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A woman with a voice thick as tar asks her son, “Did you enjoy your day?” 

He doesn’t respond. 

He gets up from the wooden bench, begins to walk towards a fence that borders the 

harbor.  Boats with names like Seaduced, Resurrected, Story Maker, and Bow Movement sway 

back and forth in the murky water.  A bridge over the causeway arches enough to accommodate 

only a seven foot fishing rod or small mast.  This isn’t a rich man’s harbor.  Wooden picnic 

tables and benches with faded umbrellas are scattered on the worn deck.  Wood spindle holders 

with cheap paper towels sit in the middle of each table. 

Mallets thump, thump, thump as patrons smash hot, steaming crabs—the guts squirt 

outwards.  Plastic forks and fingers pick out the sweet, succulent meat.  Laughter and hearty 

conversation ensues among the guests.  Some choose to only brave a crab cake sandwich and 

coleslaw while others gnaw on buttered ears of corn and crack massive lobster claws. 

A young couple separates the green liver, yellow bile and pink intestines from the 

lobster’s savory flesh as the guts are pushed off to the side of newspaper-lined plastic cafeteria 

trays.  This is not a place for the squeamish.  The smells of gasoline and oil mix with the patron’s 

food, only to be washed down with a cold beer or soda. 

“Not too close, come back here,” she bellows. 

He turns towards her, as his sandy blonde hair falls across one eye. 

“I’m okay.  I just wanna get a closer look.”  He leans his chest against the metal railing 

watching a man and his teenage son on their docked boat, cleaning the day’s catch in big plastic 

pails.  Their t-shirts are stained with perspiration and dirt. 
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“Come here and sit down! Your food will be here any minute.” 

He fidgets on the bench.  “Mom, do you think we could get a boat like one of those?” 

She remains oblivious, as her fat fingers text out a message to her sister.  He bounces a 

little ball on the bench next to him.  It came with the plastic jacks.  He won them at the arcade. 

His bucket overflowed with yellow tickets, after a couple had given him their mountain of 

tickets. 

His mother walks through the gravel parking lot to her car, the phone pressed to her ear.  

She retrieves from the trunk a six-pack of Bud Lights.  Her apple-shaped waist overflows 

spandex leggings as her cropped bleached hair sticks to the creases in her sweaty neck.  She 

lumbers back to the picnic bench, as the boy grows increasingly bored. 

“What did you like best about today?” 

The boy remains silent.   

A hurried voice shouts over the din, “Polly.” 

The woman raises her flabby arm.  It jiggles.  The waitress carries a tray heaped with 

cooked crabs.  The sharp claws poke over the side.  She plops them down and in a thick Russian 

accent asks, “Would you like a cup of water for him and an empty one for you?” 

“Sure,” the coarse woman says and nods her head towards the waitress with tepid 

appreciation.  The waitress, stern-faced and weary, returns to the wooden shack, nearly colliding 

with the hand-painted NO SHARIN' sign that hangs crookedly above the entranceway. 

Thud—guts fly, as a piece of crab grazes the boy’s cheek.  He wipes it with his sleeve of 

his red t-shirt, embellished with a number 35—his favorite Phillies pitcher.  His mother 

continues to eat the juicy crabs as she swigs her beer.  She pulls a wooden mallet out of her 

pocket and hands it to the boy. “You try now.” 
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He whacks it over and over and picks at the tiny specks of meat with his dirty hands.  He 

sips his water.  He puts another piece of crabmeat into his mouth—a sharp shell sticks to the 

flesh.  He glances over at his mother as she spits out a shell fragment.  He reaches up to his lips 

and pulls a splinter out, placing it neatly on the paper towel. 

“Good, huh?” she asks as she washes down a mouthful of crab with her beer.  He 

continues to push aside the guts to the side of the newspaper as flies congregate, searching for 

meat, all the while, with one eye searching for the waitress.  Suddenly, he begins to cough. 

“What’s the matter?” she asks as he coughs harder, a shell lodged deep in his throat.  

Wrenching sounds come from the boy. 

“You’re alright.  Cough it up.  Take a drink.”   

He continues to gasp. 

“Put your arms up.  That’ll help get it out.” 

Tears stream down his cheeks.  He gags. 

“Press your chest.  It’ll come up or go down.  One way or the other.”  She pauses long 

enough from eating to advise.  He wipes the tears on his cheeks with his sleeve and has stopped 

choking. 

He looks away from the table towards the harbor and longs to be somewhere else—

perhaps on one of those vacant boats idly waiting to sail away. 

 


