. I was so pissed.

She had another good, two litters in her.’

“I began to growl at this jerk. I hoped Sam had run as far as she possibly could. I 

secretly hoped she would find her way back home to us. I actually started visualizing her 

running along side the highway as we drove up along side her to take her home, but then 

the man spoke.

‘Well, a buddy of mine found her about five miles north, but she had already died 

of something or another.’

‘You say that all the others are sold?’ Mr. Westervelt cleared his throat, and I

could tell he had a cross tone in his voice.

9 ‘Yeah, all but the runt. I don’t know if she’d do much good, but she’ll cost ya just

the same. ’

“Mr. Westervelt picked her up, looked into her eyes, and patted her head. Placing 

her on the ground, she ran right into the bushes and scared up three sparrows. She ran 

back to Mr. W. He picked her up again.

‘I’ll take her.’ Mr. W. said stroking her little head.
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‘Great. I didn’t want to deal with a good-for-nothing runt.’

“Mr. Westervelt paid the man, and as he turned to go he said, ‘Yeah, I am glad 

that she doesn’t have to deal with your abuse. And if I ever hear that you are breeding 

dogs anymore, you can bet I’ll have you reported.’

‘Yeah, right.’ The smelly man said, lighting up another one of his Lucky Strike 

cigarettes.

“Mr. W. turned around and helped me into the back of the car, and situated the 

puppy next to me. I looked into its eyes to notice that the baby blue was fading and her 

eyes were brightening into golden flame, just like her mother’s—just like my best 

friend’s. That’s the first time I met you little Joey Cora.”

“What? That was me? I’m the puppy?” Joey’s head raised and her ears perked 

up on her head, “That means—no. You mean I am Samantha’s puppy? She was my

mom?”

“Yes, Joey, you were bom to the best mom in the world.” Wheezing, I continue. 

“It’s a miracle that you came to live with us.”

“Wow! I can’t believe it.” Pausing for a minute, she squirmed closer to me, “But 

I think you’re the best mom, Pepper. You were the one who raised me. But I wish 

Samantha, I mean, my mom, wouldn’t have had to die because of that terrible man.”

Joey began to cry again. “I don’t remember her or the man.”

I licked her tears away. “ I’m glad you don’t remember him. Joey, you are a big 

dog now. You are raised, and you can take care of yourself. One of these days, it will be 

my turn to go to heaven.”

“No, Pep. It won’t ever be that day.” Joey’s tears grew bigger with every word.
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We both hear the mailman shuffle and stuff the letters through the slot, but neither

one of us run to announce his arrival.

“Let’s not talk about this right now, okay.” I attempt at smoothing her cowlick 

with a strong stride of my tongue, but a pain hits me in the side. I unintentionally howl. 

Joey with an expression of panic looks over to me. I can hear her bark to call attention to

me.

“Jesus, Tom, Pepper is vomiting blood.” Mrs. W. runs over to the door and slides

it open.

I try to get up, but I can feel nothing in my back paws. I fall to the ground.

“Tommy, help her. We have get her outside.”

I feel Mr. W’s hand circle my body. He lifts me up and puts me on the frosted 

grass. I spy Joey fogging the glass door with her nose. I don’t want her to see me like 

this. I can’t let her witness this pain. I lay down on the grass and shut my eyes. I can see 

the silhouette of a slim dog walking towards me.

“Sam, is that you again?”

“Yes, Pepper. Are you ready to come with me?” She takes two steps closer to

me.

“Let me say good-bye to them, please.”

“For me, too, Pepper.” Samantha shudders a sigh.

“Janey, I got to take her down to the 24-hour vet. God, I hate this.” I open my 

eyes to hear the Westervelts talking about me.
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“Tom, should we call Marie first?”

“No, definitely not. We’ll call her tomorrow.” He opens the door to come get 

me. Joey sprints out first.

“Please don’t go, Pep. I am not ready to say good-bye.” Joey licks my head and 

lays down beside me.

I cough, “You’ll be fine, Joey. Your mom and I will be watching over you 

everyday. I promise. And you have to promise to take care of the family for me, okay?”

“I promise, Pep. Please don’t go. I love you.”

“I love you, too. Live your life well, Joey Cora”

“I’ll look for you when I go to sleep, Pepper.”
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‘Epifyjue



I can’t explain the amazement and relief I feel right now. I completed four stories 

that combine the elements of children’s literature and short fiction. Hopefully they are 

as enjoyable for others to read as they were for me to write.

Problems arose in the writing process as to be expected. The most difficult 

problem was separating myself from the writing. It was extremely hard to read a story 

and see where readers might be confused. For instance, I easily envision the setting for 

“Carrion,” but my readers might not be able to see the railroad tracks or the surrounding 

wheat fields. So, I have to detach myself from my imagination and texturize gestures, 

emotions, expressions, and the scenery, so that my readers can have a clear perception of

the story I am writing. In writing “The Westervelt Tails,” I became frustrated with how 

to describe dog behavior. In my description, not only did it have to be appropriate for the 

scene, but the words had to be accurate enough for the readers to picture their dogs doing 

just what Pepper and Joey do: relax, play, worry, speak, etc.

Another quandary I faced was how to enhance the tensity and conflict in my 

stories. If they are children’s stories how much tension should be there? How much

# should I heighten the climax? With the help of my faculty advisors, I relearned that often

serious issues are addressed in children’s stories and that I can add layers of complexity 

to a story and have it appreciated by both children and adults. This lesson serves in the 

whole purpose of this thesis: after all, I tried my best to do just that, combine issues and/ 

or elements of both adult and children’s fiction.
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I have learned a lot about the writing process during the ten months of writing this 

thesis. I have a new respect for writers and the revision process. It is one thing to write 

your ideas down on paper (which is often hard enough), but then to revise over and over 

again is a tedious, and sometimes disheartening process. It is not easy to let go of 

paragraphs, and sometimes pages of well-thought sentences, descriptions, and dialogue, 

but through the eyes of a critic they have to go; it is a difficult discipline I am learning.

On the other end of the spectrum, it’ also quite grueling to add more to what you think 

you have already said in your writing. I don’t know how many times in my four years at 

Carroll College that I have heard my professors say, “Push yourself harder; it’ll be worth 

it when you get there.” Well, I am still pushing, and I can see they are right; it’s worth 

the demanding challenge.

The final product of all that hard work: dozens of revised drafts, reading, 

researching, sketching a variety of plot turns, and experimenting with contemporary 

dialogue is well worth the time and effort. I am satisfied with how far I have come in 

my writing abilities, and I know I have a long road ahead of me, full of revision and 

structural detours that will make this writing process challenging, intense, and full of 

adventure. But I am looking forward to the next turn in my writing journey.
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