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LAURA ELEY & LORNA LONDON 
 

A Word from the Editors 
 
A wise painter once said: “Art is not what you see, but what you make others see.” 

Artistic expression; the capture of solitary human moments that might otherwise float 

by unnoticed. Why write stories? Why snap images of a world we have already seen? 

We rely on writers and photographers to translate the nature of our existence, to define 

the strange experiences that shape understandings of ourselves and each other. And 

with the launch of Origami Journal, a publication intended to share these captured 

moments, we are hoping to add fresh life to these cultural veins of society. 

This project has been years in the making, brewing in our minds like a simmering crock 

pot. As artists, we have seen the wall that exists between validation of art and rejection, 

and seek to showcase talent in an unbridled medium. Our agenda is simple: To create a 

collection of stimulating stories and photographs that could spark an idea or the 

imagination in others; a jumper cable for your mind. We are so excited to finally 

launch Origami Journal and have the opportunity to give writers and photographers the 

exposure they deserve. 

A heartfelt thank you to all of our debut contributors and to those that will become 

future contributors. We cannot wait to take this creative journey with you and carve 

something meaningful into our ever-expanding digital universe. 

May your muses never take extended vacations, 

Laura & Lorna 
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MARG CRAIG 
 

I Used to Think I was Some Kind of Gypsy Boy 
 
I think I am growing fangs and my toes look like little worms. My mouth is dry and my 

lips keep getting trapped by my gums up around my prominent eye-teeth. I wiggle my 

worm-toes, the only part of my body I have found the courage to move so far this 

morning. A night of salt-and-lemon-less tequila has left me fearful of stirring. Without 

the ritual to slow me down, the Mexican water-replacement seemed frighteningly 

smooth. Fittingly, a mariachi band appears to be playing for chump-change between my 

temples. The back of my tongue tastes of bile, but off-handed, I don’t recall vomiting.  

This won’t do. 

I turn over and see that the dent on Marianne’s side of the bed is already 

beginning to revert back to its level, technically natural state. I wonder how long it will 

take my body to adjust and start sleeping in the direct centre of the mattress, just like it 

did in the days before her. I didn’t think the dent would forget quite so quickly. 

              I nurse my hangover as if it’s a wounded soldier – with respect but a firm hand. 

As much as it protests, I make my hangover stand up, shower, shave, feed itself. I dress 

my hangover in normal people clothes made of denim and cotton blends. We, my 

hangover and I, hydrate ourselves. Water. Orange juice. Coffee. Repeat. We pop pills. 

Advil, two. Tums, three. Vitamin – multi, one. We are decisive. Sunglasses. We face the 

day. I take my hangover for a walk. 

              I often wonder if other people find themselves quite as detached from their 

bodies as I do from mine. Once I asked Marianne whether she ever felt as though her 

body was a house that she lived in, a rental with a negotiable lease. She laughed that 

laugh of hers that she pretended was amused confusion but was really heavily soiled 

with cold malice. Marianne said that she felt everything – everything – like a river 

flowing through her veins, like an electrical surge, every experience just emanating into 



5 
 

her physical form – her pores, and her fingernails, and her spine. Full-body engagement 

with life itself. And I know she was lying. 

              I take my rental-body down my street. The remains of the mushroom-coloured 

winter slush soak up the legs of my normal-people pants. I should get in the habit of 

cuffing them like a hipster. The general hazy plan I had for the day of walking about 

absorbing Vitamin D is abruptly interrupted by the honk of a car horn. My sore eyes 

blink and suddenly I am riding shotgun in my Aunt Barb’s little green sedan, barreling 

towards the promise of tea and Peak Freans with the sounds of Blue Oyster Cult floating 

from the stereo. I appreciate the posse of late-stage baby boomer women that I have at 

my disposal in this city – my three aunts – who take pride in watching over their only 

brother’s only son. Barb, for example, has no business rocking out to “Don’t Fear the 

Reaper” on my little street, save for the fact that she must have heard about Marianne’s 

departure and wanted to make sure I didn’t have my rental-head jammed in the oven 

Sylvia Plath style. 

              Aunt Barb’s house is filled with plaid furniture, an impressive record collection, 

and framed family pictures everywhere the eyes land – her daughters’ awkward stages 

immortalized and proudly displayed on every wall. I spot my own face on a living room 

side table. I’m probably in grade three. I make several appearances around the house, 

but this one stands out because in this one I have a black eye. I look at the photo, my 

official school portrait to prove I was once nine-years-old, and I can’t remember how on 

earth I got that shiner. 

My hand moves the frame four inches to the left while my aunt is getting the 

tea. I don’t know why, I don’t recall my head telling my hand to do anything at all. 

Sometimes I just do these things in other people’s houses; turn a figurine’s face in the 

opposite direction, or put a cup under a table. In that golden speck of time pre-

cohabitation, Marianne caught me on at least half-a-dozen separate occasions moving 

things in her old apartment – shifting a jar of pens from one side of her desk to the 

other, meticulously turning novels upside down on her bookcase. She seemed to find it 

quirky and endearing, and showed her two rows of very white teeth.  
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The Advil is beginning to wear off, and the tea my aunt brings me is welcome. 

She isn’t mentioning Marianne, the pachyderm in the room. They’d made potato salad 

together, and had conversations about Woody Allen, and recommended books to each 

other. Superficial matters, but tangible. I feel sorry for the families and friends of 

couples who’ve ruined things for themselves. They’ve invested time and effort in trying 

to get to know their loved one’s other half, and suddenly they can’t even ask, “How is 

Marianne?” without sounding like interfering busybodies. I wouldn’t mind, I think, if 

Barb asked about it. I might even tell her how I’m murdering my liver so that my heart 

won’t feel like the wrecked organ. Maybe not. 

Later, my aunt drops me off, driving away with Neil Young seeping out of a not-

quite-closed window, and I take my body up my stairs and into my apartment. The place 

still smells like Marianne lives here, like brown sugar and incense. The room is cold 

though, and everything is dulled enough that I know she hasn’t been back to return her 

keys or pick up her blue rain coat. 

My rental-mouth moves of its own accord sometimes, making words with my to-

let-tongue. Words like “I’m not sure” and “I’m not ready”. And she didn’t laugh her cruel 

laugh under the guise of confusion – that day she didn’t laugh, she left. 

Vodka tonight, I think.   

 
Marg Craig is a writer originally from Canada's beautiful East Coast. She now lives in 
Toronto with her camera, her laptop, and a growing collection of vintage clothing.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://margonfilm.blogspot.ca/
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STEVEN LOGAN 
 

The Window 
 
8:00 a.m. 

Mrs. Hennessy perches herself on the small, crimson couch and stares out from her 

living room window. Every morning she watches Peter Sandler walk his unruly five-year-

old son to the school bus stop at the end of the street. 

It’s been a year now since Peter’s wife passed away, an event that sent the single 

women on the block to the widowed doctor’s house, with offerings of brownies, 

cookies, cobbler, and other decadent, sex-laced treats.  

Mrs. Hennessy would watch Peter open the door with a broken smile and 

withered eyes and accept each dessert. The women would cock their heads, lift their 

chests, and lean in just a bit too close. After Peter had closed the door, she’d quietly 

smirk at the women’s disheartened faces—furrowed brows, lips curled down, eyes a bit 

sunken.  

Some would glance towards the window, and suddenly realize the intent of their 

visits had been discovered. With awkward smiles and accelerated steps they’d hurry 

home. Others would saunter all the way home, unaware of anything but the 

embarrassment of being rejected by such a vulnerable man.  

Mrs. Hennessy avoided visiting Peter altogether—what could she say anyway? 

She reasoned the kindest thing to do was keep a genuine distance between them. This 

silence, she believed, was much sweeter than the bitterness of the spurious desserts. 

Through the morning fog, Mrs. Hennessy senses the frosty air Peter and his son 

must be feeling.  

8:05 a.m. 

The small boy hugs his father and climbs the bus’ steps, walking to the very back. 

He sits and looks out the window, waves his thin arm and smiles. Peter waves back and 
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remains standing, waiting for the bus to drive down the road, turn the corner, and 

disappear. 

He waits. Mrs. Hennessy knows he’ll wait a few minutes more. She wonders if he 

is saying a prayer for his wife, asking what he’s supposed to do with the child now that 

she’s gone. She was the only one, after all, that could get him to eat his vegetables and 

make his lunches he would actually eat.  

8:10 a.m. 

Peter begins the walk back home. For the first time, he lifts his head and glances 

towards the window. He locks eyes with the little old lady, and wonders how long she’s 

been there. 

He continues, then stops again. She’s still there, perched on her sill.  

Though he doesn’t know her name, for a brief moment he feels as though he 

knows everything about her. She would never bring over dessert and she probably finds 

dinner parties exhausting. He bets that everything she says in the rare moments that 

she does speak is unrehearsed. Those are the people that have a lot to say, he thinks. 

He decides she is the only thing that makes sense, this little old lady that 

watches the world by the window. 

 

Steven Logan is a corporate communications professional. When he’s not writing for 
money, he is busy working on his short stories and trying to train his new puppy. 
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EMMA SYKORA 
 

The Last Drop 
 
I spotted them as soon as I walked into the pub, sitting at the table in the far right 

corner.  I waved.  Tina smiled.  Liv looked at her watch. 

 Tina stood up from her seat.  She gave me a hug and ruffled my hair, sending 

snowflakes onto my cheeks.  “We weren’t sure if you were coming.” 

 “Don’t be silly,” I said.  “Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”   

 “I’m glad you made it,” Liv said, sipping her drink.  “What took so long?” 

 I unzipped my salt-stained parka.  “Traffic was a nightmare,” I lied.  When I was 

running around the house frantically looking for my scarf, Rachael had suggested that I 

use traffic as my excuse for being late. 

 “They should be glad you’re showing up at all,” she mumbled from the couch, 

where she was curled up in the fetal position.  “You’re running on, what, three hours of 

sleep?” 

 “More like two.”  I spotted one end of the scarf peeking out from underneath 

the couch; I pulled it out and picked off the dust bunnies.  “What time is it?” 

 Rachael glanced at her phone.  “Three minutes past eleven.”  I winced.  “Oh, 

they’ll get over it.  Who makes plans this early on a Sunday, anyway?” 

 “We used to go for Sunday hair-of-the-dog all the time when we were in 

college,” I said.  “Now that we’re all in the same city again, Liv wants to revive the 

tradition.” 

 “Somewhere close by, I hope?” she asked, looking out the window.  “It’s really 

coming down out there.” 

 I shook my head.  “The Last Drop.  Rosedale.” 

 “Ugh, too far,” Rachael said, a look of admiration in her mascara-encrusted eyes.  

“God, Molly, you’re so ambitious.” 
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 I unravelled my scarf from around my neck.  “Anyway, sorry I’m late.”   

 “Nah, you’re right on time,” Tina said.  “We’re just about to order another 

round.”  On the table were three empty glasses – Tina’s pint glass, Liv’s vodka soda, and 

a martini glass that the held the dregs of a bluish-purple cocktail.  There was a smear of 

pink lip gloss around the rim. 

 “Didn’t realize Max had taken to girly drinks,” I joked. 

 Liv shook her head.  “Don’t be silly, that’s Petra’s.  I told you she was coming, 

didn’t I?” 

 I gnawed on a cuticle.  “Don’t think so.”  The girlish squeal that came from the 

direction of the bathroom was unmistakably hers. 

 “Well hello, stranger!”  Petra bounded toward the table; she clutched my arms 

and gave me a kiss on each cheek. The scent of hair products and Flowerbomb wound 

itself tightly around me. 

 Tina and I locked eyes.  I gave her a death glare.  Be nice, she mouthed, and 

cocked her head toward Liv. 

 “Come on, sit down,” Petra said.  She led me to the chair next to hers. 

 I settled into my seat, and a waitress approached us.  “Can I get you ladies 

another round?” she asked. 

 “We figured it’s easiest to order rounds and just split the bill equally,” Tina said 

to me.  I glanced at the drink menu.  Cocktails were twelve dollars.  Tina lowered her 

voice.  “But if you’re short, or whatever, I can always …” 

 I tried to calculate the balance of my bank account. Then I remembered that 

Rachael had just paid me for the hydro bill, and the cable bill wasn’t due for a week. 

 I could probably swing it. 

 “I’ll have a gin and tonic,” I said to the waitress.  “Make it a double.” 

 “I thought you’d have Max with you when you arrived,” Liv frowned, composing 

a message on her phone. 

 “Oh.”  The hairs at the back of my neck prickled.  “Didn’t even occur to me to 

meet him on the way.” 
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 “That’s right, you’re practically neighbours now!” Petra said.  “Have you seen 

much of him since he moved back to the city?” 

 I shook my head.  “No, not really.   

 “Can one of you text him?” Liv asked, annoyed.  “He’s not responding to me.” 

 I reluctantly volunteered. 

 You’d better be on your way, my friend.  If I can drag my ass all the way here, you 

can too. 

 “Feeling a bit rough?” Petra said, peering at my phone.  I hastily hit “send.” 

 I shrugged.  “Not particularly.” 

 A devilish smile crept over Tina’s face.  “Really?  You look tired.  You’re sure you 

weren’t up all night?” 

 “The only thing that kept me last night was the sound of Rachael being sick in the 

bathroom,” I said.  “When she doesn’t have work on Sunday, she goes pretty hard.” 

 “I didn’t know she was off today,” Liv said.  “You should have brought her along.” 

 I tried not to laugh.  If the thought of Rachael getting up, putting on pants, and 

taking a streetcar and a subway to get here wasn’t completely ridiculous, then imagining 

her going to such lengths to be in the company of my college friends surely was.   

 “What a fucking narcissist,” Rachael had said the night before, when we were 

getting ready.  While I curled her hair, she had taken it upon herself to hate-read Petra’s 

blog on my phone.  “No one reads this drivel, surely.” 

 “That’s the thing, people do,” I wrapped a section of her hair around the iron.  

“She’s got a ton of followers.” 

 “Every single post is about how great she is.  Her amazing job, her beautiful 

apartment, her exhilarating love life.”  She shook her head in disgust.  “There’s probably 

even one in here about how regular her shits are.” 

 I snorted, and nearly burned her forehead. 

 “I just think that if her life really was that great, she wouldn’t be spending so 

much time trying to convince Internet strangers of it.”  My phone went off.  “Text 

message,” Rachael said.  “From Max.” 
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 “What does it say?” 

 “Says he’s going to Wrongbar tonight.”  She handed me the phone.  “Wants to 

know if you’ll be there.” 

 “How is Rachael doing?” Petra asked, tilting her head to one side.  “She must 

find retail so tough.  I really don’t know how she does it.” 

 Here we go.  “She does it because she has to,” I said plainly. 

 “Well, she doesn’t have to,” Liv said.  “She has a degree.  She could get a real job 

like the rest of us.” 

 “How would she have time to go on auditions?  How would she be able to 

commit to acting gigs?”  I wanted to add that this was pretty rich criticism coming from 

someone who only recently left her menial admin position to take up a PR job that she 

wasn’t qualified to do—and had probably only gotten because her well-connected 

father called in every favour he was ever owed. 

 “Well, I work 9-5, and I still get a lot of writing done,” Petra said.  “It’s not easy, 

but it’s all about making time for yourself.”  As she launched into preach mode, I sent 

Max a follow-up message. 

 Seriously.  Please get here.  Liv’s in a mood, and if Petra continues to talk about 

herself, I will gouge my eyes out with a spoon. 

  

 When I put my phone down, Tina whispered in my ear.  “You look like you could 

use a shot.”  I nodded enthusiastically.  She announced that we were going to the 

bathroom, and we scurried over to the far side of the bar.  The bartender poured two 

shots of whiskey and Tina paid him, waving her hand dismissively when he tried to give 

her change.  We counted to three and drank.  It went down too easily. 

 “Liv’s lucky she didn’t direct that comment about getting a “real job” at me,” 

Tina said, slamming her shot glass down on the bar.  “Because I would have punched her 

in the goddamn face.”   

 “What’s with her today?” I stacked my shot glass on top of hers.  “She’s had it 

out for me since I walked in the door.” 
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 “She thinks you’re too hung-over,” she said.  “Says you need to grow up.” 

 I gripped the bar with my hands.  “That’s bullshit,” I yelled.  “She thinks just 

because—“ 

 “Shhhh,” Tina said, clutching my arm and looking in the direction of the table.   

“Just ignore her, you know she’s full of shit.  Besides, when Max shows up, she’ll be 

pissed at him for being late instead.”  I nodded, and reluctantly followed her back to the 

table.  My mood brightened when I realized that a fresh round of drinks had arrived. 

 “Don’t you think you should take it easy?” Liv said as I took a long drink of my gin 

and tonic.  “It’s not a race, you know.” 

 I rolled my eyes.  “Says the girl on her third vodka.” 

 “This is water,” she said.  “And my liver isn’t still trying to eliminate alcohol from 

last night out of my system.  Where did you go last night, anyway?” 

 “The Caddy then Wrongbar,” I replied. 

 “Oh, really?  Max was going to Wrongbar last night.  You didn’t run into him?” 

 “Nope,” I shook my head.  “It was packed in there, I must have missed him.” 

 “I’m glad you agree that it’s a good idea to keep this on the DL,” Max had said, as 

I got dressed early that morning.  “You know how the girls talk.” 

 I laughed as I pulled on my tights.  “Tina would want every little detail.  She’d 

want diagrams.” 

 “Liv would probably be really uptight about it.”  He lay back down on the bed, 

and I regretted that I’d chosen his place instead of mine.  “She’d think we were being 

selfish.” 

 “And I can just imagine if Petra found out,” I slipped my heels back onto my feet.  

“She’d tell me that we need to make space in our lives for relationships, that we’re not 

seeking emotional maturity.”  I retrieved my handbag from his bedside table.  “Who the 

fuck has time for that?” 

  Max shook his head.  “Not me.” 

 “Me neither.” 

 “See you at the pub?” 
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 “I just think it’s strange that he was in Parkdale and didn’t even text you to see if 

you were out,” Liv said, her eyes narrowing into slits.  “He knows you’re in the 

neighbourhood.  And Tina told me how happy you were when you found out he was 

moving so close by.  ‘Ecstatic,’ I think, was the word she used.” 

 I said nothing, but I took out my phone. 

 Listen, this shit is unbearable, and I think Liv is on to us.  I really don’t care if you 

come or not, but can you at least text one of them with an excuse? 

 I sent another message, and quickly regretted it. 

 This really isn’t a big deal, you know.  We’re both adults, and I thought we were 

both cool with it. 

 All of a sudden, a wave of nausea came over me.  I realized I hadn’t eaten 

anything in nearly twenty-four hours.  Hadn’t had any water, either.  And that shot was 

a really bad idea. 

 I got up from the table and walked calmly but briskly to the bathroom.  I pushed 

the door open and made a beeline for the empty cubicle.  As soon as the door was 

locked behind me, I released a spray of black vomit directly into the toilet bowl. 

 It just kept coming.  I coughed and gagged and heaved.  My body shivered and 

my stomach muscles ached.  When the entire contents of my stomach had been 

expelled, every last drop, I slid down to the floor and rested my head against the toilet 

seat.  It was cool against my skin.  Maybe I could stay here for a while.  Maybe I’d stay 

forever. 

 But then I heard my phone go off.  Three messages from Max, all sent in rapid 

succession. 

 It’s not a big deal to me either.  I just don’t think it’s a good idea for both of us to 

be around Petra at the same time. 

 You’ve been there for over an hour, so I’m assuming she’s told you by now. 

 You didn’t say anything, right? 

 I read the messages over and over.  Once the words began to lose their meaning, 

I stood up, flushed the toilet, and walked out. 
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 When I got back to the table, Petra was glowing.  “We were trying to keep it 

quiet for awhile, you know, because we didn’t want to makes waves in the friend 

group.”  She clasped her hands together and sighed.  “But then we realized, why would 

we want to keep something so beautiful a secret from all our friends?” 

 “This is so exciting!” Tina cried.  “I mean, I never thought anyone would get Max 

would settle down.  And that you would be the girl to do it!” 

 “It’s just too bad he’s got food poisoning.  Poor baby can’t even get out of bed.” 

Petra looked at a message on her phone and pouted.  “He went out with the guys last 

night.  Says it must have been the wings.” 

 While Liv and Tina continued to fawn over Petra, I wrapped my scarf around my 

neck and grabbed my coat.  “Oh no, are you leaving?” Petra asked.  The look on her face 

closely imitated the emotion of concern.  “Oh my God, you’re so pale.” 

 “I’m not feeling very well,” I said.  I mumbled an apology and headed for the 

door. 

 Tina and Petra’s voices mingled together as they called out for me to wait, to ask 

if I was okay, to let them call me a cab.  But I could hear Liv loud and clear when she 

shouted over them. 

 “Molly, what the fuck?” 

 I spotted a cab with his light on at the corner.  I flagged it down and hopped in 

the backseat. 

 My phone vibrated again.  I retrieved it out of my bag and scowled.  Max was 

just going to keep texting me until I assured him that he had nothing to worry about, I 

hadn’t said a word, ‘cause that’s just me, I’m just so cool about everything. 

 But the message was from Rachael. 

 When are you coming home?  I’m lonely and I want to eat my feelings with you. 

 After what felt like an eternity, the cab driver parked in front of my building.  I 

paid him, crawled to my fourth-floor walk-up, and put my key through the door.  

Rachael was still on the couch, swaddled in knitted blankets, looking like death warmed 
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up.  I sat down next to her and burst into tears.  After a few moments, she sat up and 

placed her head on my shoulder. 

 “The good news is, I’ve ordered a pizza,” she said quietly, draping one of the 

blankets over me.  “Should be here any minute.” 

 
Emma Sykora was born in Ontario but grew up north of Boston, which explains her 
preference for Dunkin’ Donuts over Tim Hortons, her lifelong obsession with the Red Sox, 
and her love of Ben Affleck.  She currently lives in Toronto, where she studies law and is 
at work on a novel. 
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JJ TATTLEWORTH 
 

Little Scars  
 
 “Mother,” she said. “Do you think I’m pretty?” 

She hunched forward, arms folded across the curvatures of her eighteen-year-

old frame like a cream based sauce. Mother, stretched and tweaked into ageless 

perfection, held her pocket mirror outstretched, reapplying a scarlet satin to her lips.

 “Oh, my darling. You will be.”  

The clinic’s matte walls and muted whiteboards reminded the girl of chemistry 

class. 

“Krypton is a noble gas, Kelly,” the teacher repeated, tapping his ruler from one 

blue chart to the next. She grinned like a kindergartner at snack time, and stared at the 

deep wrinkles and wiry, grey hairs in both his nose and ears. 

“All set?” 

The nurse’s cat print scrubs covered everything but her doughy, round face. She 

placed a latex hand on Kelly’s back, and directed her into a room of full length mirrors. 

For the first time, Kelly examined the hand drawn lines and circles that patterned her 

petite frame. They appeared tribal, almost Pict, against the ivory skin and ashen hair. 

As the surgeon had sat attentively etching these figures across her body, the 

marker’s chemical scent spiced the air. It pulled Kelly back to her seventh birthday party. 

“Why don’t you have cake?” a small redhead asked, twisting a pipe cleaner into a 

circle. 

“Mother says that sugar is for bottom feeders,” Kelly answered, glittery glue 

smeared across both cheeks. 

“But it’s your birthday!” Another Disney-themed friend squealed in protest. 

Kelly couldn’t admit that she had never tasted cake or even icing, nor was she 

certain of what they looked like. 
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“At least I won’t be a fat gorilla like you!” she screamed. 

A moment later, Mother entered the room of tiara crowned girls with a tray of 

sliced celery. Her eyes locked on Kelly’s cheeks. 

“Look what you’ve done to yourself!” She screamed. “I told you to be careful!” 

The little redhead burst into sobs and went home early. Birthday cake wasn’t 

mentioned again. 

“Just a moment, dear,” the nurse said. “I’ll grab the camera.” 

Spinning slowly in the mirror, Kelly traced the strokes that extended down her 

backside and thighs. 

Mother still lagged behind in the eggshell room, tapping out rapid texts with 

perfectly rounded fingernails. 

“Trouble at the office,” she whined. “We’ll have to arrange a cab for you, 

darling.” 

When friends at school had asked Kelly if she was afraid, she would reply with a 

straight back, “only of the scars”. The scars that, because of her youth, the surgeon 

assured her would heal beautifully. Little flesh memories that she knew would never 

disappear. 

“The sculpting will certainly define your posture.” 

Mother finally appeared in the doorway, phone still in hand. 

“Daddy called. The island is booked.” 

Barbados, that promised land of celebration. The white sand and translucent 

sea, a paradisiacal post-surgery triumph. It was the place her mother, then a country girl 

turned airline stewardess, had met Daddy the investment banker from Manhattan. 

“Mother, where did Daddy go?” 

Thirteen-year-old Kelly, newly upon womanhood, had found Daddy’s marble 

globe in the garage with his clothes and cigars. He’d been on vacation for two months, 

and Mother was in recovery from another procedure that pulled her skin tight and 

flattened her stomach. She laid on the couch, hand across her forehead. 

“Put that thing away,” she snipped. 
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Kelly spun the world in protest. “I got a B+ in geography. Maybe I’ll be a pilot one 

day. Or an explorer.” Her nail drew around the cape of Africa. 

“You’re much more suited to being a mother and wife,” Mother said softly, 

extending a cold hand towards her daughter. “Like me.” 

Kelly pushed the globe as far back on the coffee table as she could reach. “I’m 

hungry,” she vacantly offered. 

“There are carrot sticks in the fridge.  Always remember, Kelly: Daddies like their 

wives thin.” 

The camera’s flash left little, green spots in Kelly’s vision. The nurse nodded as 

she scanned quickly through them. 

“Your face is never shown,” the nurse promised with kind eyes. 

“Darling, they need me,” Mother announced.  “A twelve thousand square foot 

Tuscan villa has heated up.” 

Kelly watched her pull the steamed, wool coat over her sloped shoulders. An arm 

gently flipped up and grazed Kelly’s eye, causing it to sting and water. 

“I’ll see you at home.” 

“Okay.” Kelly flashed a weak smile. Mother placed a hand on her shoulder and 

lightly squeezed. 

“Be brave. It only goes up from here. ” 

The nurse handed her a paper robe and led Kelly into another room with 

fluorescent lights and covered trays. 

“It won’t be long, now.” 

Kelly stretched her body across the sheeted bed. On the wall hung a print of 

Monet’s garden, with blended strokes and imagery.  She thought about the graphs and 

tests she’d be shown after failing another reading test. 

“What do you see here?” A spectacled psychologist held up a sheet of green 

splotched paper. 

“Green ink,” she answered. 

“And here?” 
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“Purple.” 

Kelly enjoyed books, especially those with vivid illustrations. She could manage a 

few chapters, but got lost in the thick, twisted text of classics like Great Expectations 

and Tom Sawyer. 

“It’s Daddy’s side,” Mother reassured her after leaving the psychologist’s office. 

“His mother and aunt were both simple minded.” 

While traveling the world on business, Daddy sent Kelly little treasures in the 

mail. These included a beautifully carved Italian piano, her very own leather riding boots 

(though she did not ride) from Spain, and a lovely gold bracelet from India. He called her 

his “peach”. Mother always said peaches were far too sweet. 

“Son of a gun.” 

Kelly sat up to find a woman fighting with the tie on her open paper gown. Her 

molasses skin and bright, white teeth shone like moonlit seashells. 

“Are you my surgeon?” Kelly asked, conscious of her own absurdity. The other 

woman chuckled. 

“No. Are you mine?” 

Beneath the robe, a long, curved scar flashed from the spot where a breast had 

once existed. The woman snapped it shut and moved closer. She calculated Kelly’s 

drawn lines and circles, as Kelly curled her toes around the bed’s metal bars. 

“What are you doing here, baby?” 

Baby. 

“Stop being a baby,” Mother had quipped above the hospital bed. Kelly fell from 

the monkey bars at recess, and sat cradling her freshly cast arm, tears still running down 

her face. 

“I don’t have time for this.” 

Daddy had left in the night two days prior, and Mother’s usually infallible hair 

was unwashed and matted. 

Under the molasses woman’s gaze, Kelly felt a familiar embarrassment return. 

“I have physical inconsistencies.” 
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The woman laughed, this time much more deeply. It was a heavy noise that 

started in her stomach and spilled up, over her lungs. Kelly quickly realized she’d never 

heard a laugh like this before, and felt her own mouth curve into a grin. 

“You should be out chasing boys, baby. Or letting them chase you.” 

She blinked and stared at the soft lines above the woman’s brow. 

“I will,” she said. 

“Mrs. Lewiston? You’re supposed to be in room six.” 

The nurse in the cat print had returned. Mrs. Lewiston placed a hand over her 

braided head. 

“Which room am I in?” 

“Five.” 

“Those drugs stew up your brain!” 

Mrs. Lewiston shuffled out and mumbled something that made the nurse giggle. 

After closing the door, Kelly was reclined back into the bed as another nurse pressed a 

stethoscope to her chest. The intravenous’ pinch summoned a temporary sting. 

“Just relax, dear. This will all be over soon.” 

The anesthetic waves pulled her into a pleasant pool of apathy. The lights grew 

darker, and Kelly dreamed of palm trees, seashells, and flight. 

 

JJ Tattleworth lives in the great city of Toronto and, as well as books, collects military 
memorabilia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



22 
 

 
 
 

NICHOLAS ZACHAREWICZ 
 

Appearances 
 
He hummed a hymn when there was none, long after the instruments and their voices 

had completed their worship. Long enough for the dust motes and the debris of people 

to settle onto the floor and into the pockets in the pews where songbooks resided. The 

tune grasped his lips and seemed as reluctant as he was to leave the luminescent ring 

around the Carpenter. He looked up from the floor at the statue on the wall. The light 

beside it was dull, its casing like a bruise on the brick, yet something near it had - must 

have - hooked his attention.  

Of course, there was nothing odd about the statue of the Carpenter, save that 

only it, and the statue of the Fisherman at the back of the church, were illuminated in 

the cavernous wooden structure.  

 Sitting amidst the worship every week he had often felt that the church hadn’t 

been built from the ground up so much as it was a large ship flipped, deck to ground. 

The darkness between the current two points was just what he imagined the darkness 

would look like. He imagined this as the fact that the Fisherman’s light would soon flick 

itself off, its sensor not having had enough recent motion to feed on, clawed into his 

thoughts.  

 Row by row he scoured the pews’ pockets for trash or outdated papers and 

envelopes. Passing before the shadowy hanging cross and its perpetually pinned iron 

figure he glanced up at it. The dead light from the Carpenter seemed to dance over the 

wood and iron, as if produced by flame rather than bulb. The building creaked with 

gravity and the damp winter.  

 Something bumped something else as it always did when he was clearing the 

pews. More often than not it was just the garbage can he had with him, absently striking 

the ends of benches as he walked into the narrow alleys between them, flipping up the 
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kneelers as he went. Sometimes, however, the bumps would sound distant, like they 

were coming from the far, dark corners of the room. A disarrayed drum beat that was 

trying to stir itself into a steady rhythm. 

 That rhythm never materialized, though. Instead it would merely echo from the 

edges of the room, as if part of the stones in the walls or beams in the rafters. Playing 

into the church’s own music, things would creep up in the stained glass windows as he 

passed them. Multifaceted refractions of headlights or unattended walkers cutting 

through the night; all the shapes of light in sheets of running water. 

 He let these noises and glimpses run over and around him, and tried to keep his 

focus on the task at hand. It would stray, though, into the far corners. Into the spaces 

where those drumbeats seemed to begin.  

 The light around the Carpenter blinked again. The glass panes fingered the light 

from within and the colours changed their glow within the baptismal font. Like an expert 

crafter, they bent the folds of luminescence into shapes and figures that he could only 

see when not really looking; things that he could only see with his eyes set to work.  

 Hoping a busy mind could put them off, he bent to his task, trying to figure from 

memory the lyrics of the hymn he had once hummed. Something about a body? 

Salvation? Sacrifice? No doubt all of that had been in there. While he pieced through the 

lyrics, fitting together words he knew from songs sung on Sunday, the words held an 

image at bay. An image of a man in the side of his sight. Blurred, but walking. Like a 

figure seen through the glass, though the other side dark.  

 He looked back to the doors. Questions of what he thought he had seen 

skittered across his mind.  

 The priest was among those in the adjoining chapel tonight, it must have been 

him. The clock’s face said it was about that time.   

 Turning back to his work, he noticed that he was nearly aligned between the 

door and the hanging cross. Were the man’s eyes open, they would be settling directly 

on him, the doors directly behind. He turned to them with this observation and again 

something appeared to flicker in the far corner of the darkness beyond.  
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 He gave his head a shake and pressed onwards, the last row of pews now being 

all that was left. Working in the light of the Fisherman, he knew that all would seem 

normal once he left. For he knew that whatever dwelt in the ship flipped church when 

none were working was free to do what it liked. 

 
Nicholas Zacharewicz writes fiction in the time between his other jobs. He aspires to 
make writing (of one sort or another) his only job. 
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JENNY DAVIES 

 

Summer Along the Bay 
 

I was thirteen when we moved north, below the thick forest that sits washed by the 

winds and waves of Hudson Bay. I dreamed of becoming a wildlife conservationist, like 

Grey Owl, or a forest ranger that spent their days tasting blueberries and stoking 

bonfires. 

My father grew up along the Bay, and after my mother was mugged while 

walking home from choir practice, decided it was time to take his family out of the big 

city for good. 

Before leaving, my grandmother gave me Jack London’s The Call of the Wild, and 

with a twinkle in her eye told me to write about my own adventures. Conscious of my 

existence as the dorky girl with bad acne and few friends, I accepted the challenge with 

gusto. If my classmates didn’t know me then, they would surely read about me in the 

newspaper’s literary column. 

My younger sister, Sarah, was much less inspired about the move, and cried for 

weeks about leaving her friends and “boyfriend”. With hidden envy, I told her that 

eleven-year-olds don’t have real relationships, and scoffed when she stormed outside to 

sit by the pool. Boys had yet to reach my radar, and unless they wanted to discuss 

karate or Indiana Jones, I saw little value in them. 

The new house was exactly as I dreamed it would be; a log exterior with a wood 

stove and stone chimney running up its side. It sat on a hill overlooking the Bay, and 

every which way was filled with sloping shale and gently rolling hills covered in long 

grass. The water rolled against the rocky shores in huge whitecaps, and created a black 

line along the horizon. 

My father warned us to not get too used to the temperate July climate, and I 

shuddered trying to envision those waves and wind during the winter months. As a 
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mineralogist, he’d found work with a mining company, and my mother was able to 

secure a clerical job in the same office. During the summer weeks, when they left for 

work in our old, beat up Caravan, Sarah and I would wander the grassy hills in search of 

excitement. We often ended up near a slow moving creek that emptied into the 

Hudson, searching for fish and tadpoles to study and poke at with twigs. 

“Stay clear of the water,” our parents warned us, and understandably so. The 

mighty waves were cold and unforgiving, and even without being told, Sarah and I 

shared a common fear of their pounding force. But that summer was so hot and filled 

with thick swarms of black flies that the water’s edge seemed to soften a bit. 

On one afternoon, while embarking on our daily roving of the adjacent lands, Sarah 

moaned, “I hate it here," as she frequently did. I rolled my eyes and tossed her a stick so 

that we could at least pretend to be real explorers hacking through the jungle. And then, 

in the distance, appearing as a dark brown phantom, we spotted a monstrous creature 

moving along the water’s edge. 

“Come on, let’s get closer!” I whispered. Sarah protested, though didn’t hesitate 

to follow as I moved closer to the shore. Like great hunters, we walked silently amongst 

the brush, and as we neared the creature, it stiffly turned its antlered head as though 

catching wind of our scent. I had never in my life seen such a magnificently statured 

animal. 

“A moose,” I declared, proud that my frequent examination of National 

Geographic had finally become useful. 

Sarah giggled behind me. “It’s so ugly!” 

As we crouched near a boulder, it also bent down, snatching mouthfuls of weeds 

with its powerful jaw. A moment of tranquility passed between our two worlds, sealed 

by the ambiance of nearby waves. And then, as if on cue, Sarah's hand disturbed a snake 

sunning itself on the rock, and she screamed bloody murder. I slapped my hand across 

her lips, mouthing “IDIOT” in muted terror. 

At first, the moose just held its head very still, turning its eyes slightly upward so 

that only the whites were visible. I stood slowly, grabbing Sarah by the wrist, and 
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pushed her backwards towards the Bay. It watched us closely, moving its display of 

horns from side to side, and began to follow us at a calculated pace. 

I wasn’t sure whose hand was trembling more, but knew our options were dwindling 

upon reaching the embankment that sat about four feet above the waves. The creature 

lowered its head, and then raised it, with huffed discretion. I suddenly realized I still had 

the stick from earlier, and lifted my arm as high as I could. I swatted in midair and boldly 

instructed it to “SCRAM!” 

Another thing I learned that day was that moose do not respond well to 

instruction. After a moment of processing, it lowered its head again, this time breaking 

out in a gallop directly towards us. Channeling every ounce of Jack London and Indy that 

I could, I screamed and quickly pushed Sarah into the water before jumping in myself. 

Despite the warm breeze, the water temperature stung my skin and stole my breath. I 

surfaced just in time to see the great creature veer and race off in the opposite 

direction. I paddled for a moment, smiling at the absurdity of the situation, before 

noticing Sarah's absence. 

I spun at least three times, certain she must be playing some sort of trick, before 

the panic really set in. Ducking my head beneath the water, I scanned the murky depths 

for any sign of her, but could barely see past my own feet. Helplessly screaming her 

name, I dove down, and blindly scanned the surrounding space with my fingertips. 

Just as I was about to get out and head for the telephone, I felt a tug on my right sandal. 

Stretching my arms down, I took a deep gulp of air, and found her snagged by the shorts 

on a sunken tree trunk. Though she was growing weak, I helped her tear the fabric just 

in time to pull us both up into the sunlight. She sputtered and coughed, immediately 

bursting into tears. 

“I almost died!” She wailed, embracing me tightly as we eventually touched 

bottom and dragged ourselves back up over the embankment. We lay in the grass, free 

of our antlered attacker, and sucked in the glorious air. 

As our breathing calmed, a grin crept across my face once more. “Twice,” I finally 

said. "You almost died twice." 
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She sat up and wrung the muddy water from her soaked t-shirt. “I really hate it 

here, you know." 

I propped myself up on an elbow before replying, “I know. But you're going to 
have some great stories."  
 
Jenny Davies lives in Canada's Great North teaching and exploring with her husband and 
children. She dreams of one day swimming with Narwhals. 
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MATHHEW SIRIANO 
 

Man Up 
 
“No way! I don’t want Matt on our team!” Jacob could be such an asshole. 

  “Jacob, the other team's full,” Coach Stachelscheid said.  

  I trudged over to Jacob's team, full of boys bigger and stronger than me. 

  I heard one of them groan, “Great, now we're for sure gonna lose!”   

  That was pretty much my childhood.   

*** 

  “Something’s wrong with that kid,” my father told my mother as I walked out of 

the kitchen one night. 

  I wasn’t sure if that was the first time he had said it, but it was the first time I'd 

processed its meaning.  

  “What are you trying to say?” My mother's voice grew louder. 

  At fourteen, I hadn't outgrown eavesdropping.  

  “He’s…you know,” my father said, clearing his throat between words. 

“He’s…different.” 

  “He’s special,” my mother said, in her sweet, hopeful voice. 

  “It’s your fault, you know. Putting him in those dumb dance classes.” 

  “He wanted to dance!” my mother said. 

  I climbed the stairs and sat near the middle of the staircase. I didn’t want to 

dance. I just didn’t want to play football, or basketball, or baseball.  

  “There’s something weird about him,” my father said. “He’s not like Nathan.” 

*** 

  “You may now kiss the bride,” the priest announced to the waiting crowd.  

I turned to my new wife and kissed her, hearing the crowd cheer. We interlocked our 
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fingers, faced our family and friends, and smiled for the flashes. My mother wiped her 

tears while my father clapped, his face more relaxed than ever.  

  “There’s Peter,” my beaming new wife whispered, nodding gently toward the 

door.  

  I gazed at the back of the room and spotted him. Peter. He inched his way to the 

back pew. 

  Get me out of here. 

  He didn’t clap. He didn’t smile. He just stood there, watching me. Even from 

where he stood, I knew he was crying.  

  It didn’t take long for me to cry too, and for my bride to hug me in front of the 

crowd and whisper in my ear, “I’ve never seen you cry before. I'm so happy too.” 

*** 

  “You okay, sweetie?” my mother asked over the phone. 

  I poured the remaining merlot into my wine glass and swirled it around. 

  “Yeah, Mom, just a bit stressed with work.” 

  “I can only imagine how much pressure the firm is putting on you. Is it a big 

case?” 

  “You know I can’t talk about that,” I said, allowing the wine to wash over my 

tongue. 

  “I know, I know…but remember, Matt…if you need to talk about…anything at all. 

You know I’m here.” 

  I couldn’t help but smile at her awkwardness. Of course she knew.  

  “Thanks Mom. I’m sorry I have to cut this short but I have tons of work to do. 

Will you tell Dad I say hi?” 

  “Did you want to talk to him? He’s right here.” 

  Before I could politely reject her offer, I overheard my father, “No, Cheryl. I don’t 

feel like it.” 

  “Dad’s just really tired,” she said. 
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  I could imagine her sunken eyes even more dark and sad; furrowed brow, 

wrinkled smile.  

  “Yeah, of course,” I replied. 

  I hung up just as Peter walked into the kitchen. 

  “Bora Bora,” he said. “You need to get away. I need to get away.” 

  “Would be nice.” 

  “It’s happening. I booked it. Happy anniversary,” he said, smiling. 
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SAMUEL ENGELKING 
SPRING AWAKENING  
 
"The beautiful spring came; and when Nature resumes her loveliness, the human soul is 
apt to revive also." - Harriet Ann Jacobs 
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REBECCA HO-DION 
FLORA 
 
“A garden to walk in and immensity to dream in - what more could he ask? A few 
flowers at his feet and above him the stars.”  - Victor Hugo 
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ISABEL MCKECHNIE 
INDIAN VOYAGE  
 
“We live in a wonderful world that is full of beauty, charm, and adventure. There is no 
end to the adventures we can have if only we seek them with our eyes open.”–
 Jawaharial Nehru  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My Souvenir 
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