
AMANDA’S MAGIC ROCK 

A TEASER STORY FOR: PAYBACK, VOLUME I 

By  

David Dockery  

FREE EDITION  

* * * * *  

PUBLISHED BY:  

David Dockery  

Copyright © 2015 by David Dockery  

 

 

This PDF may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed for any non-commercial without permission from 

the author. Quotes used in reviews are the exception. No alteration of contents allowed. If you enjoyed 

this story, then encourage your friends to download their own copy from my website or message me on 

Facebook. Feel free to share this with anyone and tell them to look for the entire book with this first 

story coming at the end of Summer 2015.  

Look for more information and a place to download this story here: 

http://rockstarinart.wix.com/drdockery/bookpics 

Or visit David Dockery on his Facbook page: 

https://www.facebook.com/drdockery 

 

 

Amanda’s Magic Rock 
 

 

Large rocks littered the stream alongside the railroad tracks of the small Midwestern town. Sticking 

out from the rocks like crooked arms were a number of thick brown trees. The trees cast a shadow 

that shimmered over the creek, but was disturbed in its wavy patterns by skipping stones. 

“Three!” I yelled to Amanda as she jumped up and down. Her laugh echoed into the creek bed.  

“I Ain’t had three in a while!” she said with her raspy girl voice.  

I couldn't help but stare at her. She was the most remarkable creature I'd ever encountered in my 

young life. Her hair was stringy and long, dirty, but to me it was a golden delight. Her dress lay on 
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her like a potato sack and it was at least a size or two too big. It draped roughly from her thin 

shoulders down to her knobby, skinned-up knees. The fabric was worn out and had to be patched in 

places and it had stains. At one point it must have been brighter, but to my unwavering eyes it shone 

like the sun.  

“Hey, you got four!” She said, giggling innocently. She was the only girl who ever noticed me. I 

giggled too. We both giggled and chucked rocks for a while until our young minds got bored. We 

flopped down in the tall yellow grass halfway up the hill and stared at the vast sky above. Ten 

minutes passed before we spoke.  

Softly Amanda asked, “Tommy, whatcha' spose' that cloud there is?” 

She took her graceful index finger and pointed Northeast at a strange looking cloud I hadn't noticed. 

I was thinking about her. Every time I was with her now I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I 

missed her when she wasn't around. Suddenly I just blurted it out. 

“Love...” I said. Realizing my mistake I quickly said, “I mean, like a heart. Looks like a heart.” 

Amanda turned and gave me a puzzled look. She rolled over next to me and for the first time I 

smelled her scent. Despite her disheveled state I always knew she would smell delightful. She 

poked my belly provoking me to laugh and rise up at the same time. Hotness filled my body up and 

I was feeling light-headed as my face was two inches from hers. I gazed into her wonderful 

turquoise eyes. I memorized the football shape, the long lashes, her lips, oh my god, her lips. I 

kissed her small lipped mouth and I saw in her what I saw in the cloud. It was only a medium-sized 

kiss, but it was good, it was great, it was my first. 

I'll never forget what happened next. Amanda brushed her stringy blonde hair away from her face 

and flipped it back as she did the same with her neck. She then had the most awesome smile.  

“Ain't nobody ever kissed me like that, Tommy Boyd!”  

“Well, are you mad?”  

“Amanda sat up in the tall grass and looked off. I didn't know how to react.  

“It's just that I don't remember no kisses from Mama before she died and my Auntie sure never 

kissed me like that and Pappy sure never kissed on me like that. Neither did Grandma and I sure 

enough know my Daddy never kissed me. Not ever.” 

Amanda looked back at me and grinned. “I love you too, Tommy!” she said softly and then she 

bolted for her house as quick as a jackrabbit. She had read my thoughts that must have been stuck 

in the air for anybody to pluck down. 

The next day Amanda and I were to be at the same summer meeting place we'd always had. First 

big oak tree by the abandoned factory along the train tracks. I had gotten bored waiting on her so I 



climbed a few branches and swung my feet for a while. I didn't have a watch, but I knew she was 

late so I climbed down. I took out my buck knife and began carving a heart. Once that was done 

and my knuckles were beat up I was starting to get worried, but I also wanted to carve initials. 

Every kid knows that if you stop carving it curses love. I carefully shaped a “T” for Tommy and the 

“A” for my girl, which was a bit harder. I turned to look down the path through the dark green 

bushes. The thick brush made the path almost impossible to see.  

I decided to find her as I heard a train’s whistle coming from the north. I knew that train and it was 

late. It would be dark soon, I thought. I shuffled my skinny legs to keep time with the train and I 

made a chug-chug noise with my mouth. I was so distracted by the powerful train noise that I 

almost didn't notice. 

Amanda lay on the path in the side of the brush crumpled up like discarded trash. I rushed toward 

her and knelt down gently beside her. I could tell that her face was bruised and cut like she'd been 

attacked by a three-hundred pound cat. Her right leg was pointing out in the wrong direction. I 

didn't know what to do at first. Overwhelmed with fright and filled with rage, I looked for signs of 

life in her eyes. 

“Amanda? What happ...” 

“My Dad...Daddy done it to me.” she squeezed out of the purse, innocent lips I had just kissed the 

day before. 

“Whatcha' mean your daddy done it? Why?” I asked with confusion. My family had never been 

abusive and in those days it was mostly covered up when it did happen.  

“Jus'...help me, Tommy” 

“Okay, I’ll go and get help. Don't worry!”  

With that I ran off down the path faster than I had ever run in my life. Nothing had ever been more 

important than this aside from the time my brother fell out of the tree, but he was a boy and my 

brother, this was the young love of my life. I knew Amanda's house was the first place I'd come to 

so I was trying my best to avoid the old brown shack. I came to the end of the path and veered right 

along what was left of a vegetable garden. Beyond that was Amanda's house. I couldn't help but 

notice that I felt I was being watched. I glared over the shack which was partially blocked by knee-

high corn husks. The worn-out excuse for a home had barely kept its brown paint and the windows 

were all broken. I knew because I used to bring over extra blankets for Amanda in winter time. 

There was an old wood-burning stove in the middle that made its way up to the roof and was 

probably the only thing keeping the place together. There was no sign of Amanda's mother left and 



when she died Amanda's daddy took to the bottle every day. My pa said he used to be a good hard-

working type man and all, but the loss of his woman was more than he could bear.  

As my eyes met the porch I saw a bear-like figure silhouetted against the side of the house next to 

the door. It was Amanda's daddy and he looked mean and scary. He was a large man with unkempt 

greasy long black-gray hair and a wiry beard that hung like a pirate's costume on Halloween, all 

flimsy and fake.  

Time had not been good to this man according to the deep wrinkles in his face, the purple bags 

under his eyes, and the cracked peach-colored lips. He had nothing but a pair of faded denim 

overalls with one side dangling toward the ground. His feet were covered in soot and they were like 

leather from consistent bare-walking. In one a paw-like hand he had a jug of corn whiskey from his 

still out back and in the other was a two-barrel shotgun that gleamed in the sun. 

“Hey boy!” he bellowed out from the porch as he staggered to keep his balance.  

“I'll shoot ya ass, boy, come here!” he grunted as he fired off a shot into the air. He almost collapsed 

as the kick from the shotgun slapped his body back.  

The bear-like man continued to rant as I passed.  

“I'll kill ya boy! I knows who...I knows you...your dat' Boyd youngin'. You been messin' with my 

Amanda an’ I aims to shoot ya dead right here n’ now. See here...” 

I ran until his voice faded and all I thought about was getting help to Amanda. Amanda cannot die 

was all that kept my legs pumping. I finally made it to the Beaumont farm. Mr. Beaumont was out 

front repairing his fence when I came rounding the corner out of breath. Luck is with me, I thought.  

“Mr. Beau...”  I started to say, gasping for air. 

“Slow down, boy. Take your time. What's the trouble? Is your family okay?” he asked. 

I nodded “yes” to his question. “It's Amanda, sir.” I said while sucking in as much air as I could.  

“Amanda Silver.”  

Mr. Beaumont dropped his hammer and nails into his toolbox. He tipped back his large 

straw hat. “Boy, you in some kinda' state, ain’t ya? Must be serious. Tell me slowly what 

happen. Ain't gonna' do no good to be all huffy and puffy with me. Slow.” he instructed me.  

“Yes sir’. Amanda...Amanda is all banged up. Says her daddy done it. She's bleedin' and her 

legs all bent up. Her daddy's drunk and wantin' to kill me...” I said trying to sum it all up as 

quick and slow as possible without wasting time. 

“I understand, child, you jus' wait there a moment and I'll hitch up my team. Don't worry; I'll 

get the missus' to call on the Sheriff Dunhill to meet us. Just go in the house there an' tell her 

where to go.” he said with a slight smile. Farmer Beaumont was a hard, but decent man known 



for being very honest and a decent neighbor and hard worker. Thank god he understood me, I 

thought, as I tried desperately to catch my breath. I waited for what seemed like an entire life 

span for farmer Beaumont and his wife. They came prepared like the Boy Scouts do with 

bandages, water, boards from the kindling to make splints, a twenty-twenty rifle, an old wool 

army blanket and a kerosene lamp.  

As I climbed up on the buckboard I explained to the old couple that Mr. Silver was stone-cold 

drunk and had a scatter gun. Mr. Beaumont winced.  

“You just leave him to me youngin'. “He said with the determination of five men. “I got a medal 

for shooting Germans in the First World War, I think I can handle a drunken' bum of a 

neighbor.”  

Mrs. Beaumont looked calm as a baby in the shadow of protection her older, but still strong 

husband provided. I couldn't have picked a better couple to help, I thought. I just hoped that it 

wasn't too late.  

We turned slightly left at the end of the dirt road and we could see the old brown shack on the 

hill polluting the lovely sunset with its foul existence. Amanda's daddy was not around anymore 

which got me to thinking he either passed out drunk or came after her again. I was so nervous 

that I stomped the floorboards of the cab. 

“Calm, child. There, there, now,” Came the soothing comfort of Mrs. Beaumont voice. “Don't 

you worry, boy; your friend will be okay.” 

Mr. Beaumont must have read my mind. He slowed the horses to a halt as we saw the crumpled 

up body of poor Amanda in the road.  

“No sign of Silver here,” he shouted, grasping the rifle and loading it just in case. “I'll keep 

watch as you mend the girl, mother.” 

I jumped off the side of the team and ran to Amanda. She was still in the same spot, but I could 

not tell if she was still breathing. My heart fought hard to escape its resting place as I crept the 

final two steps. Still no sign, I thought. Mrs. Beaumont and I were almost to her body as I 

turned around in shame. I could not think on what I'd do if she were dead. 

The old farmer brought up the supplies from the wagon as fast as he could.  

Mrs. Beaumont leant over Amanda and spoke to her in a child-like voice, but more 

Grandmotherly.  

“Hush, child, hush now. Help is here. We're gonna' get ya' back to healthy right quick, now. 

Hush...” 



I wasn't sure if she was re-assuring a corpse or a living thing so I leaned in for a closer look as 

Mr. Beaumont stood guard. I saw her turquoise eyes searching the scenery above her and the 

she saw me, her Tommy. 

“Tommy!” she whispered with a half-smile as if to say I love you one more time.  

Amanda damn near did die that hot July day. Mr. Silver got locked up for just long enough for 

Amanda's wounds to heal. He claimed she fell down the hill coming away from the tracks, but 

we know. We know and we Ain’t tellin' nobody just yet. I told Amanda to let it go for now and 

I'd take care of it when she felt better.  

I had a whole month to think on a plan, a plan to end Mr. Silver's torture of my girl Amanda. 

With him out of the way this whole incident would be reduced to a tale that kids might tell 

around a campfire, but not for Amanda. I could tell that she would never be right again. He had 

fixed it so that no matter what she would never quite feel safe the rest of her life. It was in her 

eyes when she stared off at the Missouri cornfields as if she might just never stop staring.  

When I first saw Amanda back from the hospital I wanted to strangle the beast that had broken 

up my best friend, my first love.  

I walked over by her house and she was sitting quietly on the porch in a bench swing. Her 

lovely hair was now fresh and flowing gently behind her as she rocked back and up, using her 

cast for leverage. Her face was still bruised and she had four bandages in various places. I 

memorized every detail and took inventory of every single ailment. I had never wanted to hurt 

anybody as much as I did that bastard, Mr. Silver. The one thing that bothered me the most 

wasn't the broken leg or the cuts and bruises all over, it was the far-away look in her eyes. Her 

smile had been stolen by the one person in this world who was supposed to protect her. I felt 

shame for not being there myself and I swore to God almighty that if I were blessed with 

children someday that I would never hurt them. They would learn life's lessons with firmness, 

but love and hate are distant islands separated with the understanding that as a man your job is 

to protect and love and cherish children no matter what. I looked down at my trembling hands 

and wished them to grow so I could rid the world of this evil man. 

The next day I approached the shack with no fear. I didn't see any sign of Silver yet, but that 

sneaky drunkard was always lurking around. As I got closer to Amanda I wanted so badly to 

reach out to her, to whisk her away and deliver her to a safe haven. She was so pure, innocent 

and lovely. I was about to speak when I tripped over a rock. I looked downward at my leather 

boots and next to them was a rock that was a total misfit for that terrain. It was a shiny black 

rock with jagged edges mixed in with black dirt, pebbles, and weeds and it sat next to the start 



of the cornfield. It was a very peculiar rock and I was drawn to it. I picked it up and moved 

towards Amanda sitting on the porch.  

“Oh, Tommy, thank god you came. I'm real scared...”she said in a crackling voice, “My daddy 

said he gonna' croak me. He went into town to buy shells for the shotgun. He gonna....” Amanda 

buried her swollen face and eyes into her hands and began sobbing. 

I instantly knew what every next move of mine would be. I put the rock down on the porch and 

took my sweet Amanda into my arms. I gently touched her hair, stroking it from the crown of 

her head to the middle of the back. “Jus' let it out, it's okay.” I told her. “I got something that 

will fix all this mess.”  

After several minutes of Amanda crying she just stopped and I felt her eyes burning through me 

and off into the golden-red western sunset.  

“What you got, Tommy?” she asked. 

Picking up the strange rock I told her, “This here rock is magic. My grandma is Cherokee and 

she give it to me. She told me that this here rock protects you from all evil. It can get you out of 

all kinds of jams. If anyone and I mean anyone, is messin' with you – you just take this here 

rock and swing it at them and swing it as hard as you can and it will do the rest.” 

Amanda, looking very puzzled, said, “You foolin' with me?” 

“No, I wouldn't do that.” I said confidently with my fingers crossed behind my back. I had 

prayed that I had found a way to help protect her. 

I want you to take this here rock with you everywhere and if your daddy come home and come 

at you – you whack him with it. Whack him like he done you last time with his fists cuz' he 

Ain’t no good, understand?”  

Amanda's eyes swelled up with tears and we kissed.  

After a few minutes of awkward kissing lessons we separated and nervously I laughed. She 

laughed with me and then threw a big bear hug on me.  

“I really do love you, Tommy.” she said.  

Suddenly I sensed danger as I thought I heard a horse galloping from the top of the street 

heading our way. I knew it was Amanda's daddy and I instantly popped up.  

“I'll be right in the cornfield if you need me, but remember – use the magic black rock, okay? It 

has strong magic.” 

“Yes, I will. If he sees you he'll really be in a state....go hide!” she yelled. 



As I darted toward the corn I kept my head low. The sound of his horse's steps rang out like 

gunfire. I could hear his cursing and his jumbling of angry words hung over the thick cornfield 

to try and scare me off. I stayed put and prayed.  

“Damn you girl, I told you to have supper cookin' didn't I?” Mr. Silver grunted. “I can't smell no 

pork chops cookin' and the stove Ain’t even fired up yet.  

“Damn, you are ignorant!” he screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. 

I watched the mean ogre of a man like a soldier watches his enemy through a rifle scope. If I 

had a gun I would've used it, but my daddy hid his someplace I wasn't to know. 

Mr. Silver went into the shack so I came closer. As I peered through the entrance I could see his 

large clumsy body as he was taking a heaping slug of shine. I could smell him too. It stunk so 

bad I almost gagged as I saw Amanda out of the corner of my eye. She had a look I had never 

seen on any face. She was clutching the magic rock so hard that her knuckles brightened. 

“Girl, get in here now. I'm gonna’...” Mr. Silver said as he came to the door with the now loaded 

shotgun. I ran to Amanda so I could help, but I was too late. Mr. Silver swung around the door 

on the porch and fired off a round, but as he went to fire another, Amanda's thin and bruised up 

body leaped for the barrel. It fired off into the air. She then swung the rock around with 

everything she had. The rock landed directly on his belly and she pulled it up, keeping the 

jagged edge out. She should have ripped his belly clean inside out.  

What happened next is hard to explain because if I do you might not believe me, but I will try. I 

felt as though I were outside myself watching the events occur. A green glow came from the 

rock and seemed to make a thin cloud. The air blew strongly and I could see Amanda’s golden 

hair being cast up to the skies. Then the wind died down and I could barely believe my eyes 

which were now blurring my vision with tears. Mr. Silver was suddenly clean-shaven and he 

was wearing a nice brown suit with a black tie. At first I didn’t even know it was him. I had 

never seen him like that. He opened his arms and looked at Amanda with a sobering face and a 

father’s love. Amanda turned her head to look at me and then she looked back at her daddy in 

disbelief. She wiped her nose and then ran into his arms. It was a real miracle. Then as they 

were hugging their house had been transformed into a proper house. It was as if it had never 

changed. The only thing the rock did not change was her momma’s death, but now her daddy 

had been set right and the world was a better place for it.  

After a long hug with her daddy, Amanda turned to me and said, “You were right, Tommy, this 

really is a magic rock.”` 


