
Funny Stories by Dick Oakes, Jr. 
 

By Devon Fick 

 

The sky was overcast and a light rain and a breeze had started up. I stood there in the half-empty 

market. The watermelon guy was looking at me. He lit a cigarette.  

“Are you going to buy one of these watermelons, Oakes?” he said. 

I stared at them. The rinds were glistening. It was pure torture. 

“Why don’t you give me one on credit?” I suggested. 

He laughed. “You don’t got no credit, Oakes. Fuck off.” 

There was nothing to do. I went off down towards the main street. I could hear the watermelon man 
packing up the cart. 

I hung around in the laundromat for awhile. There were a couple of ladies in there in skirts– they had 
some panties going in a dryer. One of them started nattering on about caves. “Do you think a cave is 
an appropriate place to take your wife?” she said. “Whenever Glenn and I go out for a night on the 
town, we always end up in a cave. What do you think of that Cathy?” I couldn’t make sense of any of 
it but they were thinking on it real good. Then the other said, “take me to one of Glenn’s caves.” 
There was a pause, then they put a couple more quarters in the machine and went out. 

I opened the dryer door. Oakes, you god damn maniac I said to myself. But I nicked a pair of pink 
intimates anyway. I didn’t have any idea what the hell I was going to do with them. I stuffed them in 

my pocket and ducked out. 

The business district petered out into a series of grim strip mall developments. There was a closed 
department store and a partially-destroyed burger joint. Someone had fixed up a sign out front of the 
rubble that said SMILE PEOPLE. I couldn’t figure on any of it. It was raining harder. 

I saw it down on the left– The Sky Palm. I huffed it down there. 
 
There was a giant palm tree out front and I touched it with my hand. It was fake. There was a guy in 
a raincoat nearby, waiting for a cab. “Watch out for this place,” he said. “Jesus Christ, I went to bed 
and when I woke up my pants were gone as Christ.” 

“Where’d you get those pants?” I asked, pointing to his fairly new pair of brown flat fronts. 

He seemed confused. I went inside. 

The guy at the desk had a green hat on and was drunk. He made change incorrectly– I ended up a 
couple bucks on the plus side of the deal. “Room 158, down at the end,” he said, handing me the key 
to 164. “Got a…got a good view of the hedges and…” He didn’t finish and I didn’t figure on waiting for 

him. 

The room was fixed up in different shades of mauve. I had just put the keys down on the battered 
bureau when a knock came at the door. 

She was a spent piece of town trash with hair that was all teased to hell. “Five, ten, fifteen, twenty-
five and fifty,” she said, filing her nails. I couldn’t figure on any of it. 

“What’s the five for?” 

“It’s just for lite fare, you know,” she said, looking up. “This room is different than the others. The rug 
in here looks like it might be expected to have a life of 10 years, depending on the traffic. My husband 
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was a carpet salesman. He’s dead. He fell off the roof of a tall shed. The shed was on fire. He was 
installing carpet on top of the shed while it was on fire. Nobody knows why.” 

“Skip it. Here– here’s five dollars.” 

She came in and closed the door. We sat down on the bed. She shoved her fingers into my temples 
suddenly and rubbed them around for about a minute. Then she stood up. 

“Thanks, shug.” 

“That’s it, then?” 

“It’s lite, like I told you.” 

I couldn’t make sense of none of it. But I knew I loved her. I gave her the panties from before. 

“Have dinner with me,” I said. I thought about the eleven bucks left in my wallet. 

“I could nick some sandwiches from the gas station,” she said. “We can watch that space show.” 

“Alright.” 

She moved to go. “Hurry back,” I said. 

I waited. 

*** 

  

It was a garage made of unpainted concrete blocks. The foreman stood there with a clipboard. He was 

a little, good-looking man– probably chased a lot of tail. Probably caught a lot of it. 

He pointed to the dishwasher. “Show me to how to hook that up,” he said. 

I walked around to the back of the machine. Drain lines and wires hung carelessly out the back. I had 

never owned a dishwasher, certainly never looked at the back of one. 

“You hook up the lines there and then you hook up the wires,” I said feebly. 

He thought about that and made a mark on the clipboard. 

“Very good, Mr. Oates,” he said. “That was the correct answer!” 

I couldn’t figure on any of it. 

They gave me a tan jumpsuit and put me on a truck that day. There was a patch on the breast. It said 

“MR. OATS”. I didn’t correct it none. 

Barn was the driver. He was trying to eat an ear of corn, trying to steer and shift at the same time. It 

was all hell ridiculous. 

We stopped at an intersection in a suburban neighborhood. “Here’s where you get out,” Barn said. He 

spit some corn out the window. “You got these addresses.” He handed me a typed sheet of paper. “I’ll 

meet you over at Pondicherry Park on about five. There’s an area of the park where the land starts to 

shift gently upwards and then drops off into a series of hills and dells. I’ll be on in there somewheres.” 

I didn’t say anything. Who knew what the hell to say? There was no merit to any of it. 

I rang the bell of the first place. Little brick rancher, well-tended. There was a sprinkler on the lawn 

flying around erratically. Water was spraying all over the place. Some pinwheels in the garden spun in 

the wind. 



It was a brunette that answered. She was wearing a little sleeveless number. There was a pin over her 

ample breast. It was a bear playing with some balloons. 

“Do you like my pin?” she asked. She was a little coquette– there was no damned doubt on that one. 

“I don’t understand it,” I said. 

“Oh.” There was a pause. “Well, the dishwashing machine is in the kitchen.” She seemed 

disappointed. 

“It won’t rinse,” she said. “It idles for a long time as though it’s waiting for…something to happen. You 

know what that’s like, when you’re…just waiting? Waiting all the time?” 

I took her right there. Right on the dishwasher. Later, it was the staircase and then back down to the 

dishwasher and then upstairs in bed. 

We were lying there. “You’re not like my husband,” she said. “He has an advanced degree in 

economics.” 

“Yeah? Fuck that shit,” I said. I was getting a little cocky, I admit to it. 

“You’re so…coarse,” she said. She leaned towards me and I got another good look at the cans. They 

were round and full. It was something. 

“I guess the only economics we’re gonna’ need to worry about is how much it’s gonna’ cost to dry 

clean that blouse of yours.” 

“I guess,” she said. “Though that isn’t the cleverest comeback I’ve ever heard.” 

“Skip it.” 

It was getting on towards five. Ol’ Barn would be standing around in those hills and dells, wondering 

where the hell Oats was. I didn’t even know where the park was– couldn’t even have guessed on the 

name of the town. 

“Did you still want me to fix the dishwasher?” I asked. I started putting the jumpsuit back on. She 

tore the comforter off the bed and shoved it into a hamper. We had really worked the damn thing 

over. 

“Can you come back?” she asked. She pulled her panties slowly up her legs. It was excruciating. 

“I don’t know.” I thought about going back to the concrete garage. Thought about all the angry calls 

that had probably come in. I pictured the little foreman wandering around in a sedan, looking for Oats. 

“I may have to keep going,” I said finally. 

“Well, then…” she said. She was getting bent out of shape about it. “You can go out the back door. 

The kitchen door. Servicemen go out the kitchen door.” She stormed out. I didn’t see her again. 

I walked across the yard and through some hedges and into another backyard. A guy was back there 

cooking a big ham over a grill. There were pinwheels all over his garden too. Who knew what to make 

of it? 

“Hey! This is a private yard!” he whined. 

“Work on your big ham, Joe, I’m leaving.” 

He had some beers on a picnic table. I nicked one on the way out. 



Then, I kept walking. 

 

*** 

 

I was lying sick on the yellow bedspread looking up at the smoke-stained ceiling. The curtains were 

drawn. It was nearing noon. 

I heard a car pull up out front and a sudden, rapid series of knocks at the door. I figured on it being 

the manager, wanting rent for the day, so I slid off my shoes and let them drop gently to the 

carpeting. Then I made my way on tiptoe to the window and looked out. I was pretty wobbly from the 

night before and nearly knocked over a lamp on a side table– nearly blew it all to hell. 

It was Sammy “The Cylinder” Cummings. 

“C’mon now Dick,” he called through the plate glass. “Plain as Christ, I know you’re in there.” 

I opened the door, looked out on the half-filled parking lot of the Motel Travel Elk. 

“Lissen’ here,” the Cylinder started right off. There was never any pretense with him. “I got an old car 

I gotta’ take south down Highway 71. Itsa’ bout a 70-mile trip but I don’ wanna’ do it myself. You take 

it down for me and I’ll pay you fifty bucks. Twenty-five now, twenty-five after.” 

“Why don’t you take it yourself? Save the fifty.” I rubbed my eyes, felt like nothing more than crawling 

back into that bed. 

 

He paused awhile and spat on the ground. “I don’ like driving Highway 71. You know.” 

The Cylinder was a superstitious guy and had doubtless heard the legends. He was the type that gave 

merit to ’em. I couldn’t figure on any of it. 

An hour later, the Cylinder dropped me off at one of his houses, and there it was– an orange cut of 

wreck, thirty years old. The chrome was sheared clear off one side and the hood was compressed in 

the middle. “Sandy dropped a bowling bowl on it,” the Cylinder explained. “Crazy god damn shit.” 

I got inside. The plastic steering wheel was cracked and separated. The AC dash had been yanked out, 

the carpet was torn to hell, and the fabric ceiling had lost its adhesive and was sagging like an ass-

ravaged armchair. The Cylinder had rigged up some popsicle sticks to hold the fabric up along the 

edges. 

“This thing will drive?” I said. The Cylinder was peeling off some bills from a huge wad. Counting and 

recounting. 

“Oh yes,” he said, his voice lowering a notch with sincerity. “I’ll take this car over any god damn 

shitbox coming out of the Islands. This is Lankville-made. You can look at the stickers on the door.” 

“Skip it.” 

“There’s power to spare under this big baby’s hood…” 

“Alright, Sammy- I got it.” 

“Oh, one more thing, Dick. No smoking in the car. Right?” 



“Yep.” 

The Cylinder tried to give me directions to Sandy’s but I couldn’t make no sense of anything he was 

saying. Then, he tried to write them down. Then he gave up. 

 

“There’s a guy on the banks of the Great Southern Puddly River at the end of the Highway,” Sammy 

noted. You’ll see a sign out front that says, CHOPS.  He sells ’em. Got a little restaurant in the front. 

So, he’ll tell you how to get the rest of the way to Sandy’s. Maybe you can get a chop too.” 

The Cylinder gave me five five’s. Then he thought about it and took one of the fives back and gave me 

five ones. 

First thing I did was pull into a liquor store and pick up a quart of bourbon. I threw it onto the 

passenger seat with a pack of cheap Outlands cigarettes and an orange disposable lighter. Everything 

looked nice sitting there– nice little tableau. The lighter matches the hues of the car I thought half-

idiotically. I pressed the automatic window buttons and they slid down creakily, letting in a burst of 

humid but pleasant air. I took a pull of the bourbon, lit a cigarette, and stared at the fast-passing 

traffic along 71 and the lush covered banks of the Great Southern Puddly. I found a station from the 

East playing light trumpets. I was feeling a hell of a lot better, good even. 

 

I pulled onto 71 and made good time. The car ran like a champ– I just kept having to adjust the 

ceiling fabric– it kept alighting on my head and a couple of times nearly blinded me. I chain-smoked 

cigarettes and took down half the bourbon. Traffic was light. 

71 ran between the river and a steep rock cliff. The few houses along the way were overgrown and 

abandoned. Occasionally, I’d come upon some mean, brutal concrete structure, bereft of adornment, 

closed to the world. I imagined the asshole that would erect such an abortion along the banks of a 

gorgeous river as though giving a giant middle finger to nature. The highway was dotted with such 

abominations– stained and worn, closed and crumbling. 

But for long stretches, 71 was just the river and the rock face. I felt free and good.  

 

After about an hour, I came upon the CHOPS sign. I pulled into the pebbly lot, the river no more than 

twenty feet beyond. Puddles everywhere. Next door, was a place called “Fantasy’s Island”. There was 

a second sign– “Puddly River County’s Only All-Nude Strip Club”. It was in some old house. They had 

added on a “gift shop”. I figured on thinking it over. I went over to the CHOPS place first. 

It was a long counter with some stools. A couple of truckers were drinking coffee. An Island girl in a 

white uniform was leaning in a corner pushing languidly at some slowly rotating hot dogs. 

“Where’s the owner?” I asked. I couldn’t remember if The Cylinder had given me any name to ask for. 

I stumbled onto a stool and lit another cigarette. 

“Bread is over at Fantasy’s,” said the girl. She belched and for a minute her mouth was full of vomit. I 

waved her out. 

She was back in a few minutes– her face looked wet. 

“Go over there, ask for Bread.” 

I didn’t figure on having the jackpot for Fantasy’s Island. I looked at the girl. 

“You know where Sandy lives?” 



“Is she the retired Small Motel Girl Wrestler?” 

“Yeah, I figure on that.” 

For awhile, nobody said nothing. The truckers stopped moving. It seemed like it got suddenly darker. I 

could hear some distant thumping music from Fantasy’s Island. 

Finally: “Well…I thought she was dead, mister.” 

“She is dead,” one of the truckers affirmed. 

I spit on the floor. God damn Cylinder. Better think this one over, Oakes. 

 

I decided to order a chop. It’d play out. 

*** 

 

 

I was waiting for a bus when I saw her. Across from Grant’s they had a closed car dealership and she 

pulled in there. I leaned back a little against the front window. Grant had a bunch of old cakes in there 

that had melted and some patriotic bunting that was creased and tattered to hell. I couldn’t figure on 

any of it. 

It was hot and the little bit of breeze did nothing but blow dust everywhere in this fuck-all town. I 

looked up at the little faded bus sign and wondered if the damn thing was ever going to come. 

I looked back at the girl. She had put on an enormous straw hat that hid her face but was really 

selling a black strapless number and she had great legs. You’re a bum Oakes, a bum with fucking 

sores on your legs and nine dollars in your wallet. I thought about the night before, in the motel room. 

Couple of foreigners screaming at each other upstairs and me in the bathroom with a razor to my 

neck. Easy now. Easy. I had backed away, gone upstairs and told the assholes to can it. They did. 

And now here I was, in the daylight watching a pretty girl with amazing legs cross a baked desert road 

at high noon. 

She stopped under the overhang and looked at the cakes. I turned around and as I did, one of the 

cakes collapsed into the bunting. 

“What a queer event,” she commented. 

“Something you don’t see everyday, a cake collapsing into some bunting.” Oakes, you stupid shit. You 

got nothing else to say to this woman? 

 

“How is the food here?” 

I got a look at her face then. It was an exotic face, only pushing thirty but there was pain on it. The 

eyes were large and distant. 

 

“It says good food on the banner.” Oakes, for fuck’s sake, you’re one king hill asshole. 

 

“Do you suppose they mean it?” she asked. She eyed the cake again– it was melting quickly into the 

bunting. Nobody gave a damn. 



“I figure they might. Why don’t we see about that?” 

“What is your name?” 

I thought about that. Dick Oakes– not a strong name someone had once told me. 

“It’s Buck…” I was floundering. “Buck Tubbs.” You Christ-all stupid shit. You shoulda’ done it last 

night, Oakes. You shoulda’ done it. 

 

“Buck…Tubbs?” she said. She removed a cigarette from a little pink case and lit it. The smell was 

agonizing– it had been days. 

“What sort of last name is Tubbs?” she said. A little wry smile appeared at the corners. She offered me 

a cigarette and I could have married her right there. 

“Skip it. Let’s go inside.” I thought about the nine dollars in my wallet, the bus ticket that was only 

good for the next ride, whenever the hell that came. I thought about how the bus would slow down 

and there wouldn’t be anybody and it would pick up speed and bust off in a fury of dust and smoke. It 

didn’t matter none though. Here was a girl that didn’t come along everyday. 

We got a booth in the back by the air conditioner. The waitress was wearing a white uniform with a 

giant stickpin shaped like a basketball. I couldn’t figure on it. We ordered and she went off 

somewhere. 

“You married?” I had noticed the ring on her finger. 

“No. Well, yes.” She took out another cigarette. “My husband was killed in a challenge six months ago. 

I can’t get the ring off.” She looked down at it. “I think my hands have grown fatter.” 

“Everything else looks just right.” Steady boy, steady. 

 

She tossed me a little smile. A garden salad was brought. 

“He was kind of a turd. He threw trash everywhere. Toilet, kitchen sink, behind the radiators. I don’t 

miss it.” 

“Sounds like a Class-A asshole.” I took a cigarette from the case and sat back in the booth. I glanced 

down and got a good look at my slacks– they were bright orange and stained to hell. You got no 

business sitting here, Oakes. No business. 

 

“He was terrible in bed,” she said suddenly. She stared out the side window at a parking lot alongside 

a hardware store. Some guys pulled up and quickly unloaded a piano against the store. Then they 

peeled out of there. YOU MOTHERFUCKERS, the hardware store owner screamed, running after them. 

I couldn’t figure on any of it. 

 

“He was interested in everything in the world but me.” She crushed out the cigarette. “A little crack in 

the ceiling could occupy him for hours. I’d just be lying there waiting and he’d be worried over that 

little crack. It grew tedious.” 

“A slob and fastidious at the same time, huh? What do you call that, a conundrum?” 

“Yes, yes, a conundrum!” The steaks were brought. 

We ate. I thought about asking her to marry me. You gotta get some high-end pants first, buddy.  

I excused myself and went to the counter. The waitress was back there fooling around with some 

ketchup containers that were shaped like tomatoes. 



“Where’s a men’s store?” 

“What, you mean, like a place that sells them magazines?” 

“No, no, a clothing shop. For men.” 

She thought about it. It wasn’t coming easy. 

“Maybe two, maybe three towns over.” 

“Alright.” I went back to the table. 

I didn’t have no money anyway. I looked at her gnawing the tough steak. Made me start thinking 

about a job. 

 

*** 

 

They dumped me off the bus in the Outlands.  Some town called “Hunt”.  It was a real fuck of a place. 

There was a restaurant with a bunch of color panels on the front and an orange pitched roof, garish as 

all hell.  They had some tables in there and a formica counter.  The menu featured heavily-saturated 

photographs throughout and there was a legend and an index.  I couldn’t make sense of any of it. 

The waitress came over– typical corn-fed Outlands redhead, she was filling out her semi sheer Dacron 

polyester uniform like a champ. 

“Coffee?  Eggs?  Toast?” she barked.  She whipped out a notepad from her hip pocket but it fell to the 

floor.  As she bent over to retrieve it, I got a quick look at the haunches.  I noted that her onesie had 

a long zipper from the collar to the bottom hem.  Be easy enough. 

I lit a cigarette and she went off to put in my order.  There were a couple of hotels around and a 

western shop and then nothing else but dust and asphalt surrounded by dead trees.  The redhead 

came back with a plate that contained nothing I had ordered and coffee in a sauceboat.  “We don’t got 

any clean cups,” she said.  “The hose in the back is out.” 

“Just leave it there.” 

 

I walked out, ripped off the stained and filthy button-up and threw it in a garbage can.  Walked into 

the western shop wearing nothing but an undershirt.  I picked out a couple of satin snap fronts.  “I’ll 

wear this one out,” I told the guy behind the counter. 

Then I walked down and reserved a room.  Two beds, carpeting, TV and telephone.  Everything was 

paneled in ersatz wood.  “Look at that grain,” the proprietor said, when he opened up the door for 

me.  “That’s eastern grain.” 

I went back into the restaurant. 

“Your food’s cold now,” the redhead said.  “I can’t warm it up.  We don’t warm things up.” 

“Let’s go.  I got a room with carpet and TV.  That space show is coming on in twenty 

minutes.  Everybody out here likes that space show, right?” 



She paused.  “Yeah, we do like that space show.” 

We walked down the dusty main street.  The only street.  The sun was fading. 

“My husband is dead,” she remarked.  “He was just trying to deflate some beach balls but they shot 

him anyway.”  She had a strange, shuffling kind of walk. 

“What kind of work did he do?” I asked disinterestedly.  I was fiddling with the different snaps on the 

shirt front.  She answered something about beach balls, I couldn’t make it out. 

We watched the space show.  There were some assholes that had gone off course and were headed 

for the sun.  There was no logic to it.  When it was over, she turned off the lights. 

“This room, the bedspreads and the carpet, they’re all this bright green,” she said.  “It’s giving me a 

headache.” 

She disappeared into the bathroom.  I could hear her throwing up in there.  A fuck of a place I said to 

myself. 

 

I went outside and walked by the pool.  Nobody was around.  There were only a few lights on in the 

entire town. 

“Next bus is early, about six in the morning,” some guy called.  He had on the same shirt as me. 

A real fuck of a place I said again. 

 


