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A Word from the Editors

“True art is characterized by an irresistible urge in the creative artist.” – Albert Einstein

We use our imaginations to create new worlds through story and to show parts of it that 
may go unnoticed through photography. Origami Journal is proud to feature the Summer 
2013 issue, showcasing stories and photography from talented artists from across the 
globe. 

A special thank you to Rebecca from DesignBouquet for employing her design skills to 
refine Origami Journal’s layout for your reading pleasure! And, a huge thanks to Terry and 
Rachelle from Beehive Design who crafted Origami Journal’s beautiful new logo! 

We are constantly inspired by others who value self-expression and lend a hand in helping 
Origami take flight.  

We hope you enjoy the Summer 2013 issue of Origami Journal,

Be happy and wear sunscreen,

        
              

http://www.beehivedesign.com
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A man wanders into my garden that I don’t recognize at first.

My garden is full of raspberry bushes and sunflowers, like my grandparents garden. I used to wander 
through the tall sunflowers, getting prickled by the raspberry bushes when I tried to get to them.   The 
smell of crushed berries on the ground lingered in my memory.  

“Hello?”  

“Tabby?” I hear his voice and it hits me with a million haunting memories. Flashes of anger and feelings of 
lost love creep up my shoulders. It’s been almost ten years since the last time we spoke.

“Jason?” My arms have crossed over my chest.

My friend’s little girl, Alice, calls from the tree house that there is a stranger on the property. I am 
babysitting for a week.  

“AUUUUNNNNTTTTIIIIEEEE!!”

“Yes, Alice?”

I’m calm for Alice; she can pick up on my energy quickly.

“There is someone here to see you.”

Jason smiles. I forgot how his smile could turn anything around, even when I caught him cheating on me 
for the third time.

“Sorry, I didn’t call.”

“How did you know where I lived?”

“The powers of above.” He types on a pretend keyboard.

 “Well, what are you doing here?” I wonder why Phish hasn’t barked even once. I start to think we 
should’ve gotten the pit-bull instead of our boxer who is tamer than me at times. 

“I read your book.  I. . .I wanted to see you; I mean I wanted to tell you that I was sorry. Really.”

Conversations with You
MARION ANN BERRY

>>
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 His words fly out of his mouth with a stutter. Jason is still standing at the edge of my garden and 
I am shaking the sunflowers for Alice. She wanted sunflower seeds and I wanted to pick some raspberries 
for dessert. That was the only plan of the day. 

I blink. I didn’t think he would ever pick up a book that trashed our relationship.  I have no idea what to 
say. I am still in shock that he is standing here after all this time.  The last time I saw him was in Atlanta, 
waving good-bye as I walked through security. He had that look of knowing something, like it was the last 
time he would drive me to the airport. I wanted to hit him for the shitty way we broke up after that, over 
an email.

 “Do you want some tea?” 

“Sure.”

“Well, come to the house, we’ll sit on the porch.”

“Only if you’re not busy.” 

“You should know better. I haven’t changed that much.” I am thinking of running from the garden to the 
house and locking myself in, but Alice runs towards me.

“Are you almost done?”

“Yes, yes. Just don’t tell your mother or she’ll kill me. Can you run into the house and start the stove for 
tea?”

“Raspberry tea! Thank you Auntie!”

“Full of life isn’t she?” Jason always pointed out the obvious.  “Yours?”

“Still? See, you don’t listen. I said her mother would kill me for giving her a snack so late time in the 
afternoon.”

Jason blinks as I scold him. It was too familiar. At least now he was on my land. I could talk to him anyway 
I wanted. 

“Sorry, I guess I didn’t hear that. I was watching the way you were picking raspberries, so softly.” He is 
so goddamn good with making things sound like nothing is wrong. This is wrong, me still allowing him to 
stand here. He said he was sorry, I thought that was all I wanted from him. >>

>>

Conversations with You
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 “I do my best pre-writing thinking out here. Let’s go up to the house. Alice should be yelling for 
help about now.”

“So, Alice is your niece?  You’re still an only child?” 

“I know, sounds funny.  Alice is Tanya’s and Steve’s little girl.  They are away on their ten year anniversary.”

“Tanya K!?”

“Hard to believe, but true.”

 “And you?”

“Married?  Yes, as a matter of fact.”

“Well, I would be too if I was dating Michael Nice.”

“It was before he got on the tour. Is that why you are really here?  You want to meet Michael?”

“No, I really needed to tell you that I am sorry. I want to talk about your book.”

I peaked in the kitchen. Alice didn’t need help with the stove; she already had the tea pot out, cups, and 
the tea box. She sits on the porch with her sunflower seeds and starts spitting out the shells.  Each time 
she spits, she giggles and whispers slippery.

“Reminds me of you.” Jason smiles again.

I pour tea into three tea cups. I don’t have to talk anymore to fill up the awkward silence – silence like we   
always had.

I can tell he wants to say something. Alice is sipping her tea in-between spitting out sunflower seeds.

“Alice, why don’t you go inside and set the table? Then maybe we’ll go for a walk to the lake before 
Michael returns.” Alice jumps up.

“Maybe we can get some flowers for dinner.” I nod in agreement and Alice runs into the house. We hear 
her singing as she starts to pull out silverware.  

Jason stares off as he sips his tea. I don’t have anything to say to him.  When we broke up there was no 

>>

>>

Conversations with You
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closure. I finally stopped thinking it was me, and it was his issue that he didn’t know how to treat me, 
when all I asked for was communication.

“I wouldn’t have known or read your book until my ex-wife mailed it to me with a note saying, “you want 
to know why, read this.”

“Ouch.” I’m screaming for joy inside.

“She left me two years ago. I was cheating on her with work; never left the kitchen until late and was 
never home to say good night.”

“I know how she feels.”

“I didn’t know that you were bulimic, how did I miss that?”

“You were at work.”

“Not all the time.” Jason sounds dumb founded.

“Don’t kid yourself, all the time and in between.  And in between that, someone else’s bed.” I’m telling 
him the truth now. There’s that silence.

 “I’m sorry for not calling you more often when I moved to Atlanta. I just didn’t know.”

“Know what? That I was waiting for you and you didn’t have time to tell me the truth?” I’m getting angry 
again.

“I guess.”

“Don’t waste my time.  I hurt like hell when we broke up over the phone. It was like a scene out of “Sex in 
the City” breaking up with a post-it note.” 

Jason looks at me like he doesn’t know what I’m saying.  Was he really here asking stupid questions to 
make himself feel better? I couldn’t hear Alice humming any longer and wanted to check in on her. 

“I remember you calling me at work and that was the hardest thing to do over the phone.” Jason takes a 
breath. “Why didn’t you let me break up with you that day in Edmonton?  Why didn’t you let me just say 
goodbye when we were face to face?”

>>

Conversations with You

>>
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 I tried many times to break up with Jason, giving him an easy out. The last time he cheated I was 
done with our relationship, but I couldn’t find the strength to walk away.       
                         
“I thought we would make it.”  Jason puts his hands together as if to say something else.

“Your famous line ‘we always get through it baby.’  I have to tell you, I hated when you said that.”  I hated 
him for always thinking his way was going to save us no matter what.

Jason sighs and bends his head to the left to look at me.

“When you called me that afternoon, I had no idea you would call. I thought you would just send me an 
email and I wouldn’t respond, but when I heard your voice I knew I wouldn’t be able to let go. When I 
heard your voice I realized that you and I were meant to be together, and that all the shit we did to each 
other didn’t matter.  I loved that you were able to talk me down from any emotional rollercoaster.” 

Jason stops, he is good at saying the right things to get away with whatever he might have done --  
cheating, working twelve to fourteen hours without calling to say he’d be late. Our life was a mystery half 
the time.

“Then, when you called me and asked me what I was doing, I was really at work and “working”.  Then 
when you asked me Do you still love me?  I said what I meant.” He is stirring up the past again. 

I remember exactly what he said, it took a long time to forget the whisper. Not in that way anymore. I 
didn’t like thinking about the past, and it compelled me to ask Jason why he was here again. 

“To tell you that I’m sorry.”

“Well you’ve said it and now you can go.” 

“Please don’t be like that, Tabby. I don’t want to walk away from here with you hating me.” Jason had a 
secret fear of anyone not liking him.  He would stay up nights trying to figure out how to have the latest 
chef like him, or how to  make the new girl  he’d had a one night stand with feel better when she found 
out I was his girlfriend. He had a fear of saying no.

“Listen, even though you want to make yourself feel better, coming out here to say you’re sorry after ten 
years doesn’t help.  I’ll take your apology , but don’t come out here and give me a sob story about your 
“should haves.” The past began to slither back into my memory. 

Before he left for Atlanta one night, I yelled at him over the phone “I hate you”, and slammed it down like >>

>>

Conversations with You
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some teenager. I really did hate him then. I hated that he was leaving and I was staying behind in a small 
Alberta mountain town, far from him and the life we created. 

He had come home within ten minutes to make sure I didn’t really hate him.

“We always make it through baby,”  he whispered to me as I cried. 

Jason’s voice interrupts my memory.

 “I guess I better go.  I just thought this would be different.”

“No, Jason. This is the way you left it and now you feel the way I did, how your ex-wife does, and whoever  
you have in your bed. 

“You still know me.”

 “Next time please just email me. The address hasn’t changed.” 

“I guess I needed to see that you were okay.  I knew you would be; I just needed to see you.” 

I watch him walk away and hold myself.   

Alice stomps up the stairs from the wine cellar. I guess that’s why I couldn’t hear her.

“Auntie, I got this one. Mom says it reminds her of two of you.” 

I glance at the Mission Hill Gewurtraminer and smiled.  It’s the wine that Tanya and I would drink while 
watching Sex In The City episodes and eat popcorn, with me in tears over Jason. 

“Great choice. You’re so intuitive.”

I open the fridge to put the wine in, and glance at the beer leftover from Michael’s brunch last weekend.
I think about how I will tell Michael about Jason’s visit. I take one of the beers and whisper to myself “This 
will be a hell of a story.”

>>

Conversations with You

Marion Ann Berry’s passion for writing began early. She was raised in Nova Scotia, where she took a BA in 
English Literature. Ten years in hospitality in the Alberta mountains gave her many experiences to write 
about. With her great love of nature, she moved to Tofino, where her quest for creative expression through 
her writing was realized. She currently lives in Victoria.
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 There’s nothing to do but smoke. I’ve had one of those days, where you do all the little things 
wrong, and then at least one or two of the big things fall off the rails, too. Burnt the edges of the muffins 
and I got hell for that; I’ll be lucky if I even have a job at the end of the week. As if Joannie and me aren’t 
fighting about enough already, imagine what she would say if I added unemployment to my ‘cons’ column. 

So then I forget my keys and have to go back, probably be late for dinner and that’s what that is, so now I’ve 
missed the damn bus and it’s another forty-five minutes ‘til the next one, and I’m stuck at the corner of Vine 
and Parliament.  

There’s these two girls standing next to me, might be kind of cute except they look sort of sad, which isn’t 
exactly a surprise in this neighbourhood. They don’t look like junkies or street girls; dressed too nice, you 
know how it is. There’s a look that you get to recognize when someone isn’t quite all there. Except, one of 
the girls kind of has the look like she hasn’t cried even though she needs to. Her lips are a thin line and she’s 
not looking at anything, there’s a term for that; sandy eyed, glassy eyed, something like that. Her hair is 
pretty shiny, though, and she’s wearing clean clothes. You can always tell a street person from their shoes, 
that’s always the ticket, check out the shoes, and this girl is wearing those fashionable sneaker things, the 
whaddaya-call-them, those hipster things. She’s wearing those, and the other girl, maybe her sister, they’re 
both sort of short and curvy and have the same nose, one of those lumpy, makes you cute in a dorky way 
but you’ll never be a model even if you do have killer curves, kind of a nose.  

Next to them there’s some guy doing his best not to look at anyone, because in this neighbourhood you 
never make eye contact, the crazies don’t bug you if you don’t make eye contact.

So what was I saying about her sister? Oh yeah, she’s wearing something, not dirty or grimy, and she looks 
pretty here, like she’s been crying all week. So, I guess maybe my day doesn’t seem so bad. My phone is 
dead because I plugged it in last night, but I forgot I’d unplugged the charger so it wasn’t doing anything 
but sitting there, and there’s nothing to do but light up a smoke. There’s nothing better on a day like today.

I needed a smoke, that tingle in my fingertips lets me know I left it just a bit too long. I feel this charge in 
the air, turn just in time, or maybe not quite in time, because suddenly she’s right next to me. Maybe I was 
wrong, maybe she’s a junkie with hipster shoes, maybe she robbed a hipster and stole their shoes. However 
she got them, she’s suddenly right next to me, the younger of the two sisters or the friends who spend too 
much time together, and she grabs the cigarette out of my hand, or really she kind of crushes my hand and 
I sort of let go in surprise. She’s close enough I can see the crazy in her eyes, you know the look that people 
get when you know they just don’t give a shit anymore, and you almost want to admire it but you’re too 
damn scared. 

She screams, ‘What the fuck is wrong with you? Kill yourself and don’t give a shit about who gets left 

Smoker
WREN HANDMAN

>>
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behind but it isn’t you! It’s us!’ and she throws my cigarette like a fucking grenade, like a damn bomb, and I 
musta stuttered something like ‘what the hell?’ or whatever surprised noises you make because she sort of 
shoves me, not hard enough that I go down, but hard enough all the same. I take a step back and the guy 
turns his face away like that’ll make the fight not happen, and then her sister or her friend or her twin or 
whatever grabs her shoulders, she’s yelling ‘stop it, stop, stop it’ over the other girl who’s still yelling how I 
hate myself, how I’m selfish, and she is flipping out, I have never seen someone flip out like this girl. There 
are tears in her eyes, and then on her face, and she turns the screaming on the other girl, ‘don’t touch me, 
get your hands off me, don’t touch me’. 

She backs away from us all, and the guy takes off, maybe heading for a bus stop that isn’t so chock full of 
reality, and we all stare at each other for a second because honest to fucking god, I don’t even know what 
to do. And the older girl, the washed out one with crying girl, she looks at me and shrugs like she’s saying 
what do I say? 

And she says “Sorry. Our mom just died. Cancer.”

And we all just stand there, because what the fuck do you say? And the only sound is that horrible gasp 
you make when you can’t catch your breath from the crying, and the cigarette butt lies in the middle of the 
street and smolders; a tiny spark on so much concrete. 

>>

Wren Handman is a published novelist and flash-fiction enthusiastic. Check out her ongoing online project 
at www.wrenhandman.com/lucid-dreaming .

Smoker
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 I look to my left. Then to my right. The green man lights up. He tells me it is permissible to walk 
now. The cars are waiting, staring, as I cross the busy street. Je suis comme un somnambule agité. I make 
the effort to focus on what is ahead of me. Onward and upward! All the same… I cannot help glancing at the 
cars. The headlights like marvelous widened eyes. The drivers like ghosts in their machines. 
 
There are shadows edging the leaves as I walk along the park. The encroaching dusk has the consistency of 
charcoal smudges. Une qualité éthérée. And yet I feel awake.  Alive! Street lamps flicker. Something inside 
me also sputters to be remembered. A woman wearing a smart blouse and short skirt looks distressed as 
she passes. Have we met before? Her fine head on its slender stem turns back once, twice. Nervous, darting 
movements like a frightened bird.   

The sluggishness of the day slides off me like the brittle skin of a serpent. Those scales have lost their luster 
and I am witnessing a new green world. The pathway slowly winds, the gray pavement changing colour, 
darkening under the firefly lamps. Like a poem discovering itself in the restless mind. Is it this that propels 
me deeper into the park? So much strangeness in these… coins familiers.  

I hear echoes of footsteps in an endless corridor. Maybe following. Or are they up ahead? They could very 
well be my own footsteps. Crossing a point of unknown significance, an invisible threshold. Me following 
myself. 

This idea fills me with fear. 

On either side of the corridor are faint slivers of illumination. A succession of doors, opened slightly. I can 
barely make out the numbers on them. I cannot stop to look. There is no time. Keep going, I tell myself, 
continuer… There are muffled sounds bleeding through the cracks. The hissing static of televisions and 
radios; glowing tubes of simmering red and milky blue. 

At every turn I feel myself to be moving in circles. My mouth is so dry. Every swallow is a lump of fear I must 
choke down. Like capsules in a paper cup. Always the watching eyes to make sure they go down. Always the 
soothing voices assuring me I have done well. I miss those voices. Maybe not the voices themselves, but my 
belief in them. The drowsy game we play when they tell me I am doing well and I nod and feel the haziness 
cushioning my mind. The little clouds of falseness floating behind my eyes.

But I am too awake now. The night has turned cooler and I tighten the belt of my robe. The folds of cloth 
envelop me, caressing my skin. Every now and then I pass young men. Sometimes alone, or in pairs. They 
stare but do not pass their judgment. I feel like a welcome stranger having wandered in their midst. I am like 
a tourist in a foreign land. A place I only have a vague memory of visiting in some distant past life. A country 
called Déjà Vu. There are no hotels, no shops or restaurants in this country. If I find myself in need of the 

Green Man Crossing
STEVEN MAYOFF

>>
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simple amenities of life – les conforts quotidian – I must conjure them from memory. 

But I have no memory of such things.

Il n’y a pas de passé. Pas d’avenir.

I am an orphan born into this moment.

“Bonjour, Monsieur. Êtes-vous perdu?” 

The young man stands in front of me. Wearing a dark jacket, pushing the hair out of his eyes. It crosses 
my mind to go around him, to keep moving, never to slow down. But there is a certain way that he stands. 
So casual, relaxed… but immoveable too. There is no passing around him. He is thin, wiry; like a plume of 
smoke coiling upward from some subterranean fire. An eternal flame the priests always warned us about. 
The fiery damnation the nuns always lorded over our young heads. Tousled heads like this one before me 
who is constantly pushing the hair out of his eyes. 

I tell him I am not lost. He smiles and says not now anyway, since he has found me. I point up at the sky, into 
the clear night, so bejeweled with stars, and explain that I can never be lost while I have such an enormous 
map to navigate by. The deck sways gently beneath our feet. There is a sensual mist in the air, carrying the 
fragrance of salt. As manly an odor as perspiration sticking to our skin. I tell my young friend how at school 
I learned that, in the ancient times, salt had to be carried out of mines by slaves and was used as money. 
And here we are inhaling such a smell of riches for free. 

“Avez-vous l’argent?”

I shake my head. I try to explain that it is my first time at sea and able-bodied seamen make next to no 
salary. Our main reward is…

“Donne-moi une cigarette.” 

“Je ne fume pas.”

“Tabernac!” His voice cracks with impatience. He plunges his hands into my oversized pockets. I try to push 
him away, but he grabs me by the collar. He wants something for his trouble. “Don’t be fucking with me, old 
man!” Spittle flies in my face, his breath reeks of decay. I can imagine all the teeth in his head like brown 
stumps rotting. I try to break free and he grabs my belt, tugs hard and my robe flies open like spasmodic 
wings trying to take flight.

>>

>>

Green Man Crossing
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 A shock of cold air alarms me and I look down, surprised at my nakedness. Mon corps pale… with 
its cadaverous loose skin. Such a sickly complexion under the ghostly yellow lamps. My feet, absurd in ankle 
socks and slippers. The shameless wobbling of my arousal. Une érection mince et ridicule. This also startles 
the young man. He laughs at first, an explosive snort, as if against his will. Then the litany of curses. 

“Calice! Sale vieux bâtard! Tapette dégoûtant!” 
 
The blow to my chest is enough to force my knees to crumple beneath me. I feel myself falling, falling… 
Homme à la mer!  But my cries for help are washed away by the sea. Waves lashing at my exposed flesh, 
each one trying to pull me under and each time I struggle to keep myself afloat. My skin freezing and 
burning at the same time. My vision is fixated on the fading moon. Trying to keep it in my sights as I 
submerge into the murky depths.

“Who did this to you?

Opening my eyes. There are bed sheets tucked too tightly over my body like a straightjacket. Two policemen 
stand over me, repeating the same questions. 

“Can you give a description?” 

Somewhere there is the rhythmic hiss from a hidden crevice. This turns out to be my own breathing. My 
throat is a narrow valve misdirecting air like a faulty radiator. There is a labored gurgling from the middle 
of my chest. 

“Why were you in the park tonight?” 

I can only imagine my body to be a kind of island. With secret areas defining their own hidden reserves 
of throbbing and stinging. The bruises rooted deeper than their tender surfaces. Each strata of passion… 
shame… fear… rage… futility… isolation… death… each a ring, as in an aged tree for all to witness. Telling its 
story to no one. Un purgatoire privé.  

A nurse comes into the room and tells the policemen I must rest now. Mon ange de la miséricorde. What 
form will your mercy take tonight? She unfolds a cloth to reveal the sacramental syringe. Trying to raise a 
vein, as Lazarus was raised, she murmurs a prayer while two tendril fingers tap the inside of my arm, as if 
administering the last rites. 

O sainte accueille ci-dessus, je t’invoque ...

The passage of time conceals all meaning as I find myself once more in my room. I nest the capsules on my 

>>

>>
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tongue, then swallow. Another young nurse crumples the paper cup in her fist and smiles. They must keep 
me strapped in a wheelchair now. Through my window the morning glare half hides the crucifix over my 
bed. The holiest part is always that which cannot be seen. It is the part I left behind when I crossed over 
the leafy threshold. L’arbre de vie. Its roots are buried under the path of least resistance. An invisible trail 
leading to random corridors. The green man pulsates and signals a constant knotting of the crossroads. Un 
labyrinthe de verdure… the receding walls and shifting corners of this new green world.

Steven Mayoff  www.stevenmayoff.ca

>>
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 I couldn’t get the old rhyme out of my head.  Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall/Humpty Dumpty had 
a great fall.  I tried tapping my fingers on the steering wheel to a different tune, but the words refused to 
leave.

He was laughing about something when I pulled up.  Jenny, I saw, was trying to laugh along, but the corners 
of her lips were stiff.

“Dad!” he said, as I got out of the car.  “You’re on time.”

“I left early,” I told him, trying not to stare too much.

“Thanks for showing up,” Jenny said.  Not, Thanks for coming.  Thanks for showing up.

I put my fingers on the handles of his wheelchair.  The plastic still felt as new and unfamiliar as his skin had 
when I first held him.  Jenny watched carefully as I wheeled him to the back passenger seat of my car and 
helped him get in.

It was then that the rain started up again.  It had been on and off all day, but when it was on, it was hard and 
ample.  Jenny muttered about her shoes being expensive as she hurried into the front seat.
 
“You cleaned your place up, right?” she asked, after we were all buckled up and the wheelchair packed into 
the boot.

“A bit,” I said.  “He’s never minded a little mess.”

“Still…” she replied.

The rain wasn’t falling in sheets; it was falling in enormous, grandma-knitted quilts, and it didn’t look ready 
to stop this time.  I kept checking him in the rearview mirror and saw that he was tracing the course of the 
raindrops as they trickled down the window.

“I’m a little worried about this rain,” I said when we were twenty minutes from my place.

“Why?” asked Jenny.  “We’ve just come out of a drought.  It’s good.”

“I know that.  It’s the bridge.  I’m worried we won’t be able to cross it.”

Jenny bit her lip and remained silent as I pulled onto Cedar Creek Road.  I drove slowly, even though I knew 

King’s Horses
KAHLI SCOTT
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the roads as if I’d drawn them with my own hands.  Gum trees swayed swiftly on the side, stretching their 
fingers toward us.  The rain beat down.
 
When we reached it, the small bridge was already invisible under a rush of brown water.  Jenny swore under 
her breath, and he tried to lean forward from the back seat.

“What’s wrong, Dad?” he asked.

“We can’t drive across that,” I said.  “This has happened before.  We’re going to have to walk the rest of the 
way home.”

“Walk?” said Jenny.

I reversed the car and parked it at the top of a slope shortly before the bridge.  Jenny removed her expensive 
shoes and then grabbed the bags and the chair, indicating that he was my job.  He was still smiling as I 
picked him up in my arms.

“It’s like an adventure movie,” he said.  This time, I smiled back at him.

The water flow was incredibly strong.  The moment I put my foot in it, I nudged Jenny with my elbow.  She 
stared at me.

“You should hold on,” I told her.

She took my elbow, lightly at first, then more firmly as she took her first step into the water.  He placed 
one of his arms on the back of her neck and together we walked across the bridge, water up to our shins.  
Halfway across, I started to laugh.

“What is it, Dad?”

“It is a bit like an adventure movie, isn’t it?”

We made it to the other side and soon he was back in the chair and Jenny’s hands back at her sides.  We 
started walking home and it played in my head again.  All the king’s horses and all the king’s men/Couldn’t 
put Humpty together again.  But not being together didn’t mean being broken. The rain paused for a brief 
moment and the trees froze, but the three of us kept moving.

Kahli Scott was born in the Northwest Territories, but grew up in Australia, where she completed her BFA in 
writing and literature. She currently lives in Brisbane.  www.kahliscott.com
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 Richard Landers stood by his rose bushes, whistling. He puttered about his overgrown lawn, thick 
and full of weeds while he surveyed his garden. A collection of flowers and shrubs lay before him misshapen 
and unruly, exposing a kingdom of vegetation ruled by neglect.  Bright fuchsia rose petals descended onto 
the grass like a strange pink blanket covering the backyard.

 It seemed like years since he’d last been able to take care of his garden, but he had been forced to turn 
away from his beloved pastime when his wife had grown ill.  And it felt with each passing season, she had 
grown progressively worse, bit by bit, until Mrs. Landers was literally bed-ridden and could scarcely move.  
Now he had turned into the primary caregiver.  Doctor and nurse and maid all rolled up into one.  Ah, but 
today it was different.

Today he could bask in the early June sunshine and feel the warmth gently kiss his wrinkled and porous 
skin; today he could revel among the worms and dirt and weeds, watch the white butterflies dance in their 
scattered, frenzied flight.  Today, he was a free man.

His stepson and daughter-in-law had driven up for their bi-monthly visit.  They’d clamoured noisily in the 
hallway of his small bungalow earlier that day, removing hats, jackets, shoes, exchanging pleasantries.  Since 
Mrs. Landers had taken ill, they usually tried to visit every other month, making the one and a half hour trip 
from Toronto to Trenton.  Even their presence stirred in the dim corridor, like a pebble being dropped into 
a motionless lake, swelling ripples finally igniting a sense of movement.

“How’s mom?” his stepson asked as he hung his taupe jacket in the closet.

“Oh, I suppose much of the same,” Mr. Landers replied, scratching his bulbous nose as his large feet dragged 
from the entranceway.  

He led them to where his wife lay, still dressed in her bathrobe and bedroom slippers on the couch, staring 
blankly at the television.  “Frederick’s here to see you,” he announced loudly, as if she was the one who was 
deaf, not him.

There was no reply. Fred and his wife, Florence, approached the emaciated figure and cautiously kissed 
Mrs. Landers on the cheek.

“Comment ça va, belle-maman?” Florence asked as she sat in the lumpy armchair beside the sofa.  She 
spoke in French, although her mother-in-law preferred Italian.  But Florence did not know any Italian.

Though her voice was kind, Mr. Landers had perceived a swift look of revulsion spread across Florence’s 
face.  She had erased it immediately, but he could not blame her.  After all, Mrs. Landers looked more like 

The Gardener
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a decomposing creature placed inside a crypt than an actual human being.  If Florence had ever wondered 
what her mother-in-law used to look like, she would’ve seen a vision of curly dark hair, generous hips and 
thin lips which disguised a wicked tongue used frequently over the years.  Now, her mother-in-law seemed 
to almost be an inanimate object, an entity that blended perfectly with the furniture. 

“Have you been handling everything OK?” Fred asked as they moved away from the couch. His voice 
indicated concern, but his face remained without expression.

Mr. Landers nodded.   “The nurse said she would stop by next month for the regular check-up.  Your mother 
doesn’t like it much, but we need to make sure everything is still manageable for her at home.”

“I know, I wish she would just agree to let us take her to a nursing home.  It would be so much easier for 
you, less of a burden.  How’s her blood pressure been lately?”

“How’s the what now?” Mr. Landers cried as he adjusted his hearing aid.  Years of working as a mechanic at 
the Trenton air force base repairing loud engines had ruined his ears.

“Her BLOOD PRESSURE,” Fred repeated with decided emphasis and louder pitch.  “Has she been eating well 
and taking her proper medication?”

“Same as usual,” Mr. Landers replied, turning his gaze back to the women.

He watched as Florence slowly grasped his wife’s hand, swollen and twisted by arthritis as if it had been 
made of knotted tree roots.  It sounded as if his daughter-in-law was trying to ask her about the soap opera 
playing on the television, but his wife could barely see now from the diabetes. Most likely just spots of 
colour, flickering like inconsistent shadows in her once lively brown eyes.

“And what about during the night?” Fred continued.  “Does she still call for you very often or can she sleep 
the whole way through?”

Here, Mr. Landers paused, as if seeming to weigh his response.  “It comes and goes.  It depends on how 
she’s feeling.”

He tried to block the image of just the previous night, carrying his wife in his arms onto the portable toilet 
they’d recently set up in her bedroom. She seemed to like it when he clutched her thin body around him, 
like a helpless baby being put on and off the potty to relieve herself. Some nights it was every hour on 
the hour. Is this what they meant when they’d promised in sickness and in health?  Some kind of glorified 
washroom attendant?

The Gardener

>>

>>



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 24

 “Listen Fred, I’d like to go out into the garden today, just for an hour or two.”  Mr. Landers rushed 
the words out, almost as if he felt guilty, and his stepson looked at him curiously.  

“I’ve made her usual lunch.  See, right here on the counter.”  His oversized knuckles pointed to a blue bowl 
resting in the kitchen.  It was a glossy ceramic bowl they’d purchased on their honeymoon in Milan, her 
favourite bowl.  They’d managed to bring it with them from Europe after the war.

“It’s blended pieces of chicken and bread,” Mr. Landers explained.  

He’d prepared it earlier with bits of French baguette.  The crusty aroma always reminded him of their 
favourite boulangerie while they lived in Paris, where his wife used to send him every week.  The bland 
mixture would not spike her blood sugar, even if it looked more like beige paste sitting in a bowl.  

“She eats at twelve p.m. sharp.  If you wouldn’t mind feeding her the lunch while I go outside, that would 
be most appreciated.”

“No problem,” Fred said. 

So now here he was, finally outside, a ruler among a country of rose bushes, climbing clematises, and giant 
Russian sunflowers.  A messy, prolific kingdom, but something of his own creation, nonetheless.  From 
his flimsy bucket hat, to his white tube socks pulled up to his massive calves, Mr. Landers looked like the 
eccentric king mingling amongst his eager subjects.  He took his pruning shears as he attempted to tame 
the intertwining rose bushes which had begun to overtake his fence.

While he whistled, he happened to gaze upon a mourning dove’s nest perched inside the water gutter.  
It appeared as if there were two small eggs inside, but where was the mother?  He’d never noticed that 
before.  He knew mourning doves were known for abandoning their nest if they felt a predator was near.  
Somehow, Mr. Landers didn’t like the idea of leaving the eggs exposed, just ripe for the picking from some 
hungry animal.  He stopped his pruning to fetch a small box and wrapped the eggs inside a used cloth.  
Hobbling over to his shed, he thought perhaps he might have given the unborn babies a second chance.

Returning to his task, Mr. Landers began filling up his bucket with dead leaves, damaged stems, and shriveled 
blossoms, careful not to cut himself on the sharp thorns.  So engaged was he with this task that he grew 
oblivious to the shouting coming from his house.  Snip, snip, snip.  He continued to trim his bushes with 
laser precision.  There was something about the repetition of gardening which heightened his focus, made 
everything else fade away.  But a forceful crash jolted him from his concentration. He dropped his shears 
and staggered inside.  Someone, an alien voice was screaming.

“Non! C’est dégoûtant.  Je ne vais pas le manger.  Où est Richard?  Je veux Richard!”

The Gardener
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 When he appeared onto the scene, he saw his wife staring ferociously at their guests like a snarling 
pit bull, with the coffee table toppled over and the blue bowl shattered across the floor.  What looked like 
watery oatmeal with bits of chicken floating inside began to dribble down the carpet.

“I’m sorry,” Florence stammered.  “We were just trying to feed her lunch.  She took a few spoonfuls, but 
then refused to eat and got angry.”
 
He limped over to the sofa, with his wife ready to strike out at anyone who approached her.
“Marie,” he said quietly.  “C’est bien.  Ils essaient de vous aider.” 

“Je ne mangerai pas!” she cried stubbornly. 
 
She began to kick the leg of the overturned coffee table and thrashed her arms in protest. 

 “I think it’s better if you leave now,” Mr. Landers said, trying to control his wife’s flailing arms. 

His lips twitched and quivered as he struggled to calm her down.  His bifocals got dislodged from his face 
as his wife inadvertently struck him.  Grabbing her by the wrists he pushed her arms forcefully against her 
chest, but she continued to resist vigorously until her bathrobe became loose, exposing the crevice of a 
flattened breast.

“You can leave now,” he repeated.

His stepson and daughter-in-law nodded mutely as they grabbed their coats and left the house.  For the 
next few hours, Mr. Landers spent the afternoon sweeping up shards of the broken ceramic bowl and 
cleaning the carpet of soggy food.  His wife had settled down and he managed to make her a new batch of 
blended chicken with bread, coaxing her patiently to eat with each mouthful.  He patted her arm after every 
obedient gulp.  There was no one else who could do it.
 
After the meal, she seemed happier and he watched her favourite television program along with her.  The 
images glared in his eyes and Mr. Landers did not even adjust his hearing aid to listen to the dialogue.  As 
dinner approached, he prepared himself a leftover piece of steak with a baked potato.  He ate alone at the 
dinner table with the sound of the knife and fork scraping the plate.  

After some time, his wife finally fell asleep on the couch.  He carried her like an injured dog in his arms and 
placed her on the bed.  He observed her shallow breathing for a while before returning to his own room to 
read a book.

Finally, the evening was calm.  The house fell back to its sepulchral tones and the silent shadows spread 
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onto the floor like a tomb for two.  But outside the pruning shears still lay abandoned on the grass, the 
weeds continued to populate, and the two lonely eggs began to disintegrate from evening chill.  A lush 
kingdom of disorder continued its never-ending cycle of decay and rejuvenation.  The day was over and the 
elderly couple lay soundless in their separate beds.  While his wife waited for death, Mr. Landers dreamed 
of his garden.

Originally from Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia, Alice Soon’s family immigrated to Toronto where she received a 
business degree in marketing and strategic management.  Aside from writing and reading, she also enjoys 
musical theatre, opera, ballet, and the UFC.
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 For the longest time, Elinor Franklin thought her grandfather had been a pilot. In the only 
photograph she’d seen of him outside the carefully-posed family portraits, he stood beside an airplane. 
Chin raised, hands clasped behind his back in quiet dignity.

 The photograph was in the living room of her grandmother’s apartment; a large black and white print 
propped up on the electric fireplace. Elinor would stand on her tiptoes after every Sunday dinner and let 
her imagination spin. This unfettered version of her grandfather seemed to whisper persistently, promising 
untold adventures, stories itching for air. She strained to listen, sucking slowly on butter mints and feeling 
convinced that this man had once truly existed. That, indeed, the world had existed before her eyes had 
opened to it.   

He must have been a very brave man, she decided, to fly a plane.

“Did Grandpa die in a plane crash?” Elinor asked from the back seat of the family Cordoba when she was 
too young.

Her mother turned her head to peek through the front seats. “No. Why would you think that?”

Elinor shrugged, looking curiously at her father’s eyes in the rear view mirror before he shifted his focus 
back to the road. 

Her grandmother lined the apartment’s single hallway with family portraits, marking time in yearly intervals 
from the living room entrance to the bathroom door. Elinor would study these on Sundays as well, too old 
to jump on the spare bed with Lucy and too young to follow the adult conversation that hung in the air with 
cigarette smoke. She lingered in the hallway, intrigued by these thinner, less harried aunts and uncles who 
met her gaze from behind the thin glass. 

“You will be an accountant,” she whispered to her Uncle Phil, age seven. 

“And you will have twin babies. A boy and a girl,” she told her Aunt Elizabeth.

Elinor’s father Daniel was the oldest of seven children and seemed to be rooted to the back-row centre 
where his height balanced the image. His siblings shifted – Phil from his sister’s lap in one year to the floor 
in the next – but the photographer had found Daniel’s backbone unwavering. 

And then, after the photograph in which Daniel was 15, a cocky smile beginning to find a home on his face, 
Elinor had reached the corner. And the photographs stopped. 

Weak Bones
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 “Where did Grandpa fly?” 

“What? Where did he fly when?”

“In his airplane.”

“Your Grandpa Franklin was a surgeon.” Her mother was pulling Elinor’s hair back into a ponytail, alternating 
between a brush stroke and a smoothing with her palm until she had gathered it all at the crown. She met 
Elinor’s eyes in the mirror while Lucy wriggled on her parents’ bed behind them, trying to wait her turn. 
“He didn’t have an airplane.”

“He was a doctor?” Elinor frowned. 

“Yes. A surgeon. He performed operations.” 

“How did he die?” 

Mrs. Franklin glanced back at Lucy’s expectant face. “Mmm … Let’s talk about that another time,” she said, 
and turned back to Elinor. “How’s the ponytail? Good?”

“Nope,” Elinor wrinkled her nose. “Tighter.”

A few months later, Elinor learned that at the end of her grandmother’s single hallway – where the wall 
angled toward the bathroom, and Daniel was eternally fifteen years old – Dr Franklin, the surgeon, had 
jumped from the twenty first floor of a psychiatric hospital.   

Elinor soon stopped sneaking extra butter mints from her grandmother’s candy dish. She kept away from 
the airplane photograph, not wanting to be privy to her grandfather’s untold anything. Instead, she found 
herself searching worriedly for pieces of her grandfather in her father’s face – inspecting the angle of his jaw 
line, the bridge of his nose when he wasn’t looking.  She was thankful to find none. Mr. Franklin had made 
himself into a strong man; his bones strong enough, on some weekend afternoons, to bench press Elinor’s 
giggling sister twenty five times without slowing down. 

***

On the evening of November tenth, Elinor lay in bed with a flashlight and a Judy Blume book. She snapped 
it shut as her father entered, careful to hide the grown-up-looking cover of Tiger Eyes. 

“Would you like to come to school with me tomorrow?” Mr. Franklin’s voice revealed the degree of honour 

Weak Bones

>>

>>



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 29

he was bestowing upon her. Each year for the past seven, he had been in charge of the Remembrance Day 
assembly at Chesterton Elementary. The level of seriousness with which he took this task resulted in Elinor’s 
increasing interest.

She swallowed thickly and found she could only nod. 

In the morning, she wore a skirt made of pink corduroy and, at her mother’s insistence, dark brown tights to 
shield her legs from the wind. Her hands were nearly shaking as she fastened the seat belt of the Cordoba. 
The front bucket seats had her sitting uncomfortably low and she held the belt with one hand to keep it 
below her cheek. 
 
Elinor followed him through the school corridors, passing through groups of rough-housing students who 
behaved – as Elinor deemed them – rather childish, considering the occasion. She lifted her chin slightly and 
let her toes hit the floor before her heels as though she were a ballerina or a gymnast or a child of similar 
grace. 

In Mr. Franklin’s office, she sat gingerly on a chair, letting her coat fall from her shoulders. A bell sounded 
and gradually the jumble of laughter and shouting was muted by teachers and their classroom doors. 

“You’ll be all right here for awhile?” her father asked, but his mind was on other things and he let the door 
close behind him.

At 10:30 the school secretary led Elinor to the gymnasium and placed her on a wooden bench pushed 
against the side wall. 

“Thank you,” Elinor whispered, reluctant to let her voice disturb the room’s silence. She played with the 
hem of her skirt and blinked quickly until classes began filing in. They seated themselves at designated 
markers: kindergarten at the front, grade six at the back, nearest the chairs for parents and teachers. Only 
Elinor sat on the bench. She swallowed. 

All murmurs ceased as Mr. Franklin walked to the front podium. He was solemn as he welcomed Chesterton 
Elementary and guests to the assembly. The overhead projector clicked on to illuminate the humming 
image of a poppy. 

“Today I want to talk to you about this symbol,” he said, shifting slightly. “The poppy. We all wear one.” He 
gestured at his own. “You see them for sale at supermarkets, on street corners. But what do they mean? 
Why this flower?”

Elinor watched her father control the room with his voice. He gave the history of Flanders Fields, his words 
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transforming the gymnasium into a graveyard; poppies blowing despite the stillness. 
 
“We wear the poppy to honour those who fell in battle.” Mr. Franklin leaned onto the podium. “It reminds 
us of those brave enough to fight when they were needed. Those who gave their lives that we might live in 
peace.” 

Elinor fingered her own felt poppy, wondering whether someone would ever need her to be brave enough 
to give her life. To fall. She closed her eyes, imagining air rushing at her face until it became hard to breathe. 
She wondered whether falling and jumping would feel the same once you left the ground.

Mr. Franklin stepped aside, then, keeping his hands clasped in front of him while a sixth-grader made her 
way to the podium for the roll call. In a small voice, she named soldiers from their town who had fought 
and died in battle. Chesterton’s fallen soldiers. Elinor’s eyes widened as the names continued, knowing, for 
each one, a family had mourned, trying to be comforted by words like bravery and freedom. She watched 
her father bow his head in respect. 

When the Last Post began to sound, Elinor feared to move, scanning the room only with her eyes. Her head 
suddenly felt very full, and she lowered her gaze to the ground with relief as the music gave way to silence. 

***

It was on the morning she turned fifteen that Elinor slid out of her bed feeling as though she had not quite 
woken up. She got ready for school in a thin but distinctive haze, showering and putting on jeans and a 
new sweater. She watched her face closely in the mirror as she put on make-up – tasteful make-up, as she 
had negotiated with her parents. A few brushes of mascara and lip gloss, most days. Today, though, on this 
special occasion, she smoothed a darker shade of red onto her lips, pressing them together to even out the 
colour. 

And then she paused mid-movement, having noticed something in her reflection. Something that made the 
inside of her stomach feel cool, as though she had just gulped down a pitcher of ice water. Elinor turned her 
head slightly to the side, tracing the bridge of her nose slowly with her fingertip.

Weak Bones
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 The bell rang. I trudged back to my corner, slumped on the stool, and wished I had trained harder. 
From a few feet away I could hear the voice of Jim Fletcher, a drinking buddy of mine. Jim was at ringside as 
sports reporter for the local radio station.

 “...and if you’ve just tuned in, fight fans, the cruiserweight clash between Paul Owen and Jimmy Chandler 
has one round to go. These guys may have been around a long time, but what a contest they’ve given us 
tonight! By my reckoning, Paul is trailing on points, and he needs a big, big finish. I guess the crowd will be 
right behind him, as he’s the local boy, born and bred in this great city of ours. One thing’s certain - the last 
round will be as thrilling as the other nine!”

Maybe he’d been watching a different fight. Good old Jim. He was wasted as a sports correspondent. He 
should have written poetry. Or war propaganda.

“As we wait for the last crucial three minutes, I’m joined at ringside by Buddy Salini, that fine middleweight 
of the eighties, a man who’s been in the ring with the very best. Great to have you with us, Buddy. How do 
you see the scoring so far?”

But Jim was only telling half of it. Yes, Buddy had been in with the best, first as a trial horse, then a walking 
punch bag, and his face and mind were witnesses.   A doctor told me once that an old, punchy fighter 
would sometimes try to disguise the damage by using words of three or four syllables in an attempt to 
sound eloquent. The trouble was that a limited vocabulary led to one such word being overused. From 
somewhere, Buddy had gleaned the word ‘basically’.

“Uh, well, Glen -yeah, I mean Jim - basically, uh, I see Chandler ahead right now, but basically one punch 
from Evans could turn the whole, uh, fight basically around. Oh, yeah, it’s Owen...”

I was almost pleased when the bell rang.

If I didn’t want to tell the truth, I could make things a whole lot more exciting. I could tell you that as I moved 
out to the centre of the ring, I caught sight of my beautiful but loyal wife in the crowd, with our beautiful but 
sick child on her lap. That in the final round, I took enough punishment to kill a platoon of marines, and was 
down for a count of nine, but recovered to knock Chandler out. That in the seconds before I was mobbed by 
a hysterically cheering crowd, I hugged my wife and said: “I did it all for you, honey - and the kid!”

Bull, of course. My son wants nothing to do with me, and if my ex-wife was in the crowd she’d have been 
wanting me to get my lights punched out. Chandler and I had just about enough left to throw a few jabs and 
lean on each other. That left the formality of the scorecards being read, and his hand raised. 

Undercard
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 Like most of my fights, it had been untidy  and unexciting. I wasn’t worried. I always say, if you want 
excitement and neat endings, watch wrestling.

I had showered, dressed and collected my money. On the way out of the building, I caught sight of myself 
on a promotional poster, one of those bits of paper that stays on the wall years after the event it advertises, 
because nobody can be bothered to take it down. The promoters had pushed me in those days, and the 
local press had played along. Paul Owen, an exciting newcomer to the fight game. A hometown boy who 
could go all the way.

You can advertise people the same as anything else. But it won’t work if the product’s no good. It hadn’t 
taken a Muhammad Ali to end my undefeated record. Pretty soon, it was obvious to everyone that at best 
I’d be a journeyman, a supporting act for the real prospects. These days, only the most ardent boxing buff 
would know who I was. 

I thought: at least I still recognize myself. The face on the poster was still what I saw when I shaved. Except 
the jaw line wasn’t as firm, the face less tight, the nose a little flatter and lumpier. And most of all the eyes. 
Something in the eyes.

The knowledge that you can lose more than a fight.

It was a mild evening. My usual post-fight resolve to live right and train right was, again as usual, fading. I 
walked the couple of blocks from the arena to Freddy’s Place, which is where I do most of my drinking. As 
regards to the décor, it has much in common with the city sports hall, but I like the atmosphere. It’s a kind 
of neutral ground where businessmen, students, artists, blue collar workers and pretty well anyone else can 
drink and co-exist. 

Freddy himself was working the bar. “Hey, here comes the town’s answer to Dempsey. I was disappointed, 
Paul. I wanted you to land the big punch in the last round.” 

I grinned. “I did, but somebody shoulda told Chandler. He didn’t feel it. Wish I could say the same when he 
hit me.”

“Well, at least you get all the money for the pain. Smart move of yours, managing yourself.”

I shrugged. “What would a manager do except set me up for some golden boy to knock over?” 

Freddy put a beer in front of me without being asked. “Drink up. At least you’re a cruiserweight. You don’t 
have to watch the calories.”
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 “That’s his trouble,” said Jacko, another regular. He was in business - he owned a landscape 
gardening firm. Between fights, I sometimes did labouring work for him. “See, Paul here is too big to be a 
light-heavy but too small to take on the real big guys. It’s a shame, kid. Nature made you exactly the wrong 
size.”

“What’s with this too small?” asked someone else. I knew him vaguely, I’d seen him in there before, but I 
couldn’t recall his name. “It never stopped Marciano.” 

“A vastly overrated boxer,” yelled someone else from the direction of the pool table - and the old, endless 
discussion started up, the hypothetical fights between men of different eras and styles. The old controversies: 
Tunney’s long count, did Johnson take a dive in Havana...It flowed over me as I sank the beers.

“C’mon, Paul.” I realized Freddy was talking to me. “You’re the expert. Let’s have your opinion.”

“Eh? Sorry, I wasn’t listening.”

“The greatest heavyweight of all time. The best ever. Who’d get your vote?”

Of course. All bar-room boxing conversations end with this question. 

“Me, of course!”

“Hey, yeah, but seriously. Let’s have your choice.”

“OK then, I’d have to pick -” 

A blank. I see the face, I know who he is, but the name has disappeared, as if wiped from a slate in my head.

“Yeah, Paul? Make up your mind”

“The guy...the guy who beat Braddock. And that German - he beat that German in one round.”

“You mean Joe Louis. Well just say so!”

“Louis, of course. What’s in this beer?”

The bar closed an hour later. We spilled on to the pavement, the conversations rambling by now, the friendly 
arguments unresolved. I began to walk the three blocks to the brownstone building where I rented a room. 
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     The best ever. You might as well talk about religion. People believed what they wanted: Sullivan, 
Dempsey, Ali, Marciano. And Louis, of course. I said his name again, as if afraid it might not be there.

Any of them, the greatest. But not me. I thought of that poster. The night and the alcohol made it seem like 
a graven image.

Paul Owen could never have been a contender. 

Undercard
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 There’s three of everything now. 

Three toothbrushes in the plastic glass next to the sink. Three pairs of shoes on the doormat in the hallway. 
Three used mugs lined up upside down in the top drawer of the dishwasher. Sometimes, in the morning, 
when the house is empty and the Parents have already left the house, I take yours out of the cupboard – the 
one that says “Bad Mother Fucker”, just like Jules’s wallet in Pulp Fiction – and I put it down on the kitchen 
table right in front of me, just because it makes me feel a little less alone. The coffee tastes harsher than 
when you used to make it for me though. And I still can’t whip up that foam you made so well.

Every Wednesday as I leave to go to school, I cross paths with Ana Rosa. We have our usual little exchange 
over the drone of the vacuum cleaner – “Hola Anasita, como estas?” and then “Bien y tu, preciosa?” – 
and then I ask her not to clean your room today. Every time, she gives me a sad little smile and squeezes 
my hand in hers, her thick, gold rings pressing hard into my skin. Every time, I look away and mumble 
something about having a bus to catch. Sometimes I go into your room when no one’s home and sit on 
your bed and breathe in the damp scent of Axe and wet socks that still lingers in the air, that smell I used to 
complain so much about before. Everything is still exactly the way you left it: empty packs of rolling paper 
abandoned on your desk, giant sneakers stacked messily in the corner, red and black graffiti cans lined up 
against the window sill, the posters of Bob Marley and Scarface that I’d bought you to cover the holes you’d 
punched in the walls. Last week I pulled them down and looked at the gaps, running my fingers over their 
ragged edges, each hole telling the story of a different frustration. I remember your bloody knuckles and 
how the house shook with every punch you threw and how no one – not even Dad – could make you stop 
launching your fists once you got started. I remember waiting for it to be over and silently stepping into 
your room with alcohol and bandages, and how you’d let me fix you. I remember how neither of us would 
ever say a word while I did.

It’s the little things I miss. When I’m in my room studying, for instance, I still gradually crank up the volume, 
decibel by decibel, as if my music still had to compete with the repetitive rap that would always boom from 
your bedroom across the hall. Remember when we’d do that until our ears buzzed and the Parents yelled at 
us to stop from downstairs? Now, when I turn my music off, there’s nothing but silence. 

And I miss worrying about you. I miss telling Mom, “Yeah yeah, he was in bed when I went up” when the 
truth is I stayed up until the backdoor screeched open at dawn and I heard you drunkenly paw your way up 
the back steps. I also miss snapping at your friends on the phone when they would call the house fifty times 
a day because you got your cell phone confiscated at school. And I miss covering for you when the secretary 
would call to say you hadn’t come in that day. Now, no one ever calls anymore.

Three: Monologue of a Nostalgic Sister
SASKIA THIBODEAU-VAN DEN BERG
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 What I miss most is racing you for who would get to shower first in the morning, and the times 
you would call me to ask at what time the Parents would be home and when I’d be home and if you could 
please borrow my bike “just for an hour” because you had another flat tire and you really needed to be 
somewhere but wouldn’t tell me where or why. I even miss arguing with you over who did the dishes last, 
and who put the empty milk carton back in the fridge, and whose turn it is to take out the trash, and who 
ate all the Oreos. I miss intimidating the girls you’d bring over by grilling them about their intentions and 
asking them for their full names and addresses and postal codes, “just in case things get ugly, you know?” 
And I miss falling asleep in front of the T.V. in the den and how you’d scoop me up and carry me to my bed 
every time. I never thanked you, but I knew it was you.

I even miss the big fights, like that time I came in without knocking because I needed to borrow a pen and I 
found you at your desk, with your giant Ziploc bag full of little purple pills. I remember the look in your eyes 
when you saw me and the words we screamed at each other and how I grabbed the bag off your lap and 
sprinted to the bathroom. I remember how you caught my wrist in the hallway and wouldn’t let go, and how 
we both tugged at the bag until it burst. I remember the sound of those hundreds of little purple pills falling 
to the floor, ricocheting off the walls and bouncing down the stairs like tiny marbles. I remember your panic, 
and how you cupped your hands and tried to catch them. I remember how you dropped to your knees and 
swept your hands against the wood, saving as many as you could. I remember what you called me and how 
I told you that I hate you. Now, I can only hope you heard me say that I love you more often – or at least that 
it meant more to you. Because it did to me.

You know, I still look for you in the bus stops and parks and alleyways of N.D.G. when I walk home from the 
library late at night, as if I still expect to find you there with your hooded friends, stomping your feet to stay 
warm. And I still count the empty beer cans in the recycling bin like I used to before, to know how much 
you’d had to drink that day. But they’re all Dad’s now. I still check under my mattress to see if you left me 
a five piece of weed to sample. And I still leave the porch light on for you when I go up to bed. I guess it’s 
because some part of me likes to think that you’re going to come home any minute now and just stayed out 
past your curfew, that’s all.

Some evenings, when I’m distracted, I still set the table for four. Then I have to hurry and bring the fourth 
set back to the kitchen as soon as I notice my slip. Before Mom sees it, says Dad, or else she might cry. And 
things are so quiet at home now that I sometimes fantasize about throwing a fit to compensate because 
no one ever screams around here anymore. But it’s not a good silence that reigns in the house; it’s a sad, 
resigned stillness. It’s awkward and unnatural and it makes everyone uneasy. Even when the Parents sigh 
and smile and say soft things like “Now isn’t this nice?” between two bites of supper, their eyes are empty 
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and their faces are worn and I know they’re lying because they look at their plates and put their forks down.

There’s three of everything now that you’re gone.

And I don’t like odd numbers, Raph.

Born to a well-traveled Franco-Canadian mother and a well-read Swiss and Dutch father, Saskia Thibodeau-
van den Berg was immersed in many cultures and languages from an early age on. But it was her love for 
the English language that pushed her to start writing short stories of fiction and non-fiction at the age of 10. 
Since then, she has been published in the Montreal Gazette, completed an internship  with Montreal’s 
Nightlife Magazine and had several poems featured in online publications.
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY

“Maybe that’s what life is... a wink of the eye and winking stars. “ - Jack Kerouac
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 43

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 44

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 45

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY

Jennifer took the following photographs of her father, James. Here’s what she wanted you to know about them:

My father, James, has lost many things in his life: his marriage, his teeth, a couple of toes and he has even lost his short-term memory.  But most significant is what re-
mains.  He has not lost his daughters or his ability to make them laugh at the drop of a hat.  These images are the exploration of alternate identities and possibilities for 
my father who lacks memory but makes up for it in humor and charisma. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY JENNIFER COFFEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 48

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MATTHEW FERNANDEZ

“The source of all light is in the eye.” - Alan Wilson Watts
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY GAVIN MOODLEY

“As if you were on fire from within..the moon lives within the lining of your skin”. - Pablo Neruda



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 52

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GAVIN MOODLEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 53

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GAVIN MOODLEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 54

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GAVIN MOODLEY



Origami Journal  Summer 2013 55
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY EMILY VANDERARK 

“I think having land and not ruining it is the most beautiful art that anybody could ever want.” - Andy Warhol
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