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Gary Barwin

moon bone

moan boon

old man shaking his bones

old moon shining stone

the old in the arms of the new

man bane
mane blind
binding a sign

the one blond eye
a single hoofprint

pushing through

mine born
morn bade
a scimitar a

moor 6s blade

the

moonos bone

a bent

shine
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Happy sai d-wowl
| want to play.
| want to run.
I want to run
Away he ran.

Billy said,
| want to play.
| want to run.
I want to run
Away he ran.

Mot her sai d,

| want to play.

| want to run.

I wa nt to run
Away she ran.

Father sai d,

| want to play.

| want to run.

I wa nt to run
Away he ran.

N

Nancy sai d,
| want to play.

| want to run.

| want to stay because
the grass is so small
and Father cuts each blade
so beauti full

Bow
away. o0
Oh,
away. 0
AOh, my ,
away. 0
AOh,
away. 0
Oh,

y. O



Emily Falvey

Ceiling

Merging Saturnian storms seem dull

compared to the imperfect stucco of her
ceiling, its complex patterns laced with

fuzzy dust grisatre. She stares at them
untii  her eyes water. Pinching

remini scence o f
American magazines accreting in the
bathroom, their galaxy clusters and
pictures of mouse brain. Above, a furry
pelt of upstairs neighbours. Soft subtlety
of creaking movements. Soft padding of
animals on old floorboards.

The smell of Lady Grey. Orangey
bergamot over mayonnaise. Spread thick
slices of white bread and avocado wedged
with olive slivers. Bites ground mustard.
She traces tea stains on the inside of bone
china. Looks forward to book and wine in
bed. Her cat curled, a knot of sheets under
foot. Warm. Reading aloud, just to hear a
human voice.

The apartment is a volume of
silence. Not another voice. Only slight
indications of life beyond the ceiling.
Scrape of furniture, shift of weight, now
and then. No talking. Not even TV
mumbling. She falls asleep to an
intermittent old -appliance moan.

Arguing her way out of a dream,
she wakes abruptly at 4 am. Sounds fill
the room like a bowl to its brink. The thud
of a man crying. Sobbing, actually. It is so
loud.

I donot | ov e Ay daear
as day. She blinks. Wipes away the drool -
thick darkness. As if he were in her room.

I donot |l ove you
anymor e. |
through the floor, foul her room, build up

in an absence of sleep. Through its gauzy
stucco, the ceiling reveals itself,

anymor e
d o n\Wdrds falN o

shockingly thin. Emaciated. Skeletal. The
man abruptly stops crying. What follows is
not silence, but it
word. She barely hears them move. A
week later, the shared contents of their
lives follow them out. Staggering funereal
procession down the stairwell.

Father:figdy Loihg Befdrd 4 tholid fom

the library. Remnants of lamb on a plate.
A stalk of rosemary, the memento mori of
pink flesh, almost raw in her mouth, a
half hour earlier. Salt washed down with a
mouthful of wine. A headache begins to
play soft bass notes somewhere in the
distance. She closes her eyes against the
exaggerations of Jack Lemmon. The VCR
glitches. She feels bone pressure. Above
her a guitar sputters and comes nervously
to life, clumsy like a thieving child. A
flicker of rage tingles beneath her skin.

Slow sink into drunkenness. She
spills; drizzles stains of existence across
the sofa, scarlet of old wine. She lies there
and contemplates the architecture, the
slouch of the walls. Above her the new set
of neighbours loudly thump. The ceiling
barely digests their drunken rhythms. She
feels the fibers of her body contract
sharply. Her heart quickens, becomes a
fist of blood.

Silence is a foreign concept to these
people. An ocean of constant chatter,
entertainment and shrewish rejoinders.
Dude laughter and bitch shrieks. She hits
the ceiling with a broom, releases a fine
powder of filth and crumbling plaster.
Feelers of dust wave in the tailwinds of
Qn@éf. &R dhemones. The fat sound of
urine plummets into the toilet above.

Pebbles into i’;\ porzjd.

onodt | ove

MOt £00 am she goes to tell them to
be quiet. On their door is a pink piece of
sparkly paper. Their names are there,

written calligraphically. Poesy of flower

[@)]

n

you



Emily Falvey

stickers. Tad and Sue. Those are their
names. Number 6. The sound of singing
and limping guitar. She knocks. A living
piece of marzipan opens the door, stands
there, round and sweet, a shock of red
sugar hair. Hovering behind her, the
beery smokiness of bad song. We are
getting married tomorrow , she says when
asked to be quiet. It is a pink and sparkly
sentence. A gumdrop. We are practicing
our wedding vows, she says. Twinkles
with gin fizz

Before she can swallow, she hears
herself spitt Youdve got t adt
comes out faster than rage. | suppose you
are barefoot and pregnant, too?

This conversation is now over.
Alone in the hallway there is something
close to silence, even though she hears
every word beyond the door.

The ceiling wonodt
It &s becoming mor e
Their lives are trickling into her room,
pilling up, tripping her. Finally, resolution
on a irritable morning in sweatpants A
Thanksgiving Day to be exact. An oily
black squirrel finds its way inside, pokes
its head through a hole, stares down at
her with beady devil eyes. The cat goes
almost catatonic with desire. Bad omen or
good sign. Perhaps it is simply time to
move. The limit. She weighs options over
coffee and classifieds in a nearby café.
Above her, the ceiling merely hangs, a
bland nothingness overshadowed by a
swirl of lattés and tasteful ochre walls.

be kidding!

| ast
and

mu c h
mor e

|l onger .
porous.



Spencer Gordon

TIRED BUT ALWAYS of hazelnut and sunlight and ancient soil. She

minimizes the e-solitaire window midgame and
THlNKlNG THlNKlNG restores the MSN Messenger window to stare fixedly
' ’ at his name, grimly and resolutelyoffline,
o accompanied by the depressingly familiar red icon of
June plays another round dfsolitaire in the ey communication, a sign incapable of receiving or
submerged murk of her refurbished office room, yeyming message, transmitting the full implications
located on the second floor of her 2@uarefoot, of silence and remove. The night unquiet to patient
semidetached foubedroom home: a property of yegpectful apprehension: a raccoon shrieking in
ninefoot ceilings and deepet cold cellar, P tortuous pain from helpless midettstance.
shaped gravel lot, odkardwood floors and stairs, Qccasional headlights send yellow bars across Forest
gourmet kitchen, waklin pantry and private bath, i foyers and doorways of tinted glass, over entry
breakfast bar, soaker tub, stainless steel utensils an¢lg)is and living rooms asleep in the deep quiet of

frontload entry Bosch laundry appliances. It is  griveway night, 11:33 PM dreams disturbed by the
11:33 PM EST, on 10 Wednesday, 2007, in the ifling scratch of skunk and claw, by the threat of
middle of an October workweek in Mississauga, light or knock or caller, paranoid imagination

Ontario, in the suburban heart of the rapidly conflating untold perversion and misery.

expanding Forest Hill community near Eglinton and June emailed him weekly that's itl),
Hurontgrio, minutes from the qeaseless cough of thedaring only the most laissdaire motherhood, the
GTA highway system, from highways 401 and 10, most tender conscientious dabbling with his life that
the Toronto Pearson Alrport, the_collosal, saticer \asnot hers she knew it, plain as white plates and
shaped, 408tore shopping experience of Square gish detergent. Sending weeklymils or Hallmark
One: now the commercial hub of Mississauga’s City cards with folded $50 cheques or neat, tight script:
Centre, where once farmers’ fields spread intransmissions of the modern mother, aware of the
navigational croséatch, an encompassing crescent (isk of smothering and aware of the freedom and
of fertility and unsophistication and distance. Now f,sh of adolescence (case in point: his constantly

home to department stores, services, restaurantschanging MSN display picture, blissfully unaware of
theatres, the Older Adult Centre, The Youth Ce”treypropriety or decorum, portraying him in some

The Open Door Centre, The Church at Square Onegepaych or lecherous embrace, in what untold alley
The Mississauga Central Lions Club Fundraising of mMontreal on what untold substance (mostly
Farmer's Market, Canadian Blood Services, and sOyiconol from his eyes, she could recogrtiigh eyes
forth: this particular air, this changing century, since g5 well as she could recall the floating tingle of pot,
1973. ' ) ] still buried in the tedead closets and cupboards of
_ June’s face and hands being marginally her mind). This was all a silent and suffering
older: bprn June 12, 1953, now fiftur years old, discipline, amazing really, not to call him at least bi
awash in the ghostly |IIu_m|na_t|on of the Samsung weekly and to see if he was OK or eating well or
SyncMaster 753DF monitor light, hands and face getting enough sleep. Not that it seemed to matter:
bleached and spectral as she sips a stear_mng MUug s number kept changing, or the number he gave
decaf, as her shoulders sag forward in knottedper tyrned out to be a cell phone, perennially low on
discomfort and her eyes leap from card to card, frompagteries, or forgotten beneath a pleat of denim. In
hearts to clubs to Kings, arranged in rows and seriedany case, he preferred text messageswhich,
stacks, the green of the imitation electronic eard according to June, communicated absolutely nothing

table sullied by tindistorting pixels: poehall green  y 45 in emptiness, a negativity.

to pale chartreuse. _ She sips her coffee. She minimizes the
She sips the coffee with her left hand (her \1sN window and resumes her game.

wrong hand), miscalculating ambidexterity, using June is afraid of the internet (so many

her right hand to .battle with a _stiff, doltain cast things are frightening; it wasn't like she was young;
off mouse, brushing and pushing the ball across ageath being impossibly real, the worst kind of
frayed and worried pad featuring a reproduction of congpiracy; this isn't funny). But June's ritual of
Van Gogh's Starry Night June afraid in large gjpping coffee and playing-solitaire and staring
hyperbolic swabs of spilling hot coffee across the popefully at the MSN window demanded at least the
keyboard: ~ spoiling controls, frying  circuits, semplance ofurfing of browsing the bizarre and
corrupting mystery. _ . daunting passages of the internet. Demanded at least
June blows with tight, pursed lips, cooling by the presence of Marcus, husband of twesity

steam snaking ceilingiard from the mug, sucking  years, who would often walk strangely unbidden into
curt slurps of Nigerian Fair Trade Decaf that tastes



Spencer Gordon

the office and ask probingly what she was up to. SOEST with her first mug of decaf, knowing she was
she pretends on 10 October 2007 to research a nealone on the third floor, that there would befiiag,
recipe for cod, to scan a review for a new movie nowno real interruptions, hearing from the basement the
playing in theatres (Square One), to search formuted crackle of the erotic music video.
directions to a new superstore (Fabric Land), or to She maximizes the MSN window at 11:35
check her amail inbox, which admittedly she does PM EST and stares at his name: still red. She
from time to time, no pretending, to see if her friends minimizes the window and hits the RESET GAME
from Edmonton or the office sent her a joke or aoption on thee-solitaire screen.
piece of tame political satire or washearted If the room is messy she tidies,
meditation on femininity or age or the spirit, as if compulsively, having the long, drouglite expanse
these subjects could be warmly received (age beingf noncommunication to weather, but the room is
especially terrifying, not helped by a racoon crying never messy: nanessymessy in any case, Marcus
out in lonely unrefined agony). being almost regimentally neat and organized, and
Example scenario of Marcus' intrusion: he June, with her stray pins and mugs and forgotten
strides into the room haifhistling or humming, all  coffee rings, her pens and hair elastics, rarely sitting
innocuous, goodatured effort. June scowls in the in the office, the office being the square squat room
white light of the monitor. He grabs her mug of of masculine efficiency she subtly feels like she is
coffee, halfempty, and walks back down the stairs to invading, violating. She stares at the black, flawless
the stainlessteel kitchen to provide a-fél. If there wood of the IKEA desk. She stares at the grim
is lipstick on the rim he wipes it off, feeling slightly rectangular shadow of the closet, the metal shelf, the
disgusted. Before stepping up the stairs with quick,few scattered picture frames between dictionaries
sure strides, healthy for his late fifties, he stands andand reference books Marcus uses when working. She
gazes over the indistinct furniture and picture framesstares at the sticker of Minnie Mouse that Marcus
of their mainfloor living room. His thoughts turn had affixed to the side of the monitor. She stares at
instantly to the moon, moonscapes, craters: vasthe tiny, plastic toy replica of Mr. Peanut that
lunar landscapes of empty, iceld expanse. Back in  Marcus loves with a strange, embarrassing, and
the office he hands back the mug, thinking June'spassionate zeal (finding an affinity of appearance
scowl is a byproduct of weariness from work, that somewhere in the yellow bald shell of Mr. Peanut's
she may only be in need of a little time spent idly skull). She stares at the cactus in the east corner of
pursuing some trivial thing on the internet, which the room and at the hadfrawn blinds over the four
was entirely new to their lives after spending afoot window. She stares at her hands, pale and
decade convincing themselves (rather hopelesslyphostly in the ghoulish light of the screen. She turns
that they'd never need it. over the mouse and peers into the circular plastic
This ritual belonging to the evening, after casing surrounding the haiévealed ball, tries to see
work and the lacklustre attempt at dinner and thewhat hated roll of lint or insidious dust is causing the
dishes put away. Daily chores finished and errandgam, slowing the arrow's naturally simple, smooth
ran. Marcus not in the officefiling: the alt glide across the screen into a tortuous crawl. She
encompassing blanket term June assumed he used fimds nothing, never understanding, the problem
cover all manner of bizarre and taboo behaviour.lodged too deep within the arcane folds of the
June silently suspecting him of secretly downloadingmouse's underbelly. Her desire to purchase a new
hardcore pornography, of gambling, of possibly mouse is overstatedly intense, causing her to literally
having an affair (he was better with the computer, hegnash her teeth, but she is afraid as always that she
knew how to cover tracks, could hide files in secretmi g ht buy a replacementort hat
folders and caches). Something terrible andcorrespond to the specific systems installed and she'd
grotesque; a sin filed undditing. Tonight Marcus  end up lookingstupid She imagines, in a passing but
wat ches music videos o n quasiedrdnging fmbraent okt frusdration, that magybei s i on
in the cold, halffinished basement, enclosed by the reason he hardly ever appeared online is because
walls of bare pine, a rolled carpet leaning in the she had done something foolish and unintentional to
northeast corner, Marcus superficially aroused by aher MSN configuration (speaking of systems) that
singer of mixed race grinding her pelvis in a harem,limited their time together, or blocked her ID, or
superficially disgusted, very tired, recalling drowsily whatever. The thought of thisthat the silence that
June's face illuminated in the glow of the computerwas so profound and physical between them is
screen (she wouldn't turn on the desk lamp or thepotentially her fault, her own technological
overhead halogemnergy was expensive ineptitudei makes her feel evemore pathetic and
June slipped into the office at 10:49 PM blind and frustrated, so much so that she wants a
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cigarettei a Camel cigarettei and she wants to that this might exit the system, somehow. She only
smoke it in the office and watch the blue smoketook a sip of coffee once she had immediately
billow before the pale light of the screen, the emberfinished typing, knowing that it would take at least a
blazing red. But she hasn't smoked in twenty yéars few seconds for him to read what she had written and
some thoughts were simptyazy. compose his own response. She wouldn't, under any
His MSN names were another thing circumstances whatsoever, leave the rdosven if
altogether: bizarre elusive or allusive phrases, insideher bladder screamed in protest, even if (here being
jokes or quotes from some movie or song or bookanother example of one of Marcus' intrusiénthe
she couldn't possibly know. If she actually caught most despicable varietyone of the lowest forms of
him online i if something in the arrangement of disruption) Marcus called infuriatingly from the
planet and zodiac and heavens actually arranged ttiving room or the kitchen, air worst of all, this was
have her sitting in the rare moments of laight really badi if the phone rang, and Marcus called her
hope atthe same timas him, across the country in name without thinking that after a long, purposeless
that dirty and neglected apartment in Montriehklf day at work shenightnot want to speak with anyone
the time (which constituted a huge percentage) shat all, that henightfor once steal quietly and meekly
could tell he was absorbed in work or some articleinto the office and ask politely and with due
because his responses would be slow, staggeredonsideration whether or not she was willing to talk
similar to the way he spoke when he was fourteen, inwith her mother or her sister or her boss. She
bass monosyllables, as he stared down at his plate &buldn't leave the room; it was a nimsue. Leaving
dinner and his father ate noisily and heartily besidethe room might ruin the moment that allowed her to
him. When he exhibited such obvious signs of keep the window open and keep him talking. Maybe
occupation or distraction she'd wait for each of hisif she stopped typing for only the brief length of time
typed responses with what felt like divine patience, required to pee or to tell her sister she would call her
eventually giving up on any opportunity for back he would get distracted, or he'd exit the
meaningful conversation with an ominous, gurgling conversation with only a briefove ya mom, gotta
ache somewhere in her intestines, and tell him sheo, and she'd be unable to tell him once again to be
loved him and that she (lyingeally needed to go careful or that she loved him; or worse still (things
which, ironically (an irony not lost on June), elicited could always be worse, worse, the sliding declination
the only quick response on his behalf during theirof her pain), if he simply left, had to take a phone
entire stilted conversation. Sometimes she wouldcall or leave his apartment hurriedly, and she was
become angry, thinking that if he were doing forced to messagéiello? You there? Where are
something so important or distracting or demandingyou? until she couldn't wait, it was terrible, had to
he shouldn't have signeth in the first place. Or log off.
thinking, Jesus, who does he think | am, some girl But these were, as stated, wild and ecstatic
chatting with her friends in the dark, there's no one moments, so rarely encountered since hiapse
else here, he's the only name on my list, he knowsvith coursework that June felt the deepest privilege
he's the only name on my list, he knoeis., etc. whenever they occurred. When she was able to truly
At 11:36 she finds herself buried in converse, she felt proud to tell Mardusffering the
bad luck. The raccoon, approximately 100 feet away,sly, off-handed bit of information as an aside in order
makes a sound that can only be described as & watch his face light up with surprise (this being an
possessed, Satanic effort to swallow its own tongueenigmatic entanglement of sadism and love
June stands and makes sure the window is clogied dropping details of their conversation as if it didn't
is. She sits back down. A truck groans metallic andmatter, with a sort of halruel, showoffy air of
aching in the cool of night. desperation, knowing he would instantly and almost
Now and then he would truly talk. These manically focus on what she said}the little details
were wild ecstatic moments. June would feel of his life and situation and romantic status, over the
privileged and elated and especially good because ofjuick breakfast of 7:30 AM, or in the inexorable
the noise her fingers made on the keyboard: a noiseninutes before sleep. Sometimes his manner of
that meant the computer was really being used andpeaking came through the words that appeared on
enjoyed, that meant she didn't have to drag thethe screen, and she could hear the semantic rhythm
broken mouse over and over to remain in theof his voice, his peculiar pauses and accents, that
conversation. She could simply sit and type. Thefilled their home for over twenty years but now were
need to sit arclbacked and careful arose from her like whati fragments? June didn't know. When she
deep electronic superstition: she never minimizedheard his voice come through the words she was
their dialogue box migtonversation because she felt most happy, and sometimes would feel that life was
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indeed long and still held an element of surprise, thatwhich she is enwrapped like a child utero. At
they would have many more years together, that thisl2:13 AM her thoughts turn in the passages of pre
separation was only a short, temporary adjustmentstage REM sleep to the way she used to put her son
This made her forget her bureaucratic office workto bed in similar flannel pyjamas, only graced by
that was monotonous and cruel and completelyTransformers or Ninja Turtles, cartoon companions
uninteresting. It made her forget her hands, wrinkledin sleep, and just when her door was closed and the
and pale and fat. It made her think of a time whennight seemed to close in for good, he'd rush back into
Marcus was young and less annoying, when hisher room, flinging open the door, to jump crazily on
small habitual gestures (like the-fiding of the their bed in wild hilarious smiling transgression. All
mug) were cute and sweet and didn't seem as robotito prolong the departure, the moment of separation,
and servile. June craved those moments with such athe privacy and loneliness of dreams.
intensity that if she could, she would spend every (This was something else, another memory,
evening like this, waiting in the dark, playing what she thought was all her ownst for her too
solitaire over and over, drinking decaf, nervously sacred to bring to words.)
opening the internet browser to make it seem as if At 12:40 AM, Marcus turns off the
she had other things to do. television. He sits in the sudden pitch of the

At 12:01 AM she makes the critical choice basement, ostensibly blind, blinking rapidly to
to sign out and go to bed. She brushes her teeth anestore a familiar object or mark. He feels and
washes the makeap from her face, rubs a swath of fumbles his way to the unfinished stairs, steps up
skin cream beneath her eyes. She undresses drowsilightly with one hand wrapped around the railing,
and slips into her flannel nightgown (the air having and pushes his way into the lditvdining room. He
turned cold, the crispness of dried leaf and autumndrinks a glass of water and urinates. He stalks the
moon, the end of summer). She figures Marcushouse, rattling locks, making sure windows and
might still be watching the television in the doors are shut, turning off errant lights. Then he
basement, or maybe working lohgnd with his  undresses, brushes his teeth, and comes to bed. He is
papers spread out across the dining room mahoganyired, tired from something that isn't work, tired in
Sometimes he would be lying in bed, reading, havinggreat general boreeariness. He thinks idly about
already performed the rituals of the evening. She'dseeing the doctor, explaining this tiredness.
know by the way he'd cough and clear his throat, He is enormously tired.
distinctively, regular and slow. If he was in bed He wonders if he can sleep through the
before her she would climb in beside him and roll on pathetic death of the racoon, the occasional rattle of
her left side, facing the closet and the door. He mightthe walls as a truck trundles toward the highway: the
ask a few plodding questions, and she'd answesleeping dreaming highway leading to the empty,
without revealing the secret thing she did, night aftervacant parking lots, the lightless shopping centres,
night, unless she was able to tell him somethingtruck headlights illuminating the snaking roads of the
about their son that would make him put down his moon.
history book and really listen. Tonight, Marcus being June a gentle snoring hill beside him. He
absent, still awake somewhere in the 2800are puts his hand against the small of her back and she
foot house, she lifts the sheets and rests her head ahifts, unconsciously.
the pillow, too tired to read, to think. She turns off He lies on his back. His eyes are open in the
the chain lamp on the night table on her side of thedark, tired.
bed. She closes her eyes and begins to drift, almost Tired, yes, but always thinking: thinking
sensing her husband's usual breath, the turn of auddenly and with perfect clarity of skies that are
page. wide, and blue, and empty.

This being the Forest Hill community,
burgeoning residential marketplace, a place to retire
or to launch a career, a quiet retreat from the bustling
city but still a quick commute to Toronto proper, a
place where children can walk to school. All the
amenities of modern shopping. With her ear buried
in the soft envelope of the pillow (dowitled), June
can just barely make out the final, ragged gasps of
the racoon, which now fade into the warm, wiéike
roar of her heartbeat, the thud of sleep, the night
coalescing around her to form a bosom, a cradel, in
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Camille Martin

I dissipate when you need

me mosd what am i?

i dig in when you

most need to be alone

with your regred what

am i ? maybe you wondét mind
if i just leave you

clawing the ai® what am

I? what if i settle

in for a while, your

worst memorgy what am i?

or el se 10611 mor ph into
youbbut what if thereds
no you? what anf?

black asterisk in a black alphabet.

a guestion of the love of larvae. lovely

birth of larvae in yellow silk or yellow

metal. milky decorum. or ex@xo-skeleton

in the metropole. celestial urns and baskets, many
baskets learning purple robins. why? paper cut
willow blues, willow socket shocks. motifs
appear. again, motifs and a coccyx twin.
sheepish angels in a starry slipcase mingle stone
or stones and blurry angels. a sudden folding,

a sodden book, abruptly sullen. is it signed

by paper prophets? is it numbered? acorns

are new. eels cascade. acorns are sadly news.

oh, bittersweet, bittersweet black sheep!
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before painted fruit and flowers, nothing survived.
dinosaur tracks evolve in the wandering cognition
of wingless creatures. sadness about elusive treasure seeks

a colossal crane. my ship has sailed and is gone forever.

phantom storms capsize phantom ships. cold
latitudes of blindness reach around consciousness.
sleep scribbles latent flora, effacing genuine

blooms. a being signals and errs forever.

rainy wind, drained of depth but still its own
cosmos of doubtful gestures. impossible to stay
in one placd the mind would vanish. across the sky

cottony mammals parade, shifting forever.

vaguely happy people march into their shelters.

a doll awakens to life, becomes a toy forever.
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