May, 2005 - I wrote this story back in high school. I think I was annoyed when I did so. It comes across in all the negativity. But I still thought it was a funny story and a good choice to put on my site. I had started it and then put it down for a year or so. So the ending is not something I’m completely happy with. I don’t think it entirely fits where I wanted the story to go. Unfortunately, I started it so long ago that I can’t remember where I wanted the story to go so there’s not much I can do. 


The stupid toaster was broken again.  He hated that thing.  Would nothing work in this house?  Lila was going to arrive any minute and he didn’t have any toast.  This was not good.  She would definitely not be happy with him.  He detested her mood swings.  Why did he even continue to date her?  Probably because she was nice to him, which was more than he could say for anyone else in his life.  He picked up the phone to call and tell her that there wouldn’t be any toast.  It was best to warn her of these things ahead of time. Let the shock sink in before he actually had to see her.  


“This stupid . . .. Nothing ever works around . . .. Egad I hate this!”, Ralph mumbled to himself as he put the phone back down.  The phone had no dial tone (it was just as well since he remembered the toaster had broken a week ago and Lila already knew). But what else was new.  Everything in his life was so frustrating and annoying.  His parents called everyday and bothered him about the dumbest things.  Lila was horrible.  God was she horrible.  But he could deal with it.  He could deal with it all.  If only to make it through this horrible thing that people liked to call life.  Life, heh.  Who needed it?  


“Ding dong”


“Oh, god, the doorbell.  Joyous.”, Ralph thought, once again, to himself.  He basically either had to think to himself or talk to himself.  He was used to it though.  He’d been doing it his whole life.  He’d made it okay.  Oh yes, the door. Who could be at the door?  The best way to find things out was to confront them head on.  Oh god.  Ralph hated confrontations.


He trudged his way over to the door.  


He looked in the peephole.


He sighed a sigh of relief.


He unlocked the eight locks on his door and opened it.


“Pizza.” said the nerd in the red cap and vest.  Poor guy.


“Yes, thank you.  Here’s your money. Now leave.”


“Dude, calm down.”


Ralph slammed the door.  It wasn’t even his pizza.  But he had paid for it.  It was his now.  He didn’t much care for the woman in 211B anyway.  She always ordered pizza at this time and it always came to his apartment, 211A.  He was sick of it.  Time for him to have some pizza for once.  


The pizza was greasy.  He threw it out.  It hit a cat that was sunning itself on the terrace below his.  Ah well.  It was not huge loss if it was the same cat that tried to beat up his dog everyday.  


An hour later the doorbell rang again.  It was Lila with a new toaster.  “I just couldn’t stand to come over here and not have toast so I picked you up a new one.” She babbled as she rushed in the door.


“A new toast?”, he asked innocently.


“No! A new toaster.  Haven’t you been listening to me, Ralph?”


Ralph sighed to himself.  He hadn’t thought to tell her that he was very much looking forward to getting himself a new toaster.  It was to be a sign of independence.  His parents had given him the old toaster and buying a new one would’ve been so cool for him.  It would’ve proven he could do something well by himself.  Why, he might’ve even made it match the rest of the house if he was in the mood that day.  But Lila had just ruined that for him.  How typical of her.  She always had to be in charge, be showing men how women are not the weaker of the sexes, so on and so forth, blah blah blah blah.  He was very angry with her.  But he wouldn’t show it or she might get mad at him and that would be a very bad thing.   


Lila entered the house and proceeded to complain about every single article of clothing that was on the floor, ever piece of rotting food that was on the table and all over the kitchen, and of course to complain about the dog.  She hated that dog.  Ralph believed her secret goal was to “accidentally” kill it.  Besides Lila it was his only friend. He could never let that happen to his friend.  It surprised him that he felt so close to an animal.  He didn’t think it strange at all that the dog was his friend.  He thought people were strange who didn’t think of dogs and cats as their friends.  Though he preferred the former strongly over the latter.


The dog’s name was Spot. Having to tell this to people embarrassed Ralph to no end.  He had to tell them the whole story of how he got Spot as a puppy and how he really did have a spot on him.  Ralph thought that was funny, gave him the name, and Spot proceeded to have his spot fade, as he grew older.


After a while Ralph had to stop explaining this to people.  Especially random people on the street who just wanted to know the poor dog’s name, not its life story.  Ralph found that strangers tended to get impatient with this story, and therefore with Ralph, easily.  Ralph didn’t need impatience.  He got enough of that whenever Lila came over.  So he stopped telling the “Spot had a spot” story and therefore people just thought he was a terribly uncreative man. 


This was a very unfair assumption. Ralph actually considered himself to be quite creative.  He made custom action figures. He would take a bunch of old figures; rip their legs, heads, and arms off; and make an entirely new character.  Lila hated this.  She hated mostly that there were always little plastic people parts strewn about the apartment.  Spot, on the other hand, loved Ralph’s “talent” because there were always plenty pieces to chew on.  Spot was good like that, and Ralph was beginning to think he preferred Spot to Lila.  


Meanwhile, with Ralph lost in his thoughts, Lila had proceeded to make herself toast and tea.  Ralph didn’t like tea either. He didn’t like much, come to think of it. But he did like Spot . . .and pizza. . . ooh, and making custom action figures.  At this point, as he stared at Lila drinking her tea and looking with disgust at his apartment, he decided that maybe the reason he hated so much about his life was because he never made decisions for himself. Of course he hated tea, but was that such a horrid thing? No. It was only a horrid thing to Lila. And who cared what Lila thought?  All of a sudden Ralph realized he didn’t care.  Not in the least. Not one little bit.  


“Oh God, I’ve wasted a year of my life with this woman and I don’t even like her.” Ralph thought that he had said that quietly to himself in his head, but the look on Lila’s face told him he hadn’t.


“Um, Lila, what I meant to say was. . .”


“Shut up, Ralph. I don’t know why I’m with you either. You’re such a loser.  Look at me! I could do so much better than this. I have a degree from. . . “


Oh no, not the degree story again.  Ralph shut her off at this point and started thinking about making an Ysanne Isard action figure. He didn’t have one of those yet.


When Lila realized he wasn’t listening anymore she screamed some obscenities that Ralph didn’t use even when he burned himself with his hot glue gun and then she stormed out the door.


Ralph was shocked for a moment. He hadn’t thought she’d actually leave.  The phone started ringing and he just stared at it for a moment. Slowly he shuffled over to pick it up.  As he put the receiver to his ear a horrible thought occurred to him: What if she came back? What if she tried to call him?  Ralph quickly hung up on whoever it was who had actually taken the time to call him – probably just his mother – and quickly dialed up the phone company to get his number changed. He said a psychotic woman was stalking him.  Technically he wasn’t lying.  She was pretty psychotic, even if she wasn’t stalking him exactly.  Then he called a locksmith to have him come over and change the locks on the door. After Ralph had done all that he sat down and let out a sigh of relief.


“Well,” he thought to himself “that was easier than I thought it would be. I didn’t even have to tell her to leave or that I wanted to break up.” Ralph hated confrontation.

*




*




*


Ralph stayed up late that night perfecting his Isard action figure. He found the hair to be extremely difficult.  It had to be black with two white streaks in the front and the clay was just not cooperating with him. But he finally finished her and put her away in his case for all his action figures. Well, to be more specific, he put her away in the case for his custom action figures. He had another two cases for his regular store bought ones.  Making them was nice, but sometimes you just wanted instant results.  So he bought a lot of action figures.


The next morning Ralph took Spot for a walk and threw out the toaster Lila had bought him.  He decided to take Spot to the appliance store with him to get a new one. He was even going to make it match the rest of the kitchen, which was a dark blue.  Unfortunately, the store didn’t allow dogs. Ralph got frustrated and decided to just go to the toy store instead.  They always let him bring Spot in because he was in there nearly every other day.  Sometimes he didn’t buy anything and sometimes he went crazy and bought all the new figures and ships he could find in one day.  Now that his collection was so huge, though, it was sometimes disappointing to go into the toy store because he usually couldn’t find anything he didn’t already have.  Today was not to be one of those disappointing days, however.


Ralph greeted the toy store lady.  Her name was Cat (he thought it might be short for Catherine) and she was always very nice to him.  As Ralph perused the Star Wars aisle he saw something out of the corner of his eye.  No, it couldn’t be.  But wait, yes, he wasn’t seeing things, there it was.  Ralph grabbed the item quickly as if to wrench it out of someone’s hand even though he was the only one in the store so early.  It was a 12” Leia action figure in Boushh disguise.  Oh, joy. He was so happy now that he decided to ask Cat out at the checkout counter. 


To his complete surprise she said yes.  They decided to go out that night because they both had plans for the weekend.  Ralph practically skipped back to his apartment. At least he would have, but Spot was kind of a meandering dog and not too good at moving quickly.  

*




*




*


The date went well. Another surprise for Ralph.  They talked about movies (she liked sci fi too), books (she liked sci fi too), and music (they both agreed it was mostly crap).  Then he walked her back to her apartment and they parted ways.


Ralph was happy for the first time in a long time.

*




*




*


The next morning Ralph and Spot got on a train to go to a science fiction convention.  It was a Star Trek/Star Wars/Babylon Five kind of thing. Ralph had been looking forward to it for weeks. He purchased his tickets in advance, but he wasn’t sure he’d be able to go until Lila had stormed out on him.  She hated these things so therefore he’d only been to two others in his entire life. 


He wasn’t going in costume this year.  He just wanted to check out the new merchandise and see the guests.  Michael Dorn was going to be there and Richard Hatch.  Ralph was very excited. He’d even found a hotel that accepted dogs so that he didn’t have to have his parents watch Spot. They’d just mess with his mind anyway.


The convention was great.  He bought a bunch of new action figures; two of each so that he could mutilate them for his custom work of course. He got Michael Dorn’s autograph, but that cost him $30 so he didn’t want to wait in the long line and pay a bunch more for Richard Hatch.  Ralph decided to skip that one and save some money. He used it to buy a Star Wars poster for his apartment so he guessed that he really didn’t save it at all, but that was okay. It’s a convention; you’re supposed to spend a bunch of money. 


Ralph was looking at some Star Wars cards when he sensed someone standing next to him.  “Oh no,” he thought, “I hope it’s not the smelly guy again.”

But it wasn’t.  It was Cat.  Her plans for the weekend had included the convention as well.  She was staying at a different hotel across the street from him.  


She had brought her cat with her as well.  Yes, the irony of Cat owning a cat hadn’t escaped Ralph, but he thought it was cute. And besides, it’s not like the cat’s name was Human like Cat was named Cat. 


They walked around the convention together for a while longer and then Ralph went back to his hotel to get Spot. He was going to take him for a walk over to Cat’s hotel to meet her cat. “This,” Cat said “is Fluffy,” as she picked up a very unfluffy grey kitty from off the bed.  

Ralph said, “Um, she’s not very fluffy. Could you just not think of a cool name?”

Cat sighed a sigh that Ralph was very familiar with. It was the same sort of sigh that he sighed when he had to tell people his dog was named Spot. “Well, when I got her she was just a little puff ball of a kitten and I thought it was funny that she was so fluffy so I named her Fluffy.  But then as she got to be a year old or so, all her kitten fur thinned out and now she looks like a Siamese or something.” ::sigh:: “I just hate explaining it to people. They always think I’m so unoriginal.”

Ralph just stared at her.

Cat looked at him funny and said, “What? Oh, never mind.  What’s your dog’s name anyway?”

Ralph couldn’t stop laughing.  He was finally happy.  The first thing he did when he got back from the convention was to drop Spot off at Cat’s place so he and Fluffy could play. They got along so well.  Then he took Cat with him to go shopping for a new toaster.  “Blue.” Ralph thought to himself. “Definitely blue.”

