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 A tug on the line rouses Eddie Washburn from his afternoon nap. He hasn’t seen or felt it, 

but rather senses the scaled creature’s presence and snaps accordingly into action. Lurching 

forward to better grip the pole, flipping a worn tan cap out of his eyes, he reels in the struggling 

prey. He cranes his neck around for a peek up at the sinking sun and gauges the hour at nine, or 

damn close. This chance encounter with said fish thus proves a fortuitous one, for otherwise he 

might have overslept.  

 “Just enough time to snare this sucker,” Eddie grins, punctuating this murmur with a slow, 

throaty chuckle. 

 With the fish flopping helplessly before him, dangling on the line, Eddie reaches out first 

with one hand and then the other, to seize his most recent catch. Ten and a half, eleven inches he 

guesses, allows the pole to fall lazily into the sand below as he gently works this deeply embedded 

hook from the victim’s mouth. With the tally now standing at four smallmouth bass, this isn’t the 

most productive session he’s enjoyed, but not a total wash, either.  

 “Good enough,” Eddie says, tossing the doomed prisoner alongside his brethren in a cooler 

nearby. 

 Readjusting his goofy fisherman’s hat, Eddie bends over to pick up a pine green backpack 

he unfailingly brings along not just here, to the banks of Smuggler’s Cove, but everywhere. The 

pack is filled with books, his other great passion. Slinging the pack over one shoulder, he stoops to 

snap the cooler lid shut and drag it in a lopsided shuffle to the station wagon fifty feet ahead.  

 Now behind the wheel, he squints once more at the burgeoning sunset. Yeah, it can’t be 

much past nine, he reaffirms, probably only fifteen after at the latest. 

 

 

 

 “What do you mean you just lost track of time, Eddie? Now, don’t misunderstand me, I 

think you’re a nice kid.  But you’ve got to start getting here at ten on the dot, okay?” 

 Eddie gapes without comment at his immaculately groomed manager, Ken, for a second or 

two, trying to decide how long it must take this man to get prepared for work each and every day. 

Just standing in front of the mirror and shellacking this hair in such resplendent fashion must eat 

up just shy of an eternity. About as much time as I spend fishing, Eddie muses, allows a small smirk 

to slip out. 

 “Hello?” Ken prompts impatiently. 

 “Huh?  Oh....yeah. Of course,” Eddie replies with a cordial grin, “whatever you say, boss.” 

 Okay, then,” Ken says, offering his own champion smile as he claps Eddie on the back, 

“now let’s have a good night, and, uh, hopefully we won’t have to be back in here again having this 

discussion.” 

 Eddie has worked night stock at Goodman’s Grocery since the previous June. Initially, he 

considered it only a summer job, something to mark time until school kicked up again. But he grew 

to enjoy this forty hour routine more than he imagined, especially given his inability to hold down 

any positions in the past. The relative quiet and solitude are selling points, however, and the only 

other chap in the mix alongside him, Gram Thompson, proves perfectly tolerable. Besides, even 

now he isn’t quite sure what he intends to do beyond what he has always done, fishing, working, 

and reading. If something better comes along, well, he’ll grab it.   

 Gram has suffered this night stock gig considerably longer than Eddie. Twenty-two and 
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instantly likeable, Gram has donated the last five years to this questionable cause and is the closest 

thing to a best friend Eddie can claim. Each and every night, it is either one or both of them - 

depending on the delivery schedules -  and Eddie likes the predictability of this routine, too. No 

loose cannons, trainees, new hires running their mouth considerably more than this reserved trio, 

scarcely issuing, as they do, a stray unnecessary word. 

 The job pays surprisingly well, and its monotonous drone allows his mind to wander, to 

think about things no one else would understand.  Like his need to be alone, and this deep seated 

desire to someday get away. He isn’t sure exactly where or even when just yet, but Eddie knows 

that the day will come and he’ll blow out of Smuggler’s Cove without ever looking behind him. 

 “Hey man, what’s up?” Gram calls out cheerfully as Eddie glides into the back dock area, 

paperback novel in one hand and a can of soda in the other. These he places upon a corner desk 

used to store invoices, and shakes his head, laughing as he faces Gram. 

 “What?  Ken again?” Gram surmises. 

 “Yup,” Eddie nods, a grin still plastered across his face. 

 Zipping around behind a small hand operated forklift, Gram slides into the semi trailer 

backed up to their receiving bay. Jacks up under a pallet of produce boxes, and as he’s returning 

with these, questions offhandedly, “oh, by the way - what time did you clock in?”  

 “Hardy har.” 

 “No, seriously, I was just wondering. Because Ken was back here looking for you at one 

minute after.” 

 “And I clock in at four minutes after,” Eddie says, absently watching his colleague expertly 

maneuver the forklift, “Jesus, I wish that guy would get a life. Maybe there’s some kind of support 

group in town that can help him.”  

 “Really,” Gram agrees, and somehow, it is only as he’s dropping this pallet flush against 

one wall, tongue sticking comically out the corner of  his mouth, that Eddie notices this accessory 

now gracing his associate’s face. A hole drilled between Gram’s nostrils which now sports a pair of 

pair of fashionable ivory tusks.  

 “Wow, dig the piercing,” Eddie says, “never knew you had it in you. Ken see that?” 

 “Well, he was back here,” Gram beams, “but I think he was too busy checking up on you to 

notice.” 

 “What a moron,” Eddie shakes his head again, “oh, but did I tell you about what he pulled 

last week, him and Didi?” 

 Didi, the only other manager at Goodman’s, is a short, sour faced woman in her early to 

mid thirties. She enjoys harassing Eddie every bit as much as Ken, possibly more. 

 Having retrieved a second pallet and placed it alongside the first, a winded Gram pauses to 

wipe some sweat from his already heated brow. “No, I don’t think so,” he says, his forehead 

crinkling under the strain of recollection, “what was it?”  

 “Well, okay,” Eddie explains, “Ken and Didi have been giving me so much grief about 

being supposedly late all the time that I started really paying attention to the time clock. So, this 

one day last week, Ken tried to act like I was crazy, but I know for a fact that either he or Didi 

moved the time on it ahead two minutes.” 

 Gram starts throwing some empty cardboard boxes into the compactor now, and Eddie 

joins him as he continues with the tale. 

 “He and Didi jumped me for being late that day, but I called him on it, that they’d adjusted 

the time clock.  He denied having done it, they both did, even though I know damn well they did.” 

 “Wait a minute - how do you know?” Gram asks, as they fill the baler near capacity.   

 “Okay,” Eddie points to his wristwatch for dramatic effect, “my time here is four minutes 

behind their time clock, but three minutes ahead of the bank clock outside. Has been for months. 

So when I come in every day, I check my watch against the bank’s just to make sure, because I’ve 

had this feeling they might pull something like that.” 

 “Really?” Gram chuckles as he hit the compression button and lets the baler do its magic 

for a moment. 

 “Yeah, and you know me, I’m not a technical kind of guy. It’s just something I’ve been 
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forced to pay attention to, since those two clowns are always on my case. But it’s like, you know, 

when I start missing work or something, give me a call, but until then.....I mean, the time they 

waste hassling me every day adds up to more than the few minutes I’m quote unquote late.” 

 “I couldn’t agree more,” Gram concurs, smiling benignly.   

 Though thrilled to have found a comrade so commonly in tune with what he feels, Eddie is 

fully aware Gram doesn’t always understand the twisted notions spinning through this head of his. 

Sometimes, Eddie isn’t even sure himself. 

 

 

   

 Some mornings, Eddie drives his metallic blue ‘81 Chevy station wagon directly from work 

to the shore, though rarely if he’d already fished right before his shift began. No, most nights he 

runs some ice out to the cooler with both of his fifteen minute breaks, returns home in the 

morning to gut and clean his catch.  

 Eddie’s father allows him to keep a small filing cabinet in one corner of their garage, 

within which he stores all kinds of fishing apparatus. Not the least of these are a healthy stash of 

old newspapers, handy for covering the picnic table out back come gutting hour. Selecting the bulk 

of yesterday’s sports section now, as well as a long sharp knife, Eddie flips on a floodlight en route 

to the back patio, toting his still fresh catch. 

 His thoughts drift to Gram, mostly, as the lifeless bodies are one by one parted from their 

heads, then their innards. Gram, three quarters of the way through his stint at the local community 

college, at which point he’ll hopefully land a job somewhere teaching high school English. Gram 

talks of going on to get his Master’s degree after that, and while Eddie certainly supports any 

potential the future may hold for Gram, little jabbing stabs of jealousy do occasionally push against 

his ribs, a black hole his mind drifts too occasionally despite all efforts to the contrary.  

 Jealous because while Gram is no dummy, Eddie feels the ceiling of his own potential 

stretches infinitely higher than anyone he’s ever met.  And yet here Gram is going to college, 

bettering himself, moving onto to grander things someday, while Eddie remains spinning his 

wheels in this godforsaken town. 

 His indecision angers him sometimes, his inability to ever commit to anything. Nothing 

holds his interest for long, and with each passing day he grows more and more frustrated, less sure 

he will ever amount to anything. Still, he waits for that moment, hanging, he’s certain, in the 

shadowy balance ahead....a moment where the weight will shift, and he won’t even think twice 

about it, he’ll know that moment is unquestionably right and he’ll simply be gone, without 

thought, accelerating toward some grand destiny.  

 Eddie feels it coming, just around the corner in fact.  People can look at what he does with 

his time and call it aimlessness, but he knows better. 

 

 

 Eddie sleeps in until almost five p.m., a rarity for him. His parents, who had been at their 

same first shift jobs for years upon years, were not normally home before Eddie awoke, and yet it’s 

an argument they’re having in the kitchen that startles him awake. 

 “Partying with the same wild women again, Eddie?” his dad cracks from a living room easy 

chair.  Eddie waited for the little spat to subside before venturing out of his bedroom, and now his 

father sits in the gloomy room with today’s paper on his lap and a freshly lit pipe in one hand, the 

evening news flickering on a corner television set. 

 “Yeah,” Eddie returns, offering a weak smile before continuing on out the front door. 

 He stands and stretches on the front porch. Just a few hours to kill before he’s due back at 

that infernal grocery store again.  Should he head down to the park and read for a little while? Hit 

the cove again with his fishing pole and cooler?  Or should he save that for later, after his shift was 

over?  He certainly feels inspired enough, after that extended slumber, revitalized enough to tackle 

anything.   

 Within minutes of arriving for work, he’s certain another doozy of an evening awaits. Didi  

is the manager on duty, at least for the one overlapping hour they share before she heads on 
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home. Neither she nor Ken ever work third shift, they see no reason to, even though Goodman’s 

stays open all night. Didi and Ken rotate their days, one coming in at six or so every morning, the 

other somewhere in the neighborhood of two each afternoon. When they are off, one of the 

cashiers fills in, as they do each night during the midnight shift. Eddie views this as another 

advantage in working night stock, being essentially unsupervised most of the time. He and Gram 

always get their work done anyway, so in their eyes Ken and Didi are meddlesome, unnecessary; 

assuredly, the managers were needed in running the operation smoothly from a financial and 

organizational standpoint, but this has nothing to do with the job the night stock crew do in 

keeping the shelves full and looking sharp. Ken and Didi could disappear and it wouldn’t make any 

difference to Eddie - a sentiment he knows his comrade shares. 

 Didi accosts Eddie in the pet aisle, as he’s stocking dog toys, about a half hour into his 

shift. 

 “Name tag?” she demands. 

 “Oh,” he replies, turning to face her even though doing so quite often made him feel like 

vomiting. Giving her his best fake grin, he joked, “remember High Plains Drifter?” 

 “Huh?” she returns blankly. 

 “High Plains Drifter,” he repeats, excessively chipper,  “don’t you remember, that old Clint 

Eastwood movie?” 

 “Oh,” she nods once, curtly, “yeah. So?” Didi’s brow pulled together in a manner that 

would have been comical under different circumstances, one that displayed either puzzlement or 

anger, or both. 

 “Don’t you get it?” Eddie says, “I’m his character from that movie, The Man With No 

Name,”  

 “Yeah, well, you’re about to be The Man With Yet Another Writeup,” she grumbles, 

entirely unamused, “it’ll be waiting for you on my desk when you leave.” 

 Satisfied that her remark has hit home, Didi whirls and stomps with authority toward the 

front of the store.  Eddie’s blood boils, but there’s little he can do; the man with yet another 

writeup, indeed, and a leash around his neck that draws incrementally tighter. 

 

 

 For amusement most nights Eddie and Gram take the wing nuts off the sides of the 

hanging produce scales, just enough so that the tray is barely resting inside its metal prongs. Some 

little old lady goes to put a bunch of bananas up there, and the plate goes rattling to the floor. One 

of these days someone’s going to have a heart attack as the result of their actions, surely, but until 

then the hilarity of hearing that pan clang as it hits the floor is enough to get them through their 

nights.  

 They have other weapons in their arsenal. Curiously, the produce department is the most 

fertile breeding ground for such: the misters that are set to go off every half hour to keep the 

vegetables fresh, it turns out the timers on these are readily adjustable. Their trajectories are as 

well. Many a midnight drunkard has stumbled past and gotten his unexpected wake up call, a 

spritz in the face that he’s too wasted to assimilate.  

 Whenever the nighttime duo are particularly naughty, Ken and Didi make a giant spectacle 

of writing one or both of them up. For Eddie alone, however, they reserve their trump card, of 

moving him to the morning shift for a week as his punishment. He puts them in such a precarious 

place, and they he. Eddie knows management cannot stand him, but in a year here he’s never 

missed a day, and they’d grudgingly have to admit he does an excellent job. They’d be extremely 

hard pressed to replace him, particularly at these wages. Yet on the flipside, his reliability makes 

him a perfect candidate for this manner of censure, because they know he will show up, just as 

they’re aware that there no better jobs in this town and that’s why he and Gram are so reliable.  

 Eddie and Gram stand outside the back door, enjoying a smoke. Reminiscing about the 

time they trashed out the deli cooler with a food fight has launched Eddie off on this particular 

strain of thought.  

 “What do you suppose those old trucks are for?” Eddie abruptly throws in, tilting his chin 
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toward the three neglected relics sitting along the back exterior wall of Goodman’s. More than 

anything else, they resemble the kind of vehicles used by postal workers making their rounds, but 

the bodies of all three are coated in a solid sheet of white paint and nothing else. 

 “Used to use them for deliveries,” Gram explains, casting his second cigarette of the break 

away and lighting a third in one fluid seamless motion, “little old ladies would call up and read off 

their grocery list, and we’d charge a little bit extra to round up everything and drop it off to them.  

For a tiny chain like ours, though, it wasn’t really even worth our time to have the damn things.” 

 “You think they still run?” Eddie wonders aloud. 

 “I’m sure they do,” Gram shrugs, “it’s only been a couple years, three at the most.” 

 “Hmm,” Eddie says, and they stand in silence for a moment. He looks up at the starless 

night sky and Gram stared at his own hands, the pavement, the quiet houses surrounding their 

grocery store. 

 When Ken and Didi throw him on the hellish six a.m. train, meanwhile, the produce cooler 

becomes his sanctuary. Having always been a night owl and especially so now that his body is 

trained for its customary schedule, he struggles more than most would with that assignment. The 

first couple of times, he attempted to force a normal sleep routine on himself, with alarm clocks 

and such, but tossed around half the night; the next couple of times, he got mind erasing drunk to 

force himself into an early retirement, but came in feeling like hell. Ever since then, though, he has 

worked a brilliant blend of the two to such perfection that Gram often marvels the government 

doesn’t have a job for Eddie somewhere in some secret laboratory, he often says Eddie is a warped 

but genius mind. 

 Somewhere around the ten o’clock hour, Eddie hits the local watering hole and downs a 

steady but by no means torrential stream of beer. At closing time, he then meanders into the store 

feeling half buzzed and happy. A tip of the cap to Gram and the smirking cashiers, because they 

know what’s next, and it’s on back to the produce cooler. He arranges five banana boxes in a row 

on the knee high produce shelf, and tosses their lids aside. A sixth box he opens and artfully 

applies the banana bunches to the lips where those five boxes meet, then to smooth out any 

inconsistencies in the surface. For this, his makeshift cot, must be at least reasonably level.  

 In the winter months, he brings his jacket, but the briskness back here matches an August 

night just fine. He of course has his faithful fishing hat to block out the omnipresent light. And 

right as Gram’s leaving, he wakes up Eddie, a routine that makes him think of prison movies, the 

way a human mind will find humor in and map the easiest route through any circumstance.  

 

 

 

  He’d almost forgotten about the writeup by the time the following day’s shift rolls around.  

An especially successful early morning fishing jaunt - six bass, and just as many trout - had lifted 

his spirits, and gave Eddie plenty other things to think about that Ken and Didi and this goddamn 

grocery store.  

 But here it is, just the same. He’s gotten as far as unloading a massive six pallet shipment 

of soft drinks into the back hallway before the roof comes crashing in yet again. 

 “Mister Washburn,” Ken says briskly, breezing into the receiving area where Eddie and 

Gram are toiling away in blissful silence. The time is either two or six or nine minutes till eleven - 

depending on whose clock you went by - but either way they’d hoped the prick would leave 

without saying a word to them. Unfortunately, this is not going to be the case. 

 “Yes?” Eddie says, batting his eyes as if he has not a care in the world. 

 With a impatient waving hand, Ken beckons Eddie toward him. “Follow me to my office, if 

you will.” 

 “Uh.....sure thing,” Eddie says, letting go of a power jack on the spot as a huge stack of 

light bulb cases crash to the floor.   

 “Oh, and Mister Thompson,” Ken called out to Gram in parting, “get your name badge on, 

pronto, and that take that thing out of your nose.” 

 “Yes sir,” Gram replies.         



 

Jason McGathey  Smuggler’s Cove 

 Eddie trails two steps behind Ken for the duration of their steady, hurried march up front. 

Upon reaching the office, Ken steps aside and holds the flimsy cubicle door open for Eddie, slams it 

shut behind them. Eddie flops into one of the two hard plastic seats, watches his manager with 

disgust as Ken slides gracefully around the desk. 

 “Explain to me just what this is!?” Ken demands angrily, shoving an official looking 

document under Eddie’s nose. 

 “Oh yeah,” Eddie says, attempts an ice breaking smile, “that’s from last night. I forgot to 

put my name badge on and Didi......” 

 “How many chances have we given you, Eddie?” Ken cuts him off, paces back and forth 

behind the desk as his face instantly assumes a light crimson shade, “forgetting for a moment your 

continual tardiness, or that you tried to avoid signing this writeup in hopes we’d let it slide, there’s 

still the matter of the endless occasions where we’ve given you the benefit of the.......” 

 “Ken?” A female voice sings out from the other side of the cubicle - it is now his turn to be 

interrupted. Eddie recognizes it as belonging to one of the cashiers. 

 “Yes, Sandy?”  

 “Uh, there’s a.....I need approval for a rather large return?” 

 Ken glances at his watch.  “But it’s.....,” he starts to protest, then shakes his head. “Okay, 

Sandy, I’ll be right out.” 

 Eddie, meanwhile, sits horrified, appalled to watch his boss morph instantly back into his 

cheerful fake public persona, composed again at the drop of the hat. 

 Ken makes for the door, but pauses long enough to handle the matter at hand. He leans 

over, says in a tone that amounts basically to a menacing whisper. “I want you to take a long hard 

look at that piece of paper, and before you sign it, I want you to think about what we can do to 

rectify this situation. Okay?” 

 With that, Ken slams an ink pen down onto the desk and leaves the office. 

 Eddie sits in a trance for what seemed ages. Dimly aware of the discussion Ken is having 

with the belligerent customer outside the door, but for the moment his mind is elsewhere. Namely, 

in the direction of Ken’s car keys, which lay still on the desk. 

 I want you to think about we can do to rectify this situation. 

 Well, if need be, Eddie doesn’t mind sitting here for the rest of his shift sorting it out, he’s 

in no hurry to get back. Yet, looking at those keys, he believes he come up with an appropriate 

solution already. Maybe not one the management here at Goodman’s will be pleased with, but an 

appropriate one just the same. And as his hand lashes out to swipe Ken’s keys, Eddie’s face breaks 

out in the biggest, brightest smile he’s allowed himself in weeks.  

 

 

 The local library opens at eight a.m. every morning except holidays and Sundays. Fiction 

doesn’t much interest Eddie, although what does find its way into his backpack varies wildly from 

week to week. Some days, books about fishing held sway, while alternately, he’s equally inclined 

toward bios about some of the more enthralling personalities of the last hundred years.   

 Lately, he’s been checking out travel guides, gleaning all the information he can about 

exotic places he will most likely never see. Sometimes, just fantasizing about them is enough to see 

him through the dreary day to day existence here at Smuggler’s Cove. To an outsider, his small city 

on the shoreline may have seemed like heaven, but to live here and nowhere else for damn near 

twenty years.....well, anything could get old after awhile. 

 Books about Barbados, St. Thomas, Guam, the Virgins Islands.  Books about Costa Rica 

and Morocco; Paris, France and Madrid, Spain.  It didn’t really matter where. Salt Lake City 

maybe, or Tijuana even. Did someone mention San Diego? Sure, why not. 

 

 

 It really doesn’t surprise Eddie much when they call the house on his day off.  A gorgeous 

Saturday morning and he lay half asleep in bed when his father knocks softly on the bedroom 

door, pushing it open gently as he does so. 
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 “Yo, Eddie,” he says in a thick Italian accent - a typical Pop Washburn stab at humor. 

 “Huh?” Eddie grumbles. 

 “One of your managers just called, said it was an emergency and you need to get down to 

the store as soon as possible.” 

 “I’ll bet,” he grouses. 

 “What’s that, son?” 

 “Nothing,” Eddie says and sits up in bed, grabs a tee shirt and some jeans laying nearby. 

 The ten minute drive across town is excruciating. Something about having to even so 

much as look at the place on his day off turns his stomach.  Even when one of his off days 

coincides with a payday, Eddie does all he can to avoid the it. 

 Gram coasts out of the automatic front doors just as Eddie prepares to enter. In passing, 

Eddie says to him, “what’s this all about?” 

 “I’m sure you can figure it out,” Gram replies, his face busting apart into a wide, merry 

grin. Eddie nods and continues inside. 

 Upon reaching the office, Eddie finds the door shut but can hear every word of what’s 

going on inside. 

 “Okay, sir, and may I ask you what your full name is?” a strange, deeper, official sounding 

voice says. 

 “James Bauer.” 

 “No middle name or initial?” 

 “No middle name or initial.”  

 “Okay, and there isn’t anything you care to share with us about the missing, uh, bananas?” 

the other voice says, the unfamiliar one. Jimmy sighs wearily, exasperated. “Come on, Ken! How 

long have I worked here!?  Do I really have to sit here for this!?” 

 “Now, now, Jimmy, take it easy,” Ken says soothingly, “it’s just a......” 

 “Formality,” the other voice says. 

 “That’s right, it’s a formality.” 

 “Aw go to hell, Ken,” Jimmy says, and right about then the office door swings open.   

 Eddie deftly steps aside to let Jimmy through, and their eyes meet. Jimmy shakes his head 

in disgust. Struggling not to explode with laughter, Eddie asks him, “what’s this all about?” 

 “You don’t even wanna know,” Jimmy says and brushes on past.   

 Eddie peers inside the office at essentially the same time Ken and Ken’s cop friend spot 

him standing there. Given Ken’s flair for the dramatic, Eddie has pretty much expected something 

along these lines to transpire, and is able to keep his cool for the duration of their interrogation.  

He sits grinning, smiling, looking grimly serious at the appropriate intervals. But above all else, he 

answers the questions satisfactorily whenever pressed to do so.  

 “Four cases of salmon came up missing last night,” Ken says, his voice saturated with 

accusation, “do you happen to know what became of them?” 

 “I have no idea,” Eddie replies, looking up at Ken and the cop with hound dog sad eyes 

and a shrug. 

  

  

  

 Eddie’s renegade spirit could occasionally prove contagious. A week to the night after this 

mysterious salmon disappearance, they ride still this crest of euphoria. Gram shows up with his 

name badge on, except the fastening pin on its back is shoved through his nose into the piercing 

holes, in the place where his tusks had formerly been. 

 “Thompson!” Ken barks upon seeing this, “get that name badge on your uniform, please, 

where it belongs!” 

 “What?” Gram protests, “I thought this was a compromise we both could live with.....” 

 Eddie knows the end lies just around the corner, now. Commingling in a fever, these 

voices have conspired both subconsciously and otherwise, awake and otherwise, for days now. 

Voices telling him what has to come next. Reminding him that to sneak out of the office with Ken’s 



 

Jason McGathey  Smuggler’s Cove 

keys that pivotal evening, stow that salmon in Ken’s trunk and sneak back without Ken ever 

noticing he left was perfectly fine, but the golden opportunity, the kind of moment that only comes 

once or twice a lifetime, he knows one of these lay before him now. Only a matter of timing 

separates him and the road now, selecting the precise window to make his move.  

 Making a point to drift near Ken’s vehicle this evening in the parking lot, he can smell the 

rotting fish even on the other side of the closed trunk. Surely the odor becomes overwhelmingly 

apparent to the vehicle’s owner any day now, at which point Eddie is without question removed 

from the Goodman’s Grocery payroll sooner rather than later. Still, this impending doom isn’t quite 

the irrefutable signal he’s hoped for, nor Gram’s presence alongside him this evening - what Eddie 

has in mind will never work on a night he’s paired with his longtime pal. Yes, it has to happen on a 

night he’s working alone, but when?  

 Didi appears almost like an apparition not two hours into their shift. Dressed all in white, 

too, a summer dress, dolled up and accompanied as she is by a trio of female friends. Though 

questionable behavior for a manager, Didi has led them in here each moderately to completely 

sloshed, having apparently spent much of this afternoon and night out on the town, shopping for 

still more alcohol, and Didi the worst of the lot. He can smell whiskey emanating from her every 

pore as she rounds the corner into his cereal aisle, and though Eddie double takes to view her 

surprisingly stunning friends, all three of them near or eclipsing swimsuit model hot, his attentions 

are snapped back to Didi through the effortless grotesqueries of her behavior. 

 “Oh lookie lookie lookie lookie lookie lookie here,” she slurs, grinning wickedly, “guess 

who forgot to wear his......name badge again.” 

 Eddie wishes to respond, but his eyes dart from Didi, to the grinning threesome behind 

her, and back again, and an uncharacteristic freeze clamps his brain shut, just as it’s left his mouth 

flying open.  

 “Ladies, I want to meet Eddie Washburn!” Didi announces, and for a moment Eddie 

actually believes a civil exchange may follow, but it isn’t to be. “Check out his sneakers, ladies!” 

Didi continues, kicking Eddie’s threadbare shoes with her own, “ooh, and how about these raggedy 

jeans? Ooh, and how long has it been since you’ve showered Eddie, or changed those clothes?” Didi 

says, pinching her nose shut with one malicious thumb and forefinger for unnecessary dramatic 

effect. Removing these digits from her face, only so she can wave the index in his own, Didi leans 

forward, and concludes with a guttural growl, a wicked sneer, “I might be drunk, Eddie, but I don’t 

forget anything. You’re finished. Oh, and by the way, Ken called me tonight about the salmon. So 

yeah, you’re screwed.” 

 “Screwed!” she cackles, louder, pointing that index finger in the air now as the four of 

them have turned, begun walking back the way they came. 

 Eddie remains rooted, and though he realizes he’s said not one word to defend himself, 

that his typically clever rejoinders have failed him now when they were positively needed most, he 

cannot force a single syllable, nor can he force himself to move. The three beauties ahead of Didi 

turn and disappear to the right, and he believes she will fade away, too, but just then she spins on 

her heels, twirls to face him one last time.  

 “My writeup and termination papers will await you tomorrow, sweetheart!” she 

announces, with a sarcastic tone of voice and an equally smarmy wave, “it’s been a pleasure!” 

  

 

 “Gram, whatever you do, do not come anywhere near the back dock for the rest of the 

night,” Eddie tells his brother in arms. 

 “Why?” Gram says, his confusion apparent, “what’s up?” 

 “Just trust me on this. It’s for your own protection, in a way. You don’t know anything, 

and I don’t want you to know anything. Just please - don’t go back there. The rest of our shift, just 

find something else to do.” 

 “Okay......uh......I guess........” 

 “And know this,” Eddie extends his right palm for a handshake, “it’s been nice knowing 

you.” 



 

Jason McGathey  Smuggler’s Cove 

 “Huh?” 

 Eddie knew that loading up each of the three delivery trucks with as much product as they 

could hold would take an hour per vehicle, tops. And driving them to the cove shoreline, to his 

favorite secluded fishing hole, no more than ten minutes a pop. But the time he’d spend walking 

back to the grocery store after the first and second trip to mobilize the next, after the third to 

retrieve his station wagon, these footwork efforts ate up so much of the precious window. That, 

and they are fraught with tension, for he’s never quite sure squad cars won’t await him upon his 

latest return to the store.  

 So simple, so simple. With this much weight, it’s just a matter of setting the trucks in 

motion, and letting gravity handle the rest. Watching the trucks sink one by one into the cove, 

stuffed to the brim, compositely, with damn near every scrap of product the store had received the 

past two days as well as a great deal of its backstock, it’s a moment he knows mere words will 

never describe. And the sun rising to the east over the Atlantic Ocean’s distant rim, illuminating his 

last ever hike along this dirt lane he’s traversed so many times, it feels like destiny and poetic 

justice all in one. Behind the wheel of his dated station wagon, westward bound, and not a 

possession to his name, but there’s a fishing hole somewhere across this great expanse of country 

with his name written all over it.    

 

  

 
 


