
Whale Hunt 

 Joel came across the old, beat up Chevy in a junkyard off the roadway one night when we 

was eight years old and had just run away from home. It was off white and against the grey 

downpour of the rain, looked rather like a whale in the midst of a sea storm. Joel clambered 

inside to escape the cold. He pulled the door firmly shut behind him and laid out on the worn, 

leather seats, staring up at the roof as he listened to the storm around him. He rubbed his eyes 

and finally let himself think about what had happened that day. 

 His father, drunk and delirious had tried to coax him into his car after school several 

hours ago, before the rain had started and he still had a warm bed to go home to. The man’s 

breath had held the pungent smell of alcohol that had wafted out of the car and hit the young boy 

a few feet away. 

 “Boy, where were you?” his father said as he clambered out of the beat up pick up truck. 

“I told you to meet me in the shop two hours ago!” Joel hadn’t remembered being told this. 

 “I don’t remember you—“ he’d started before the man cut him off. 

 “This mornin’!” his father slurred. 

 “When?” Joel asked cautiously as he tried to stitch together the memory. 

 “I don’t know, when!” the man snarled. Joel remained still, his eyes focussed on the 

ground. “Probably around five.” That explained it. 

 “I don’t wake up till six,” the boy said cautiously, his voice just above a frightened 

whisper. 



 “What you say to me?!” he father roared. He stomped over to his son and grabbed the 

boy by the back of the neck. He craned his head up to meet his father’s blood shot eyes, which 

were fixed on him but seemed to move in and out of focus. Joel blinked rapidly as he met his 

father’s gaze. The man’s face was oily with engine grease and his nose was crooked in a way that 

made it apparent that it had been broken and mishealed several times. His eyebrows burrowed 

together like two caterpillars meeting together to shake hands. “I don’t care how early it is! I talk, 

you listen!” Joel cringed as his father’s spit splattered against his face. “You hearing me now?!” 

 “Y-Yes, sir,” Joel stammered. 

 “Don’t stutter! You sound like an old bat.” His father flung the boy toward the truck. “I 

ought to send you back to that hospital. Have ‘em straighten you out again.”  

 Joel’s eyes flickered from the old truck to the busy roadway behind it.  His old man 

wasn’t that fast, especially when he was drunk. Joel could make a run for it. 

 “You ungrateful little git!” his father said from behind him. “I bother to come pick you 

up, you fucking move!” 

 Joel clenched his eyes shut. 

 “Move!” 

 He took a deep breath. 

 “Move!” 

 Joel took off sprinting for the roadway. He heard his father roar behind him.  

 “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?!” 

 Joel kept moving. He made it to the roadway and without stopping, ran into traffic. The 

first car stopped mere inches in front of him and honked his horn loudly. Joel kept moving. The 



second clipped his shoulder. Spiraling neurons of pain shot out from the impact point and Joel let 

out a shriek, but kept moving. He made it to the other side of the roadway and began running 

down a steep hill, his feet stumbling beneath him until he reached the bottom and kept moving 

quickly toward the city dump.  

… 

 Laying on his back, he hadn’t noticed he’d closed his eyes. Opening them, he looked out 

the window. The rain was coming down in such sheets that it looked as though the car was 

underwater. He sighed heavily and rubbed his eyes.  

 “What am I going to do now?” he murmured to himself. He looked out the window again 

and jumped as something small darted past. Was it a bird? Joel sat up and crawled over to the 

window. Peering out his eyes grew wide and Joel quickly scrambled back. He blinked his eyes 

several times before crawling back to the window. Bubbles crawled up the side of the glass. 

Outside, the junkyard had flooded. All around him cars lay just barely visible under the coral that 

had engulfed them. Colorful fish swam back and forth around the Chevy as he stared out its 

windows. A stingray floated along the sea bed, turning up sand as it went. A few feet from Joel, 

an eel darted in and out of the tailpipe of an old Cadillac.  

 Frantically, Joel looked around for any water that might be entering the car, but found 

that the interior was entirely dry. He sat back into the driver’s seat, his heart pounding. The keys 

were in the ignition, a silver anchor keychain hanging from them. Would the car run? With a 

deep breath, Joel wrapped his fingers around the metal. He waited a moment, then rotated his 

wrist and the old car roared to life. Bubbles erupted from underneath and nearby fish darted out 

of his way. The headlights blinked awake and Joel was able to see the underwater landscape 



more clearly. There were a clear path ahead of him, aside from a large boulder he would have to 

maneuver around.  Joel, having never driven a car, looked down at the petals. There were three. 

 “Great,” he mumbled, “A stick shift.” His father had a stick shift. He tried to remember 

what his father did every morning when he drove him to school. Back before his father began 

drinking, Joel would shift gears for him while the older man worked the clutch. Carefully, Joel 

put one foot on the clutch and shifted into first gear before pressing the gas pedal. He lurched 

forward, hitting his head on the steering wheel and groaned. Quickly pressing the brake, Joel 

looked around for a seatbelt, but found there was none. Cars older than 1950’s didn’t have them. 

His father had to pay through the nose to install seatbelts at his mother’s request before Joel had 

been allowed to ride in the old truck. With a deep sigh, Joel pressed the clutch in again and once 

the bubbles had cleared, shifted gears. 

 After a few hours of bumping through the underwater junkyard, Joel was finally moving 

at a slow, but steady pace. Fish darted in and out of his path as he drove. He really didn’t know 

where he was going. The junkyard seemed endless. He didn’t remember it being that big, but 

could see moonlight just in the distance and kept driving. It had to get shallow at some point or 

another.  

 Joel felt something crash into the bumper of his car. Frowning, he looked into the 

rearview mirror. Behind him, a great, hammerhead shark was swimming back around to crash 

into him again.  

 “Crap!” the young boy exclaimed and slammed on the gas. He felt the car’s gears grind 

and tried to change them the best he could. Joel pushed on the clutch, let go, then changed gears 

quickly. The car jumped but continued to move nonetheless. His shoulder ached. The shark was 



gaining on him. Joel switched gears again and sped toward the patch of moonlight. He could see 

the sand climbing gradually higher now. The surface was in sight. Joel felt the shark’s teeth 

clamp onto the car’s bumper. He switched gears once more and looked again into the rearview 

mirror. The shark’s tail swayed viciously back and forth, a cloud of sand following it as Joel 

dragged the large fish along the sea bed. A moment later, the car’s roof splashed through the 

surface and very soon after that, Joel was speeding onto the freeway, shark thrashing its tail 

behind him as its stomach smeared bloody against the asphalt. Its jaws finally let go and Joel 

pulled over onto the shoulder of the road. Luckily, that late at night, there were very few people 

driving.  

 Joel pulled the emergency brake on his left and came to a halt. He staggered out of the 

old car and landed with his hands and knees on the road. Joel looked back at the shark carcass, 

still bleeding in the middle of the freeway. Its left, dead eye seemed to glare furiously at him. He 

looked away. Joel felt his stomach lurch and then acidic bile was sloshing out of his mouth and 

onto the asphalt.


