
Kim Chow Click Click
by Adam Sifre

Ok American dogs. Here my first story I wrote when I only two days
old! Then evil moderator delete me and story go away. Now I three
days old. I try to remember.

Once upon time, there was beautiful lady who Kim's mother. She
make best Kimchi in all village. When she not making kimchi, she
bang away on my Wang, helping Kim Chow keep track of inventory
and making sure Spike Lee no steal our stuff. One day, mother
playing with my Wang when it broke. Nothing show on Wang screen.

“We need new computer,” she complain. “Maybe get IBM?”

“IBM?” I yell so loud, energy drink counter shake. “You think I shit
gold, crazy lady? Where we get bang-bang money for fancy IBM
computer?”

Mother start yelling back. Her voice get loud and fast. When Korean
woman start shouting, you either shoot them or wait for them to
forget and stop yelling. She my mother, so I wait. I go outside and
smoke and yell at rats in trash. Then I come back and wait for
mother to finish.

“You finish?”

Mother mutter. I don't care. I know what come next.

“You go to Suckee Suckee repair. Ask for Lulu. She know how to fix
my Wang.

Before mother say anything. I put Wang in her hands and push her
out door.
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”Hey you!“ I shout at Spike Lee. He hide in back of store long time.
”This no hotel. You buy something or hit road."

The End.
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