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Little Roy was my only friend back in those 
days, but that’s not all that made him special. 
 

Another 

story 

Little 
Roy 

“What 
happens 
out back?” 

He often emitted strange 
odors, had too many  
taste buds and  
a disturbing lisp. 

One day Roy says to me... 

He 
also 
had a 
pet 
monkey 
named 
Mister 
Hunky. 
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“I stole Granmaw’s auger!” 
 
He showed me the tool. 
Let’s go out back.” 
 
Then I asked the question 
that I still regret. 

Roy gave me a look, then burped and said: 

“My 
Pappy 
has a 
Taxi- 
dermy 
shop!” 
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Roy stretched his left arm over his right 
shoulder so he could rub some fingertips against 
his little hump, and then went on to explain how 
Pappy spent a lot of time back there, 

messing 
with dead 
things sort 

of. 
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Mister Hunky knew 
things no monkey 
should ever know. 

Precise measurements of 
latitude and longitude, say, 

the differences between 
masculine and feminine rhymes, 

and the approximate 
speed of light. 

He was fast, 
all right. But 

would he be 
fast enough? 
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Little Roy showed me where to place the 
auger bit. He explained how he’d already 
stuffed Mister Hunky down the stainless 
steel chimney of his Pappy’s shop. 

“I’m interested 
in the odds,” 
he said with 
his lips in 
that creepy 
little lisp. 

 

 

“Aren’t you? 



6 
 

 
 

The bits poked through and we knelt 
down to watch. That monkey scampered 
and he scurried, he twisted and he 
thrashed. He dodged and spun and 
clambered, but he couldn’t do enough. 
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Pappy had him dead to rights by dawn. 

“So what’cha learn?”’asked Little Roy, as we made our getaway. 

Though years have passed, I still can’t say. 



After over thirty years of teaching college writing and literature, Dave Sims took an 
early retirement option and now dwells and creates in the mountains of central 
Pennsylvania, with more than enough voices to occupy his mind. He’s working on 
comix and music as the channels to set them free.  




