
Bob 

 

Bob squinted out across the rolling dessert sands. Sighing, he glanced down at the 

two watermelons enveloping his feet, the little bird pecking away at them, and then at the 

blacksmith's hammer in his hand. He sighed, wishing that for once in his life things would 

make sense. If only he'd never met that old woman. If only he hadn’t eaten that cookie. 

 


