Excerpt from The Onion and the Astronaut, Treasures, p. 90-91
“A woman wearing a sky-blue jogging suit got in line behind me.  She was holding a cereal box.  She smiled at me, and I smiled back.

I decided to show her what a really good catcher I am.  I made a wild and daring onion throw.

I missed the catch.  The onion kept going, straight for the middle of the baby food castle.  The castle was going to fall!


My folks would have to pay for every broken jar!  The store manager would kill me.  After that, my folks would bring me back to life to tell me things that would be much worse than death.

I was paralyzed.  I shut my eyes.


I didn’t hear a crash.  Maybe I had gone deaf from fright.  Or maybe I was in a time warp because of my fear.  In fifty years the onion would land, and that would be the end of me.

I felt a tap on my shoulder.  If I opened my eyes, I would see the store manager and all the broken jars.

I didn’t want to see him.  I didn’t want to know how bad it was.

Then came a tap again, right on the top of my head.


I heard a woman’s voice. ‘I have your onion.’”

