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Note from the Editors: 

Incredible! This magazine was particularly lovely for 
us to produce for you, dear reader, as it was the first 
magazine we have every put out that had more prose 
in it than poetry and art, combined! A great feat and 
an amazing tribute to the wonderful prose and fiction 
writers we’ve had contribute to us throughout our long 
time as a magazine. This issue was very special to us, 
as in many ways, this was around the same time that 
we put out our first issue last year. Also; both Wesley 
and I have undergone drastic changes this summer; the 
hot weather even saw one of us move to a different 
country, across a very wide and lonely sea. As the cold 
settles in for the long haul, we hope these longer works 
will sustain and warm you. 

   Sweetly yours, 

    Pattie Flint & 
    Wes Solether 
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Kissclysmia
 Matthew Konkel

 She kissed me like she was saving a drowning child. She 
kissed me like a new Pollack painting. She kissed me like the 
discovery of an extraterrestrial life form. Her kiss surrounded 
us in a protective bubble of time and space. It was warm and 
moist and tasted like a strawberry ocean mist.
It was a Thursday and the world had decided to thunder and 
crumble without reserve. The florist was inexplicably mourning 
a loss of someone she’d never met. Police officers lost their
ability to speak and were forced to communicate by abstract hand 
gestures. The hairdressers had gone bald in a radiation chewing
gum debacle. Thousands of people afflicted with transient global 
amnesia kept returning to the stores to buy items they already 
had in their homes. A young girl watched the daylight swallow 
the dark; she felt pensive and dusk became her favorite time of 
day.

 She kissed me on a bridge that was ready to collapse. Our 
skins were turning inside out and our hearts shuddered like the 
ground under galloping hooves of frightened antelope. The bridge 
had been scheduled for a complete restoration but instead they 
let it deteriorate year after year. Every week another piece of 
the bridge dislodged into the greedy waters below, displacing 
some of the drink with orphans of twisted metal. We kissed 
like naked beasts inside our shielding bubble. Outside, one 
dilapidating moment to the next, the world sank into both desert 
and arctic pit of oblivion. 

 She kissed me like the rising hope in a world retreated 
to madness. Streets turned to pudding and we kissed up spoons. 
Cities crumbled like a collective urban avalanche and we kissed 
up hospitals and federal emergency management. The planets began 

to break from our solar system and she kissed me with a new 
gravity. The wait at the DMV was longer than boundary changing
wars and our kiss got everyone a ticket to the front of the 
line. 

 The bridge had all but completely dismantled. Her kiss kept 
us and the crossing vehicles suspended. A boy stuck his head out 
the window of a rusted convertible and looked at the nothing 
under the wheels. They spun in midair. He looked at her kissing 
me and saw his future and the future of generations to come. He 
saw an amusement park where the rollercoasters ran on free love 
and the grounds are crowded with snack trays of romantic ideal. 
She kissed me like Genesis. She kissed me like pristine 
memories. She kissed me like instant construction. She kissed 
me like a constant prosperous volcano. She kissed me like the 
world was doomed— but everyone was okay with that. She kissed 
me like the Beatles in nineteen sixty-four. She kissed me 
into the violent past and utopian future. She kissed me with 
the centrifugal force of a tornado, without guile, without 
consciousness or consequence. She kissed me like an epic 
novel...unabridged.
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Seattle
 Olivia Olson

Damp, stuck,
bone dust—like, 
I don’t know. Everytime,
that’s where I lose it. My trains,
my threads break in the most mundane
places, in between the halibut
steaks and dishwashing
liquid. My sister
rode a train

west, just 
to see if the fruit
fell wilder or if roads can
bloom. She learned to make
time and tilapia, she waited around
corners and sipped sagebrush
tea. She wrote me
unburdened, like
a promise.

From the Moment
 Olivia Olson

How was I?” 
 you asked,
   when you met me? 
Contained,
 I said. 
  A slick black stripe,
or pillar. 
 And now? Now,
  here you are, naked
as a jaybird,
 the spit of
  sand, satisfyingly
diffused up
 the hourglass, 
  and
   out-

  into woodgrains, into
  breathing fabric 
   and the folds
 of roses,
  into the divets of
my skin. 
 Dust. 
  Dust. 
   Dust.
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Say You’ll Remember
 Olivia Olson

just inoculate your kids, leash the dog—
it’s so much easier than getting us all 
worked up. aren’t you sick of hearing 
how cold you must be? this is the city
for godssake—there’s no time for poetics. 
we keep diaries (what could be
in there?) bump shoulders, smash 
fingertips into the button
so we can cross, love altogether 
too many people. feel it now? 
you can’t remember now—now slips the mind. 

I’m glad you brought up memory, though. 
It’s cartography, right? here’s where we ate, 
where I read Anna Karenina, where we 
sat and drank, kept the beer between my knees. 
It was so hot—so hot, frozen over now. 
Here’s the sidewalk where we bit it 
and kept smoking on our backs, laughing tar 
oh’s into the December. 
pretty useless now. 

you want to know what we’re like? 
we’re like the great winter 
and the people trapped inside, 
waiting for the plow or the go ahead.

Hypnagogic Poems to Albert, 2014
 April 27th
  Jamie Earnest
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Hypnagogic Poems to Albert, 2014
 April 23rd
  Jamie Earnest

Hypnagogic Poems to Albert, 2014
 May 4th
  Jamie Earnest
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was: ‘I don’t have breasts but Salmon does’. So of course he asks me to dance 
because I’m the one who 

thinks he’s the weirdest and people like Salmon are drawn to girls who think 
they’re weird. I had no idea what to do and I didn’t really know him because 
I hadn’t really taken the time to get to know him of course. So I did what I 
thought a cool girl would do and I laughed in his face. Then it fell, his whole 
damn face nearly fell right off and we had just learned the word ‘crestfallen’ 
in class and I finally understood what it meant when I looked at Salmon, I 
really got it. Sometimes I dream about the look on his face now. It just kind of 
takes up all of my dream vision and floats there—crestfallen.”

 The crying young woman has stopped crying. She is no longer the crying 
woman, she is the silent woman. But it’s not a listening kind of silence. It’s an 
introspective kind of silence, streaked with mascara and probably despair. 

 Did she hear what the girl just said? 

 The silent woman doesn’t turn to look at the girl beside her, she just starts 
to speak, her words tumbling out like sad clowns from a clown car at a 
circus with no audience. “I had an abortion. I killed a baby. That’s what they 
say isn’t it? Murderer. They walk with signs, up and down the street and 
they watch you while you go in, heckling you. The baby was there and 
then it was gone. That was the thing, I felt it there; emotionally, spiritually, 
whatever. I felt it there and now I feel it not there. Like a gaping hole in my 
belly, the reality of the thing inverted to become nothing, no reality. It’s stupid 
to think of it that way. I don’t even believe in God. My parents do though, 
they pray to God at every meal and every Sunday. I go to church with them 
and one Sunday I was on my knees looking up at this stained glass Jesus and 
I just thought: ‘yeah right’ and then I couldn’t shake that thought. Yeah right 
this whole stupid world has a reason, yeah right everything is part of a plan. 
There’s nothing in the world that makes enough sense to be planned out, 
there’s nothing in the world that sane. I never told my parents I stopped 

The Giver
 Star Spider

 The subway is mostly empty. It speaks in a mechanical sort of language, 
a series of whirs and ticks and long, low groans that would be impossible 
to decipher unless you were made of metal and glass. The girl gets on 
somewhere unmemorable, she walks with steps that don’t matter to anyone 
and her face looks like a mix of people you might have met once, in passing. 
The subway is mostly empty, but not completely. There are three people 
sitting in seats an appropriate and polite distance from one another. Nobody 
speaks. There is a plump middle aged woman who is reading a book, careful 
to hide the cover, maybe out of embarrassment. There is an old man who 
occasionally coughs so hard it sounds like it hurts. He is wearing a big coat 
that looks like it was borrowed from the eighties. There is also a young 
woman. Her shoulders are hunched, her cheeks streaked with black lines. 
Her mascara is running alongside her tears. The unmemorable girl sits down 
beside the crying young woman. She doesn’t sit in a way that seems like an 
intrusion though, she slides in so subtly that you might just think she’s been 
there all along. The crying young woman doesn’t look over at the girl, she 
barely registers her existence except for an ever so slight pause in the flow of 
her tears, so close to imperceptible it would be hard to notice if you weren’t 
staring directly at her and paying very close attention. 

 Have they met before? 

 Without introduction or ceremony the unmemorable girl begins to speak. 
“I’m completely shallow. I judge books by their covers. Once, when I was in 
grade four, there was this boy named Salmon and I thought his name was 
really weird and I thought his face was weird too. Salmon was the fat one 
who laughed too loud and spoke too much—I’m sure you know someone like 
him, because everyone does. So there was this dance, the spring fling, and 
dances were really awkward back then before the girls really had breasts or 
the boy’s voices dropped and we would just drink punch and stand around 
eyeing each other. So this slow song comes on, something by Madonna, 
maybe, I don’t know, and Salmon comes up to me. God his breath smelled like 
pickle chips and he was so big I couldn’t see around him and all I could think 
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 The girl speaks, “I’m entirely too lazy, I could lounge around all day and 
night and never move. I had an operation once when I was a kid and they 
removed my appendix. I got to eat Jello and ice cream for days and I didn’t 
have to go to school. I’m not even sure you’re supposed to eat ice cream when 
you get your appendix out, but that’s what I ate anyway. Rainbow sherbet is 
my favourite because it tastes like three different fruits. Three different ice 
creams in one. The best part wasn’t the ice cream though, it was the 
sitting around doing nothing at all. When I was sitting there on the couch, 
wrapped in my Strawberry Shortcake sheets, I just loved every minute of it. 
I didn’t want to get back up. I pretended to still be in pain every time my 
parents tried to make me get up and go to school. I would whine and groan; 
ooooohhhh, ahhhhh, ouchhhhh. Sometimes I would even cry but that gave 
me a headache so I just moaned mostly. I would never have gotten off that 
couch if I could have gotten away with it. I would have lived my whole life 
not touching the ground, just padded and cushioned and inside my own little 
appendix-less world. It would have been great.”

 The train is not in the tunnel. If it were you would see the lights and feel 
the rumble in every part of your body. The smell of it is in the air though, 
the greasy wheel oil mixed with hints of bubble gum and garbage juice. The 
doctor is not looking at the tracks anymore. He’s looking straight ahead as 
though he has just remembered something he has to do. His profile is like a 
valley, filled with deep crags and ridges. 

 When he speaks he doesn’t look at the girl beside him. “I think I’ll step off 
the edge. Just step right off and the light of the train will shine on me and it 
will be my shining moment. I was Supposed to have one of those, a shining 
moment. I was supposed to have a million. My hands are steady, but it still 
doesn’t explain the mistakes. There are always mistakes and I don’t feel like 
I belong in a world where there are always mistakes. My mistakes haunt 
me in a literal way. ’s worse that their eyes are closed, I could almost handle 
it if they were open, but I have to lie there in the dark and know that it’s 
my mistake that made it so they will never open their eyes again. Everyone 
calls me a star, but only when I save a life. I’m a shining star but only when 
everybody’s eyes are open. I have surgery in three hours. She’s sixteen and she 
needs a new 

believing in God, or maybe it was that I never really started, either way I 
didn’t tell them because I couldn’t bear it if they looked at me with their holy 
eyes and whined about Jesus. Because that’s what they would do, whine. 
That’s all praying is to me now, whining. Maybe that’s all I’m doing now. 
Whining about my problems to no one in particular when I should just be 
getting off.

 The not crying, not silent young woman nods with purpose, renewed 
vigour. The subway screeches to a halt and she rises more steadily than when 
she sat down. Then the not crying woman steps off the subway, leaving 
the girl without another word. The girl seems changed when the not crying 
woman leaves. Smaller, thinner and, if it’s possible, even less 

~
 The subway platform is mostly empty. The train pulls away from 
the station with such a force of effort it seems as though it deserves to be 
rewarded. The unmemorable girl gets off the train at this station, but nobody 
notices; not the cameras connected to the ticket booth aboveground and not 
the man in the blue scrubs at the very end of the platform. 

 The man at the end of the platform is thin and taut like a lamppost. 
Overly upright as though he has never bent down, not once in his entire life, 
for any reason. He stands on the very edge of the platform right beside the 
opening to the tunnel. He looks down onto the tracks so intently you might be 
inclined to think he lost something down there, and you might be right. 

 The unmemorable girl approaches with footsteps so light there is no sense 
straining to listen for them because you won’t hear them. She is thinner than 
the thin doctor. That’s what he most likely is, a doctor. She is thinner and 
something else too, there is an almost empty quality to her, as though she has 
just been operated on and had something removed she needed dearly. The 
girl arranges herself beside the doctor, close, close, close. Then she follows his 
gaze. He is staring at the tracks and there is a cigarette package down there, 
and a pacifier and a bottle of half finished Coke. The PA bongs and bings 
and reminds us that there is no smoking on the platform in a garbled robotic 
female voice. 
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heart. A new heart. Maybe I should just give her mine. Or maybe it would 
be better if I gave her my hands. Her heart and my hands.”

 This thin, straight-standing man somehow stands even straighter, so 
straight you would think he has to be bent somewhere deep inside because no 
one can stand that straight and not be bent, somewhere. He nods but it does 
nothing to break the line of his back because the nod is all in his head. Then 
he turns around and walks away from the girl and the subway train that is 
now barreling through the tunnel, shining plastic eyes open wide.

~
 The ticket collector is idle. Her eyes are glazed as the unmemorable girl 
passes through the turnstile and moves towards the sunshine on the other side 
of the grubby glass door. The cars whisper on the street beyond the door, but 
you can’t hear their secrets because only cars can speak that language, and 
maybe some trucks. There is a young man in the subway vestibule, sitting 
on a red plastic bench. His whole body is tense and his hands are rammed 
into his pockets as though they go deeper than physically possible, as though 
he has no hands at all, only pockets and depth. His face is arranged in a sour 
grimace and the scent in the air matches his face, sour tension. The girl takes 
a deep breath and slides into place beside him. Locks into place is a better 
way to describe it because that’s what it looks like. She’s locking into a part 
of him he didn’t know was exposed for that purpose. But it is and she does. 
The ticket collector doesn’t notice because she’s thinking far away thoughts, of 
her grandchildren maybe or the bottle of wine on her counter at home more 
likely. The girl is so thin now that when she turns sideways you can only see 
a line. A two dimensional girl in a three dimensional world. 

 She speaks with a voice that is not quite there. “I’m selfish, totally selfish. 
I think it’s because I was an only child and I always got the presents, the 
attention, I got it all. The other day I saw a boy on the street and he asked 
me for change and I stood on the sidewalk with my hands in my pockets, my 
fingers wrapped around my change and all I could think was: ‘I worked hard 
for my pocket change, what has he done?’. I actually thought that. He looked 

up at me and I looked down at him and then I just turned and walked away 
because I didn’t want to share. I heard someone say once that giving feels 
good but I wouldn’t know because I’m not much of a 

 The young man beside her clenches and unclenches his jaw. If you followed 
the line of his gaze you would see he is looking at the ticket collector. 

 He speaks in a low voice, much lower than could reasonably be expected 
from someone so young. “I have a gun in my pocket. It’s heavier than I 
imagined it. It weighs as much as a brick I think. I’m supposed to rob the ticket 
collector. She looks like my grandmother though. I’m trying not to see her, but 
all I can do is see her. If I don’t do this I’ll never be able to pay them back. But 
my grandmother always gives me these lemon drops and now all I can smell 
is lemon drops. And cloves. She keeps cloves in a bowl on her coffee table.”

 The young man stands up, his whole body facing the ticket collector. His 
whole body. All of it tense and ready. The girl remains sitting. 

 Will he pull out the gun?

 The young man sniffs the air and shakes his head. “No. No. No. Cloves 
and lemon drops everywhere.” His shoulders relax and he turns to the girl. He 
meets her eyes and smiles. 

 “Thanks,” the young man says.

 “You’re welcome,” the girl replies. 

 He turns without another word and leaves the vestibule. 

 The vestibule is mostly empty. The girl is still thin but there is something 
more substantial about her now. She feels good as she sits on the red plastic 
bench and she wonders if she might be a bit of a giver after all.
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5.

Grey wood path crosses 
the creek 
frogs hid in the reeds
when there was water.

6. 

Four white ibis walk along the fence.

7. 

Dry twig dangles in the wind
black cockatoo upside down.

8.

Old man 
on a bicycle
in birdless heat,
dried seeds on the ground.

Notes at a Park
 Ion Corcos

1.

Old man stops to rest,
burnt bat wings above
spread over two wires.

2.

Tree trunk leans
its shadow on the lawn;
a brush turkey sprints;
no birds. 

3.

Woman sits 
alone at a table, 
with salt,
car on concrete 
fallen leaves.

4.

Magpies shriek, 
swoop at a goanna
noiseless in the grass,
a young fern bent 
in the wind.
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Melting Sugar Shrieks
 Hank Kirton

 Nobody else seems to remember the far-out, short-lived General Mills 
cereal, Melting Sugar Shrieks that hit the market on Halloween, 1970. This 
odd product was recalled in December, 1970 due to concern over the bright, 
multi-colored stool produced by the psychedelic dyes.

  I remember Melting Sugar Shrieks. 

 I remember my mother bringing them home and I remember oh-
wowing at the mind-blowing box for hours. Melting Sugar Shrieks was both 
the name of the cereal and a cartoon quartet of stoned-looking rabbits with 
electric guitars, grooving in a giant bowl of cereal, up to their bony knees 
in rainbow-flavored milk. The rabbits had names: Hap, Krumple, Suze, and 
Speed. The box was decorated with bright, infinitely-detailed Peter Max-type 
trippy visuals. The prize was a cardboard record by the fictitious, all-bunny 
“group” that you had to cut from the back of the package. The name of the 
single was, Sleep Feather Banana, a mysterious title that triggered my interest 
to a keen-edged ache. What could that possibly mean? I had to find out. 

 My mom told me that only after I finished the cereal could I listen to the 
record.

  So, I had a mission.

 The next day was Saturday and I woke up early (I got up early anyway 
to watch cartoons) determined to eat the entire box of Melting Sugar Shrieks 
in one sitting and then listen to Sleep Feather Banana. 

 I poured the cereal into a plastic bowl and studied the pieces like an ardent 
archeologist. As ridiculous as it may sound, I swear every individual piece of 
cereal was a different shape and color. Hundreds of strange, individual bits: 
a light blue crescent moon with a smiling profile, a yellow windowpane, an 
emerald leaf, a white marshmallow cloud, a wilting red rose, an orange jack-
o-lantern, a brown book with the tiny word, Love etched into the cover; 

hundreds of others. It was astonishing. A mass-produced masterpiece. I recall 
an olive-green army helmet with a peace sign – a miniature Vietnam protest. 
It was all pretty heavy...

 I turned the TV on to Sabrina and the Groovie Goolies, and then poured 
milk over this starch-and-sugar masterwork and began to eat. It was crunchy 
and had a strange taste, with flavors as varied as the shapes and colors: fruit, 
chocolate, honey, vanilla, cinnamon, peanut butter – all melting together 
into an unfamiliar outer-space taste. Some atypical flavors I detected were: 
banana, root beer, coconut, lemon, peppermint and butterscotch. Other flavors 
remained mysteries. The overriding experience, though, was sugar. The cereal 
was sweet almost to the point of migraine. It was like mainlining corn syrup, 
and after only two bowls my head was zooming, my vision beginning to 
glisten.

 I poured a third bowl.

 Then a fourth.

 I had to hear that record.

  By the time I dumped out the last of the Melting Sugar Shrieks, my heart 
was hammering, my teeth grinding, and my sight so sparkly I almost missed 
the extra bonus surprise that tumbled into my bowl – a tiny booklet! The 
lyrics to Sleep Feather Banana! 

  I rescued the booklet and then padded into the kitchen for scissors.

  I had to keep the volume low on the stereo – my parents were still sleeping 
in the next room. I placed the cardboard record on the turntable, my hands 
shaking from the sugar that ran like radioactivity through my system. 

  I moved the needle over. Sleep Feather Banana began.
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 A low feedback drone quickly accelerated into a catchy bubblegum song. 
Lots of wah wah pedal. I remember a tambourine, played by the female 
bunny, Suze, the only member of The Melting Sugar Shrieks without a guitar. 
Hap was the singer, with a high, helium voice. I remember thinking that the 
song was so catchy and succinct that it sounded as sickeningly sugary as the 
candy-like cereal that spawned it. 

  But when the song reached what passed for the bridge, all the instruments 
twisted together like taffy, stretching and ascending into a crescendo that 
clamped like a perfect, sonic puzzle-piece into the dizzying, sugar-induced 
headrush sweeping through me. A mosaic of jeweled light pierced the center of 
my brain with a whirling, razor-edged vortex of reverberation and my mind 
merged with the revolving cardboard disk for a few seconds, causing multi-
colored candy galaxies to burst and scatter in my fading peripheral vision. For 
a few seconds, I thought I was going to faint. A multiverse of flashback flavors 
tripped off my tastebuds, morphed into sound, and then faded into distant 
wind.

  When the song finally gathered itself together and resumed as before – 
catchy and crispy – I was left lying on the floor, gasping and spent.

  The needle clicked to a stop. I removed the record from the turntable and 
threw it away with the box. I didn’t want to hear it again. Ever. My hands 
didn’t stop shaking until Groovie Goolies was over.

  I never did figure out what Sleep Feather Banana meant, if anything. 

Lyrics to Sleep Feather Banana:

Above the chocolate stairway 
The lemon gate is wide
Your taste turns into color
Orange amplified
Candy apple anagram
Planetary tongue
Ghosts of maple syrup
Fig strings are unstrung 
Butterscotch unstable
Sink into the bowl
Chewy cherry chimpanzee
And gooey-flavored soul

(Repeat)
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Two Years
 Yi Hong Sim

 Silence, if it can be called that, blossoms between us, a botanical happening 
too slow to be captured except in time-lapse. When we speak, it is in unison. 
“Cows,” we say, as we roll by a herd on our right. We say it in the same 
lilting, delighted tone of discovery. Whether this expressed a thought that he 
thought I would have, and therefore pre-empted; or that I thought appropriate 
based on prior exclamations from his driver’s seat, and therefore piped for his 
amusement; who knows?

 We both do.

 A stamen peeks through the lily.

 In the crowded restaurant, everyone seems to have a lot more to say to 
their dinner companions than we have to each other. They are friends who see 
each other infrequently, gesturing, drinking, carousing. The plates of food keep 
arriving and they eat as they speak, and drink as they eat. We hold hands 
and stroke each other’s knuckles with our thumbs. We sip our consolation wine 
on the house. We thank the wait staff, graciously, we hope. In the pretty 
window, a peevish couple sits, enjoying their coveted spot that the hostess had 
accidentally told us was ours when we had arrived. The woman, thin, peers 
over her reading glasses at the inattentive wait staff. Severely, she examines 
the menu. The man wears his expensive black-and-white striped polo shirt. He 
swivels his gaze distractedly between the window and the dining room, and 
the waning afternoon light glances off his balding head.

 “You should tell me if my dress is falling down too low,” I say.

 “How low is too low?”

 “If it looks like I’m not really wearing it any more.”

 We are almost finished with our first plate when he confesses his 
disappointment with its pedestrian contents—only kalamatas and green olives. 

My husband has become a connoisseur of olives, which he had presumed to 
hate when we first lived together. I used to eat all of his olives then.

 “It will be fun to see Mary and Sam get married,” I say.

 “And sammed.” He looks pleased.

 “What?”

 “I said, ‘And sammed.’”

 “What do you mean?”

 “It’s a pun!”

 “I don’t get it.”

 “Walker would get it.”

 I thought about it. “I really don’t get it.”

 “You said ‘Mary and Sam get MAR-ried,’ so I said, ‘And SAM-med.’”

 “I don’t know what you mean! Why would they both get ‘sammed?’”

 “The verb is the same as the word. ‘Mary’ and ‘married,’ ‘S—”

 “OH.”

 Sometimes we understand each other perfectly. Like when we perk up at 
a herd of cows.Back at the apartment, I lie with my head on his chest, and 
time goes by like new petals unfurling. The silence floats around and between 
us. I can never quite tell if, in a pause, we have witnessed the ballooning of a 
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few cells within a slender green stem, or if entire oaks have stretched up from 
acorn into the clouds. How many things are we waiting to say, and what are 
we waiting for?

 “Marriage is like a date that never ends.”

 “Marriage is like a date that never begins.”

 “Marriage is a fig that dates a prune to see if it can become maroon.”

 A forest is a silence that grows so loud that you can’t see the trees for the 
moon.

 Air kisses have become a thing with us. If we actually kissed every time 
we made an air kiss, we would be kissing all the time. Did it start because I 
was short and he was tall, and there was that winter when he threw out his 
back shoveling snow?

 We air kiss across the room. It is silent, but not entirely. There is some 
meaning in that pucker that we have not yet divined.

 Sometimes we signal our wish for the other’s indulgence with a mock 
gaping smile. A private moment in a crowded room, our beaks ajar, like birds 
cooling off in the summer heat. It is the first time I am wearing a strapless 
dress, and I am self-conscious.

 “It looks fine,” he says.

 I tug at the neckline anyway.

 Degustatively, we agree. The roasted broccolini whets our appetites, and I 
pinch some of his fried calamari. He snags a bit of sole off my plate. We nod 
in symmetry, murmuring our approval. They are out of the lamb, so we share 
the rabbit and the pork tenderloin, draining our wineglasses. Several parties 
have seated and departed since our arrival, but others who were here before 
us linger on. We observe them with keen interest.

 We like meeting new people because we like gossiping about them—just 
between ourselves. We amuse each other with observations about our friends’ 
behaviors. We debate the enigmatic things they say, their motivations we 
suspect. Speaking of such tales and intrigues, our cheeks grow rosy with 
delight. It makes us love our loved ones more. Over the years, we have 
acquired friends like pets acquiring humans, always wondering if we will be 
adopted from the pound. We keep our friends the same way. Dressed in his 
dark moody blue shirt and tan slacks under the orange glow of the streetlamp, 
he is an Irish Setter. I am a sausage dog.

 He tells me I look beautiful, and I tell him that he does, too.

 Dessert was a warm almond torte. Wobbly from the port, we walk down 
the street a few blocks before I protest the chill, and we wobble back again. 
The stairs creak as we ascend them slowly, he behind me. I listen and think 
that I have never heard his footsteps quite that way before.
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The Last Waltz
 Monika Mori
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The Dead Man
 Bridget Duquette

 By the time Tom found him, the sun was already setting and the man 
had been dead for hours. There were ants hiking across the still mound of his 
shoulders and the blood in his hair had dried into a black crust. The body was 
so still, so undisturbed, that Tom did not at first feel alarmed. His wife, who he 
had left sitting in the car, called out to him.

 “What is it?” 

 “Nothing! Stay there,” Tom yelled back.

 “What? Why?”

	 “It’s…It’s	a	dead	animal,”	he	lied.	“It’s	not	pretty.”

 Marie rolled her eyes and hopped out of the Chevy.

 “I’m not afraid of roadkill,” she declared. Her accent was still thick, three 
years after leaving Quebec. When they first met, Tom had mistaken her for 
an authentic French woman, perhaps an exchange student from Paris. Her 
jet black hair had enhanced this illusion of exoticism, which was quickly 
shattered when he learned that she had come from Ste-Foy, and that her 
black hair had come from a box.

 Now Marie slid into the ditch on the seat of her jeans, ignoring her 
husband’s protests. 

 “Let me see!” 

 “Go back to the car,” he ordered, attempting to shield the stranger’s body 
with his own. Despite his efforts, Marie glimpsed the blood-stained dirt and the 
torn, muddied fabric of the man’s shirt.

 “Is that an animal?” She asked, knowing it wasn’t.

 “No, it’s a man. He’s dead,” Tom said simply. He slowly raised himself to his 
feet and turned back to the road.

 “Dead,” Marie repeated blankly, moving slowly towards the body. Tom 
found himself unable to look at her.

 “Where’s a gas station around here? We have to call someone.” His voice 
was steady and calm.

 “Why is he bleeding?” She leaned over the body, her expression alternating 
between disgust and distress. “Why is he here?”

 Tom chewed at his bottom lip as he scanned the horizon. 

 “I think we passed a gas station five or six kilometers back. We can call 
from there.”

 “But why is he here? Do you think someone ran him over and just threw 
him in the ditch?” She peered at the body, as though searching for an 
explanation in its graying skin. Behind her, Tom heaved himself up onto the 
road.

 “Come on, let’s get going.” He extended his hands to Marie, but she did not 
turn to him.

 “No one even called for him. The man who hit André went to the police 
right away. He was still warm when we went for him.”

 Tom did not reply, not wanting to provoke her, not daring to dismiss her.

 “Don’t people call the police around here? Don’t they try to help?”

 Tom knew she had begun to cry by the way her voice grew deeper and 
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her accent thickened. She kept her back to him, dark hair spilling over her 
denim jacket like ink. The night they first met, she had worn it that way, 
falling down her back in waves. That night she had noticed Tom, sturdy and 
handsome, from across the room and had waved him over between puffs on 
her cigarette. Smoke circled her head like a halo. 

 “You know, you shouldn’t smoke,” he had said by way of introduction, 
unsure of how to be soft, warm with a woman.

 She looked up at him, eyebrows arched.

 “No? But I like to.”

 “It smells awful. And it’ll ruin your face.” She cocked her head to the side 
and peered at him, unsure of his intentions.

 “That’s okay, it’s not a good face,” she said finally. And it was not untrue – 
her chin was too large, her nose too flat, her cheeks covered in freckles. But her 
eyes were a warm brown and she had an athlete’s figure, toned and trim. 

 “So you’re French?” He asked, and he could not tell why this mad her 
laugh.

 “Yes, I am. Do you speak any French?” Here he allowed himself a small 
laugh too, encouraged by her pleasingly lopsided smile.

 “No, not a word.” He was not a funny man, but she laughed again as she 
moved closer to him, a curtain of smoke drawing over them, enclosing them.

  And now he stood stoic and still, looking at his wife as she stood over the 
dead man, her shoulders shaking softly. He searched for something to say – 
something strong and good and adequate, but nothing came to him.

 “Marie, we’ve got to get moving. This guy is starting to stink.” He cringed 
slightly as he spoke, hating the bareness of his words.

 She made a strange snorting noise. “He does not stink. This is just how the 
body smells.” She rubbed at her eyes, concealing her tears before turning to 
him. 

 “Tom, why don’t you go for help? I can stay here with him.” Her upturned 
face was open and hopeful.

 “No. I’m not leaving you alone with a corpse in the middle of nowhere.”

 “But what if we can’t find him when we come back? What if we lose 
him?”

 “We won’t. I found him the first time and I wasn’t even trying. Come on.” 
Again, he reached out his hand. Marie hesitated.

 “He shouldn’t be here alone. What if animals start to eat him?”

 Tom sighed. “I’ll tell you what – how about you drive down to the gas 
station and I’ll wait here with him.”

 She brightened slightly. “You will?”

 He nodded resignedly. Yes, he would stay here with the dead man, whose 
hair was soaked through with blood, whose limbs lay slack at his side, so 
eerily absurd. He would do it without complaint.

 Marie hoisted herself out of the ditch, ignoring Tom’s outstretched hand. 

 “You’ll stay beside him until I get back?” She asked, giving him a severe 
look. “He can’t be left alone.”

 “I promise,” he said somberly. “I’m not going anywhere.”

 Tom stood at the side of the road, watching as his wife climbed into the 
truck and drove off, first in the wrong direction, then performing a jerky 
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u-turn and speeding past him towards town. He waited until the car had 
faded in the distance before he sat, letting his legs dangle into the ditch. 

 He found a packet of Marie’s DuMaurier Lights in his pocket, and he began 
to puff on them absentmindedly, one after another, not quite tasting them, not 
quite sure why he did it. Below him the dead man slept, waiting patiently for 
his wife’s return, not minding the cold or the silence of the coming night.
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