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Ground to be Moved
Bret Lundstrom

The undertaker is gone today
Up the hill digging graves
Someone has died?
I’m sorry to hear
As you can see
We are quite busy
The horses and hearse
Have been put to hard use
Their legs are worn
Knees sore, backs bent
Ferrying men to rest
Work to be done
Ground to be moved
How long has he sat?
A day gone and in this heat
What the world does to bodies
Come night time I’m sure
We will drop on by
Pick him up and be off
With the pine box and lantern
Many friends and family? 
No? A small service then
I’m sure the reverend
Would be free for a bit
Say a few half-hearted words
And we can settle this
Man into the ground

Heavenly Reason
Nicole Hansell

     “That’s not the best idea, you know.” 
     Thomas Whelan jumped.
     Well, not literally. 
     If he’d literally jumped, as he’d been considering doing a moment ago, he would have found 
himself momentarily weightless, falling through a good hundred feet of cold, unfeeling air to the icy 
water below. But as it was, Thomas did not jump. 
     Not that way at least. Not yet.
     He would.
     In a moment, he would. But first he wanted to know what kind of a person would sneak up 
behind a man who was standing outside the guard rail of a bridge at 2am on a chilly February 
night. 
     As it turns out, the sort of person who would was the sort of person who would also have a large 
overcoat reaching to his knees, an old maroon sweatshirt underneath (Tom knew it was old because 
one faded cuff was poking out from the sleeve of the coat and looking frayed at the edges, like an 
old dog lying on the porch with unkempt fur with a couldn’t care less attitude), and a pair of jeans 
(the cuffs of which joined that of the sleeve its tattered we don’t care either glory) over a pair of 
bare feet. 
     Of course, a cursory survey of a man’s clothing says nothing about the person wearing those 
clothes, but it’s good, Tom thought, to have some image in mind of the person in question before 
making any sort of judgment on his behavior. 
     That said, the man was a jerk. 
     The jerk grinned widely, leaning his elbows on the railing that Tom’s elbows were hooked 
backwards over. Not the same place, mind you. If the jerk had leaned into Tom’s back, Tom would 
again be falling right now, weightless, flying, suit jacket fluttering in the breeze as he fell. No, the 
jerk leaned down next to Tom, his broad shoulders sloping back into a position that must’ve been 
fairly uncomfortable for a man of his height leaning down so stiffly. The reason for the stiff posture 
turned out to be a cat lounging like a poorly groomed scarf across the man’s neck, orange and 
tattered like the dog sleeve, missing one eye and looking like the cat equivalent of a hobo. 
     The cat blinked at him, stretched its paws out toward him briefly, allowing them to quiver with 
the satisfying extension of muscle before settling back in for a nap. Tom turned his attention back 
to the jerk’s grin. He wondered briefly if that comfortable, toothy grin would remain in place if he 
were to let go right now. The grin faltered. Maybe not. 
     “You okay, there, bud?” The man’s voice was a lion’s soft rumble. It was the kind of voice one 
would associate more with someone muscular and gruff; someone who’d fought with his bare hands 
and could intimidate you with only a few words. 
     Like Liam Neeson, Tom thought.
     Twinkling, hazel eyes met his curiously, and Tom instinctively looked elsewhere, preferring 
to watch the cat readjust its weight, settling with a sigh against the back of the man’s neck and 
the fringe of disheveled brown hair. And that hair. It was ridiculous. It looked like the unholy 
offspring of bed head and hat hair—wild, windblown, and completely unnoticed by its owner whose 
insufferable grin was back in place, fringed by a brown beard. The beard was white right down the 
middle from the edge of his smile to the tips of his moustache which blended with the beard as if 
it didn’t know it was called something else. 
     Ridiculous. The incongruity of the man’s youthful face and the white streaked beard and crow’s 
feet crinkling the corners of his eyes was confusing. Was he old or young? It was just unreasonable 


