Narration of Mr. Henkler

                       It wasn’t so long ago, no, not long at all.  I guess my old mind is still as fresh as ever about that night.  I don’t know why these things always happen at night, just one of those  mysteries of life I assume.  I would like to tell you a little about myself, if you care to lend an ear to an old man like myself.  



An elder old gentleman of about sixty-seven.  I’m the old fart you see walking around town with a stooped over back and my walking cane. Oh, but I’m not some helpless old man who needs to be thrown into  one of thos homes for the  senior citizens!  I can stick kick up a fuss, and run a mile if I had to.  Unfortunately, old men like I don’t get a lot of respect these days, you know?  I was enlisted in the army when I was still a boy, didn’t even barely have hair on my chest!  Nearly died for my country, then these whipper-snappers of today just walk right over you.  I don’t have a lot of confidence in them,  to much distractions in these days.  Can’t keep’em occupied for five mintues ‘fore they off to something new!  They wouldn’t last a minute in  training!  I just hope we don’t have to go to war and rely on those  damned imbeciles.  I guess I’ve got on my soap box, haven’t I?  You have to pardon an old fellow like me, we do those  kinds of things.  Like I was saying, it wasn’t long ago, no, not long at all.  




I was sitting at home with my wife, lovely gal she was,  beautiful as a newly picked rose on a sunny spring day, she was.   We were sitting around the fire place that eve, I was reading up on some local news, I do believe that was what I was doing at the moment.  Reading about the wheather If I can recall.  Suppose to be stormy times that night,  don’t know why these things I’m about to tell you about always happen during stormy whether, just one of those mysteries of life I suppose.  I didn’t notice it at first, but I’d done put my foot to close to the fireplace, next thing I knew my sock was a full of a great big hole with burned edges and the hairs off my toes were singed.  Horrid smell I must say, not the sock, but my toe hairs.  No, that isn’t what the tale was all about, not by a long shot.  I just remembered that about my foot.   I was a hootin’ and hollerin’ about my foot when old Margret decided to start a coughing and hocking up some sort of scum from the bottom of her stomach I guess.  It was not a lovely sight, it was good thing I had already eaten my pork chops, and side of mash potatoes, cause the sight of this woud’ve made me loose my appetite.  Then I started worrying that I’d loose my supper after all.  Old Margret just fell right out on the floor.  I decided I better haul her off to the hospital before the old lass thought about kicking the bucket.  She don’t weigh what she did back at the alter,  done put on few pound cakes I do believe.  I thought I had to remind her about laying off the honey buns when she  came back to.  




It didn’t take long to drive her up to the old hospital.  Wasn’t to far away, and that old station wagon could really get you going when you hit the pedal..  I rushed her into the intensive care unit and these people are looking at me like I’ve gone stark mad!  I start telling them that my wife’s a choking on something, and a little petite, not-so-bad looking nurse leads me to one of those little rooms with the  bed that has the paper sheet on it.  She instructed me to put my wife down on the bed, and so I just dropped her plump self down.  It was a real relief to me, I don’t think I could of held her much longer.   The nurse started observing my wife’s vital signs.  Checking for a pulse, and heartbeat, and sticking a thermometer in her mouth.   The nurse reported that her fever was pretty high, and I would have to fill out a form listing her symptoms.  So I did, I didn’t really know what to put for most of the questions though.  I don’t keep track of my wife’s bowel movements, I don’t know of many men who do.  




When the doctor came in he said she needed to go  for X-rays right away.  

But the X-Rays didn’t show anything out of the ordinary.   Margret started barfing up some of that odd looking scum again.  Looked something like scramble eggs, and  yellow milk mixed together with some strands of noodles.    That Dr. Macabre said we’de have to roll her off to surgery and do some kind of operation to get her unchoked.  I’m sure he didn’t say those exact words, but you know how those doctors talk, can’t understand half the jargon they spit at you.  I was welcomed to come along into the operation since the patient was my wife.  I’m not much into  that hands on stuff, but I told that Dr. Macabre that’d  join’em just for the sake of my wife.




They put a mask on my wife’s face first, it was an oxygen mask I think, and they stuck an  I.V into her right arm that would shoot some sedation fluid into her body.  My wife was out cold  before you could count to three cookies.  The doctor took this sharp knife like tool, think those call those things scalpels.  He told me he was going to have to  open up my wife’s throat so  they could find what choked her.  I didn’t know what to say to that, I just nodded my approval, that was all I knew to do.  He took that scalpel and lanced open Margret’s throat.  I thought those pork chops and mashed potatoes were definitely coming up this time.  There was that same scrambled egg, yellow milk mixture with the noodles in her throat.  It was all clogged up in their like a bad plumbing incident.  I didn’t know if I was going to faint, or toss my supper.   After awhile though, I think I didn’t do either.  The doctor himself I believe was about to turn his head and look for the waste basket.  But instead he took that silver scalpel and probed through all that gunk in Magret’s throat, shoveling it out onto the operation table.   When he had it all out, you could see right down my wife’s throat.  It was a little filthy from where all that gunk had been, but it was open.   Dr. Macabre was about to close the wound, and apply stitches except for that  strange movement in the bottom of her throat.  It was something else inside there.  The doctor took a pair of tweezers and snatched a hold of it.  He began to pull it out like a long, stringy rope.  It was a dark yellowish-red  noodle looking entity.  Once he got the end pulled out, we finally realized what it was.   It was a large worm-like creature with pincers on it’s mouth and an opening on it’s tail.  It had been eating everything in my wife’s stomach and squirting it out in her throat!   I lost my pork chops and mashed potatoes that time.  They were all over the floor.  





Well, my poor, beautiful Margret died from complications in the surgery, most likely a result   casued by the  absense of Dr. Macabre.   




I just have to sit her and read about the wheather all alone these nights.  I heard it was suppose to storm again tonight.

                                             The End

