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A Word from the Editors

As 2013 comes to a close we are humbled to refl ect on the incredibly talented writers and 
photographers we’ve published in Origami’s fi rst four issues. We understand and greatly 
admire the thought and eff ort that go into each and every story and photo, and the 
intensely personal connec  on that all of our contributors hold with their work. As Origami 
con  nues to grow, we know that our connec  on to the global crea  ve community will 
as well. We look forward to even greater exposure for all of your fantas  c contribu  ons.
 
Without further ado, please pour yourself something warm and enjoy our Winter 2013 
issue.
 
Wishing you the happiest of holidays and a produc  ve 2014,           
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 Robin looks out her kitchen window and thinks the tulip bed, which is so beau  ful and bright in 
daylight, looks eerie in the cold light of the full moon. It’s April, the trees have no foliage yet so of course 
the yard looks stark. 

 She grips the telephone and listens to the steady ring. Where can he be? He should be home by 
now. She fi ngers the pieces of her chunky necklace, and tries to calm her nerves.

 Last year, she wouldn’t have given this sense of foreboding a second thought, but with all that’s 
happened, she no longer denies her intui  on. Perry says she puts undue pressure on him. Says he can’t 
possibly live up to all her demands. He tries, she knows he does. With a sigh she hangs up the receiver and 
picks up her cup of tea hoping its warmth will ease her. Ridiculous Bri  sh heritage, the world can be going 
to hell in a hand basket but if one simply serves tea at the right moment, all will be well.

 She walks to the living room listening to the sounds of her house. She stops in front of the fl oor to 
ceiling windows facing the lake. The ice is almost gone. The unusual heat of the day warmed the ground— 
as a result, there is dense fog; the boathouse is barely discernible. 

 They’ve lived here a year. Perry jokes about the commute; he says the daily ride is like being 
perpetually on holiday. She shivers. Last year, he got an infec  on in his lungs. It came on so suddenly and 
so violently that all the doctors, his friends, had warned her there was a chance he might not make it. He is 
so weakened even now, a full year later, that she’s seen him fall asleep at the dinner table. He just dri  s off . 
He’s returned to work in the Emergency Room at St. Joe’s insis  ng he’s needed there. He says she shouldn’t 
worry; the mortgage insurance is up to date. Die and the house is all hers. 

 She hates that he treats the whole situa  on so casually. As if the house ma  ers to her more than 
he does. She glances away from her refl ec  on in the glass. Yes, she’s the one who fell in love with this place. 
Yes, she’s the one who craved the fi ve acres of untamed bush. The studio, which is hers alone, is hidden 
from view and accessible only from the lake side of the house. The path is indiscernible, the double row of 
bushes so cleverly planted they look natural. She wanted this place so badly; loves it so much. 

 Perry hadn’t been as keen. He tried to tempt her with a condo overlooking Lake Ramsey. Said 
there’d be no pizza delivery out here and he’d been right. But one look at this place and her mind was made 
up. 

 She looks at her watch, wonders if she should try him again and walks back to the kitchen. Ten 
rings. She hangs up and considers what to do. She sits at the small desk in the corner of the kitchen and 
turns on the computer. When the icons appear on screen, she clicks to open her e-mail. A window pops up 
asking her to verify her password. How odd. Earlier in the day a similar message read that she was already 

Th e Call
VERA CONSTANTINEAU 

>>



Origami Journal  Winter 2013 5

signed in at a diff erent computer. She keys in her password, EarlGrey, the window disappears and the inbox 
opens.  

 Her heart skips a li  le. Eric has wri  en again. She’s told him he must be more careful, that he 
should not contact her, but he insists their rela  onship is the only thing keeping him sane. The gallery is 
suff ering in the wake of the world’s latest fi nancial crisis. He says he can’t survive indefi nitely; he hasn’t sold 
a piece in months. 

 She opens his e-mail and it immediately makes her smile. He calls her Robin Capulet. He says Perry 
is a very bad Romeo. He insists it is the two of them who are truly the star-crossed lovers. He is such a fool. 
She smiles at his silliness. Really, he can have any woman he wants, yet once again he says he is saving 
himself, almost exclusively, for her. The key words are ‘almost exclusively.’ She knows he’s been seeing other 
women. Mutual friends take perverse pleasure in dropping such informa  on into casual conversa  ons, 
warning or jealous jabs, who can say. She thinks women have some form of sophis  cated radar that allows 
them to pick up on even the faintest signals. It isn’t as if she and Eric ever go out in public. Well, only those 
few  mes last year, prior to Perry falling ill. She feels the old anger s  r. Perry, always working, refused to 
take care of himself, and what was the result? He almost dies. 

 Now Eric makes dinner for her in his apartment at the gallery. Ostensibly they meet to discuss 
commissions he’s arranging on her behalf. He’s so sympathe  c, has always been. That fi rst night she found 
herself telling him everything and soon they’d gone past dinner and a bo  le of very expensive champagne. 
Dessert had been rather more carnal than caloric. She can admit that she became infatuated, is s  ll 
infatuated. He pays her a great deal of a  en  on. Perry does not. 

 She made an unfortunate drawing of the two of them. Perry, who previously never entered her 
studio, came home unexpectedly a few weeks ago and walked in. It was too late to do anything about it 
then. The sketch was on her table in full view. She’d made a joke about becoming an ero  c ar  st. The sketch 
was rather telling. However, Perry didn’t press the point.  

 She reminds Eric of his promise to be friends, just friends, but she knows she would be devastated 
if he kept his promise to the le  er. She assures herself it’s a harmless fl irta  on, nothing more, not now. She 
hits send. 

 Robin hears a car and closes the laptop. As she walks past the island she draws her fi nger  ps over 
the surface of the granite. It’s so beau  ful. She opens the door.

 “Hello, Robin Darling.” 

 “Perry, why are you so late? I’ve been worried.” 

>>

Th e Call
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 “Have you? Robin Capulet? Nothing to keep you occupied? You should have called Eric, the perfect 
Romeo.”

 “What? What do you know about Eric?”

 “And ‘EarlGrey’ Robin? Such a predictable password when one knows you. I’ve read all of his 
e-mails. I especially enjoyed the replies. You know what this means, of course?”

 “N-no. What?”

 “I’m afraid you’ve lost your untamed woods, lost your oh-so-secluded studio, and of course, these 
granite counters you so lovingly polish.”

 She reminds herself to breathe. She backs up slowly, thinking. “If you are talking about divorce, 
Perry, I’ll do whatever I have to. This house is mine.”

 “Robin, Robin, I’ve printed your e-mails. Didn’t I tell you? I want you gone. Now. Go pack your 
things.” Perry turns on his heel, taking her compliance for granted. 

 Shortly she returns to the kitchen with her suitcase. Perry is si   ng at the island. He is holding 
the an  que ice pick. She sees he’s scratching something on the counter. Real fear rises inside her, she tells 
herself not to be ridiculous, this is Perry not some crazy person.  

 “Here’s the deal, Robin. I’ll live here because I know how much you love it. Just as a reminder 
I’ve carved today’s date on the counter. Rather fi   ng, don’t you think? A granite gravestone for a dead 
marriage.” Perry puts down the ice pick and walks out.

 Robin picks up her car keys and again reaches for the telephone.       

>>

Vera Constan  neau lives in Copper Cliff , Ontario. She writes short fi c  on, poetry and humour. Her work 
has appeared in The An  gonish Review, Acorn Haiku Journal, Haiku Canada Review, Notes from the Gean, 
Kernels Online, Bo  le Rockets, Emerald Bolts and journals Sulphur II and III and Terra North/Nord, as well 
as in the anthologies Canadian Crossroads, Amprosia, Our Lakes Shall Set us Free, Manitoulin Morsels, Wild 
Words and Outcrops.

Th e Call
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 M. D. was busy moving numbers from the database to the spreadsheet when a barely audible ping 
coming from his computer’s speakers broke his concentra  on.  Glancing at the corner of the screen he saw 
the pop-up that read, “You have mail.”

 He pulled the pointer to the box where a click of his mouse bu  on caused the spreadsheet to 
disappear and the company’s email server to fi ll the screen. It took him a second to acknowledge the 
name on the message’s address line.  And a few more to accept that it could really be from her.  Wavering 
between hesita  on and excitement, M. D. opened the email.

 “Hey Moondog,” the message began.  “I’m out of prison and staying at the Compton Street halfway 
house.  I can have visitors from seven un  l nine.  Your name’s on my list.  Megan.”

 M. D. rose from his black leather and plas  c hydraulic roller chair, stood, and looked out his offi  ce 
window onto the alley below.  Five fl oors down he could see into an open dumpster, not quite piled to the 
top with trash.  That’s a clean dumpster.  Wonder if there’s anything good in there.  

 The sound of the offi  ce door fl ying open caused him to spin around.  Bill Seeger burst into the 
room.  “Did you hear?  Masterson in accoun  ng got fi red for gambling.  He was in deep debt.  They didn’t 
even give him  me to clean out his desk.  Just escorted him out of the building.  Gone.”  

 M. D. checked the surprise in his voice as he responded, “Seeger you always get the gossip fi rst.  
How’d the company even know?”

 “Masterson got an email from his bookie.” Seeger answered.  “Ever since those two guys in receiving 
got busted for downloading porn, all our computer ac  vity has been monitored.  Walker in security reads 
everything that comes in.  Now the accountant’s gone.”  Seeger slowly shook his head before adding, “Don’t 
forget, it’s your turn to buy lunch.  Go  a run.”  

 M. D. looked at the message on his screen.  How will the company respond when Walker gives 
them a copy of that? They’re gonna want to know why I got mail from someone just out of prison. Great. 
How can I explain Megan?  

 M. D. sat down at his desk.  His hand reached for the mouse to delete the email, but he found 
himself clicking on reply instead.  “OK” was all he typed before sending the message.  That should appease 
her without making a commitment.  Besides, I can tell Walker that OK means nothing.

 M. D. closed the email and returned to the spreadsheet.  He stared at the columns and rows of 
numbers.  Meaningless numbers.  It was in Sea  le, no maybe Tulsa.  The packing crate that had held an 

Th e Compton Street Email
JOSEPH COVER
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upright freezer.  We dragged it fi ve blocks just to put it in the alley behind the deli.  Those people didn’t let 
anything spoil.  That was the best dumpster in Sea  le.  Yeah, Sea  le.  It was cold.  We had those sleeping 
bags under us, and we would wrap together with the blankets over us.  That was nice.  Lying there side by 
side.  The bo  oms of her feet would rest on the tops of mine, my knees nestled in behind hers. Her breast 
fi lled my hand.  I always fell asleep with my face buried in her dreads.  

 M. D. jerked at the sound of his offi  ce door sliding open.  Walker!  He breathed a sigh of relief; it 
was only one of the mail-clerks.  Crossing the burgundy carpeted fl oor to the desk the clerk handed M. D. 
the correspondence before asking, “Got any outgoing?”

 “No.”  Then he remembered the two packets going to adver  sing.  “Oh yeah, these.  See ya 
tomorrow.”

 Her dreads.  She had beau  ful red hair.  Her skin was so pale.  And so many freckles.  A smile crept 
across M. D.’s face as he closed his eyes, folded his hands on top of his head and leaned back in his chair.  
How long did it take.  Not long.  Maybe a week.  Yeah.  By the  me we had been on the road a week her hair 
was dingy from the dirt.  And her skin.  Black specks inhabited her pores.  And I was no cleaner.  How many 
showers did I take that year?

 If I don’t get back to work, I’ll be back there.  M. D. returned to the process of transferring numbers 
from one chart to the next.  Prison.  Why was she in prison?

 At lunch, M. D. sat picking at a blackened chicken sandwich accompanied by a spinach salad.  He 
silently watched Seeger devouring a plate of shrimp fe  uccini.  Florida.  It was in Florida.   Megan was diving 
for food.  She was wearing her red dumpster-hoodie, and her green eyes sparkled through the dirt when she 
held up that clear takeout container with a full salad and half eaten sandwich and declared, “Today we eat 
like royalty.”  

 Being with her felt like royalty.  Did we fall in love, or did we just fall? 

 “Hey, hey.  M. D. we got to hurry,” Seeger chided his friend.  “You’re si   n’ there staring into space.”

 “Seeger, I think I got a problem.”

 “Well, tell me about it.” 

 “I once spent a year living homeless.  It was my girlfriend Megan’s idea.  The day we graduated 
high school we took off .  We le   everything behind.  Literally.  We took no IDs, no credit cards, no clothes, 
no nothing.  All we had was $59.45 in cash.  We were going to spend six months as transients, then write a 

>>
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book.

 “A year later we were s  ll living on the streets.  Sleeping wherever we could fi nd a spot.  Exis  ng 
in and out of shelters.  Ea  ng from dumpsters.”

 “Wait a minute,” Seeger interjected, hal  ng his fork, with thin ribbons of fe  uccini dangling down 
the edges, mere inches from his mouth.  “Not really out of dumpsters!  Not trash dumpsters?” 

 “Oh yes,” M. D. quietly assured him, his eyes dropping to the table.  

 Seeger stared at M. D.

 “Near the end,” M. D. con  nued.  “I was arrested for shopli  ing. They found a couple hits of LSD on 
me and I did six months shock  me in prison with a fi ve-year parole.  When I got out, I said I’d had enough, 
returned home, and went to college, and then to work for the company.”  

 “They don’t hire people with a record,” Seeger frowned.  

 “I lied on my app. Apparently they didn’t run a background check.”

 “Why bring it up now?”

 “I received an email from Megan this morning.  For some reason she’s been in prison...”

 “And Walker’s read your email.” Seeger fi nished the sentence while gently nodding his head.  “Six 
months ago I’d have said screw it.  ‘Course six months ago the company wasn’t reading emails.  Now, the 
corporate sharks are looking for any fi sh they can devour.  Bet they’ve run that background check by now. 
I’d kiss my offi  ce goodbye if I was you buddy.”

 “You know what? That was the best year of my life.” 

 When he returned from lunch the fi rst thing M. D. no  ced was the Post-It note placed precisely in 
the middle of his monitor.  The block le  ers read, “mee  ng room 1 today.”  It was signed, “Walker.” 

 Jackson and Peters will be there.  And of course, Walker.  They’ll have me sit across the table from 
them where they can easily watch my demise.  I’ll keep an eye on Walker. I’m done for if he begins tugging 
on his hundred-dollar  e.  

 The clock in the lower right corner of the computer’s screen read 12:55.  M. D.  slipped his suit coat 

>>
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on and stepped into the hallway.  

 Slowly he made his way to the mee  ng room.  Through the opaque glass paneled wall he could 
make out three fi gures si   ng along one side of the table.  One of them, who appeared to be Walker, was 
adjus  ng his  e. 

 M.D. wiped the perspira  on from his palms, stepped up to the red oak door and reached for the 
silver inlaid doorknob.  Over his shoulder to the right he heard the elevator doors open as two secretaries 
returning from lunch exited the copper colored box.  

 Pivo  ng, he took the half dozen strides to the elevator; entered, pressed the black plas  c bu  on 
marked with a white L, and watched the doors slide shut.

 He le   the building, gave his coat and  e to a panhandler at the nearest subway entrance, jogged 
down the stairs where he jumped the turns  le, tossed his smart phone in the trash, and began running 
towards the sign that read Compton Street Sta  on.  

>>

Th e Compton Street Email

Joseph Cover has a Masters in Crea  ve Wri  ng and teaches Crea  ve Wri  ng at Missouri State University 
and Ozarks Technical Community College.  He has published short fi c  on in Straylight and the Moon City 
Review as well as haiku in the Haiku Journal. He lives with his inspira  on, his wife, in a 90-year-old house 
in rural Missouri.  
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 It was a strange and beau  ful display. Delicate silks playing on the breeze, dancing with lace in the 
summer sun. I saw them as I glanced over the white picket fence in my new backyard. I’d never seen myself 
as a homeowner, a man of property. Pure fl uke is what it was, of course. Luck, I guess, to be le   a three-
bedroom house in the heart of suburbia, all thanks to your grandmother’s will le   untouched in fi  een 
years.

 I suppose that had she updated that last will and testament, perhaps I s  ll would have had the 
deed bestowed upon me. I was always the good grandson, not like my brother Jake, who stole from her 
spare change dish, and never smiled. I wasn’t like my cousins, who never took off  their boots, soiling her 
clean carpets with their muddy soles, and who never went to church, soiling her family name with their, 
well, muddy souls. No, I went every week with my mother and my grandmother, and Jake, of course. Always 
the same pew, always quiet, hands folded, eyes forward. Grandmothers can tell when you aren’t really 
listening, not paying a  en  on. I always made sure to keep my eyes alert, to never let their corners droop. 
I’d smile when it was required of me. I’d speak when spoken to. I was the good grandson.

 Nothing can stay the same though. That’s the nature of life. My mother met a man at that church. 
And he married her. We moved far away - a distance incomprehensible to a ten year old boy. Far enough 
away that I changed schools, friends, area codes, provincial acronyms, and church pews. My grandmother 
sent us birthday cards with birthday cheques. She’d talk to my mother on the telephone, and listen to her 
cry, and send her cheques too, but not for her birthday.

 I like the backyard in my grandmother’s house. My house now. It is plain and square, and classic 
with its whitewashed fence. I half expect to see Tom Sawyer out there, manipula  ng random children 
into feudal labour. I think about that, and then I look over the fence into the yard next door. Those aren’t 
sweatshop goods. No modern day slave labour went into construc  ng the peach silk slip, or the red sa  n 
bikini briefs with the black lace trim. They’re quality.

 The Christmas a  er we moved away, my grandmother came for the holidays, and for two or three 
Christmases a  er that. One year, however, she didn’t come. I don’t remember how old I was, just that she 
stopped coming, but I was probably seventeen before it occurred to me that I hadn’t seen her in a very 
long  me. It’s strange when you’re a kid. I have so many more memories of my childhood then I do of my 
adolescence. I assume I went mean, as all thirteen and fourteen and fi  een year olds do, and just didn’t 
care and didn’t ask where she was. I was never as bad as Jake, though. He’s six years older, and got mean at 
fourteen, and from my understanding, never grew out of his meanness the way most people do, at the very 
least before they are old enough to vote. Don’t get me wrong, there are mean people of every age, but it’s 
a certain type of meanness that gets you at fourteen. It never let Jake go, that’s all.

 I haven’t brought any furniture into my new house since I inherited all its contents too. Everything 

A Satisfying Secret
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is very orange and brown and blue, faded. My couch is the couch that everyone’s grandmother owns or 
owned, an autumn leaf pa  ern instantly recognizable and gra  fying. It is covered in a plas  c sheet, and I 
laughed out loud my fi rst  me seeing it again. I like to sit on it now, and hear the plas  c crinkle. Everything 
smells like potpourri and old and, especially upstairs, like cinnamon.

 Once when I was eight, my grandmother caught Jake and my cousins ligh  ng fi res in her backyard. 
She was a big woman, and my cousins were real scrawny, but at fourteen, Jake was no small fry. So when 
my grandmother got up on them, looming her large frame over where they crouched tending to a fi re 
made up of what I think was someone’s mail stolen from their mailbox, my cousins looked up with fear 
in their dar  ng eyes, but my brother was only defi ant. When he stood, her eyes met his chin. I watched 
silently from the backdoor as she scolded him. My cousins cringed, and stomped out the fi re, but Jake 
simply looked at her, ears red. She yelled that boys who play with fi re would pee the bed, which is when I 
started laughing. I, of all people shouldn’t have, but when you’re eight and someone suggests that your big 
brother who teases you about your rubber sheets might need them himself because he is a pyromaniac, 
well, it  ckles something deep inside, even though you don’t know what a pyromaniac is. So I laughed. And 
Jake heard me. And he swore at our grandmother, swore at her so fi ercely that li  le bits of spit fl ew from 
his mouth and landed on her eyelashes. He pushed past her, knocking his shoulder into her, and then he 
started running for me. I ran from him in turn of course, so hard and so fast that I thought my li  le lungs 
would explode. I bolted inside and I hid in the closet of my mother’s childhood bedroom. Her old dresses 
s  ll hung there, and brushed against my face.

 I had been in my new house just a li  le over a month when I fi rst climbed over the fence. There were 
no cars in my neighbour’s driveway, so I knew it was safe. She’d le   me a selec  on out on the clothesline, 
brassieres mostly, hand washed, their bright colours waving at me. The fence is probably 5 feet tall, an 
awkward height. I bounced clumsily to the ground. I paused to make sure the coast was clear before making 
my way over to the clothesline to examine the treasures. They were glorious achievements in construc  on 
and colour, one turquoise, one burnt orange, another like a watermelon in diff erent shades of green. There 
was one, very plain at fi rst glance, white with a  ny bow, which I knew she must wear under conserva  ve 
white blouses, sa  sfi ed with the secret of the  ny bow in a naughty blood red. I touched that one; let my 
fi ngers trace the bow.

 When someone dies in a messy way, I’d always assumed that certain things would be taken 
care of by certain authori  es. This is not the case. I’ve been sleeping on the plas  c-covered couch in my 
grandmother’s house. One day, I walked to the hardware store and purchased carpet cu  ers. Back at the 
house, I walked up the stairs, smelling the cinnamon, and made it all the way to my grandmother’s open 
bedroom door. I saw the stained fl oor, a once-white carpet now an array of fall colours in one large-woman-
shaped splotch. I went back down the stairs.

 My brother had big feet; wore size thirteen boots, black and steel-toed. The summer a  er my high 

>>
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school gradua  on, Jake came back a  er half-a-decade to prove to my mother that he wasn’t facedown 
in a ditch somewhere and also to sell our television. I was doing laundry for my mother on the day he 
showed up. Very domes  c of me I know, but a woman’s delicates need to be treated delicately. Jake never 
understood things like that when he saw them. So when he saw the lacey slip in my hands, my brother felt 
the need to use those boots of his, and now my four front teeth aren’t my own. I think some  mes that 
people can tell. They are perhaps an unnatural colour. I haven’t seen him since. I think I assumed he was 
dead.

 I wasn’t planning on taking the pair of leopard print pan  es from the line next door. I’d taken to 
climbing the fence on her laundry day, Saturday mornings a  er she’d zipped off  to run errands. She came 
back too soon, though. When I heard the car door slam, I panicked, grabbing the fi rst thing I could off  the 
line and vaul  ng back over the fence. Back in my own house, realizing what was in my hands, I found it 
hard to believe it belonged to the same woman whose impeccable style had taunted me all summer long. 
The elas  c was stretched, the fabric factory-made and such a trashy pa  ern that I nearly wept. I went back 
outside, waited un  l I heard her car start again and drive off , and climbed the fence. Carefully I rea  ached 
the leopard print disaster to the clothesline, then selected my favourite red sa  n pair with the black lace 
accent. If I was to take something, it was going to be quality.

 People have a misconcep  on that natural death is fi lled with dignity and peace. I used to think that 
to, but it isn’t true. I know that now. You sweat and you fall, and you lose control of your bodily func  ons. 
When your mother told you to wear clean underwear in case you ever got hit by a bus, she was giving 
you useless advice. If you are old and alone then your body waits for weeks while you rot. Finally, your 
neighbour with beau  ful taste no  ces that she hasn’t seen you pu  ering around your garden in a long 
 me, and checks up on you. First she no  ces the broken window in your backdoor, then she sees the house 

is in shambles, then gets scared and runs away without climbing the stairs. 

 The police told me there was no foul play. Someone broke in and made off  with her jewelry and 
half-empty pill bo  les, but by then she’d been dead for days. The thieves worked around her, even taking 
a roll of money she had kept under her ma  ress for the past fi  y years. I shuddered to think who could do 
something like that. The offi  cers told me not to hold my breath about the robbery as they found only one 
piece of evidence, just a footprint in the backyard. A generic man’s bootprint, thousands and thousands of 
the same tread on the market. Size thirteen.

 Autumn is coming and the air is ge   ng crisp. This morning when I was walking to work, I ran into 
my neighbour at her mailbox. She introduced herself and told me how much she’d liked my grandmother 
and how sorry she was for what happened. Thanking her, I smiled and went on my way. As I walked, I put 
my hand in my jacket pocket and clenched my fi ngers around the so   red treasure within.     

>>

A Satisfying Secret

Marg Craig is a writer originally from Canada’s beau  ful East Coast. She now lives in Toronto with her 
camera, her laptop, and a growing collec  on of vintage clothing. 
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 I got a gig last summer cleaning up the a  ermath of an outdoor fes  val. My du  es ranged from 
garbage pickup to table stacking and weed whacking. It wasn’t so bad.

 First day out, I found a Leatherman and a virgin bo  le of wine in the scrub. This kept me mo  vated. 
In my crew were musicians, painters, actors, ex-actors, and ex-cons. A guy named Blake volunteered me to 
assist him with recycling on the fi nal day.

  We had a scant three hours to drive a fully loaded truck of paper, glass, etc. across town, unload it 
and return. I really didn’t want to help, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to hang around with the actors and 
sweep the parking lot, so I agreed.

  Blake lived and preached a simple lifestyle and a raw food diet. At least he didn’t spout off  on 
Jesus. I made sure to chuck out my paper pizza plates and Tetra-Paks when he wasn’t looking.

  Earlier, I saw him sor  ng glossy from newsprint into neat, symmetrical piles in the back of the 
truck, even as the other guys were just chucking stuff  in willy-nilly. We were set to go when Don, our crew 
chief, lobbed into the truck an old shoe he found by one of the dumpsters.

  Blake took excep  on and asked Don what was wrong with him because we couldn’t recycle a shoe. 
I cut in, saying that we had to get cracking, that I didn’t want to be working for nothing. It was an hour’s 
drive, one way, plus a considerable unloading  me.

  Jay and Allan, brooms in hand, nodded in agreement.

  Don sat on the bumper, drawing a fresh cigare  e, smiling. “Yeah Blake, you heard the man, get a 
move on!”

  “Shut up, Dad,” Blake said curtly.

  “Yeah, well, I am old enough to be all of your guys’ fathers. Except for you Blake,” Don deadpanned, 
his eyes glazed and lounging inside their sockets, no doubt the result of the potent lid he  ed into over 
lunch break. “And anyway, I wouldn’t breed something that ugly!”

  Blake just smiled and asked if I was ready to boogie. I nodded, tapping my watch.

 “And don’t take all damn day,” Don shouted from the sidelines as we drove off .

***
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  I rolled up the truck’s cargo door and a heavy wave of paper crashed over my head. The bumpy ride 
across town had made short work of Blake’s  dy stacks.

  All we had to do was toss everything into the depot’s designated bins, but the truck was so full I 
had trouble climbing aboard.

  I told Blake we were going to be here a long  me. He said he tried to get another guy to come 
along, but Don, “that idiot,” put the kibosh on it.

  I said, “Oh well, whatever,” and propped up a tower of cardboard with my back so that Blake could 
more easily heave out endless bales of leafl ets.

  “Christ. Do you think they printed enough fl yers?”

  “Yeah . . . really,” Blake replied, swea  ng and looking concerned over his misplaced water bo  le. 
“OK. Switch up.”

  I moved into the rear of the cargo hold, grabbed some beer cartons that, on closer inspec  on, 
were fi lled with cling wrap and watermelon rinds and cute li  le plas  c key chains the fes  val was giving 
away. And then I spied a dirty mound of sundry papers hiding under a torn fes  val banner.

  When I came up for air I asked Blake if this soiled mound was s  ll recyclable or what.

  He blankly looked past me, took a few steps, and in a resigned voice said that at this point my guess 
was as good as his. An avalanche of cardboard dropped with a thud behind him.

  Blake insisted we separate the dirty mound’s recyclables from its garbage.

  We toiled in silence, on our knees, commi  ed to the task, aware of the  cking clock, scraping 
petrifi ed cheese from pizza boxes, shaking cigare  e bu  s out of beer bo  les. Soon we had sub-piles of sub-
piles. Time was going to beat us, no doubt about it.

  I was deep inside that narrow head space of concentrated focus when, like a maniac, Blake leapt 
to his feet and began kicking the pizza boxes and foam cups and chocolate bar wrappers off  the back of the 
truck. He double-shouldered stacks of “Hot Westside Proper  es” promo DVDs – which I was pre  y sure 
couldn’t be recycled – and launched them out like a shot-pu  er, unconcerned with which bin, if any, they 
landed in.

  I looked over, gripped by equal parts amusement and concern at the sight of Blake coming 
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unhinged, totally undoing all the mindful organiza  onal work he’d done in the fi rst place.

  “Aw, ta shit with it,” he mu  ered, boo  ng a litre of used Castrol out onto a mountain of binned 
cardboard.

>>
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 Archie did a double take when he stopped at the edge of the boardwalk. Marcy’s beach house 
closer resembled a bungalow or even a low-lying tree house. The chafed scraps of wood that comprised the 
deck fused into an ugly gray mass and made it appear more like a sidewalk in Jackson Heights, one off  37th 
Avenue. He was expec  ng to see his girlfriend when he got off  the ferry. The pier was li  ered with huggers 
and smoochers, but no Marcy. Instead, he hauled his gear in a red wagon and was summarily greeted by 
another red wagon when he’d made it to Marcy’s. This red wagon had traded in the hauling life. Azaleas and 
soil spilled over the sides, making the rusty old clunker seem both pampered and pi  ed.

 This was the perfect place to crash for the weekend. Archie had it all mapped out. He’d get in some 
snorkeling, jet-skiing, and maybe even a li  le trout fi shing. He’d make love to Marcy in the dunes under the 
moonlight while the wild beach grass  ckled their naked bones and the ocean music fi lled their ears. 

 Archie dozed up the warped plank onto the deck and peeled open the screen door as if he owned 
the place. The musty s  nk of a giant barrel slapped him in the face and he swerved his head to avoid a 
mussel shell mobile. Over by the kitchen sink, stood a late middle-aged man pressing a bu  er knife to the 
spout of a coff eemaker. He held his Macintosh-shaped head in studio model repose behind a blinding white 
refrigerator, his hazel eyes squin  ng as a jeweler examining a rough-cut. The man no  ced Archie breaking 
the plane, of what might have been construed, “the living room”. He waved Archie over as if he’d been 
wai  ng hours for his fi ll-in. Archie, the good sport, slid the tote off  his shoulder and rested it beside a straw 
basket fi lled with navel oranges. He went over to shake hands, but the man fi nagled Archie’s grasp onto 
the bu  er knife. Then he ducked away for a moment while Archie ended up dripping coff ee onto his bony 
knuckles. 

 The savage slam of drawers, from the other room, nearly shook Archie out of his sandals. He 
had half a mind to drop this charade and fi nd this kook who le   him to do his dirty work. The fresh whiff  
of coff ee did smell great and he percolated with the rhythmic drip. He regarded his task with the utmost 
sincerity and aplomb. Then he heard the ambush of heavy, sockless footsteps.

 “Give me that,” the man said.

 He snatched the pot and poured his morning joe into a coconut shell. Too much  me had passed 
to make an introduc  on, but then Archie recalled he’d off ered his unshaken hand. 

 The man ripped through the cupboards like a Cokehead, sniffi  ng sandwich baggies full of who 
knows what. Archie got the impression he’d be  er skedaddle when the man found and kissed his bag of 
wheat germ. 

 “Grab yourself a cup,” the man said.

Wait For Me Gingersnaps
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 Archie considered the off er, but when he saw another one of those fuzzy coconut shells he fi gured 
it might be off  limits and kept his eyes peeled for a regular mug. He took the shell a  er it was whumped into 
his hands.

 “Archie, right?” the man said.

 “Yes, and you must be—”

 “Uncle Jeb.”

 Archie was a bit relieved that this man wasn’t Marcy’s dad, but then again he was a rela  on. 
Maybe Marcy’s dad was an even bigger kook.

 “Gingersnaps is ge   ng in a run.” 

 “Wouldn’t mind going for a dip.” 

 Uncle Jeb broke from the table as if Archie spit in the man’s coff ee. He went over to the refrigerator 
and pulled out a bakery box. Archie suspected a chocolate-dipped almond horn or birthday cake.

 “Hamantash,” Uncle Jeb off ered,  pping the box.

 Archie appraised the pastries feeling equal parts hassled and curious the way he imagined library 
security guards did a  er ge   ng fl ashed the contents of an unzipped backpack.

 “We got prune or apricot.”

  Archie half-heartedly pointed to the one with apricot fi lling.

 “If you don’t chill them they taste like diner mints.”

 Uncle Jeb resumed his seat and stretched his neck un  l it popped. He sa  sfi ed a brief fi nger-
squiggling exercise, raising his thumbs to the ceiling fan as though it was the god of yoga withdrawal.

 “Gingersnaps told me to keep an eye on you.”

 “Fine by me.”

 “So you’re the chess nut,” Uncle Jeb said. 

>>
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 Archie began to snicker when he heard the unforgivable pun, played it off  instead as a sinus  ck. 
He rubbed his nose for emphasis.

 “I could show you a thing or two,” Jeb said and cracked his knuckles. “Pawn to queen’s bishop four.”

 “Knight to king’s bishop three,” Archie lobbed back.

 “Pawn to queen four.”

 “Pawn to king three.”

 They traded about a dozen more moves before any head scratching ensued. Then Uncle Jeb 
bailed. He bumped coconut shells with Archie and coff ee spilled down the hairy sides like beer foam. Archie 
wondered just how much Marcy told her uncle. It puzzled Archie she hadn’t said a word about Uncle Jeb.     
  
 “You’re not too shabby,” Uncle Jeb said.

 “Likewise.”

 “Maybe we could dig up a board.”

 “Yeah, that’d be great.”

 “My brother doesn’t go for this mental judo.”

 “Is he running too?”

 “Ha. Loved to see Stu pu   ng a sweat into his sweatpants.”

 “Not much in the exercise department.”

 “Too busy cu   ng up Sheba.”

 Archie gave a blank look.

 “Come Back Li  le Sheba. We’re theater people. Didn’t Gingersnaps men  on it?” 

 “Nope.”

>>
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 “Figures. She’s always lived two separate lives. When she was seven, she wore a pink feathered 
boa everywhere she went. She took baths with it. Anyway, this one  me she was walking with it draped 
across her neck and this shrew-faced woman stopped Gingersnaps in her penny loafers as if she were a 
school crossing guard. She put out her traffi  c-keen hand and declared, with all her killjoy might, that good 
li  le girls didn’t go prancing around in nightclub a   re. Well, Gingersnaps took one look at the shrew and 
said, ‘For your informa  on this is a prop. I use it to get into character.’ Then the shrew said, ‘Who are you 
playing?’ and Gingersnaps said, ‘Norma Desmond.’”

 “From Sunset Boulevard.” Archie said.

 “We were leaving Pot Belly Stove and heading to the Grove Street Playhouse when we were 
accosted. She had the well-tuned instrument of an actor even back then. More coff ee?”

 Uncle Jeb le   the table to obtain his liquid lust. Archie culled through his  me with Marcy and 
lingered for a moment when she made him wear a clip-on mustache to a dinner party. The nostril plugs 
never kept the fuzzy thing in place. Had he been so obtuse so as not to recognize the signs? They never saw 
a play together and the only movies they’d gone to were half-baked comedies. Maybe she was slumming it 
with him. 

 Archie had always, almost wanted to act. He never fi gured he had the elas  c sensibility he assumed 
actors were born with, but he thought he’d be a be  er man if he uncovered his hidden talent. The chance 
to reinvent himself had Archie reappraising the rela  onship. He grew antsy and he got up to join Uncle Jeb 
by the coff eemaker.

 “Wait here, I’ve got something.” Uncle Jeb said and made a brisk exit, stage right.   

 This  me Archie heard the familiar drop and shove of dumped boxes, a sound he’d grown to 
loathe from the moment he worked as a stockboy, two summers ago. His eager ear competed with his sour 
memories. He expected Uncle Jeb to return in costume, perhaps as The Scarlet Pimpernel or Ben Hur. He 
returned with a scrap album and a dozen Playbills stacked on top like a chimney.   

 Archie got the weird impression he stepped into some kind of memorial. A glimpse into one’s 
pictorial past struck Archie as an egregious viola  on. Marcy wasn’t even there to cover-up, address or yank 
away any unfl a  ering images. Archie looked on with fear and shame as if it was his paper childhood on 
display. Uncle Jeb licked his fi nger a  er turning each page. His character now carried the dis  nct air of a 
yacht seller showing a bunch of dinghies and gradually moving toward his coup de grâce.

 “She may have landed Summer Stock, but they’ll chew her up alive. She’s a swan swimming with 
sharks. You’ve got to bring her back!”
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 “What makes you think she won’t come back?”

 “She’s stubborn and cocky. You’ve got a mountain of a mission. Win her over and talk from your 
gut. Remember, you’re not close enough with her yet.”

 “The hell I’m not close. I took her temperature when she had the fl u.”

 Uncle Jeb clapped bravo with opera buff  élan.

 “Look, this is no  me to get defensive. You want her back right?”

 “I never lost her.”

 “Oh, wake up and smell—”

 He stopped there and fl ipped through the scrap album. He skimmed over a bunch of tutu shots 
and rested his thespian fi nger on a carefully snipped news clip where the freckled wunderkind poured out 
her twelve-year-old heart as Emily in Our Town. 

 “Gingersnaps caught a string of challenging roles. She made Joan Plowright progress. Then her ego 
stole the show. Before anybody could whisper a Danish King’s curse, she was driving stage hands, directors, 
and whole repertories bonkers. Her understudy, for the part of Frankie in Member of the Wedding, became 
bulimic. The poor girl stuff ed her face with yodels and ding dongs, day and night, and she dropped to ninety 
pounds. A  er that, to drown her sorrows, she hit ninety proofs. Don’t get caught up on the photographic 
precision. Those were taken long before digital.”      

 “So you were her ac  ng coach.”

 “You have a plumber’s way of pu   ng things. I was her confi dant, gatekeeper, stylist, and pin 
cushion when she needed one. I was between jobs so I could aff ord to show her around.”

 Archie’s pu  y cheeks showed a raspberry spot on the side as if he’d been sucker-punched. He had 
been, sort of. He’d slacked off  in making this rela  onship work for so long that now, faced with the prospect 
of losing Marcy, he was mad at himself for being lazy and le   ng her cut him loose.     
 
 Across the table, Uncle Jeb huddled over his paper menagerie of memories and Archie saw the 
coff ee buzz wearing off  his face. His glory days reduced to a thumblick of yellow news copy and a few dozen 
photos. Sure he must have had a wardrobe of costumes and characters he could slip into in a pinch, but he 
didn’t have a stage. He didn’t have Gingersnaps. Archie saw Uncle Jeb’s plea as a pitch to get back into the 
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act. The only play ever wri  en, ever lived was about somebody new coming to town and Archie was that 
somebody— a foil perhaps, but if he could bring back Gingersnaps he’d set the spark.

 Uncle Jeb scratched onto a napkin, an address.

 “Potsdam,” Uncle Jeb said. “There’s a bus at Port Authority that’ll take you there. Here, take the 
whole box.” Uncle Jeb handed over the Hamantashan. “You’ll need all your strength.”  

 He did as the worry pot had said. Archie got up from the table and fi nally shook hands with Uncle 
Jeb. He’d never carried out such a vital mission, the future of two men riding on his shoulders. He embraced 
this new part with all sincerity. First, he needed to pass the fi rst audi  on— win Gingersnaps trust. Archie 
treated the screen door as a curtain and dropped the bakery box into his red wagon and pulled his load 
across the long narrow stage. The sweaty bulk of his aimless life came into focus and Archie Mullins churned 
with a leading man’s purpose.  
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 A  er several years living in and exploring other landscapes, I am back where I began, in the high 
desert of southeast Idaho. This is a land of agriculture, the fi elds furrowed and plowed, where grain is piled 
high in corrugated steel silos and where mountains of potatoes stand and wait in the shade of sod-covered 
cellars. The potato is our heritage, so ubiquitous that we stamp its image on our license plates, a movable 
feast reminding us of that tuber that fi lls our bellies and our billfolds.

 I grew up in a house surrounded on three sides by potato fi elds, high on a hilly bench below the 
Big Hole Mountains, where a century before my birth Hinmatuyalatkekt, or, since it slips easier from white 
men’s tongues, Chief Joseph, and his band of Nez Perce, evaded federal troops in what s  ll remains as our 
na  on’s longest ever high-speed chase. The posi  on of these fi elds aff ords a contempla  ve view of the 
Great Snake River Plain, carved and melted millennia ago by the Yellowstone Caldera, that truest sleeping 
giant. If the res  ve energy of this terror had been known in the for  es, Yamamoto would have used a 
diff erent metaphor.

 This is my land.

 As a boy I spent much of my free  me exploring along the farm roads that parcel the fi elds. The Blue 
Ridge and Smoky Mountains of Kentucky and Tennessee are famous for their hollers. Our hills here have the 
like, but in miniature. In the folding and unfolding of faulted ground rise up intermi  ent unplowable stands 
of juniper, sage, and aspen. In the larger of these stands live families of mule deer. In the largest, elk the 
color of grain. A moose or two annually wander into our backyards and graze from our bushes, drink from 
our kiddie pools. Mostly these insular copses are tenanted by rabbits and foxes.

 When the air cools and the farming’s done, the potato fi elds are le   strewn with withering vines, 
the grain fi elds with stubbly beards. Each awaits winter, which comes early. Winter is the best  me to be in 
these hills, and snowmobiling the mode of travel. Acres upon thousands of acres of unbroken land make for 
great riding. I mean, we could walk out our backdoor, hop on the snowmobile and ride as far as three towns 
away without crossing so much as one navigable road.

 I loved the look of the fi elds on sunny days: the endless expanse of glistering snow, the undula  ng 
hills like sea swells, the dark pine-spiked mountains above, and the quiet quilted plain below. Here we rode.

 While a shabby rela  ve to the machines available today, our snowmobile was a hot item in the 
middle 1980s. It could manage sixty miles per hour before having to strain. I enjoyed driving it. It was one of 
the fi rst models to feature heated handlebars. Oh, I can s  ll smell the almost-sweet s  nk of hot gloves and 
hand sweat, the sensuous exhaust of a two-stroke engine fi nely tuned.

 More than driving alone, I liked to ride behind my older brother Joe. I’d sit on the back of the 
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slick maroon seat and wrap my arms around his waist. When it was cold, I buried my face in the middle of 
his back, shielded from the wind. It didn’t ma  er where we went. We just cruised. We fl ew over the hills 
looking for dri  s and windblown cornices. Once, at nearly eighty miles per hour and snow-blind, we hit 
a large dri   that rocketed us into the sky. The machine executed a barrel roll before landing neatly on its 
track. We were not so fortunate. We cartwheeled into a frightened heap, surprised to stand up unhurt. 
Another  me, school was cancelled because of cold, and we ventured out on a morning fi  y degrees below 
zero without a breath of wind. I wasn’t wearing a hat and was wild with pain within minutes. Returning 
home, despite lying for hours in a tub of lukewarm water, frostbite swelled my ears into purple balloons. 

 Some of our rides found us looking for rabbits or foxes. Seen from above, their tracks delineated 
on the fi elds a tracework, like a map of the territories. We couldn’t really follow the tracks to good eff ect 
because they led everywhere. No, to fi nd them we had simply to cover ground, to ride enough miles and 
keep our eyes peeled.

 One a  ernoon we spo  ed a fox in the distance, some distance above an escarpment of broken 
basalt. Joe thumbed the thro  le and we headed for it. The fox just stood there, watching us as we 
approached, its features clarifying, like waking up from a dream. It didn’t move un  l we were within a few 
hundred yards.

 I remember as we rode hearing the high iridescent whine of the engine spli   ng the air like tearing 
paper. I remember the fox’s black eyes and silver tail, the fl ame of its back and belly. Its body seemed to 
shrink into a dense center and then explode like a red bullet. Zero to everything in an instant.

 What came over us I cannot say. Not a word was spoken, but we both knew: we were a  er it.

 Pursuing in a straight line, we caught up rather quickly. Even with a light body and splayed feet, 
the fox had to work to keep ahead of us. S  ll, it was a thing of wonder. Just as we would get near, it would 
change direc  on with abruptness unimaginable, expert as a dragonfl y. We’d catch up and it would dart le   
or right. Joe cranked the handlebars and the machine, by comparison, banked a turn as blunt as a ship’s.

 No sound from the fox. It merely ran. It ran through belly deep snow with heroic eff ort. It ran and 
ran and kept going, churning the snow under foot. Eventually, it  red.

 A  er narrowly missing it on one pass, close enough I could have—like some rodeo trick—reached 
down and grabbed it, we turned around and saw the fox had stopped. It sat in the middle of our track and 
collapsed on its haunches. 

 It wasn’t terribly cold that day. The sun was out. Joe aligned the machine and opened the thro  le.
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 I have a picture indelibly printed of the fox in that moment. The crimson fur on its hackles stood 
straight up. Its wet black eyes and wet black nose. The puff  of black on the  p of its tail. Its chest heaved 
from a heart pounding as hot and fast as a hummingbird’s. Its pink tongue hung out of its mouth like a bit 
of licked taff y.

 The fox never even tried to get out of the way, only dropped its head, as if we would fl oat right over 
it.

 It wasn’t much, running over that small fox. The sensa  on was like swallowing some too large 
thing, a momentary catch, a pressing against the so   fl esh of the throat. We turned around and saw the fox 
meekly raise its head. Even the weight of the machine and us on it was not enough to kill the fox. 

 We had broken its bones. Its slender front legs zigzagged at severe angles. Some of its insides were 
outside. We had smudged it.

 It took us several more passes before the fox was dead. And dead we le   it, the fox spreading in 
the snow: so   and quiet under the distant winter sun, spreading like an ink pen lying on linen.

 As we cruised back home my ears and nose stung from the cold and the wind watered my eyes. 
Here, in my belly, a small  ght knot. 

 Of what consequence, this mere fox? Passing over this bit of fur, this bit of bone. No  ced by no 
one, perhaps, save only him, who no  ces the fall of every sparrow. Good God in heaven, who among us 
had not where to lay his head, forgive me. I was a boy then. I was only a boy, and I took unto myself a lump 
I couldn’t swallow. I cannot swallow s  ll.
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“What hath night to do with sleep?”
~ John Milton
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“In the depth of winter I fi nally learned that there was in me an invincible summer.”
~ Albert Camus
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“Man cannot discover new oceans unless he has the courage to lose sight of the shore.”
~ Andre Gide
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