
      If at First You Don't Fail


      

      
      
         The building rushed by me as I fell headlong, light glinting off the glass windows. I had but a single chance. I could see the awning below me and I tried to angle my body in the slipstream to make sure I would hit it.



I saw the green and white stripes growing before me as I tucked myself into a ball and braced for the impact. I felt a stunning blow against my back and had an instant to hear, with horror, the sound of canvas failing under a sudden load and tearing and splitting with a sound like a gunshot or breaking bones—








The building rushed by as I tumbled, my balance never to be recovered. I had only two chances; the first one was coming up fast, a flagpole that would be just within my reach. I had to hope that I would not build up too much momentum before I could reach it, it would do me no good if it were ripped from my grasp.



I saw the sun gleaming along the length of the weathered aluminum as the wind whistled past my ears. I strove to time it right, reached for the pole, felt the hot metal against my palms as my fingers closed around it, and the sharp tug as it took my weight for one heart-saving instant.



But of course the pole was not meant to take a human’s weight, only that of a flag. The pole snapped free from its mounting and I plummeted again—








I teetered at the building’s edge, swiftly losing my balance. I had only three chances, or so was my intuition; my senses always got unusually keen in times of danger. I sought for a handhold. I could see an ancient metal vent, its rusty sharp edges looked quite uninviting. The brick rim at the edge looked more stable, but the mortar looked cracked and not quite stable enough. 



I looked up and saw a cable passing overhead, the power lead for the nearby neon sign. I seized it even as I overbalanced, and as I put more weight on it, the rusted clips that held it to the sign frame tore free and the cable suddenly snapped. Sparks flew into my face and I let go in a panic, starting to fall—








She held the gun in a steady grip, her eyes cool as a snake’s. It should be easy to talk my way out of this, I thought, I could feel I had four chances, and my intuition has never been wrong about that before.



But something was up this time. I might have had four chances, but they weren’t adding up to much in my estimation.



“Anything you want to say, before I make you walk?” she snarled, the wind tugging at her blazer.



I considered all the cocky lines that had sprung to my mind, the urge to try to slap the gun from her hand, leaping behind that shed there while bullets sang around me, or trusting to my baby blue eyes and her tender instincts…



As she stared at me, I felt my four chances suddenly contract to one. It was the damndest thing I’d felt in my life, and it led me to a choice I’d never wanted to make. But here it was, and I had to trust my hunches.



I let go of my pride. “I’m sorry. You were right; I was wrong. Please forgive me.”
      

      
   
      Lathyrus Odoratus Gnarly Journey


      
      
      
         
         Caught by the Seat

      
      

      

      
      
         Mr. Pea didn't think he was going to make it this morning.  In a couple of  hours he was supposed to go sledding with Ms. Sweet.  It was below freezing and his car was covered in snow on top of  ice.  His first inkling that he was in trouble was when he slipped down the apartment steps outside.  Fortunately it was only a couple of them and he wasn't hurt.  Unfortunately it was so icy he couldn't stand up.  



He couldn't climb back up the step to prop himself up because the steps were too slippery.  The man decided to slowly crawl to his car though the white, solid pack crust.  Inch by inch he got closer until he reached the tire of his car.  Using that he pulled himself upright and brushed himself off.  



Mr. Pea cleaned off his car with trouble and tried to start the thing up.  Nothing but the heater worked.  As he was warming himself, he racked his brain on how he would get to the old sledding hill across town.  He checked his car trunk and found some boxes of old summer things.  With this he had a plan.  



Carefully he took his sled from the car roof and placed it on the ground.  Next he opened one of the boxes and took out some not so legal firework rockets.  He took some zip ties from the box and tied them to his sled.  He figured he needed a lot of them and his makeshift ride that was built for two was able accommodate his idea.  



The man thought he had a brilliant plan.  It wasn't.  



Across town Ms. Sweet was having issues of her own. It wasn't as bad at her house, but her car wouldn't start up at all.  To make matters worse, her phone in the house was not working.  She had no way to call Mr. Pea to inform him of what was happening.  In the end she decided to walk to the old sledding hill.  



She bundled up and put some snowshoes on her feet.  Since the hill was only a couple of miles away, the woman figured she could make it.  Ms. Sweet was young like Mr. Pea and  about as healthy as him.  She made her way across the snowy plain in good spirits.  



This wasn't to last because Ms. Sweet came across the small old bridge over the river by the junkyard.  It looked like the middle part collapsed during the night's show fall.  The other bridge was miles and miles away.  Undeterred the woman used her head and came up with a way to get across the bridge.  The bridge was partially frozen and the woman quickly searched the junkyard for items to help.  



Luck was on her side as she found a hook and a lot of old rope.  She tied them together and found a part of the bridge that would be secure.  Ms. Sweet took the hook with rope and tied them to this part.  On her first try, she hooked the rope to the other side of the bridge.  Ms. Sweet took a deep breath and climbed across.  



The woman thought her plan was working well.  It wasn't.  



Soon as Ms. Sweet crossed the gap and put her feet down on the bridge, she started to slip.  She lost her grip on the rope and kept on going.  Luckily she didn't fall down.  Unluckily she couldn't stop sliding and was slowly heading towards a ditch.  It was all she could do to keep upright when a sound in the distance caught her attention.  A man was screaming.  



Mr. Pea's rockets were pushing his sled along at a brisk pace.  So many that were loaded on that he could not slow down.  Worse, he didn't have a good way to steer it.  Even worse, the man was heading right towards the woman.  Uncertain doom loomed for them as they both collided.  



The woman was caught by the man and the added weight slowed the sled down.  Mr. Pea suggested quickly to Ms. Sweet to use the snowshoes as brakes.  She did and was unharmed.  The sled came to a crawl and the rockets finally stopped.  They enjoyed a moment of calm and then shared a laugh.  



Why were the rockets that good to get one man on a sled across town?  We'll just leave it that they weren't so legal, but well made as to not fail. 
      

      
   
      Embarrassment


      

      
      
         The lock clicked and the door cracked open.



‘Please, come in!’ said a warm voice coming from behind it.



She stood up, took a step or two, stopped. She quickly checked her countenance in the wall mirror of the waiting room. Satisfied, she walked to the door, pushed it wide open and stepped into the doctor’s office.



‘Please, make yourself comfortable’, the man said, gesturing towards a large buff couch set opposite the door across the office, while he ambled back to this desk.



Silently, she proceeded to the couch and sat down on its edge, palms pressed against her laps. She glanced at him. He was rather squat, with a big beard that ate up all the lower part of his face. Bushy brows emphasised the small size of his eyes, which looked like two dark buttons sewn astride his nose. She suddenly realised he was looking at her, too. An acute, penetrating gaze that made her feel uneasy. She lowered her own to dodge his scrutiny.



‘I—‘ She hesitated. It was not easy to spit out. ‘It’s not for me that I’m coming to you’, she finally managed to blurt out.



‘I know,’ he said. Turning aside, he fetched a leather covered notebook from a drawer. He opened it, took the quill out of the inkwell and scribbled a few words. ‘You want to talk to me about your son, don’t you?’ 



Head still lowered, she nodded.



‘And what is the matter with him?’ the doctor asked.



She cleared her throat. ‘He is —’ She paused, looking for words. ‘I suppose you could say “extra-shy”. He can’t properly speak to people he doesn’t know, or even stand the gaze of strangers without cringing. When someone comes to visit us, he runs into his room and locks himself up until—‘



‘Uh-uh, I see,’ the doctor interrupted. ‘Quite an incapacitating hang-up, I would say. And you are justifiably concerned about his future life, I suppose? Especially his ability to find a suitable girl to marry.’



The women chortled. ‘I must admit we don’t even look that far. What we are primarily concerned with in the first place is his ability to find a suitable job.’



‘What does he study?’



The woman fetched a handkerchief in a pocket of her gown and began to worry at it. ‘Arts’, she whispered.



‘Would you by chance be ashamed of it?’ the doctor asked.



The woman looked up and rolled her eyes. ‘Arts!’ she repeated. ‘Who can seriously think about earning a living painting or carving? Art is what layabouts bring up because they can’t own up to being lazy. Art is a smokescreen for idleness, or at best a leisure for the wealthy!’ She sighed and shrugged.



The doctor coughed. ‘Art is one of man’s most remarkable activity,’ he remarked. ‘The pinnacle of human creativity.’



The woman chortled again. ‘When practised by real artists, I agree with you.’



‘Does that mean you think your son is not?’



‘Look, even if he were, which I think he is not, he is totally unable to prove it. Last year, he applied for a course at the Arts academy, that is father was ready to fund. But of course, he failed the entry exam miserably. Mind you, not because he’s clumsy with a brush, no. Just because he was unable to properly answer the question the jury asked him…’



The doctor put the quill back into the inkwell, scraped his chair back and stood up. ‘It’s probably going to be a tough case, but there’s nothing that can’t be cured, or at least mitigated’, he said.



The woman stood up in turn. ‘You’re positive you can do something? Convince him to abandon his ridiculous puppy love for art and turn towards a true occupation, such as accountancy or law?’



The doctor chortled. ‘I can’t promise you I shall transform him into a charismatic politician, but at least I can help him overcome his hang-ups.’



‘Thank you, Doktor Freud,’ the women said, reaching out and smiling.



The doctor extended a massive hand. ‘You’re welcome, Frau Hitler.’
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