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"The Liberal and the Ogre" 

by J. Davies 

Jazz played softly in the coffeeshop at Barnes & Noble as the Liberal quietly 
sipped his decaf fatfree Cafe' Latte, and slowly read the latest issue of "The Utne Reader".He blended in nicely 
with the Sunday afternoon crowd,dressed in genuinely faded jeans and am Autumn Haze turtleneck from Land's 
End,and Bass Weeguns. 
The quiet" polite murmer of politically correct conversation f10wd reassuringly around him and he was oblivious to 
the figure that sat down opposite him. 

"Excuse me?" the figure said, not unpolitely.
 
The Liberal glanced up and saw opposite him a man with a greyish clipped beard
 
a Hemingwayesque face and a black turtleneck with a navy blazer.. The Liberal thought him perhaps an art
 
professor at the local University and felt that unspoken Liberal kinship with University faculty members. Absently
 
the Liberal noted the man was wearing an oddly labelled faded green baseball cap with "Te Kaha Hotel" on
 
it.Without knowing whY,the Liberal felt a faint stir of unease, which he dismissed when the man smiled.
 
"Do you kill and eat Negro children?" the man said.
 
For an instant the Liberal thought the man was speaking a foreign language perhaps. He had never heard those
 
words.
 
"I beg your pardon?" the Liberal's words were automatic.
 
''You know, cruise the streets, abduct small Negro children, take them home,skin,roast, and cook'em on a spit"
 
The man said evenly.
 

The Liberal looked nervously around,thinking wildly that this must be some sly joke of his fellow
 
colleagues,somehow.
 
He said nothing.
 
"Why them Nigras taste jus' like chicken if you cook 'em right" the man went on,''why I can see you liking the
 
notion so much you're feeling yourself under the table as you look at that nice little teenage cunt over there" The
 
man nodded lewdly towards the next table where a young professor's daughter slouched deliciously.
 
The Liberal felt a flush on his face and a chill in his spine.
 
"We do not say these things," he felt the automatic words spill out. "They are crude and hurtful" he felt the rise of
 
True Concern filling his mind.
 
The man leaned forward and said,"1 have ten degrees ,ranging from Asian Philosophy to Quantum Physics,and
 
am Professor Emeritus at Harvard University, I speak twelve languages, including Teenage Slang Urdu." he
 
beamed."And, I know the best way to roast a Negro, ...do you?"
 
The Liberal felt that this must be Lucifer,or even a Republican.
 

"I love machineguns, cattleprods on virgin's labias,and fucking Minister's wives!' The man smiled engagingly and
 
went on, .." Ever read any ancient Minoan history?
 
The Liberal mutely shook his head no.
 
"Well, they invented the word Ogre", tha man sais ,similing warmlY,and reached into
 
is navy blue blazer ,extracting a business card.
 
"I'm afraid I must gO,and so regrettably we cannot chat further,but call me if you wish, I'd like to get together." The
 
Man rose and with a comradely wink ,said "Bye now."
 
The Liberal looked at the card in his hand.lt had an odd irridescent sheen, and was printed with raised embossed
 
gold print.
 
It read ,simply:
 

G.HOSEPHAT
 
OGRE & MISCREANT
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