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The Ping Pong Bowl

By Vince Kamp

Welcome back folks.  Bubs Silverman is still here in the
studio – How ya doing Bubs, see anything in here you’d like to use
for a ball?… .maybe that goldfish bowl? Or that bottle of Chipotle
edible car wax … .

Bubs shrugs, ‘Maybe your head.’

DJ Larry Levine is tweaking nobs on his sound desk, ‘ uh huh, ok
good one Bubs, well anyway, we’ll talk more about that later. 
If you’ve just tuned in, Bubs is the world champion… ’  Larry
hits the sound effect button and a wild cheering crowd is
heard  ‘… world record smashing … ’ now the sound of a
pile of plates hitting a tiled floor ‘… and probably the greatest
bowling phenomenon since Fred Flintstone.’  Larry throws in a
Yabadabadoo sound bite.  You’re listening to KPRSAXWS
on 103.8FM.’

Larry spins in his chair as he plays a jingle advertising the
station and their sponsor ‘Chipotle Edible Car Wax, for a shine
that will dazzle and taste great.  There’s a free car
wash with every 2 gallons sold.

‘Bubs, you’ve come out of nowhere.  All these years, you’ve
shut yourself away in some sort of bowling dojo, just bowling the
hell out of those pins like some kind of kung fu ninja bowling
monk.  Then you turn up to World bowling champs as a wild card
entry and completely destroy the field… .’ A click of another
button and a massive explosion erupts across the air waves , ‘… and
that trick with the ping pong ball… .’  Larry laughs, slaps
the desk and drops in another comic sound effect, a sort of boing,
followed by smashing glass.  ‘We’ll talk about that crazy
stunt in just a minute.  I guess what everyone wants to know
is, where the hell have you been hiding yourself Bubs?’

‘Klinken, Nebraska.’

Larry is tweaking knobs again, ‘uh huh, Klinken, Nebraska? 
Can’t say I’ve heard of it.  So what made you finally
leave.  I mean… .why now?’

 ‘ Well Larry, I been kinda good at bowling for quite some
time, but I couldn’t leave Granpappy.  So when Gramps died
last fall, I decided to see where this bowling stuff would take
me.’

‘Poor old Gramps, just his I time huh Bubs.’

‘Nope, got crushed to death while trying to milk Peggy-Sue,
she’s… well she was… our 850lb prize winning hog, she died
and fell on Gramps.  Gramps loved that hog milk.’

There’s a few seconds of dead air, then Larry reluctantly plays
a pig snorting sound effect.

‘Yikes.  So tell us your story Bubs.’

‘Well it all started back home on the ranch in Klinken.
 Both my parents died before I was born, which the doc said
was rare.  I was raised by Grandpappy, no brothers or sisters
and our ranch was a way out of town, so my only friends were the
farm animals… .’

‘Easy there Bubs, this is isn’t gonna get crazy is it?… .’ 
Larry throws in a horse naying sound effect followed by a chicken
in some sort of physical trouble.  ‘… This is a family show
after all.’

‘ I have no idea what you are talking about.’  Bub stares
at Larry for an uncomfortable moment and then clears his
throat.

‘Those winters were long.  Real long.  So when I was
ten years old, Gramps built me a lane in the barn.  It was a
thing of beauty.  He used the finest sugar maple and built it
to competition regulations.  O’ Course I didn’t have no fancy
ball retrieval or pin resetting system, so I trained my Goat,
Steve, to bring the ball back to me and had a couple of the fellas
set up the pins.’

‘Fellas Bubs?’ I thought you were on your own?’

‘Right, right, Filby and Hoober are sheep.  Like I said,
they was long winters and those fellas were as good as regular buds
to me.’

‘Why didn’t Steve set the pins?’  Larry adds a quick goat
sound effect.

‘You clearly have absolutely no clue about farm yard
animals.’  Bub shakes his head, looking up at the corner of
the room contemplating whether he wants to continue.

‘No, I don’t Bubs, please enlighten me… and the folks
listening.’

‘The goat would just chew the hell out of those pins. 
Steve’s a good goat, but he would gnaw those pins to shreds, might
even decide to eat one.  It’s not his fault, it’s his
nature.  Then gramps would have to turn out another one for me
on the lathe.’

‘Thanks, Bubs, that’s fascinating.  Go on.’

‘Ok, so I’m bowling and bowling and I get pretty good. 
After 10 years, I could pretty much bowl the perfect game every
time.  I could do it with my eyes closed.  Left hand,
right hand, it didn’t matter.  After that, I made a special
ball that could fit my toes, so I could try bowling with my
feet.  Four years later, I could bowl perfect game with my
left or right foot.’

‘Holy Chipotle car wax Bubs, with your feet?’

‘Yes Larry, with my feet.  I would have bowled a few games
at the champs but my big toenail needed trimming.  I usually
get Steve to do it, but I been travelling and the road aint no
place for a goat.’

‘Ok, ok, a toe nail trimming goat, incredible.  So tell us,
when did you get the idea for The ping pong bowl?’

‘Well, I was running out of ways to challenge myself, so I
started making my own balls out of all sorts of different
things.’

‘Like what Bubs?’

‘Well, I tried a pumpkin, and a cantaloupe but they was all too
easy.  So then I tried pretty much anything I could send down
the lane.  A frozen chicken worked pretty good.  Then I
find this ping pong ball, but it was kinda light, so I filled it
with sand.’

‘What?  Wait a second Bubs-’  Larry drops a Tyres
screeching on asphalt sound effect  ‘-you added some
sand?  How in jeepers did you manage that?’  A cuckoo
sound effect loops a couple of times.

Bubs sighed and shook his head.  He took a deep breath and
stared at Larry.

‘I drilled a 1/8th inch hole and inserted a capillary
with 1/16th internal diameter, I then inserted a stock
1/ and a 1/4 inch sand funnel and used a regular stock issue
Steinman Greenberg sand teapot using fine grain play pit
sand.  I did not seal the ball as I preferred to see the sand
pluming from the aperture like some crazy rolling sand fountain…
.and yes Larry, I did have to refill the ball after each
strike.’

‘Holy Chipoltle car wax, you heard it here first
folks.   So Bubs, it’s the world champs and you’re
killing everyone.  You are so far in the lead that nobody can
touch you.  7 time world champion, Biff ‘The Alley King’
Weinsblurg is crying into his bowling bag, and you bring out the
Ping Pong Bowl.    The crowd gasps as they see you
line up clutching the tiny orb.  You kiss the smooth white
surface then take a few tentative steps before racing into your
first bowl and POW you make the strike.  You then go on to
bowl the perfect final game, no less than 12 strikes in a
row.  Bubs, you’d already won, why bring out the Ping Pong
Bowl?  Were you looking for total domination?’

‘Nope, nothing like that Larry.  Two simple reasons. 
I did it because I knew I could, and I just wanted to give the
folks a good show.’

‘Holy Chipotle car wax folks, you heard it here first.
 Bubs ‘The Ping Pong Perfect Bowling World Champion’
Silverman, just wanted to put on a good show.  Thanks so much
Bubs.  We’ll be right back after these messages from our
Sponsors.
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Over
The Edge (2010)
A short story:

Rich, powerful, at the top of his game, city trader, Sheridan
Hackett had it all...well, apart from being kind of average
looking. But when the market crashed, somebody was going to have to
take the heat. Somebody, was going to be pushed over the
edge.

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com



	


The
Amazing Bobo (2010)
A short story about a Russian circus bear with outstanding
motocross skills who wants to leave the circus, Russia and his old
life forever.

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com

Please leave a comment. I would love to know what you think



	


Riding For
England (2010)
A short story about two neighbours with very different lives.
Luigi is a former professional cyclist, potentially the greatest
cyclist since Eddie Merckx, but living as a recluse after his team
is banned from the tour for performance enhancing drugs.

His neighbour, Dave, is fanatical about football. Not so much
playing as watching, fuelled by lager and pizza.

They could not be more different or like each other less.

It's the 2010 world cup finals and Dave's invested in best audio
visual system on the market, all his friends are coming over to his
flat to watch England take on Germany in the finals, probably the
most important game in history. But it's all about to go so very
wrong....

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com

Please leave a comment. I would love to know what you think



	


Tonight; We
Feast Like Kings (2010)
They're sick to death of surviving on the scraps of food thrown
away by the humans. Pecking through bins and scavenging unfinished
discarded kebabs. Frank and his team of highly organized crows
aren't going to take it any more. Tonight they will feast like
kings or die trying.

Read other stories by me at shaggyfrogstory.com and please let
me know what you think



	


Brodean's -
The Finest BBQ In The World (2010)
When Bud Brodean - creator of world famous Brodean's BBQ sauce -
realises that Andy Blaine is not the poor lonely kid whose parents
died in a tragic BBQ accident, and that he is in fact a world
famous restauranteur who has stolen Bud's secret BBQ sauce recipe
to set up his own BBQ restaurant half way round the world, he's
madder than hell.... and he's not going to let Andy get away with
it.



	


The
Salsa King (2010)
Gross and Grinberg is the most exclusive law firm in the city.
Their clients are among the richest people in the world. To become
a partner, you have to be something more than the best lawyer in
town.

For Jeremy Poncenby-Twill, this accolade is almost a reality. All
he has to do to prove his worth, is organize a party for 50 of the
firm's most valued clients.

When unprecedented catastrophe strikes, his dreams are shattered.
Only one man can help him. The Salsa King.

Check out the pictures from this story at www.shaggyfrogstory.com
and let me know what you think. Thanks so much
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