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Chapter 1: Introduction



  This book builds from the many lessons learned from writing In Small Doses 1-2. It has more short stories than the prior two works combined! This third volume explores a variety of wide-ranging topics written over a longer period of time. Thirteen stories were originally planned and things expanded from there. Nearly all those written were included. Some were “inspired by real world events.” This has been the most challenging volume of the three to create given the wealth of topics. It took nine months to write and edit. There was a hard period of “writer’s shanks” where everything seemed to look wrong. Happily, that was resolved! This work includes the following twenty stories:


  * Run Away Sarah – Find out what happens when you check out the wrong library book.


  * Night as Frontier – A descriptive experimental piece about nightlife in a city.


  * Going Down with the Ship – A tale of technological fads told through receipts.


  * Airport Species – The consequences of short- and long-term exposure to airports.


  * For Profit – Life in a company that makes all of their profits off their employees.


  * Missing You – Showing how misinterpretations can have consequences.


  * On Call – Suppose the next call that you pick up may be your last?


  * Demo Curse – Giving a sales demo during a disaster.


  * Severity 1 Bride – IT Guys and Gals come with baggage from a dating perspective. Find out why.


  * The Conference – All he had to do was go into the office that day...


  * Ninja Boss – A manger disappears and appears at will knowing everything about you.


  * Another Bug in the Ear Story – A symbiotic relationship as told during Biology class.


  * Scared Spit – What happens when the success bar is continuously raised.


  * The Vain Woman that Became a Vampire – All about a night with the wrong guy and looking into mirrors.


  * The Professor’s Daughter – It is never too late to learn that someone always loved you.


  * The Ministry of Happiness – A king with his ever-changing focus and the impact on his subjects.


  * Brainscream – A brainstorm from the brain’s viewpoint


  * Life Encounter – Unanswered questions from one moment in time


  * Priestesses of Humanity – Sociological priestesses oversee a troubled society.


  * Passing Conversation – It is the smiles we don’t receive that stay with us


  I hope that you like this work and agree that the third time is indeed the charm


  HG


  


  Chapter 2: Run Away Sarah



  [Unlike any other work in the collection, this one was first a frame song with lyrics and a tune. The idea is that the chorus was set (This appears at the end of the story.) and any words could be used to “fill in the frame” for the verses. It was originally a children’s song about a young girl being chased by some unseen menacing forces. It was also the first story created for this collection. ]


  


  Sarah wasn’t a particularly brave girl. But sometimes you have to learn to become one. Especially when your own survival is threatened by unseen foes. At that moment, all you have to rely on are your wits. Let’s take Sarah’s story as a case in point, shall we?


  It all started on one magical October evening. Sarah Lane was partaking in the weekly mile and a half walk from school to her two-story house. On Thursday nights, the school library was open extra late. Sarah liked reading through the science books and currently was in a Geology phase. Science had been her companion through her parent’s six moves during her twelve years of existence. It was too tough for her to deal with the fact that any flesh and blood friends would soon be a hazy memory or a long distance relationship. In every new town, there was always a school or public library to greet her. And there was always a new science book that caught her attention.


  The town’s school budget had enough to keep the library open with minimal staff. But curiously, there was not enough funds for evening busses and bus drivers. So Sarah had become accustomed to making the journey home by herself. She could ask her parents to pick her up. But both of them worked their second jobs in the evening. So, it would be a real hardship for them to stop by the school. Instead, they taught Sarah early on to become self-reliant. But without their constant guidance, Sarah grew up withdrawn and fearful of the world.


  The path from Sarah’s school back to the house was well lit and had well-maintained sidewalks to tread. So, there was nothing to worry about. As she walked carrying her backpack, Sarah watched the leaves shift through the occasional wind. The air felt so fresh and clear. It felt good to take a night stroll.


  Suddenly, the evening took a change for the worst. A malevolent being resoundingly made its presence known. The perfectly maintained sidewalk started to crack and buckle as if it was being squeezed or poked by a powerful unseen source. The well-lit walkway was suddenly swallowed in a world of darkness. And then, the warm autumn air had become cold and unwelcoming. Sarah jumped off the sidewalk and began to run. She was still far from home. Far from safety and shelter. And a wave of fear took root and engulfed her. If only she had read more self-defense books. Or had done something differently. Her head was swirling with thoughts of fear and regret. She just ran faster but knew her small physical frame would only take her so far. Then a series of doubts started to settle inside her brain. Suppose she was no longer going in the right direction? Or this “thing” caught her? And then what? It was too horrible to think about.


  Out of nowhere, Sarah suddenly was caught up in an unexpected bout of courage. With nothing to lose, she tried an act of sheer desperation, She turned and faced the entity and started screaming the name of every scientist and scientific theorem that she could recall. She continued yelling, “Whatever you are, get out of my life. Now!” And just like that, things were restored to the way they were before. There in the distance, at the end of the bright lights and well-maintained streets, she could see her own well-lit street.


  Out of breath, she made it inside of her house and felt safe. But something seemed off about the place. Her intuition told her to check every room. She gasped as she surveyed the rooms. They were all empty. Bereft of any furniture or any semblance of human activity. All that remained were walls, floors, and mysteriously working lighting fixtures. She was truly alone. Could this be real, a parallel universe, or the mischief of the same being with malicious intent? She kept saying, “I deny you. This is not real. I live in a house full of furniture and have a life filled with loving but overworked parents.” However, nothing changed. She started to once again recited a litany of scientists and scientific principles.


  In an instant, the room turned dark and she could feel an ill presence being harbored in the house. This one was much stronger than the last one encountered and she needed more than a few doses of courage to overcome it. She pulled the flashlight out of the backpack and could sense the harmful spirit momentarily start to cower. She went around and turned on more and more lights. She was starting to win the battle of her house. But the unknown entity found its courage and in a second attack, again reducing the house to darkness. Something had grabbed Sarah, lifted her in mid-air and threw her against the wall. Rising up, Sarah knew this was now a serious battle of wills.


  Instead of being fearful, she was feeling rage beyond mere anger. Not knowing what she was saying, Sarah just let the words fly out. “You. Spirit want-to-be. You are not even a lightweight. Your actions do not define me. I will not allow you to hurt me anymore. I’m not playing any more. Now, donkey nose, it’s time to leave. GET OUT OF MY HOUSE!” And Sarah threw her full mind into thinking the last words. And a focused mind with a clear intention is a powerful tool. The room was again drowned in light. Sarah smiled for just an all too brief moment. Because at that instant, all the rooms caught on fire. An another soul may had begun fleeing the premise. But Sarah was catching on to this game. It was all a blank stage and this essence could add and remove objects at will to the stage. Well, Sarah could play that game. She removed from her backpack, her filled 64-ounce blue water bottle. And she started to laugh while dousing the flames in mid-air. “Hey presence-lite. I told you I am not playing. Now put out your tiny fire. NOW.” And with that Sarah concentrated her focus on the entire room. The fire disappeared. For one moment, she could sense the creature. It was an odd sensation.


  It seemed that the thing was threatened by her for some reason. She had also visualized a book. The very same book that was in her backpack. She went to pull it out of her bag. Just before the library had closed, she had pulled some books to read. Sometimes she just looked at the title and grabbed it. This was the case for this book. It had the title “Unmasking the Philosophy of Alchemical Science. “ And she hadn’t thought what Alchemical meant.


  She scrutinized the book. It seemed old. Perhaps it had not taken out all of this time. And the spirits associated with the book had gotten comfortable with that. And she had moved them from their cozy shelf. Maybe just like her, they wanted to go home. She said aloud. “Is that all you want? Me to take you back to the library? Well I’m sorry. I can’t take you back now because the library is closed until tomorrow. So deal with it.” Well the spirit force must not have liked that because this time, the house was on fire and Sarah knew it was very real. She ran for the door and ran out just before the flames had engulfed the entire dwelling. She took one last look at her former home. Sarah was without a home and a plan. Now, she was fighting fatigue and extremely angry spirits. Before she had left the house, she had shared another moment of the being’s thoughts and feelings. She now knew that it would settle for nothing less than their immediate return home to its bookshelf.


  As she ran to the school, it seemed that someone else was moving her legs. But, it was really her will that propelled them onward. At the same time, aware of doubt had reached her. What was real anymore? Was she even heading towards the school? Would she ever get her old, quiet, life back? Then she had awoken out of her trance and was facing the locked school doors. She thought hard about the possibilities. And all of them involved something illegal. Instead, she placed the book by the school’s door and said. “I got you this far. You figure out the rest of the way to get to your beloved bookshelf. Goodbye.”


  But instead of being grateful, the “book creatures” started to torment her. They wanted her to take them all the way home to their friendly shelf. And they would not forgive her until she did. Sarah was exhausted and had lost her resolve. She started running with no idea that she was running or where she was going.


  That next Tuesday, the local paper had the following story


  SARAH LANE WHERE ARE YOU?


  A fire, a returned book, and a missing girl. These three separate events are somehow tied together. Here is what is known to date.


  Sarah Lane of 2341 Lawson Court was seen leaving the Garfield Lemay Memorial Middle School Library Thursday evening. She was a regular visitor to the library especially on Thursday night. She checked out three library books. Two were Geology books and one was a tome on Alchemy. Apparently, she had recently moved here and kept to herself.


  Later that night, her house burnt down. However, no flammable materials to ignite the fire were found. Also, no bodies were found in the house. Apparently, Sarah’s parents were away from house and working at the time. They had spoken to their daughter earlier that day at breakfast. It had been a pleasant conversation on what they were going to do that day. Sarah was especially fond of scrambled eggs for breakfast.
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