
Boohouse Books

Short Horror Stories

Forgotten Toys

Copyright©2024 Mark Steven Nordlund

All Rights Reserved

www.boohousebooks.com


Theo kicked a plastic horse and a die-cast monster truck away from his path across the carpet. He slapped his open palm on the top of a fresh beer bottle and pried the cap off with his chewed-up, silver wedding band. Falling into the trashy, stained heap he called his easy chair, Theo turned his head towards the stairs and growled, “Desi! Pick up your shitty toys before I pick them up for you!” He burped loudly after taking a heavy swig. “...and take them out with the garbage!” He added cruelly. He selected the television remote from a uniformly-aligned row of device controllers and turned on the TV. Theo strictly believed there was a place for everything and hated when anything was out of place. There was a place for playthings, a place for the discarded and a place for his ass. And that place was in his easy chair. That’s how they did it in the service and that’s what he was used to. As far as he was concerned, it was the one and only way for everyone.



​Hurried footsteps descended the stairs and the sound of small hands gathering toys could be heard from the hoppy belch cloud and airborne dust from the inhabited chair. Desi quickly stowed his trinkets in a wooden chest placed in the corner of the small living room and cautiously approached his father. He stood quietly beside him like a ghost, waiting to be noticed. Theo knew his son was there but ignored him, hoping he would pick up on the non-verbal hint and leave him alone, as any perceptive adult would. But Desi was only three and had not yet attained such a skill. He just stood, his blonde head inches from the electrical-union patch on his father’s shoulder as the seconds became a minute. Stinging tension filled the room.



​“What the hell?! What? What do you want?!” Theo shouted. His son winced when his father reacted but stood his ground out of pure desperation.



​“Are we going to the park today?” Desi asked. His big, blue eyes stared up at his dad, begging for a yes in response.



​Theo sighed dramatically and rolled his eyes behind his eyelids, feeling the hard pressure of aggravation combined with annoyance. He wished his son knew what it was like to be an adult and understood that after a ten-hour shift after nine straight days of work, you just want to come home and not do shit. His expression hardened after another gulp of beer. “The park isn’t going anywhere, bud. It’ll be there tomorrow and the day after and the day after that. Dad just wants to relax. We’ll go to the park another day, Ok?” He answered coldly.



​Desi’s disappointed eyes fell to the floor. He rubbed his nose and gathered enough understanding to outweigh his disappointment with forgiveness. He may have been only three, but empathy was a perception he had attained very young. Desi placed his arms around his father’s sleeve and hugged his arm. “I love you, Daddy,” he said sincerely.



​Switching the beer bottle from one hand to the other, Theo ruffled his son’s hair and patted him on the back. “You too, bud,” he said. “Why don’t you grab Daddy another beer. The tall ones, like this.” He displayed his bottle, making the silver label visible.



​“Ok,” Desi said happily. His little footsteps slapped against carpet and then tile as he approached the refrigerator. Theo heard the fridge door open and the momentary quiet of his son searching diligently.



​“The ones on the door?” Desi yelled.



​“Yeah! In the door!” Theo answered. The sound of glass tapping against hollow plastic sounded before the door closed. The slapping steps approached.



​“This one?” Desi asked.



​His father euphorically took the bottle with a smile. “Yeah, that one. Great job, buddy.” He said. “You’re really good at following directions,” he praised.



​Desi’s face lit up with pride. He jumped up and down on the tips of his toes. “I really am!” He happily agreed. In Desi’s other hand, he held a bottle of red Sports-Ade. Theo hadn’t seen it. He finished his first beer and popped the top off the new one, taking a sip. “Dad?” Desi asked reluctantly.



​Theo swallowed. “Hm?” he inquired.



​“Can I have this?” His son asked, showing off the drink. His eyes begged again.



​His father shook his head. “No, no. Those are for Dad for work. Where’s your water cup? Drink that. The one your mom always gives you.” Theo noticed the sadness in his son’s silence again and felt a modicum of sympathy. He decided to compromise. “You can have one of the blue ones. Dad doesn’t like the blue ones, you can have one of those.”



​The little boy jumped with delight and raced into the kitchen. The fridge door swung open again.


Theo was glad when he could serve up pure happiness with just words. Desi was at that age where words alone could induce profound elation without Theo having to actually do anything or perform any kind of action. Telling his son he could have a Sports-Ade sure beat taking him to the park, setting up a train set or having to get out of his chair. He dreaded the day that kind of service would no longer yield jubilation due to Desi’s increasing age and inability to impress so easily.


​Desi shouted from the fridge, “There’s blue ones, purple ones, red ones and orange ones!”



​“Take a blue one!” Theo shouted back. “The others Daddy brings to work!”



​“Blue?” Desi asked, just to be double sure.



​“Yes!” He answered. “If it’s blue you can drink it, It’s ok if Mom didn’t tell you you could have it.”



​“Ok!” Desi shrieked happily.



​Theo’s eyes fell back on the TV as an ad for potato chips danced across the 60-inch screen. His stomach growled. “Grab me a bag of chips while you’re in there, will ya’!” he requested loudly.



​“Ok!” his son repeated. The pantry door creaked open. More silence. Theo’s eyes wandered the room as his son searched. He eyed the painting of The Mother Mary on the wall above a mantle decorated with photos of himself from his days in the army. They sat beside a National Defense Service Medal, his service patches and a small, worn teddy bear holding a red heart, he received from his mother after basic training. She had died a week after giving it to him of a sudden brain hemorrhage. The bear was the only item he decided to keep in remembrance of her. He planned on giving it to his son when he learned how to take special care of things. According to Theo, that day was a long way off. A very long way off.
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