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​MOTHER NATURE 
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You don’t curse Mother Nature. 

"Fuck Mother Nature!" 

This was one of Bobby-George's favorite sayings. He always loved to 'lord' it over things. That was why his first wife left him. He was too dominating and controlling and he had to control everything, all the time, all the way.

Every time we went hunting he would go into this long speech on how we were the kings of the earth, and that it was our duty to subdue Mother Nature.

That Mother Nature had to yield her fruit to us. After all, it was all in the bible, you know? That man should dominate the earth?

But I think Bobby-George took that scripture completely out of context! 

I tried to tell him that we should respect Mother Nature. She is stronger than we are. And though she gives us all that we need, we also have to protect her and treat her right also, and we need to shield ourselves from the negative, cold, side of Her Nature like cold weather, earthquakes, tornados, and rainstorms. 

But Bobby-George only replied with his famous saying again. "Fuck Mother Nature! We are to rape her and force her to give us what we want!" 

Can you spell M-E-G-A-L-O-M-A-N-I-A-C?

"OK, Tarzan!" I grinned trying to cool him down some. I seriously thought Bobby-George had a wrong attitude towards the earth and Mother Nature, like the greedy Corporations that raped her for her resources and mass profits and gave her nothing back in return.

But no one really paid it much attention, until one day we were out hunting coon as we usually do and Bobby-George was carrying-on, on how he was the king of the Jungle {that's where I got the Tarzan bit from}, and how Mother Nature was his bitch, and sure enough, that 'ol fool slipped on a rock on the side of the hill.

He fell and rolled down the hill yelling for somebody to help him.

Flip flopping like a big blue and orange ball he finally stopped.

And do you know what happened next?  

He landed on this thirteen-inch tree branch that went right up his butt! I kid you not!  

Ol' Bobby-George rolled down that hill and took one bounce in his blue jeans and came down on this stick protruding from this broken tree trunk. It busted a hole in his blue jeans and went straight up his butt!

It happened so fast it was like a scene out of a cartoon. Ol' Bobby-George was screaming for me to help him, and I rushed down the hillside telling Bobby-George not to worry I would be there in no time.  

And I got there, and I tried to pull Bobby-George up and when we got about three-quarters of that stick out of his butt, my hand sure enough slipped and Bobby-George fell back down on that stick again and it shot right back up his butt! 

"Jumpin' Jesus!" Bobby-George said. "Awwwwwww!"  

"Oh Jesus, Bobby-George! I didn't mean to drop you back down on that stick! Don't worry I'll get you to a hospital in no time!`` I told him.  

I finally got Bobby-George up the hill and into the back of the truck. 

Can you imagine Bobby-George walking into the hospital, pretty normal except for a tree branch sticking out of his butt?

He was almost whimpering like a little school girl. I couldn't blame him!

"Fucking Mother Nature!" Bobby-George was screaming. "Can you believe I just got fucked by Mother Nature!", he said as they laid him on his stomach on the hospital bed.

"Mother Nature just fucked me up the ass!" I certainly did not want him to see me laughing!

Nor did the nurses.  

They finally calmed Bobby-George down and sedated him, and they got that dirty 'ol stick out of his butt. I stayed there almost all night till Bobby-George woke up again. "Man, my fucking asshole is on fire! " He said as a way of greeting me.  

I laughed, but then before I knew it he was at it again, telling me how he lords it over Mother Nature, his bitch. And how she tried to get back at him and fuck him up the ass. He chowed down on some chicken they had brought him for dinner.  

"I don't think Mother Nature has a conscious Bobby-George. It was just an accident."  

"Accident my ass! Excuse the pun! She did it on purpose. Jealous of me! She 

hates me for I am better than she is! She is a cold-hearted, calculating, evil bitch that needs to be subdued! I still don't take back what I said. We are the lords of the jungle! Fuck Mother Nature! I got to take a shit!"  

And Bobby-George got up to take a dump and do you know what happened next? You won't believe it. I mean Ethel, my wife, was already laughing when I told her, when I got to this part. She knew what an 'ol Cuss, Bobby-George could be.  

Yep, he slipped on the newly cleaned tile floor. And it happened all over again!

Bobby-George knocked this cactus plant off the windowsill, and it had this long abnormal stem that was sticking off of it. About a foot long.  

Bobby-George's hospital gown was all open in the back. His butt was sticking out, and he had no underwear for some odd reason. He was all butt-naked back there, and sure enough, he fell right back down on that cactus plant stem that was sticking up in the air!  

"Awwwwwwwwwww! Jesus-on-a-stick! Not again!" He hollered. That cactus branch went straight up his butt-hole. "Oh my goodness! Bobby-George! Let me help you again!" I went to help lift him up as the nurses came back into the room.  

I could have sworn I heard the wind laughing as hard as I was doing silently. The nurses, knowing this was the second time this had happened to him, could not help but have a smile on their faces from the coincidence.  

Coincidence?  

You just don't fool Mother Nature!  
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​COINCIDENCE ON MAIN STREET  
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You owe $20,000 to a cut-throat Gangster. What do you do? 

I owed Big Tony $20,000 and I had to have it by midnight tonight!

If you were one second, one penny short of Big Tony's money you were a dead man. I had 24 hours.  

I went to the bar to get a drink and figure out what l I was supposed to do. I had a sure bet the guy told me, I could not lose. To make a long story short, my horse missed coming in first by 'that much'. I had to recoup my losses. As I walked back down Main street I noticed this one house that looked like it was pretty quiet. And vulnerable.  

Maybe my fucking luck had changed for once. There was always that one sure and proven way to get money fast...you robbed someone. Anyone. It didn't matter who. Anyone would do. Robbers don't discriminate.  I love it when I hear people say how fate or God was getting back at crooks for some wrong they did in the past when all it was, was their unlucky, not-thought-out planning.  

It was dark and this looked like the perfect house for a robbery. I got in through the back window with ease. I had practice at this. All was quiet. I looked around the small living room.  

Now what the fuck could I steal that was worth $20,000? Was there anything in the house worth $20,000? In New York, the rich can live next door to the poor and you would never know it till you got in the place. But these were separate units, these people had money to live here and I was in like Flint.  

I scurried around and took this little trickle and that little thing, but I had better find something better than this! I had to find $20,000 worth of shit, pawn it, and have $20,000 in cold, hard cash ready by 12:00 midnight, tonight!

With only 3% of the money now in paper currency, this could stand to be a problem. Not like I had not been in this kind of scenario before, but to the tune of $20,000, that was a little steep. And the clock was ticking!  

Then I heard footsteps coming from upstairs. Someone else was in the house!

I looked around for something I could use as a weapon, just in case. Then I heard this weak, old, voice. Damn! It was some old lady. I figure she was alone or had a lazy, cowardly husband who let his wife investigate a strange sound in the house alone. I only heard one voice.

My lucky night, she was all alone.  

"Is somebody down there?" I heard an old woman cry in a scared voice. 'Yes, just us robbers, you stupid fuck!' My luck was holding up. It seemed like she would be a pushover. I could easily handle her if necessary. It was necessary. All she had was a flashlight in her hand. It was no problem at all to sneak up on her, seize the flashlight, and hit her in the frontal lobe with it. I don't think she even saw me coming. 'Sweet dreams, Grandma.`` I grabbed the flashlight and hit her in the head with it.  

She was dead before she hit the floor. It was easier that way, no mess, no fuss. Damn! That wasn't good. Killing innocent old ladies could screw up your karma.  Oh well, a crook gotta do what a crook gotta do!  

I went into the bedroom and after a quick search, I hit pay dirt. This old bitch actually had $25,000 in cold hard cash, of all places, under her mattress. What luck! More than what I needed to pay Tony off and still have some to party with. Can you believe that? Five thousand more than what I needed and I didn't even have to pay extra for a midnight pawn ticket. What fucking luck.  

Too bad about the old lady, though. I would just leave her dead body in the apartment building. Knowing the residents of this town, she may not be found for over a month or so. What luck! It was about time my luck changed. If it wasn't for bad luck, I would have no luck at all.  

I gathered the money into a small suitcase. I had it made. On the way out the door, I stopped to thank the 'old bag' for the donation she made to my personal charity when I noticed this unusual ring on her finger.  

It had to be one-of-a-kind. I had to have it. But no matter how much I twisted the ring on her finger, it would not come off. WTF? What was the alternative? Oh well, I got another idea. 

With a kitchen knife, I severed her fingers from her hand and got that bad boy ring on my finger. Blood squirted all over. Without going into the gory details...the ring was a perfect fit!  

Boy, things really were going my way tonight. It was about time I got a break! I mean just because I went around killing people who didn't deserve it was no reason for me to have a shitty life. Which I did. But that's another story. Right now, I just had to get the fuck out of there and to Big Tony's before midnight. I had a cool three hours. 

I exited the house and made sure there were no witnesses who saw me and made my way down Main Street, USA. For once I had a smile on my face. God loves a cheerful taker! 

Big Tony's fat ass was sitting behind his expense desk as usual. Known to be a ruthless man with ties to the Mafia, you just didn't fuck with this guy. He had a gold or diamond ring on each finger and a crucifix around his neck. "How ya doin’ Big Tony," I said, throwing the money on the table.  

"Awww, Freddy, my man. I see you're on time. On time! That's my boy!"  

"Yeah, Tony, you know I would never fuck you. Here is your dough just as I said. Every penny of it."  

I pointed to the stash on the desk. It was about 15 minutes to midnight. I had almost waited till the deadline but I now had nothing to worry about. I made the deadline on time.  All the money was there and I was in the clear.

His two big, muscular bodyguards put their hands closer to their guns. I was too close to Tony. I backed up a little.  

As I put the money on the desk, Tony grabbed my right hand, "Hey, look at that ring!"

He had noticed the ring I had stolen on my finger. I didn't tell him I stole it, not when it came from the same money I gave him, from the same robbery.  

"I swear, my mother has a ring just like that! I'll be goddamned!"

"When I got her that ring that cocksucker dealer told me it was the only one of its kind in the world. And here I see a duplicate right here on your finger! Goddamnit! Hey Brutus? Take a look at this!"  

Big Brutus walked over to the desk and looked at the ring. He held my hand up and then let it drop back to the table like he dropped a hot potato. Son of bitch! He had the bedside manners of a vulture.  

"Nice ring, boss." He said with no emotion. He backed up to the door again. I started sweating. It couldn't be? . Ain't no way! Nawwwww, couldn't be!' I thought. 

But I started sweating a little more.  

"Boy, I love my mother so much. If anything should ever happen to her, not only would I kill the mutherfucker, I would make sure he suffered for at least a week! A fucking two weeks! I would torture the mutherfucker a slow, lingering, very painful, 'wish-I-could-die' death!  

I would start by splitting his cock open and sewing it up, all without painkillers. And then just poured enough acid on the head of it to burn like hell before I ripped the stitches out and did it all again before it had time to heal completely! Haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa! Fuck ya!"  

He had the look of the Devil on his face, he was enjoying his fantasy so much.  

"And then I would put a steel rod in his dick hole and his asshole at the same fucking time! Then I would let big Brutus over there fuck him with a baseball bat while I poured acid over his face. Not enough to kill him, but disfigure him enough before he died a week later! Two weeks later!" 

"Boss, you're too kind." Big Brutus said from over near the door. "Except do I have to fuck the guy in the ass boss? That ain't really my style..." 

"Shut the fuck up, dickhead! Tony said like a father. "You'll do as I fucking say!"  

"Yes, boss."  Big Brutus bowed his head in respect.

And as Tony continued his torture plan I got sicker and sicker.  

"Then I would skin him alive and keep him alive and conscious while I poured salt over his skinless body. I would cut off his eyelids, and his lips, and puncture his lungs but keep him breathing...a most painful experience! I know I caught a bullet in the lungs before. I Wish I was dead." He grinned.  

His men grinned and then were back at their stoic poker faces.

"Then I would take a metal scraper to his knees and just take the top layer of skin off. I would take the tip of his dick and set it on fire, and then make him piss blood all at the same fucking time. Then make him drink his piss and blood! Haaaaa!

I would do all that all in one day so he would be fresh to torture again the next day."  

This put Tony in a great mood. He was enjoying how he was inventing different ways to torture his victim.  He truly was a sadist at heart. A murderous one!

"That's how much I love my mother. Nobody could ever replace her."

I knew I had to get the fuck out of there now, this was too much of a coincidence! There was NO WAY that could have been Tony's mother house I robbed. No way! Couldn't be! Just couldn't be!  
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