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Foreword

Sometimes, a single idea will force itself into the consciousness of many people at roughly the same moment. Maybe these individuals are friends, or maybe they are connected by nothing more than coexisting at the same time. This is how Isaac Newton and Gottfried Leibniz independently developed calculus math, Charles Darwin and Alfred Russel Wallace independently developed theories of evolution, and Alexander Graham Bell and Elisha Gray filed patents for the invention of the telephone on the same day. The discovery of oxygen, the invention of jet engines, the unmasking of autism—all of these ideas struck (at least) two individuals at roughly the same time.


A friend of mine once called this “selfish memes.”  Memes are just ideas that spread through society by means of repetition and imitation. They are the genes of a culture, small packets of code that describe and define who we are. A selfish meme, is one that has an internal desire to become manifest. One can imagine selfish memes laying low, in patient anonymity, for centuries before launching themselves into the collective consciousness.


As the chroniclers of our times, it is the purview of writers to hear and record the voice of the selfish meme. In these pages, we have done so with aplomb.

When the Stittsville Creative Writers Group begins to collect submissions for our anthology each year, we do not set a “theme.”  Nor do we edit each other’s work, beyond basic proof-reading. And while we cannot claim to be ignorant of each other’s thoughts—we sit together once a week and read our thoughts aloud—still, I was struck by how many of this year’s submissions orbit around one idea: Communication.

Maybe it seems obvious that a group of writers would be enthralled by the theme of communication, but I believe that it is also an urgent theme of the present day. How we say what we say, and whom we say it to, all these are under intense pressure.

Here you will read the clever repost of an old maid grown impatient with insipid conversation, and the outraged rebuttal of a woman-not-scorned. You will navigate the subtle barriers to communication that arise as families merge across social differences, and you will be enveloped in the complex relationship of a chronically depressed woman and her AI companion. You will find practical objections to small talk and an excessive use of flamboyant jargon. You will watch as a world traveller makes his reputation by saying very little, and listen as five eulogies offered for the same woman tell us more about the speaker than they do about the deceased. The characters herein communicate through emails, text messages, letters, signs, language barriers, virtual apps and radio signals. The try, and fail, and try again, to make themselves understood.


You will also find stories with other themes, and other ideas. As a wise woman once told me, “Writers write because they have something to say.”  Sometimes we speak on behalf of the selfish meme, and sometimes on our own behalf. But take away this truth:  we will never cease to speak.


Evelyn Kaye Brooks


Preface

The Stittsville Creative Writing Group (SCWG) is a program of the Ottawa Public Library (OPL), but we are so much more than that. This year I signed a Memorandum of Agreement between the SCWG and the OPL which recognizes us as a Community with a program within the OPL.

The OPL defines a program as a reoccurring event at OPL facilities, for a specified duration. The SCWG does that 50 times a year. However, we also engage in community and personal outreach, have a youth program to foster the next generation of writers, conduct writing classes for the public, and have a student co-op program with Algonquin College (2026 will be the last year due to cancellation of the Professional Writing Program) and the Ontario College of Art and Design University.

The SCWG started in September of 2012 and has been gaining credibility ever since. After thirteen years one might think we’d tapped the ink well about as much as we could. Nope. We’re just hitting our stride. The SCWG has spun off at least five other writing organizations in the Ottawa area, usually from former members who could not make the distance to Stittsville on a regular basis. Some of those writing clubs have succeeded, some have not, and some have gone private so are no longer part of the OPL.

We are a Community of Writers, fully recognized and invested by an organization which cherishes us. We dream. We write. We share. We are greater than the sum of our parts, but the individual parts (writers) are each really cool and worth reading. Enjoy.

John W Partington
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Minding Your Knitting

George F. Barry

The group was gathered in its usual configuration. It was a beautiful, sunny day so Angie had everyone out on her deck. While it was a fairly typical suburban home, it had the advantage of being on a corner lot with hedges and mature trees all around, so there was lots of privacy. Angie was proud of her garden and there was a clear view of the beautiful flowers, neatly arranged in impeccably tended beds that went around the entire perimeter of the back yard.

Helen Torwood had taken her place in the semi-circle of women. Angie arranged everyone with their backs to the patio doors so that they would face her beloved gardens, which were a monument to anal retentiveness.

Helen had arrived a bit late, so everyone was well into their second cups of coffee or tea. Helen had poured herself a cup of coffee and grabbed one of the delicious muffins that Angie always laid out for their get-togethers. Angie Phillips was the founder of their group and was happy to have their twice monthly meetings at her home. Calling them “meetings” was a bit of an over-statement. They were very informal, unstructured gatherings of needlework enthusiasts, though most were dedicated knitters.

The numbers varied. There were generally somewhere between 5 and 10 people, though occasionally all 15 women would be there. Today Helen counted 9 attendees including herself. And while they were generally older, retirement-aged women, there were a few younger people. Helen noticed that one of the younger women was with them today, Chantal Arnnonson was her name. She was married with a young family and a home-based business and so was not in frequent attendance. Helen thought it was nice to see her there.

Helen had joined a little over two years ago. She had retired five years ago. She had never imagined being part of a group like this. For her it was the very definition of “old lady” to be sitting here with a bunch of other women gossiping and, of all things, knitting. Helen had been a Federal public servant. She was proud of the success she had in that career, rising to the heady height of Assistant Deputy Minister at the time of her retirement. She thought of herself as an independent, professional woman. She had never married, though she had several long-term relationships with both men and women, but none of them had become permanent. She had the luck of being on good terms with most of her former lovers, but she enjoyed the freedom that being on her own gave her. She was proud of her independence. She was content with the life she had built for herself.

Retirement had taken some adjustment though. She had found herself feeling like she was missing something. She had interests, theatre, music, cinema. She had a group of friends who shared these interests, and this helped fill some of the void left by not having the office to go to anymore. She had done some contract work with her old department but had found that less than fulfilling. Her best friend, Nora, had suggested she should get involved in some activities outside of her comfort zone. She had taken up golf and curling. These were okay but didn’t seem to be enough. Nora would never have dreamt of her getting involved in a knitting group. Helen had never dreamt of it. But she had taken up knitting a number of years ago and found it restful, comforting, even therapeutic. While she was hesitant to join the group, Angie had encouraged her to do so. They were both members of the same book club. Helen found that her enjoyment of knitting was enhanced by doing this seemingly solitary activity as a member of a group.

At least it had started out feeling that way. The group was fairly diverse. There were retired professionals, several stay at home moms, and a few people still involved in the world of work. But one thing they all had in common was kids. Most had grandkids, though the two younger women were still dealing with their first generation of offspring. And that’s where things sort of went off the rails for Helen with this group. She enjoyed when they talked about politics, the arts, life in general. But the conversation always turned to and was often dominated by discussion of kids and grandkids. Helen didn’t have any of those, so it was difficult for her to share in these conversations. It was okay in small doses, but the doses were never small. The other women never seemed to tire of the subject. Aside from that, Helen was a very private person. Even if she had kids or grandkids, she wasn’t sure she would want to talk about them. She didn’t talk about her own family. She hadn’t had a happy upbringing and preferred to leave that part of her past behind.

“And Bobby then took the damned thing and shoved it up his nose.” There were gasps and some hoots of laughter as Emma Turlton shared the latest adventures of one of her grandchildren’s interactions with a bee. Helen had her usual gentle smile imprinted on her face. She always made the appropriate reactions to these endless tales—or at least they seemed endless. Emma continued her story explaining how the child was stung, started bawling his eyes out and was rushed to Emergency by his over-protective mother. Emma was consistent in her low opinion of her daughter-in-law’s child rearing skills. That of course started the avalanche with everyone sharing their latest tales of childish pratfalls and precious utterances.

Helen sat in silence. She could add nothing. Then it struck her—maybe that was not entirely true. She had reached a point with this group—breaking point, boiling point, point of no return. Whatever it was, she decided that finally she would share something with the group that had some relevance to this subject. It might be somewhat beyond the usual tales of  juvenile adventure and misadventure that the others told, but she felt she badly needed to make her contribution.

Helen cleared her throat when the conversation had hit a lull. “You know, I don’t think I have spoken to you before about my nephew Barnaby.”

Several people choked into their teacups. Helen was not a big talker generally, unless the subject was something non-child related. The fact that she had some kind of relationship with a child came as a bit of a shock to the others. Penny Thomas practically fell out of her chair. Elderly Martha Wilkes started shouting, “What? What?” She was notorious for not wearing her hearing aids. Alice Smith shouted at her that, “Helen was going to talk about her nephew!” Everyone stared at Helen for a bit. Their host, Angie, spoke, breaking what was on the verge of becoming an awkward silence.

“Why, indeed Helen, you haven’t spoken about your family much—ever, I think. I am sure we’d all be delighted to hear about your nephew!”

A number of heads nodded and there were several whispers of agreement.

“Barnaby is my late brother’s son. I have always been close to him. I was essentially his guardian after my brother and his wife died.” There were several expressions of sympathy. Helen continued. “Barnaby is their only child. He was very precocious, very bright and inquisitive. His parents doted on him, well, at least, at least until…” Helen’s voice trailed off and she closed her eyes.

“What? What?” cried Martha Wilkes.

“I am sorry.” Helen seemed to brush a tear from the sides of her eyes. “I haven’t spoken about poor Barnaby because it’s not an easy story to tell.”

Alice Smith, who was sitting next to Helen, reached over and held her hand. “Helen, you are among friends here. We don’t sit in judgment. This is a safe place for you to tell us whatever you feel comfortable saying.”

Angie Phillips nodded her agreement. “Yes Helen, in my home you have nothing to fear. You just say what you need to say.”

“Thank you, thank you all,” said Helen, taking a deep breath. “Well poor Barnaby’s parents began to notice some behavioral issues. It started when he was ten or eleven years old. He had moments of extreme anger that seemed to come from nowhere. There would be episodes of breaking things—he even physically attacked his parents.”

There were several gasps at this.

“My brother and his wife were beside themselves. They took him to doctors but there were no solutions. And then… then there were… there were the animals.”

A number of the ladies had sharp intakes of breath and looked at each other and at Helen.

“There were cases of neighborhood pets disappearing. The squirrels and birds that were always about started to vanish. My sister-in-law discovered a locked chest in the closet in Barnaby’s room. She found it by accident. She stubbed her toe on a loose floorboard. She lifted it out. She waited for my brother to come home. They showed it to Barnaby and ask him what it was. Barnaby said, ‘Oh you should leave that alone. It’s private! It’s my collection!’

“He was clearly upset. My brother insisted that Barnaby get the key. He refused, so my brother broke the lock. They found… they found an assortment of bottles, each of the bottles containing some piece of an animal or bird—a head, a wing, a beak, an organ —all stored in formaldehyde, which Barnaby admitted to stealing from the school lab.”

There were several unguarded gasps from the group.

“My brother and his wife knew that something was seriously wrong. They told me all about this. I didn’t know what to think. It was such a shock to me. He seemed such a sweet child. The medical recommendation was for Barnaby to be sent to an institution. The expert view was that he could be treated, that there was hope. This gave great relief to my brother and his wife. I mean they had thought they might lose their son forever. Now Barnaby… Barnaby was not happy with all of this, not at all. To say he was angry would be a gross understatement. First the invasion of his privacy—he was a very private person—that was unforgivable. And this idea of sending him to some kind of hospital… He could not even contemplate that. He viewed it as a betrayal.

“Now I mentioned that Barnaby had fits of anger. His parents almost viewed these episodes with relief. The overt anger was something they could cope with. It was when he went quiet—so very quiet—that was when things got unpredictable. And that was how Barnaby became… that is when – oh my God – that is when it happened.” Helen paused.

Now the entire group joined Martha Wilkes in exclaiming “What? What?”

Helen’s eyes had closed. She re-opened them and stared at her lap. “You need to understand. Barnaby and I were close. He called me his favorite aunt—his other mother. That is what he called me. ‘Other mother.’ I knew about his problems, but he always seemed a sweet child to me. But I was not with him every day, only for visits from time to time. And I was not there, not with him on that day, on that terrible day.

“I found out about all of this afterwards. My brother was a bit of a tech guy, you see. Given the escalating situation with Barnaby, he had a system of video cameras installed throughout the house and the front and back yards.

“Well, a neighbor had come to drop off the newspaper at my brother’s house. It was always being delivered to the neighbor’s door by mistake. He noticed the front door was open. When he looked in, he saw a pool of blood in the kitchen doorway. He also saw Barnaby. He was sitting on the couch in the living room watching TV. He was covered in blood. The neighbor called for my brother and his wife but there was no answer. He got Barnaby to come with him to his house and phoned the police.”

Helen stopped and dabbed her eyes with a tissue.

“The police didn’t tell me all of the details. They were not even reported in the press, though some of it did come out at the hearings. That’s where I saw the video—that horrible video. Barnaby had killed them both. He apparently had beaten his mother badly and then run over her with the lawn tractor - several times. My brother had also been beaten. Barnaby knocked them both out first. He had dismembered his father. He had apparently learned how to use his dad’s chainsaw. He took… he took dismembered parts and set them up as bird feeders in the back yard, stuffing seeds here and there. After the missing animal and bird incidents, his parents had taken down all of the feeders. Barnaby even took my poor brother’s head and stuck it on one of the vacant bird feeder poles. He stuck seeds in my brother’s mouth. The birds didn’t seem bothered by it.”

The women were speechless, though several made odd moaning noises. Helen took several deep breaths. No one moved. “But you see Barnaby was institutionalized. There was an inquest, a trial. There was never any question that he was mentally responsible. He was in the hospital for a long time—15 years. I visited him regularly. I saw him improve so much. In fact, he is now in a halfway house. He drove me here today and will come to pick me up, after he finishes up with his parole officer.”

The assembled women had fallen silent, into a sort of state of shock. But at this last comment it was like they had all been snapped awake. They started murmuring amongst themselves, that is until a voice was heard behind them.

“Hello ladies. Hi Aunt Hel. Are you ready to head out?” The speaker was a large, bulky young man in his thirties. He had short-cropped hair and was dressed in a dark suit and tie.

Helen smiled broadly. “Ladies. Let me introduce my dear nephew, Barnaby.”

Most of the women were frozen, though several seemed to be swaying, as if about to faint.

Helen took her leave. As she climbed into the front seat next to her nephew, he turned to her with an odd smile on his face. “Having a bit of fun, were you, Aunt Hel?”

“So, you heard that?”

“Yes, well just the tail end. But that was enough. Hmm… I guess telling them that I am an accountant picking you up after meeting with a client would not have been as interesting as the whole murdering psycho thing?”

“No, no. I just thought the ladies might like a bit more excitement than another story about somebody skinning his knee.”

“Well, that was quite a melodrama you made up there.”

Helen looked out the car window. “Made it up? Now that would be telling. Let’s go psycho!”


Good Enough for Government Work

George F. Barry

Harold saw the shaft of sunlight through the window.

“Shit!” he thought to himself. “I forgot to pull that god damned blind down last night.”

Technically it was not night when Harold had collapsed onto his bed, but the wee hours of the morning—4 am, to be exact. He had been out with a couple of buddies on an impromptu pub crawl. Impromptu was a word that Harold liked. It sort of described his philosophy of life. And Harold had taken two years of a BA in philosophy before dropping out, so he knew what he was talking about.

Yeah, Harold led a pretty impromptu sort of life. Living here in his mom’s basement, being able to rely on her for financial coverage when he was between jobs or EI, it was a pretty sweet set up for living an impromptu sort of life.

Well, whatever kind of life it was, Harold knew he was once again going to have to engage in it. For Harold, as hung over, dehydrated and queasy as he was, was one of those people who could not easily fall back to sleep. When he was awake, he was awake. His mom thought he might have some kind of sleep disorder, but then she was always trying to analyze him. That was understandable as she was a psychiatrist, though now retired. This of course gave her all the more time to try to “fix” her son. Which was bullshit as far as Harold was concerned. His mom just could not understand. There was nothing about him that required fixing. His life was very close to perfection. He had no entanglements (spouse, kids, career, that sort of thing). He could get money when he needed it (or at least had been able to do so so far, but more about that shortly). He could come and go as he pleased. He was a 28-year-old guy living a genuine version of the good life.

He humored his mom as much as he could. She was his mom, and he did love her. She had raised him by herself. His dad had bowed out when he was four years old. Not died. Just hooked up with an exotic dancer and was never seen again. Mom never seemed too broken up about his departure. Harold got the impression that it was not a love match—more a marriage of convenience. He had knocked her up and, in those days in PEI, getting married was the thing to do. From what his mom said, the real surprise was that he hung around for four years. She felt that Harold may have inherited the lay-about gene from his father.

His mom was a different story. She had worked two or three jobs to put herself through undergrad and med school. Her parents—both now dead—had been a huge help looking after Harold while she was working and going to school. The situation might have meant that she and Harold were not close, but that was not the case. Whatever, often extremely limited, spare time she had was spent with Harold.

Their dedication to each other made his mom resent how some people treated them. There was the old idea of the “broken home,” which was used by some to describe Harold and his mom’s situation. That sort of thing really pissed her off.

“Broken home!” she used to snort indignantly. “They should call us a renovated home. The only problem was some real deadwood that we were thankfully able to get rid of.”

Harold had no problem figuring who the “deadwood” was.

Harold pulled his shorts on (he always slept in the altogether). He stumbled over to his fridge. He grabbed a cold beer as he felt some hair of the dog would be just the ticket. His mom had set him up quite well in the basement. He had a small kitchen, a bedroom, a bathroom and a comfortable living area, complete with a nice TV and several gaming systems. He also had his own entrance. His mom had stressed the need for this when she renovated the basement for him. She had no desire to be woken up by his late-night “antics.”

Harold crashed his ass onto his sofa. He had enjoyed last night but he now had to get down to business. He had to face a serious situation. Doing this sort of thing was something he avoided as much as possible and had successfully done so for most of his life. His EI was just about to run out and he had no possibility of any sort of job in the short term. Sure, his mother would help him, but she had made it clear that now, in her retired state, she could only go so far. He needed to find some way to supplement what she could give him.

Now this was a tricky situation. He had been able for many years to supplement his income by selling dope. Generally limited to weed, but with legalization he had supplemented this with some other substances, generally amphetamines. He had tried to set up a meth lab in the basement, but chemistry was not his thing. The resulting fire had left his mom most displeased. The damage was not too extensive thankfully, but it added to the financial pinch his mom was already dealing with. She insisted on his getting a real job and had pulled in some serious favours to get him a position as an orderly at the hospital where she had been on staff. That had worked out quite well for the best part of three years. But there had been some allegations of his selling drugs, in particular to some elderly folks in the geriatric ward. Harold thought he was doing a good thing. Those old folks never looked happier. Nothing was proven but the hospital wanted him out. His mother worked some magic again so that he wasn’t fired. That meant he was able to get EI. But that was now only a matter of weeks away from coming to an end.

This is where his buddy, Sliver, came in. Sliver had gotten his name due to his emaciated physique. He was perhaps even more dedicated to the impromptu lifestyle than Harold, though it was pretty close. Sliver did not have the benefit of a parent with some money, however, so he was constantly looking for ways to get cash without having to work for it. This meant him getting involved in some shady things, but he had successfully avoided jail—so far.

Oddly enough, Sliver had put Harold onto something that had no illegality attached to it whatsoever. The Federal Government had set up a program whereby people born on a windy Thursday in Lent could be given a monthly allowance. It was not a lot of money, but it would more than make up the level of contribution that Harold’s mom needed. Harold was not sure why the Government was doing this. It was to support Thursdays, or Lent or the wind. He did not know and did not care. Sliver had helped him do a search on the web using his birth information and he confirmed that indeed Harold had been born on a windy Thursday in Lent. Harold had gathered together the info he needed, and this morning was to be when he would apply on-line for this allowance. If all worked out, the allowance money would kick in before the EI money stopped.

So, Harold downed a second beer and headed over to the table where his laptop was set up. He logged onto the Government website and followed the links to the application for the program. It was called the ‘Support for Persons Suffering from Wind and Religion Benefit.’ Harold clicked on the link for the application form and began filling it in in accordance with the instructions.

He first had to enter his basic ID information and had to attach copies of his birth certificate and of the weather report for the date of his birth. He completed this and was about to click on the ‘Next’ button when a red all caps warning message popped up. It said,

We are unable to continue with your application as there is a problem with your information. To proceed you will need to contact a SPSWRB helper at 1-800-xxx-xxxx.

Harold did not like the sounds of this. He attempted to re-submit the application thinking he may have mis-entered something. After several tries, he realized he was going to have to call the number provided. He spent several minutes searching for his phone, eventually finding it on the floor beside the toilet. He punched in the number. Evidently there were a lot of people born on windy days in lent and a lot of them who were having problems with the application. He went through the 15 different elements of the phone menu before finally getting into the cue for application issues. Unfortunately, the music that played while he was waiting was by the Eagles. Harold hated the Eagles.

He waited for 45 minutes until finally hearing what sounded like a dispirited, tired voice say, “SPSWRB helper Nadia here. How can I help you?”

Harold started to explain his situation but did not get very far before Nadia said, “I am very sorry, but I will need to put you on hold for a short time.”

Harold tried to object but she was gone and the f’ing Eagles were back. The short time was an additional 15 minutes.

“Thank you for your patience. I am sorry for the delay. How can I help you?” said Nadia on her return.

“Well, I was trying to apply online for the… uh for the …”

“For the SPSWRB benefit?” interjected Nadia helpfully.

“Yeah, yeah that’s right. Well, I got a message saying that there was a problem with my information. I can’t understand that because I checked and my info—the info I entered was all correct.”

“I see. Well let me check into this for you. Can you please give me your name, date of birth and social insurance number?”

Harold did as he was asked, and Nadia put him on hold again while she checked into things. She was not gone for very long when he heard her voice say, “Well I am sorry sir but there is indeed a problem with your information.”

“Problem. What kind of a problem? Like I said I checked the information. It was all correct.”

“Well sir, I can’t go into details really because this concerns sensitive personal information.”

Harold was confused by this. “But this is me—I mean this is my personal information. You can certainly tell me about what the problem is.”

This seemed to trouble Nadia as she was silent for a few moments. She eventually said, “Hmm… I am afraid that the most I can tell you is that there is a problem with your social insurance information. You will need to contact the social insurance officials to find out the nature of this problem.”

Harold then proceeded to express his concern using some impromptu language that almost had Nadia talking to her supervisor. He managed to calm down and to calm her down sufficiently so that she gave him the contact number for the social insurance people.

He immediately called that number and again went through the seemingly endless options before getting to the ‘problems with SIN information’ one. He was put into a cue again. This time he got to listen to some kind of euro-electronic music. It made him yearn for the Eagles.

His wait was even longer this time round—a record-breaking 1 hour and 30 minutes. When he finally got to speak to someone, it was Tad, a very boisterous, cheery fellow who seemed to have a southern American accent. Harold wondered if the government had farmed out their call center work to an American prison. He had heard that had been done before.

“Hello there! My name is Tad and I am so, so sorry for your wait. We are a bit swamped today. If you could give me your name, date of birth and SIN number that would be most appreciated, and then we can talk about how I can help you.”

Harold provided his info and explained his situation.

“Well now, that is a problem isn’t it. Well, y’all just sit tight for a few minutes and I will have a look into this.”

With that Tad was gone and the techno music was back. Tad was not much longer than Nadia. “Well, Harold, I am afraid there is a problem with your SIN information. There is a discrepancy between the information on your SIN file and the information in your application.”

Harold was dumbfounded. “I don’t understand. I have verified and re-verified that the information I used for the application is the correct information. What is the exact problem anyway?”

“Well, Harold, I am afraid that the SIN information is extremely sensitive. You would need to discuss this in person at a Service Canada center in order to be advised as to the specifics and to see what can be done to correct this.”

Harold used undiplomatic language once again, but unlike Nadia this did not seem to phase Tad at all. He continued to be adamant that there was nothing he could do. He did provide Harold with the address for the nearest and only Service Canada Center in Summerside.

Harold whipped his phone across the room. It slammed into the shelf holding his various participation awards. He was royally ticked off. What should have been a simple matter of filling out a form and having the money roll in was now looking like it was going to involve some actual effort. But Harold realized that he did not have any options. He retrieved his phone and grabbed his car keys. As he hopped into his vehicle, a classic VW Beetle, he thought it might be nice to have some company as he journeyed through the wasteland of the federal bureaucracy. He gave Sliver a quick call. Sliver had nothing else to do and so was happy to go along for the ride, as long as they could stop for a beer on the way back. Harold had no problem with that. He was sure he would need a few beers after this experience.

Harold stopped by Sliver’s apartment building. He shared a place with a couple of other guys, Wafers and Dink. As Sliver climbed in beside him, Harold heard some hammering and sawing from behind the apartment building.

“What’s all that, Sliver? Is your landlord finally doing some renovating?”

Sliver searched for his seatbelt. “That’s not bloody likely. No, that’s Wafers and Dink. They’re trying to build another god damned whale,” he said in his low, slow drawling voice.

“You’re kidding me! Those idiots aren’t going to try that ridiculousness again?”

“I am afraid they are.”

A bit of explanation. There had been some fishing done out of Summerside in the past. But a number of fishermen had found that there was money to be made taking tourists on whale watching excursions. Now seeing a whale in the Northumberland Strait was far from a guaranteed thing. Sliver’s roomies, Wafers and Dink, had come up with the idea of making a fake whale with which they could offer to make sure that a particular excursion was “successful”—for a fee, of course. They had done a test run hauling the fake whale behind a motorboat one of their buddies owned. Things did not go at all well, however. The whale sank and Wafers and Dink both nearly drowned. They had been in the water practicing maneuvering the whale.
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