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Richard Hartwell 

 

Over Easy, Please 

_______________________ 

I’d like my next life over easy and centered, please. 

Not sunny-side up, too runny and rheumy with happiness; 

Not scrambled, so mixed up even a therapist could not help; 

Not soft-boiled, hard-boiled, souffléd, or poached, if you would. 

I’ve had enough of these breakfast banalities and fiascos. 

I’m ready for my personalities to be seared, not burned, and 

Sealed on both sides to retain the real me inside so I don’t run, 
If you’re willing to handle me with care when my life flips or flops. 

  



Wild Burros 

_____________________ 

There is something very soothing in the scene of wild burros 

Grazing unfenced in sun burnt grasses along Reche Canyon Road. 

I look for them as I pass to and back from work and smile 

When I spot them, grays and tans and shaggy browns, camouflaged 

Grazing among sere brush or lazing beneath stunted olive, 

Scrub oak, and manzanita. I’m disappointed when I don’t see them 

If they’re feeding elsewhere or it’s late and dark or I’m looking 

In the wrong direction, though I slow down, look back over both shoulders. 

What is it about this small, wild herd of burros that is so pleasing? 

Is it the incongruity that they still exist, ranging free near suburban sprawl? 

Is it perhaps my desire to taste the wild as I turn repetitiously 

Home to return to work, towards or away from tameness and sameness? 

 

Reche Canyon Road is marked with the bullet riddled, faded yellow, 

Diamond warning signs of the Department of Transportation, “Burro Xing,” 

As if the burros have the right of way. I hope they do. And then, 

Appended as an afterthought, “Next 2 Miles,” as if in acknowledging that 

These burros won’t be channeled into crosswalks. Although I’ve 

Never seen them actually cross the road, I know they must, for I have 

Spotted the same group, at least I think them the same thirteen, 

On both sides of the Canyon and even over the local rock strewn hill on the 

Moreno Valley side, along the extension of Pigeon Pass Road. 

This is a wild herd, replete with adolescents and one youngster currently. 

When people approach too closely, the group moves off in a stately 

Manner ordered and arranged by some internal hierarchy I’m too tame to detect. 

 

Like Henry Thoreau, I too “Love the wild not less than the good.” 

The burros are both wild and good. I want to touch them and smell them, 

Even figuratively taste of their rankness. I am unsatisfied with my 

Lmited sight and sound of them. I want to experience the whole phenomena, 

Their wild burro-ness. I continue to look for the burros on Reche Canyon, 

Smiling when I see them, reveling in wildness, envying their freedom. 

  



Seaside Sanitation 

____________________ 

Slab-sided ship of chrome slinking up my childhood path 

At break of mourning’s dawn, mooring there, incurs my wrath 

By crushing seaside graves of friends who, by receding tide 

Of summer, died and vanished, buried under sea of weathered hide. 

These glad-clad stewards milling round their hulk, reload the scenes 

Debarked throughout my summer to be lost as priestly genes 

Are lost -- ejaculated -- not in a worldly, fleshy vessel, 

But down commodes, are flushed and left with fate to wrestle. 

Now steers the sated ship of chrome, lighted down the path at night 

Within its bowels divorce’s castaways are packed in spite. 

Between my tears I glance to see a name and in child-dreams to ends 
Of earth this whale I’ll pursue – 

SANITATION, CESSPOOLS CLEANSED -- 
SIDNEY’S MOVING & STORAGE, SEASIDE, CALIFORNIA 

 

_____________ 

 

Richard Hartwell is a retired middle school (i.e. the hormonally-

challenged) teacher who lives in Moreno Valley, California, with his wife 

of almost thirty-five years (poor soul, her, not him), their disabled daughter, 

one of their sons and his ex-wife (?) and two children, Rick and Sally’s 

grandchildren, and ten cats! Yes, ten. Don’t ask. Rick has had articles, 

stories, poetry, or memoirs published in Educational Leadership, English 

Journal, California English, Kappa Delta Pi Record, The Voice, Sunspots, 

Once Upon A Time, Vietnam Magazine, and many others. 

  



Jeff Newberry 

The Maker’s Rage to Order 

__________________________ 

Everyone knew Benny lied: 

wove tales & spun words 

like an poet: less lie, more metaphor. 

He never got lost on the Apalachicola, 

never shot fifteen dove with a single blast, 

never drove into Panther Swamp 

on his daddy’s ’72 Indian, 

& never caught a Mako off Cape San Blas. 

He sacked groceries at Piggly Wiggly, 

smoked Winstons in the alley, 

sipped Cokes & stacked pallets. 

Lived on the edge of town in his Daddy’s 

double-wide & burned each night 

away in cigarette butts & Bud Light. 

Said one day he’d join the Marines, 

see the world, lose himself 

deep in Africa, some shaman’s protégé, 

smoke unweaving from a lip-clenched pipe. 

Benny told us he already knew 

the secret words, the key to unlock worlds. 

Knew how to cipher the crow’s black 

laugh, how to read the midnight 



sky, the cloud’s striated sine, 

St. Joseph Bay’s milky cosine. 

We knew his trailer, his black & tan Ford, 

the tilt-back half-step he swaggered, 

his Redman baseball cap, 

his Metallica & Megadeth t-shirts. 

No one believed him, it’s true. 

But we urged him Tell us about . . . 

& the tales spooled from his mouth 

like paper, pristine, blank, wordless. 

  



Changing Strings 

__________________ 

First, let the old strings die. 

Let the sound fade to a cold 

Dull hum. Only then. 

Unwind & listen. Treble slacks 

To bass. Twangs silence. 

Celebrate the dead tones, 

The music once summoned. 

Lay them aside, these spent 

Wraps of nickel & brass. 

Open the new set & feel 

the cold between your fingers, 

the song’s prenatal pulse, 

music waiting to be born. 

  



Letters from North Florida 

__________________________ 

Post-summer quiet. Only gulls & waves 

as the bay unfolds green & white. 

Condos empty, beach houses cold. 

Wind chimes ring in the salt. 

Off 98, cypress roots boil 

from salt marshes & saw grass. 

In town, empty parking lots. 

Out east toward Apalachicola, 

you might pass a sand path 

down to a stretch of beach 

where I once cast a net, 

dragging shoes through the thick. 

I found a boy’s shoe here, 

half-buried in muck. 

How he must have fought, 

pulling the sucking marsh. 

How he must have felt 

suddenly free here in the marsh, 

where salt & fresh water meet, 

where brackish water swirls. 

• 



I must have dreamed this place 

a thousand times, sweated 

nightmares of paper mill smoke 

clogging my lungs like creosote, 

my eyes dried to pitted coals. 

Each time I crest the Apalachicola 

causeway, bay oysters sing 

in a blistered hymn, promise 

me if I plunge my palms 

deep into the surf, edged fingers 

down deep through sand & scallop, 

I’ll find a pearl left just for me. 

If I peel back the crystal layers, 

my mouth will fill with sand 

so thick I’d drink salt water. 

• 

On Cape San Blas, 

a gazebo burned one night, 

glowing across St. Joseph’s Bay. 

Flames rose, embers 

flickering in the salted air. 

I lost them the stars, 

imagined them falling to earth, 

these fertile seeds of flame. 



• 

The year I turned 15 

a hurricane carried a beach 

house over the road. The surge 

dropped it 60 feet across 

a washed-out road where 

a curled wreck of concrete 

& rebar. Upstairs, a china hutch 

held blue-swirled dishes, cups, 

saucers, someone’s history 

handed down, sealed away 

now in a beach home. 

On the front porch, 

a laced pair of black boots 

sat beneath a rocking chair. 

The family tore the salt-scarred 

home down & rebuilt right there, 

another home for another storm. 

• 

Since the paper mill shut down, 

the bay’s resurrected blue & green, 

a neon glow: almost unreal, 

not the slate gray I remember, 

like concrete churning, 

not the chemical stench 



of pulpwood & bleach. 

Sulfur once stained 

the air, a rotten egg stench, 

the pulpwood reek: 

Smells like bacon & eggs 

the old folks said. 

Pine-loaded tractor trailers 

lined the highway, 

strapped timber bound 

for paper machines. 

On payday Fridays, 

mill workers lined 

outside Piggly Wiggly, 

clenching green checks: 

St. Joseph’s Papermakers, 

cashing the paper they printed. 

• 

Apalachicola. Wewahitchka. 

Pensacola. Panacea. Okaloosa. 

Names like quarter & half-notes, 

drawn from chants that echo 

in the palm fronds’ whisper. 

Muscogee words. Seminole words. 

Territory claimed by Spain, 



claimed again my Europe. 

I spit venom once, swore 

I’d drive west, away from here, 

toward California’s gold promise, 

maybe north to New York— 

anywhere but this slow grade 

down to the Gulf of Mexico, 

where the names settle 

between your teeth like grains, 

sand or salt. They edge 

between my gums & abscess. 

The words rot in my mouth. 

• 

One year, a boy disappeared 

on the Apalachicola River. 

Slipped beneath 

the water’s melted copper. 

Dove in to save a friend. 

Search & rescues, 

police cars, ambulances 

lined the ditches. 

Johnboats & flat-bottom skiffs 

hunted the sloughs for weeks. 

Not a sign. 

They found him bloated 

beneath a cypress stump, 



half-rotted, gator bait, 

skin softened the brackish 

flow. He appears 

in my dreams, sometimes, 

struggling against 

the current, waving 

his arms, kicking 

in spasms, almost dancing. 

________ 

Jeff Newberry is an associate professor of English at 

Abraham Baldwin College, a small state college in Georgia. 

He is the editor of  Pegasus, a regional undergraduate literary 

journal. Recently, his writing has appeared in CaKe: A 

Journal of Poetry and Art and Saw Palm: Florida Art & 

Literature. Jeff is the author of two chapbooks, A Visible Sign 

and Letters from North Florida. 

  

http://www.jeffnewberry.com/


April Bacon 

Ecology 

__________ 

“What chemistry! 

That the winds are really not infectious, 

That this is no cheat, this transparent green-wash of the sea, 

which is so amorous after me, 

That it is safe to allow it to lick my naked body all over with its 

tongues, 

That it will not endanger me with the fevers that have deposited 

themselves in it, 

That all is clean forever and forever.” 

—“This Compost,” Walt Whitman 

I peek outside for the last time today and the sunshine 

blinds me from seeing the wirework of weeds. I pull 

aside three feet of curtains, so I can see what’s out there. 

The rank growth coats the dirt below, coats the land of 

the dead. I couldn’t clear it all away, that mess, if I ever 

cared to. 

The dead land is below my feet too, it’s under my home. 

Under the asphalt, chipping the paint on the road, stuffed 

thick around our water pipes, lying on the compost pile, 

forever laughing, forever growing with bits of our own 

selves. I couldn’t clear it, and if I tried, parts of me 

would become it. It all makes me want to spit; the 



bubbles and boils, the cysts and pimples the earth 

makes. At some point in life you learn that everything is 

dirty and dangerous. At another, there’s no way to make 

it clean. 

My husband, in his living days, had been a wanderer. 

Walking about all day, touching the soil with his fingers, 

sniffing it, telling it stories, probably eating it. We met 

because of the colonial cliff swallow, popping up and 

down. Awed, we watched it, so odd. It flew just beyond 

the parking lot, underneath the bridge. We laughed as 

we followed it. The birds were there in their mud-nests, 

hundreds, chirping loudly, stealing from their neighbors. 

It was a civilization, miniscule and violent. I looked to 

him, he took my hand, and he kissed the satin glove of 

it. “I’m Henry,” he said. 

I’m Raina. 

My stomach bellows and I close the curtains across the 

Eastern hemisphere. I start calling for Henry. In the 

kitchen the trash can is full of paper towels and soda 

bottles, an empty furniture polish can, a cucumber peel. 

I tie up the top of it and lift it from the base. In my 

daydream, Henry takes it from me and brings it to the 

bottom of our driveway. He squeezes my arm first and 

winks. He goes into the garage and does the same with 

the twenty-three other bags in there, he takes it all away. 

But first, he winks, and sometimes, when he winks, both 

eyes accidentally shut. 

As I crack the garage door and toss out the filth, I think 

of how he showers. He comes to me, he kisses me on 

my forehead. Henry would leave his boots outside 



whenever he’d come in from working or walking. He 

wouldn’t embrace me until he changed, but when he 

did—he’d kiss the top of my head and tell me stories. 

We’d sit in the living room, blinds sometimes open, 

sometimes shut, depending on which one of us felt in 

charge that day, and then we’d speak. 

“Anna Peterson’s daughter,” he started that morning, 

“got a kitten for her birthday. Orange and feisty, that 

one. Much like you, my Raina.” He smiled, but I didn’t. 

The week before, he called me neurotic. That morning I 

woke up with a charley horse. I got up and retrieved my 

analgesic balm; I flexed my toes up and grabbed my 

calf. Henry came in and rolled his eyes. He walked to 

the dresser and clunked his wallet down, a receipt on top 

and some papers underneath. He didn’t look in my 

direction, he left the room. He was twenty feet away, 

then thirty, in the kitchen, or maybe in the living room. 

The receipt was for groceries, a task I refused to do as of 

about a month or two prior. “I live just to feed your 

neurosis!” It was an odd attack, far away, without any 

faces. “You’re a goddamn mental invalid, can’t leave 

the goddamn house to get a couple of groceries.” He 

came back in the room and looked me in the eyes. “I’m 

going for a walk,” he said, as I picked up the papers. 

There it was. He was buying the groceries and his bones 

were rotting out. 

The doctor said his left and right hip, holes, pain; he 

would live with much pain. The doctor was wrong. He 

wouldn’t live, and it had nothing to do with necrosis. I 

don’t know why it happened, really. He was breathing 



so quickly and felt so damp. He told me he’d be alright; 

he’d just rest for a while. It wasn’t until after he coughed 

up blood that I started asking questions. He could hardly 

breathe. It wasn’t until after he collapsed outside that 

knew I should have done something. Now he’s out back 

with the compost, fertilizing his dinner. He went, 

draggling himself and his necrotic belly, breath and soul 

seeping, to be forever with the banana peels and refuse 

under the dripping black trees. I try to think of his name, 

while he is lying on top of the dirt, with flies buzzing 

around his body, but he doesn’t have one; he has no 

name, and my god, I think, look at you, look at who you 

are. Through the pallor and scourge, there you are; you 

are gone, but you are not gone. 

I can dream of a land of sunlight where I’ll drift away 

into the air and the earth is never below my feet, and the 

fields are only piles of green, and everything, forever 

and ever, everything is forever clean. 

His mouth is a great black rictus, inviting the Darkling 

Beetles and falling leaves. I want to feed it golden 

apples and clamp it shut, so I keep away from the back 

window and hope he’ll be through soon enough. 

“Raina, let me take your hand. I’ll take you outside and 

will keep you safe, and you won’t need to be afraid 

anymore.” He said it more than once. 

I try not to understand death, but I can’t help it 

sometimes. 

As the air-conditioning dries the tears on my face, the 

heat outside quickens his decay. 

My belly growls again, and makes me double over onto 



the dining room table. At our last dinner, we hardly said 

three sentences; I can see us sitting there now. I can see 

us there, sitting like ghosts, and he begins to speak. 

“My head is spinning, I’ll only eat a little.” 

The phantom Raina nods in acknowledgment. 

“I’m sorry about what I said, Rain. How could I ever be 

so mean to you?” He touches her hand from across the 

table. “I love you.” He’s smiling so sweetly and 

although I can only see the side of her face from here, I 

know it’s distorted, is trying to smile like him. 

“Henry?” 

He looks across the table, and I think we are both 

hopeful. But she just stammers and stutters. He forgives 

her with a smile, in this moment so close to his death, 

and goes to kiss the ephemeral me on the cheek. Only, 

this time, he kisses her lips. The two ghosts disappear. 

I am still on the dining room table, alone. I squint. I 

blink. They don’t come back. I stare. I want them to 

come back. My house appears on the table, in aerial, and 

I realize with a whimper that between my home and the 

back yard, I’m in the dark side of the penumbra. My 

skin becomes gooseflesh and I jut my back teeth into my 

neck in an effort to make a moaning release, but nothing 

comes. I breathe in deep and stand up. 

At the kitchen counter, I have two boxes of crackers that 

I have been rationing, just like the rest of the food that’s 

in my freezer and cabinets. Some canned vegetables and 

soup. Frozen vegetables. 

“Shannon—my cousin’s daughter, you know, love?—

she’s almost completed her doctorate,” he said to me 



once. “I know you don’t want to hear anything about it. 

We should just talk…just a little, we should. We should 

talk, why don’t you say something?” 

“But I have nothing to say.” 

For how tired I feel, it may as well be nighttime. I look 

outside and it is. The Earth must be whispering, telling 

me to fall asleep. Maybe I will dream in the color green; 

the cleanest of all colors. The color of his eyes. Or blue, 

like when the sun hits a florescent diamond. 

One day, I will have to choose between dying of 

starvation and going outside. 

*** 

My husband fertilizes the earth instead of a wooden box. 

I used to blow on his hair to see it move, and he’d joke, 

ask if I was making sure he was real. 

I fold down the flannel sheet and struggle off of the bed. 

My floor is still covered with the same brown, long-

haired carpet it always was. I wear socks. My dresser is 

right to my left. There’s a picture of our wedding. A 

mirror. A jewelry box. I wear only green or white 

nightgowns. I wash my hair and I use a comb. 

When he closed the back door, it was death; eating fruit 

and meat is death; the skin on my hands encircles it; the 

sun and the clouds are dying; the breath I release; my 

body is death. 

My face is pressed against the sliding glass door 

because, although I was originally standing, his decay 

has gone too far for that sort of stability now. His 

ribcage is in about the same place mine is. Above his 

hips, but below shoulders, only his is partly exposed. I 



can feel parts of mine, so I know that they’re in there, 

and if I were less sane I would try to pluck them out 

with a knife and spoon. I feel the skeleton inside of my 

head; I feel the eye sockets and taste the bony grin. I 

want to strike it. I want it gone. 

My breath fogs up the glass. I can convince myself that 

that is not you, Henry. You’ve fled the earth and you can 

walk through dirt like ghosts walk through walls. This 

isn’t happening, and that is not you. You’ve fled the 

world of ribcages and cartilage, you don’t have a billion 

capillaries; you’ve taken the one-thousand miles of 

bodily highway to the sky. I see you and we will see a 

canary. The bird will fly away, but this time it’ll go up 

and this time we’ll follow it to the Kingdom. 

The first look today. Soon, he’ll be gone. The first is the 

hardest. He’s so different the next day. The Earth and 

the wind seem so alive; how can anything ever be dead? 

There’s a cat back there. He’s black and so fat and he’s 

just sitting there, by the body. Under the same tree. 

Under the same tree. I remember when we met, it was 

because of a swallow. And now that I’m saying 

goodbye, there’s a cat. 

I close my eyes. I can’t smell him, so I stop breathing. I 

can’t hear him, so I push my hands against my ears. I 

can’t feel him… 

You have to stop moving. You have to eat. You can’t 

escape. You can’t go outside. Where he is. 

I wave frantically and bang on the glass, but they just 

glance over at me, yellow cat eyes. There are 



mushrooms all around him; they must have sprouted last 

night. It must have rained. 

_____ 

April Bacon lives and writes in New York.  Her work has 

recently appeared in Prick of the Spindle, deadpaper, and 

Anamesa.  She is the current editor-in-chief of the literary 

journal Fiction Fix.  More stories can be found at 

http://aprilbacon.com. 
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Bruce Rogers 

Sherman County Boys 

_______________________ 

Some boys that Sharon had gone riding with were 

careful drivers. Randy Watt wasn’t one of them. He 

liked to drive with just one hand on the wheel, and his 

steering was a little vague. The truck drifted across the 

center line now and then, which didn’t matter for the 

first few miles out of Grass Valley since there was no 

one else on the road. It bothered her more when they got 

to the curvy part where the road edge dropped off into 

the canyon. No guard rails. But he still drove with one 

hand. 

Because she didn’t have a car, boys were the best way 

for Sharon to get out of the house, away from the 

museum where, if she lingered on a summer day, her 

mother or father could always find some chore for her to 

do. Or, worse, her father might try to get her excited. 

“Sharon, look here! If somebody were to clean up some 

of these old switch locks and keys, they might make a 

nice exhibit.” Fortunately, her little sister had the genes 

or the virus or whatever it was that made people crazy 

about steam locomotives. That took some of the 



pressure off. But still, the best thing was just not to be 

home. 

The problem with boys was their expectations. Ben 

Smits had expected that if she rode around in his rig 

long enough, she would eventually have sex with him. 

Michael Krutz had been the same way. That was why 

she didn’t ride around with them any more, because 

there was no completely guaranteed way to have sex 

without some risk of getting pregnant. That would ruin 

everything. Her life would be over, right there, and 

she’d be stuck. 

Randy was just a friend. He’d been going with Megan 

Smits, Ben’s sister, and Megan was skinny, not at all 

like Sharon with her hips that were getting too wide and 

breasts that were too big and a little too much weight 

everywhere. 

For fifteen miles, neither of them had said a word. 

“I got accepted,” Randy said at last. An oncoming sedan 

made him steer back into his lane. “OSU.” 

“That’s good,” Sharon said. 

“Don’t know how I’ll pay for it.” 

A familiar problem. Farm and ranch families looked 

richer on paper than they really were. And her own 



parents sure wouldn’t have tuition money for her in two 

years, not unless some crazy rich person wanted to buy 

the museum. 

“I don’t know if I can go,” Randy said. 

“You’ll go.” 

“I want to.” 

“You will.” 

They didn’t say anything else until the turnoff for White 

River Falls State Park. Then Randy said, “Forest 

management. That would be my major.” 

Sharon didn’t say anything, but it seemed like a stupid 

idea. If it was going to be hard for Randy to go to 

college, then why study something like forest 

management? He might end up with a job right around 

here. He could still spend his whole life in sight of 

Mount Hood. 

The parking lot at the trail head was empty except for 

the ranger’s trailer. Randy parked in the shade. “Leave 

the windows open. Nothing to steal anyway.” Sharon 

brought the knapsack. 

They stood on the overlook to watch the falls, then 

walked down the dusty trail, past the old generating 

station. Randy said it was too bad the BLM had boarded 



it up. You used to be able to go inside and look at the 

turbines. He started to describe them. 

“Is that all boys care about?” Sharon said. “Machines?” 

“I guarantee you,” he told her. “That is not all that boys 

care about.” 

“Well, I knew that.” 

His face got red. She supposed hers did, too. 

They sat on the sand, in the shade of a tree growing right 

next to the water. They could hear the falls from here, 

but would have to wade upstream if they wanted to see 

them. Just hearing them was nice. Was enough. Sharon 

got her book out of the knapsack, but didn’t open it. She 

took out an orange and peeled it, then gave half of the 

peeled orange to Randy. 

“Thanks.” 

“This place is so different,” Sharon said. “On the 

weekend, there’s always a mess of kids and dogs.” A big 

bird flew past just above the water. She didn’t know 

what kind. 

“It’s nice,” he agreed. “I used to come here with 

Megan.” 

Sharon noticed the used to, but said nothing. 



Randy said, “Can you keep a secret?” 

She thought about it. She had one great big secret 

herself. The only foreign language they taught at 

Sherman High School was Spanish. Limited Spanish, at 

that. When Sharon tried out a Castillian accent in oral 

performance, Mr. Dunning marked her down. You just 

concentrate on learning what’s being taught here. 

Spanish was hardly foreign enough to suit her. On a 

family shopping trip to The Dalles, she browsed the 

used books at Klindt’s Booksellers and rejected German, 

French, and even Japanese. Then she saw a little volume 

sitting by itself. The spine said ANGLICKO-ČESKÝ 

ČESKO-ANGLICKÝ. There were British flags on the 

cover. She bought it for two dollars. It wasn’t until she 

had spent some time with the book at home that she was 

sure of what she had. It was a phrase book and 

dictionary for Czech speakers learning English. 

At the school library, she looked for web sites about the 

language. Czech was perfect. First of all, it was hard. 

Good. People who knew how hard it was would be 

impressed, and everyone else would be impressed 

because it was exotic. Half the people in Grass Valley or 

Moro didn’t know where the Czech Republic was, and 

the other half thought it was still Czechoslovakia. 

Someday on a scholarship application she would write, 

Taught myself to read, write, and speak fluent Czech. 

Someday, she would sit in a cafe in Prague and be about 



as far away from Grass Valley, Oregon, as a person 

could be. 

She told no one. On another family shopping trip to The 

Dalles, she used some of her birthday money to pick up 

another book, one that she had to special order. She 

hurried across the street to buy a sweater, too, so she’d 

have a bag and something to show when her mother and 

sister and grandmother asked what she had bought. 

She read the new book and looked up words in the 

dictionary in her bedroom, with the door closed. She 

sounded out words at a whisper. She copied lists of 

phrases. 

One day in December, her grandfather asked her to walk 

over to his and Gram’s house. He had something for her. 

When she got there, he went to his room to fetch a paper 

bag, then led her outside where no one could see or 

overhear them. He was smiling. 

“Okay,” he said. “Vay say lay va note say.” 

“What?” 

He said it again. “Vay say lay va note say.” When she 

didn’t say anything, he said, “Maybe I’m not saying it 

right.” He showed her a slip of paper. Veselé Vánoce! 

He said, “Merry Christmas. In Czech.” He handed her 

the paper bag, then put his finger over his lips and 



winked. 

Inside the bag were books and audiotapes. Teach 

Yourself Czech. Colloquial Czech. 

She wanted the throw them at him. Her secret! How did 

he know? She ran back to her house, slamming the front 

door, slamming the door to her room. How could he 

possibly know? 

Later, she realized that he must have seen some of her 

practice pages, the same lines written over and over. 

Vítám vás v Praze! Vy jste Američanka? Ano, já jsem 

Američanka… She always buried them deep in the trash, 

but sometimes coyotes tore open the garbage bags. Her 

grandfather would have recognized her handwriting, and 

the strange words would have been a challenge to him. 

When she had calmed down, she went back to thank him 

for the gift and beg him not to tell anyone. He promised. 

“My lips are sealed.” But he was who he was. She 

couldn’t rely on him. He might blurt out her secret the 

next time he went crazy. 

Sitting on the sandy bank of the White River with 

Randy, Sharon said, “I can keep a secret unless it’s 

taken from me.” 

“What’s that mean?” 



“I can keep a secret, Randy.” She looked him in the 

eyes. “Trust me.” 

“Okay.” He was silent then. Working up his nerve? 

“You don’t have to tell me anything if you don’t want 

to,” she said. 

“It’s not the money,” he said. “Why I might not be able 

to go to college. Megan might be…” He couldn’t get it 

out before he started to cry. But she knew. It could only 

be one thing. Sharon put her hand on his shoulder. 

Randy leaned against her and sobbed into her neck. 

Sharon’s eyes brimmed with tears as she held him. Tears 

of sympathy. You poor thing. You poor stupid boy. She 

would guard his secret. It would get out anyway, if 

Megan really were pregnant. Around here, there was no 

slinking away to a doctor who would fix your mistake 

and give you back your life. 

He shook. She held him tight. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” 

she said over and over, grateful that it wasn’t her. 

 

 

 



______ 
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Jim Ogden 

Deep Hunting 

___________________________ 

The sun’s rays penetrate through the crystal blue abyss 

of the South Atlantic Ocean as the motion of the sea 

gently rocks our group in a rhythm as old as life 

itself.  Lying here dozing and listening to the sounds of 

the world that surrounds us, we are resting after a long 

journey around the Cape of Africa.  We are here in our 

summer feeding grounds to enjoy the bounty that our 

world will bestow if it so chooses.  It is a world that is 

not always as I could wish, but in these last seasons the 

hunting has been here, and the anticipation of the great 

harvest to come makes some of us restless.  Once this 

part of the sea was filled with our cries as we hunted and 

mated without interference from outsiders.  Our tribe 

was large and we ranged the oceans of this world 

unmolested, the true masters of this, the Water 

Planet.  Now the few survivors try to rebuild our race, 

once the mightiest toothed mammal on this small and 

insignificant world.  Our clans were destroyed, and our 

race brought to the point of extinction to satisfy the 

greed of the Others.  The Others do not participate in the 

chain of life here, but simply take from it and return 

nothing.  Nothing is safe from their mindless greed and 



the self-satisfaction derived from wanton murder of any 

living thing that their primitive intellect might find 

threatening or perhaps useful to them in some 

way.  Could it be that our ancestors foresaw this 

happening, and left the land returning to our true home 

in the sea, forsaking life on the land forever?  Perhaps 

they foresaw that this evil would grow and one day 

consume all who live on the land.  We survive for now 

at the pleasure of these Others and hope for the day that 

we may once again be a strong force in the life flow of 

this world. 

I float vertically sixty feet beneath a calmly rolling sea, 

the barrels of oil in my massive head causing just 

enough buoyancy to maintain a position facing the light 

from above without any conscious effort.  My enormous 

brain provides complete sensory awareness of the 

surrounding 
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sea for a hundred miles in all directions.  More of my 

tribe is coming for the season, and I can hear and sense 

their arrival as they draw near and announce their 

presence to all.  Our race has grown small, and I feel 

that I know all of the members of over fifty seasons.  In 

summers gone by, before our ancestors were butchered 

to fill the lamps of the Others, our gatherings here were 

great. 



I begin moving upward to the surface to breathe.  It’s 

been a good rest, and, now that I’m aware of our 

situation, it’s time to hunt.  My mate joins me and 

together we roll over and dive toward the sea floor far 

below.  We move at a leisurely rate, diving down with 

our twelve foot wide flukes undulating slowly.  This is 

our first hunt of the summer season here, and I’m 

hopeful that it will be as successful as in the past.  The 

sunlight fades rapidly, and soon we are left without sight 

of the sun or other points of reference to guide us.  An 

acute sensory perception gives our mind’s eye a detailed 

picture of the surroundings.  My mate is slightly ahead 

and reaches the bottom first. 

They are here again and in larger numbers than could be 

hoped for, deep sea squid—a feast for the entire 

season.  This brings a feeling of contentment to me, and 

I begin to feed voraciously.  These squid are large but 

pose no threat to us, and our long lower jaws with their 

twenty round teeth make hunting this prey easy.  The 

squid is luminescent and the glow of their huge eyes and 

bodies help my mate and I find and ravage them. 

We swim beside each other driving through this thick 

layer of prey biting and swallowing large bits of these 

delicious tentacle jets, reveling in the excitement of our 

hunt.  We have hunted in all the seas of the world, and 

this place is our favorite.  There are no dangers here 

from the giant cousins of this prey since they don’t 

appear frequently in this place.  I feel this larger squid 
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is only more challenging to hunt and poses no great 

threat to us.  The giant is poor food and not worth the 

trouble to catch, and I will only become involved with 

them if attacked. 

This will be a good season for us, and that is well, for 

my mate will bring forth a new member of our group 

during our stay in these waters.  Other females are 

calving and slowly our race is recovering from the 

plunder wrought by the Others.  She turns away and 

begins to ascend toward light and air, feeling the urge to 

breathe.  Wishing to share the assent with her, I follow, 

leaving this harvest behind for another day.  Slowly the 

darkness recedes, and the brightness of the surface 

appears just above as I move at top speed toward the 

light, breaching half of my length into the air in my joy 

over the hunt, announcing the plenty that awaits our 

tribe below.  My mate approaches, and we lay there in 

the gentle swell with the members of our group, a small 

island of family basking in the warm subtropical sun. 

On the starboard bridge wing of the cargo vessel, 

Sealand Victory, bound for North Africa with a full 

load, the watch officer checks the time and notes in the 

ship’s log:  Azores ahead to port, visible with binoculars 

at 1300 zulu, weather clear, sea condition mild.  Sighted 

pod of Sperm Whale, about a dozen I think. Pity there 

aren’t more of them. 



As he watched the small group of half-submerged giants 

disappeared in the ship’s wake.  He mused about what 

they might be thinking and wished he were one of them. 

_____ 
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