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“What do those blasted kids want now?”  Mr. Wilson screamed out.  He decided he wasn’t going to answer the door bell, but the boys just kept ringing it.  In fact they didn’t even let their finger off of it.  Giving into the bell, he mumbled to himself all the way to the door.  “My heads is going to blow up if they don’t quit.” 

Throwing open the door he shouted at the boys.  “I was asleep; you woke me up, AGAIN.”  Brad and Bart ignored his grouchiness with their cheerful ole self.
 “Hi Mr. Wilson, want to play ball with us?” 
 “No he said.”
 “Oh come on Mr. Wilson, we need some one to hit the ball to us.” 
“I said no.” He replied as he slammed the door in their face.  Again the door bell started ringing. 
Through the door the boys yelled back.  “You’ll be sorry.”
 “I’m already sorry.” Mr. Wilson said as he trudged back to the TV.  “What did I ever do to deserve living by them?”
An hour later, there they were, back again, leaning on the door bell. 
“Mr. Wilson you have to answer the door, we have something to show you.”  
 “I don’t want to see it.”  He yelled back through the closed door.  
“But it’s really neat.”  Brad said, “You have to see it.” 
 “I’m not home.”  Mr. Wilson yelled, “Now will you leave me alone?”
 “You’re going to be so sorry.” Bart Yelled.  

The next morning when Mr. Wilson went for the paper, it was tied to a big black rock with this note.  “If you don’t let us show you what we have, this rock will find its way through your front window.”  Mr. Wilson was so upset that he started pulling his hair.  “No, no, no.” he kept saying. About that time he saw the boys leaning against one of the trees in his yard. 
 “Ok, ok, I give up.  What do you have to show me?”  
The boys ran up to him, they were so excited to share their good news with him.  “We found something, your going to like it.” They were both so excited they could hardly wait to show him their treasure.  They had a shoe box; they put it on the front porch and opened the lid.  There inside, was a great big giant Scorpion.  It was the biggest Scorpion he had ever seen.  It was so big and ugly that it gave him the chills. It was transparent and had long arms and legs and a great big stinger on its tail.
 “Where did you get this thing?”  He said as he backed away from the box. 
 “We found it down by the river.”  Brad answered so proud.  “We knew you would like it. We named him Stinger.”  
  “You get that thing out of here right now.” Mr. Wilson said as he started to leave.  “Those things are poisonous; they’re not something to play around with.  Now go home and leave me alone.”  

“You know Mr. Wilson; you have been pretty unfriendly to our new pet.  We just wanted to show him to you.  He’s so neat.”
“There is nothing neat about him. Now I told you to go home.”

“We’re not going to go until you pet him, you’ve hurt his feelings.”  Said Bart,

Mr. Wilson started laughing almost hysterically, “Are you out of your mind, I’m not going to pet that stupid thing.”

“Oh Mr. Wilson, that was the wrong thing to say, our brand new pet isn’t stupid.”  Brad said.  “Now you have to say that you’re sorry.”

“Ha.” Mr. Wilson Huffed, as he started to leave.
“Hey, wait just a cotton pickin minute.”  Brad said.  “Little Stinger wants you to apologize.”
“You are crazy; I’m not going to apologize to a stupid scorpion.”

“Yes you are.” Brad said, with a little more authority to his voice.  “And you’re going to do it now.”

Mr. Wilson started walking off.  Brad ran up and grabbed hold of Mr. Wilson’s arm. With a smirkey look on his face, Brad said.  “If you don’t, something bad is going to happen to you.”
Mr. Wilson pulled his arm free and fearfully told Brad and Bart to get out of there, and not come back; he was tired of playing their stupid games.  

“There he goes again, calling us stupid. “ Brad said with a very nasty tone to his voice.  

Mr. Wilson almost ran into the house.  Once in, he watched out the window until the boys had left.  He wasn’t afraid of them, he kept telling himself. But for some reason he was nervous.  He laughed at himself saying, “Why am I acting like this, they are only 10 years old.  What can they do?” 
Next morning Brad and Bart and Stinger were back.  This tine Bart informed Mr. Wilson that Stinger was hungry and he better fetch him some crickets.  
“Now you think I’m crazy.”  Mr. Wilson timidly laughed.

“You get them NOW!” demanded Bart.

“Ok, ok, I’ll get Stinger some crickets, but he won’t like my crickets.”  

“He better.” ordered Bart.

Mr. Wilson went and caught a few crickets and a moth.  

“Now that’s better.” Bart said.

They brought the shoe box over to where Mr. Wilson was sitting with the crickets.  They opened the box.  They had put some sand and a few rocks and shells in it for Stinger to crawl on and get under.  Mr. Wilson couldn’t help think how thoughtful they were. It was a nice place for the scorpion to be, but he wasn’t going to tell them what he thought.

Then without any warning, Mr. Wilson grabbed the shoe box and through it against the tree.  Dirt, sand and rocks, flew all over.  The boys started screaming and running to find Stinger.  They couldn’t find him. They were on their knees looking.  Mr. Wilson spotted him and yelled at them.  
“Here he is.”

“Oh good. Where is he” Brad said.  His heart was just pounding.
“Right here.” Mr. Wilson replied with a big smirky grin.

“Is he ok?” Bart demanded to know.  Both boys were upset and ran to get their little pet.  “Why did you do that?” 
Mr. Wilson just grinned.  And as the boys ran over to make sure Stinger was ok, he stepped on him.
“You killed him, you killed him.  How could you do that?  Stinger never did anything to you.”  Bart started crying.  

Then Mr. Wilson kinda felt bad for Bart.  “I’m sorry.” He said.  

“No your not.” Cried Bart.

“Yes I am.”  Lied Mr. Wilson.  “And to show you how bad I feel, I will let you bury him back there in the yard.  We’ll bury him out there in the corner by the big cottonwood tree. That one over by the hill.  He would like it over there.  Wouldn’t he?”
“You killed him on purpose.”  Brad cried. He was feeling bad because he was just getting attached to the scorpion. 

“Come on, let’s go have a funeral.”  Mr. Wilson said, smirking to himself.

They took a shovel out of the garage and Mr. Wilson dug a little grave, just big enough for the shoe box to fit in.  They put the box in the ground and covered it with dirt and humped it up in the middle. The boys found the shells and rocks that had been in the box. They put a row of rocks around the little grave and put a little marker on it, one that Mr. Wilson had carved with his knife.  Bart asked if they could say a few words.  Mr. Wilson quoted a few verses he remembered in the book of Psalms. “The Lord is my Shepherd.” Bart said a few words about how he enjoyed his new little pet.  Brad said “Rest in Peace.”  Even though the service wasn’t very long, it was nice. They stood and looked at the grave for a little while and then started walking away.
All of a sudden there was a great commotion behind them.  Turning they could see swarms of insects.  All of Stingers little friends had come to take revenge on Mr. Wilson, and he knew they were after him. 

Hundreds of Scorpions were marching altogether.  They were all blowing trumpets.  Thousands of killer ants, big red and black ants.  Each one carrying vicious weapons.  Fear came over Mr. Wilson.  All he wanted to do was run, but he couldn’t move, his feet would go anywhere.  Giant Scorpions came over the top of the hill.  It was the scariest sight Mr. Wilson had ever seen.  The Scorpions were red, black, orange, some were transparent.  They were all big like Stinger.  Each had a mean determined look on his face.  The leader of the Scorpions jumped up on a rock and announced they didn’t take lightly, someone killing their own. You’ve done our friend wrong, and now you will pay.
Bells started ringing, trumpets were blowing.  The leader turned to Bart and said, ”We are just waiting for the signal.”

Bart put his two fingers to his lips and gave a loud whistle.  All the insects threw up one arm and cried in unison.  “Let’s go get him.”
Mr. Wilson dropped to his knees and started crying.  He was shaking all over.  Begging Brad and Bart to stop them.  They just looked at him and grinned.  “This is what you deserve.”  Laughed Brad.  “You had no feeling for Stinger.”  

“Go get him.” Ordered Bart.  That was all they were waiting for.  They all rushed forward.  The noise of them all was tremendous.  Mr. Wilson turned white, and as he was trying to get away he fell down and hit his head on something and blood was running down his face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”  He kept saying over and over.

No one paid any attention to him.  They made a quick feast of him.  His moaning and groaning finally ceased.  The boy had turned their back on him. They couldn’t stand to watch the destruction of their neighbor, even though he was mean and ornery. 
When the job was done, the insects marched away as fast as they had appeared.  Brad and Bart turned and yelled, “Thanks.”  The insects raised one arm in unison and marched out of sight.

The boys stood in amazement.  Mr. Wilson was gone.  Not a sight of anything.  It was like he had never existed.  The two boys turned and walked off.

The moral of this story is:  Choose your friends wisely; even if they are small, there is power in numbers.
