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Note from Author:

These short stories would be best enjoyed after reading Orson Kincaid’s first three books. Each of the stories in this collection has a title that includes a number with a decimal point. This number indicates the time in Orson Kincaid’s life when this story took place. Example: 0.2 means this took place before the events in book #1 and early in Orson’s life; 1.5 means the story took place about halfway between books #1 and #2; and 3.9 means the story happened just before the beginning of book #4, which is not yet published. 
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This collection of short stories is dedicated to Bill B for being the greatest fan and supporter in my extended family and to Doc for being ready to help in a pinch when I needed his help and friendship.
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THE HEARTBREAK OF LOSS 

[image: ]




An Orson Kincaid Flash Fiction Story 0.2

––––––––
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Charles Kincaid had not yet come in from the fields, but when he did, he was drenched and fit to be tied. He had to make a choice to stay wet and return to the fields or go get dried off and get stuck looking after the two boys and the baby while his wife went wherever it was, she went to get a break. Lightning flashed in the skies, quickly followed by the booming thunder, convincing him it might be safer to go inside, after all. 

The monsoons swamped the area late every July in St. David, Arizona. Each part of the Sonoran Desert and the towns of Southern and Central Arizona were at the mercy of the rolling storms, which drove the clouds through the region until they contained as much rain as possible. Then, the super-saturated clouds opened their bottom and dumped the rain. They continued to move with the wind, collecting more moisture until they were whole again and dumped all their rain once more.

These storms brought much-needed moisture to the region but produced flash flooding and mud thicker than a Texas Longhorn cow paddy. Charles was unable to work the fields extensively during the monsoon season. Head down, he jogged to the barn to feed the animals.

Mama Kincaid was busy in the kitchen, bottling spaghetti sauce and flattening pie dough. The first was for the fruit cellar, and the last was for the freezer. She would not allow anything to distract her until after her sauce was simmering and the parchment paper separated at least three sheets of pie dough. She determined that her family would not starve if the following winter were as bad as the previous one.

Six-year-old Hyrum and four-year-old Orson had been left to their own devices during the storm while their parents attended to their long-term family business. 

“Hyrum, this is the fifth page I have colored today. I’m bored,” Orson said.

Hyrum replaced his favorite red crayon in its place in the box, where it would remain unbroken and reusable. “Me too,” he said, agreeing with his younger brother. “What do you want to do?”

Orson playfully grinned. “Hide and Go Seek!” 

“Okay. But you have to go first and count to fifty before looking for me. Then I will try to find you. Okay?”

“Yeah, I can count to fifty. That’s easy.” Orson raced to the family sofa and put his face against the cushions so he couldn’t see where his brother hid. “One, two, three, ... He kept counting to fifty while Hyrum slipped into their parents’ bedroom, opened the closet, stepped inside, and closed the folding door. The door had louvers through which he could see anyone entering the room. Hyrum smiled, thinking his brother surely would not remember their standing orders to stay out of their parents’ room. Orson was as playful and devious as he was, and they played well together.

“Forty-eight, forty-nine, fifty! Ready or not, here I come,” Orson yelled from the family room. 

As Hyrum waited within the closet of the forbidden room, he heard Orson racing between rooms in short spurts, stopping, dropping to the floor, getting up, and sprinting to the next possible hiding spot in his search for his older brother.

Hyrum grew bored and worried that either one or both of his parents could catch him in their room, and Papa would surely paddle his behind. 

* * *
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Suddenly, the bedroom door slowly and silently slid open, and Orson’s head poked inside, looking around at all the mysterious items. He stepped inside the room and took his time looking around. All the drawers were large and looked difficult for a boy to open. He almost decided to leave when he spotted a short drawer about his height. It was beside the large bed, where a small lamp sat on top of the box. The light was on, making it possible for Orson to see the items beside it—Papa’s ring, wristwatch, and wallet. He moved close enough to touch all of them. But it was the drawer that fascinated him the most. What hidden treasures could be inside? 

Orson carefully grasped the two handles and tugged on them. Then he stopped and looked behind him, listening for any indication his mother or father might have heard anything. 

No sound. 

Orson continued to pull. As the drawer opened, it revealed the hidden treasure, which astonished him the most. It was Papa’s gun, like the ones the cowboys used on television. Orson slowly grasped it in one hand and lifted it from the drawer to look at it. His eyes grew several times their usual size. It was amazing! He reached out to caress the cold steel, lift, and feel the heavy gun in his young hands.

* * *
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Hyrum silently stood behind the louvered closet door, watching his brother enter the room. He covered his mouth with one hand to stifle a giggle. He had never seen Orson move so slowly and take his time at anything. He was usually more likely to grab things and run away with them. 

The thought of what would happen to them blew into his mind, and he decided to sneak up on his brother to find out if he would scream like a little girl. He tested the closet door by slowly opening it. It was silent. Then, he slowly crept out of the closet. 

* * *
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Charles Kincaid was breaking down alfalfa to feed his animals and pitching it in each stall so they could eat when they chose. With the rain coming down in torrents, they were all inside the barn, and they would eat it leisurely over the next two hours or so.

As the rain pounded on the barn roof, Charles heard a slight popping sound come from the direction of the house. There was no doubt precisely what it was. He dropped the pitchfork and raced to the house, finding his wife in a wailing heap on their bedroom floor.

He smelled cordite, which confirmed his most horrific fear. He knew they had just lost one of their sons but didn’t know which one until he stepped into the room and saw little Orson frozen at his bedside, gun at his feet, and Hyrum slumped in his mother’s arms. Heart-sick and grief-stricken, he dropped to his knees and wailed. Their family would never be the same.

––––––––
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THE BEGINNING
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DIARY EXTRACT OF SARAH BISHOP (April 5 and April 6)
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An Orson Kincaid Short Story, 0.7

April 5

Dear Diary,

Today, I stomped out of my Human Biology class and headed for my locker to get my American History book. As I spun the dial on the combination lock, I opened the locker, took my backpack off my shoulder, and opened the pack to take out my American History book. Orson Kincaid and his best friend, Ted Piñeda, walked past me, laughing and joking about that jab Orson had made at all women. He said no woman in St. David could survive in the desert as well as he could. He added that none of us could even keep up with him in the desert and issued a challenge for anyone to try. 

But no one did.

As they passed me, Ted gave Orson one slap on the shoulder. "You sure gave it to them," he said. 

"Uh, I what?" was Orson's reply.

I finished at my locker, slammed it shut, and spun the dial to secure it before going to my next class. Unfortunately, I also shared history with Frick and Frack. I hated how smug they could be when discussing their abilities and the goal of entering military service after graduation next year. The usual hallway clamor was loud, but I could still hear them as they continued their rant.

"You know. That was a great challenge you threw in the face of all the girls in this school."

"Moi?" Orson said, dabbing his chest with his open hand in feigned surprise.

"Well, yeah," Ted insisted. "How many girls at this school do you think will take you up on that challenge to keep up with you and survive in the desert?"

I entered the history classroom behind them, and we all grabbed seats. Orson's seat was right in front of mine, and Ted's was in the seat to Orson's right. They kept talking, so I glowered at them while getting my supplies out for history.

Orson turned his head toward me and spoke louder to ensure I heard him.

Yep! I had been there, I tried to say in my glare, wanting to throw the challenge right back at him.

"None," came Orson's reply without a nano-second hesitation. He said it louder than usual so I would hear him. "That's because none of them are planning for any kind of emergency that might force them to leave their homes and go into the desert and survive on what they know about desert food, shelter, making fires, and how to use what they can find out there to give first aid to themself or someone else." As he ended his summary of what he had said in biology, I caught his eye and tried to snarl at him.

As I opened my mouth to accept his challenge, the bell rang, and Mrs. Kartchner stood from her desk to begin class.

Allowing myself to get more upset about Orson's smug challenge somewhere between the Emancipation Proclamation and the waging of war against the American Indian in the 1870s. In reaching for my pen, I tore off a corner of my notebook paper. After scribbling a brief message on the paper, I folded it and clenched it in my hand.

At the end of class, Orson picked up his backpack and put it on his desk, then returned everything to its rightful place in the various pockets. When he turned toward Ted, I tossed the folded paper into the small front pocket of his pack, where he kept his pens, pencils, and various other items, hoping he would find it before morning.

The note said, Meet me at Half-Moon Dam on Saturday by 10 a.m. I purposely left the note unsigned just to make him wonder. I wasn't sure whether he would show up if he knew I had written the note. Although we recognized each other on sight, we did not travel in the same social circles. He was not a member of our church, so that did not win him any points with the girls in the school. Ted was LDS, but he and Orson somehow became friends despite that difference.

I heard Orson talking to Ted about the dam being one of his favorite places because it was located in the Dragoons, an area where people rarely went, and the dam was in the shade most of the day, except from eleven to one. The water supposedly was cool, and the air was probably as clean as he claimed. It would be nearly eight miles from the nearest place to leave a vehicle, and I wouldn't hike to the dam again.

So, I took my horse, Jenny. She would enjoy the ride, and I could count on her not to leave me stranded in the desert.

I had hiked to the dam one summer with a group of young women from the local LDS chapel. The seven girls had all ooh'd and ahh'd at the beauty of the secluded spot. However, none of them had ever expressed a desire to return.

Again, except for me.

* * *

[image: ]


April 6

Dear Diary,

Hoping to get there before Orson, I arrived about ten minutes early. I tied up my horse in the shade and walked the short distance to the Half-Moon Dam. Ten o'clock came and went with no Orson, and I realized he must have either not read the note or not cared enough to meet the author of the note. I didn't see him anywhere, so I strolled out to the middle of the sixty-foot concrete dam, then sat with my legs dangling over the side, enjoying the view and claiming my victory for arriving before he did.

I suddenly heard a soft scuffling in loose sand along the trail to the dam. Without looking from my seat on the dam, I said, "Do you always try to sneak up on your friends, Orson?" Then I turned to face him.

Orson looked like he had gotten caught with his hand in a cookie jar. "Friends? Isn't this a date? I mean, you asked me out, didn't you?" He sauntered toward me with his hands in his pants pockets.

I didn't give an inch. "No. I wanted you to witness how at least some girls could keep up with you in the desert."

"Keep up with me?" The astonished look on his face was priceless. 

I grinned at him. "I got here before you. My horse was the first one in the parking lot down the hill this morning."
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