
  

spinebind 
issue #3 Cover art by Matt Gold 



2 

 

Matt Gold 

 

 

 

Georgina Patterson 

 

 

 

Elise Lawrence 

 

 

 

Christopher Walker 

 

 

 

Gareth Vieira 

 

 



3 

 

“ 



4 

 

From artist Matt Gold’s “Phonography Series” 



5 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

inside  

this  

issue 

6 
Editor’s Note 

8 

“Phonography Series” 

An introduction to Matt 
Gold’s photography 

7 

“The Pink House at St Lucia”   

A memoir by Georgina Patterson 

14 
Matt Gold photography 

15 
“Cyclone in a Teacup” 

A short story by Elise Lawrence 

20 
“The Monastery at Tyniec” 

A short story by Christopher Walker 

19 
Matt Gold Photography 

29 
Matt Gold Photography 

36 

“Choose Your Own Adventure” 

A short story by Gareth Vieira 

30 

The cover photo by Matt 

Gold 

From Matt Gold’s “Phonography Series” 



6 

 

EDITOR’S NOTE  Editor:   Tamara Drazic 

Dear Readers, 

 

At last, the third issue of the year is here. This    

issue is a little different from the others, with long-

er pieces and fewer chosen contributors. It was es-

pecially difficult to narrow the successful pieces 

down for this issue, because their length prevented 

me from being able to select such a wide range. As 

a result, this issue feels very intimate, and has more 

of a flow than the past issues.  

 

Some things haven’t changed, however. The pieces 

chosen for this issue each have something unique 

about them— a little flair that made  them stand 

out above the rest. They’re pieces that don’t try to 

scream their themes in your ear; pieces that capture 

some aspect of human existence in unexpected 

ways. Spinebind is a home for these unpretentious, 

strange and wonderful pieces of writing.  

 

This issue is entirely focused on the forms of short 

story and memoir. I’ve also included a photog-

raphy series by the cover artist, Matt Gold, called 

“Phonography”.  It’s always interesting to see 

where the submissions come in from. In this issue 

we have pieces from Poland, the U.S.A, and, of 

course, Australia.  

 

 

 

 

I sincerely hope that you enjoy reading this collec-

tion of incredible work by writers at various stages 

of their careers. I know I have.  

 

Yours, 

Tamara Drazic 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Contact: 

spinebindeditor@gmail.com 

http://spinebind.com 

Edited and created by Tamara Drazic, 

with help from Ty Wood.  
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MATT GOLD: 
Phonography Series 

The photographs in PHONOGRAPHY were 

all taken on a Sony Ericsson Z310A flip 

phone camera, and none have been altered or 

adjusted; there has been no retouching. The 

images are presented just as they appeared 

when they were initially displayed on the cell 

phone screen. By utilizing this very stream-

lined approach, and limiting the equipment 

involved to the single, widely-available instru-

ment, these images reflect the universalizing 

abilities of a technology most people have 

stowed away in their pocket. At a cultural 

crossroads in which technology is augmenting 

everybody’s daily life, and at a moment where 

there is great focus placed on technology’s role 

in art, this collection of photographs suggests 

that we all have the tools to capture beautiful 

visions. And it is that transformative power 

that is the primary focus of the work 

in PHONOGRAPHY; the ability to see the 

familiar in an entirely unexpected and fresh 

way. 

Originally from Ohio, Matt Gold has been living in Bloomington, Indiana for the past fifteen years and recently 

relocated to Brooklyn, NY. He divides his time between pursuing his musical career, acting auditions and photog-

raphy.  As a singer and songwriter, Matt frequently performs; some of his music can be found online 

at www.mattgold.net.  

As evidence of the democratizing nature of this approach to photography, Matt has no formal training in the visual 

arts. When he took a simple picture of his cat on his Sony Ericsson Z310A flip phone, Matt was amazed by the 

quality of the camera. He started exploring different subjects and this collection has grown from that picture. He 

continues to use this technique today, despite the advancement in current cell phone technology.  
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The Pink House at St Lucia 

The Pink House at St Lucia stood sideways 

amongst overgrown grass and a rambling cicada-

filled garden, which backed through the shady gums 

and onto a creek. Run all over with cracks in the 

sun-speckled plaster, the 1950s strawberry house 

was conspicuous amongst the mansions and family 

homes of Highland Terrace. The first time I visited 

the Pink House was the first time a boy saw me na-

ked on my own terms. My boyfriend, Rhys, lived 

there – a musician and student of genetics with a 

shock of brown curls and wonky toes. But this sto-

ry is not about Rhys. It is about the other inhabit-

ants of the Pink House.  

The Pink House was not dissimilar to a zoo 

in that it housed three unruly young men, all in var-

ying stages of insanity and animalistic tendencies, 

and an array of wildlife that decided to take up resi-

dence there: Rhys – my boyfriend, and perhaps the 

sanest of the three; Phil* – a tall, dark boy with very 

long, very dark eyelashes and the air of an otter 

dressed up in a waist coat and tails; Davo* – the 

short-shorts wearing fisherman; Chip – a goblin 

(supposedly a pug left behind by one of Phil’s many 

girlfriends), and the window possums.  

 The open-air interior of the Pink House was 

always covered in a layer of grime. I say open-air – 

the house was not designed to be open-air. Of 

course it wasn’t, it was built in the 50s. It was open-

air, and freezing in winter, because the boys never 

ever closed any windows or shut the doors. It’s high-

ly surprising they were never robbed. The front 

windows cheerfully beckoned visitors inside with 

tattered Himalayan prayer flags, and a black metal 

cat with green bead eyes swung merrily beneath the 

round window on the peeling front door. Upon 

entering the house you noticed an inexplicably large 

portrait of a wolf hung on the lounge room wall. A 

mysterious and dim side room in the laundry 

housed two small stone dog statues and nothing 

else. They sat on the shelf and faced each other. No 

one ever moved them.  

 The kitchen was more often than not cov-

ered in onion peel and other sundry sad ex-

vegetables. On the bench was a large and very old 

jar of foul-smelling vitamins that no one seemed to 

touch, and a large bowl always held a mountain of 

bananas, oranges, and apples. The sink was usually  

by Georgina Patterson  
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filled with dirty dishes and, more often than not, a 

blender filled with suspicious brown gloop. This is 

where you could usually find Chip the Goblin Pug – a 

happy, very naughty, fat little bundle of joy, who, be-

cause of the genetic disadvantage of pugs, was always 

snorting like a small pig. He dozed in the sunlight that 

streamed through the dusty windows and tore up un-

derwear, bills, and his squeaky bone with joyous, reck-

less abandon. At other times, Chip could be found 

ensconced in the doonas on the boys’ beds, or hidden 

behind the cushions of the couch. Whenever a neigh-

bour took a wheelie bin out to the street, Chip 

launched himself into his goblin run – not unlike the 

run of the orcs in Lord of the Rings – and huffed and 

howled through his under bite at the window at the 

top of the stairs, his curly goblin tail wiggling with 

fury. Chip had a stomach of steel, and once, ate a 

used condom with zero side effects. He also once 

consumed, accidentally, Phil’s illicit drugs. Again with 

no effect on his rotund little body and pug brain. I 

was horrified when I heard about this incident. What 

kind of house was my boyfriend living in? An insane 

one. Absolutely insane.  

 The bathroom was a strange room. It was 

made of a weird sort of shiny poured concrete. In the 

winter, the floor leeched the warmth from your bones 

through your feet – so much so that they ached. The 

bathtub was always filled with used towels that were 

never washed (although there were always clean towels 

on the racks) and at one point housed a dilapidated foot 

stool. When I asked why they never moved the towels 

or the footstool out of the bathtub, I was told that un-

derneath them all was a huge hole in the tub. They said 

they kept it covered so that the hole-people couldn’t 

come out at night. Of course, there was no hole and 

there were no hole-people. Rhys and I always showered 

together, partially because it was fun, but mostly be-

cause the bathroom frightened me. The shower was not 

normal. It was in a carved out alcove. Even with the 

light on, the shower was always cast in darkness, and I 

regularly sent the multitudes of shampoo bottles left on 

the floor flying with my numb feet. The whole bath-

room filled up with white steam when you showered 

and often you couldn’t see very far in front of you. 

 Several months after my induction to the Pink 

House, I encountered the window possums. Rhys called 

me one morning: “Oh my god, Georgie. I just walked 

downstairs and the kitchen is covered in fruit. The 

bloody possums have been in and knocked the bin 

over, and they’ve taken chunks out of the fruit and it’s a 

nightmare. And they’ve started living in the bathroom 

window.” The next time I was over he showed me the 

possum (I named her Poppy) snoozing on the bath-

room window sill. Her ginger-tipped ears twitched and 

a baby popped its head out from under her belly. We 

fed them bananas and grapes on the regular, and they 
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were happy. One night, as Rhys and I showered (and 

I tried not to think about the hole-people hidden be-

hind the steam), a tremendous screech filled the bath-

room. We froze. I knocked a shampoo bottle over. 

The demon scream got louder and more furious. “Oh 

god,” I thought. “The hole-people are real!” Just as I 

was about to grab a towel and make a break for it, 

Rhys pointed at the window. Poppy Possum had 

spread all four of her tiny legs out to an incredible 

width, and was screaming at an invading possum. She 

spat and twitched and put her fur on end. The invader 

left and Poppy set about cleaning her baby. The other 

possum moved into the next window along the side 

of the house, and eventually became known as Toilet 

Possum.  

 The toilet was a dark little room down the hall 

from the bathroom, tucked into a corner. It was nice 

and secluded – the perfect spot to make an offering to 

nature. On a day when I had my period and was roll-

ing around on Rhys’ bed complaining and generally 

having a bitch, Phil had one of the three girls he was 

seeing at the same time over. I can’t remember her 

name. Or any of their names. I never addressed them 

by their names because they rotated with such fre-

quency that I could never place them. I disapproved 

of Phil’s affairs but I didn’t want to expose him by 

calling his girlfriends the wrong names. Earlier that 

day, the girlfriend had complimented my outfit. “Oh 

my gosh, Georgie, I love your overalls!” she squealed. 

“Oh, um thank you (what is your name, what is your name) I 

really like your shorts.” Phil and his various girlfriends 

very often smoked marijuana together, sending the pun-

gent fumes from the downstairs patio up through Rhys’ 

window. We could hear them laughing and talking in 

intoxicated tones. (The first time I brought over some 

brownies that I had baked for the boys, Phil’s eyes lit 

up, thinking they were weed brownies. We had to tell 

him they were just plain old chocolate brownies. He 

was still pretty happy with that.)  

My cramps struck again, and, grumbling, I 

dragged myself off of the bed and down the hallway to 

the toilet. I had to change my tampon – one of the least 

attractive things you can possibly do. Footsteps 

thumped up the staircase. I thought nothing of it, until 

the door burst open, revealing me, with my finger in my 

vagina, inserting a fresh tampon with my pants around 

my ankles. It was Phil’s girlfriend. “Dude!” she 

screeched. “What the fuck!” She staggered back in 

shock and slumped over the banisters. I felt myself turn 

red and desperately held back tears. My knees trembled 

with rage as I pulled up my pants, and tidied up while 

she still gawked at me. I tried to remain dignified as I 

marched to the bathroom to wash my hands. Then I 

flounced into Rhys’ room, slammed the door, and 

promptly burst into tears. He was bewildered by my 

sudden emotional breakdown.  
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“She walked in on me!” I wailed. Rhys’ eye-

brows shot up his forehead.   

“Woah. That nearly happened to me the oth-

er day! Same chick and everything.”  

Apparently, this girl was a serial no-knocker 

and toilet burster-in-er. I kept sobbing and curled up 

on the bed. Rhys patted my head. Eventually I fell 

asleep. When I woke up, it was dusk, and Phil and 

his girlfriend, in the room next door, were having 

loud, obnoxious sex. Rhys and I decided the girl was 

faking. I had to change my tampon again, so I 

walked into the bathroom and wedged my foot 

against the door so that I wouldn’t be disturbed. To 

my horror, floating in the toilet bowl was a bloody 

tampon – and inexplicably, several paper bus tickets. 

It wasn’t my tampon. I had disposed of mine proper-

ly in a bin. What on earth was wrong with this girl? I 

flushed the disturbing find down the toilet and 

rushed through the process of old tampon, new tam-

pon, wash hands, and ran into Rhys’ room. “She has 

her period too! Tampon! In toilet! Bus tickets!” 

“What?” “I know!” “Bus tickets?” “Yes!” We were 

flabbergasted. Meanwhile, Phil and the girl kept go-

ing next door. We just stared at each other. A few 

months later, when the pipe systems backed up and 

flooded the kitchen, we knew what caused it. That 

girl had been flushing tampons down the toilet. We 

never told anyone her secret, and to this day poor 

Davo thinks that he caused it by simply doing a very 

big poo.  

 When Davo moved in, so too did the linger-

ing smell of fish. “I’m not patriotic,” Davo would 

say, but the day he arrived was the day that an Aus-

tralian flag covered the coffee table, the day that a 

small one appeared in his bedroom window, and the 

day that an Australian flag printed towel appeared on 

the rack. When I was introduced to Davo, I made a 

terrible joke about his name and he didn’t punch me. 

I decided I liked Davo. He stamped about the place 

in his nerdy glasses and short shorts from the eight-

ies, his blonde mullet flopping to and fro. Davo 

worked for a fishing magazine. He drove a Ute and 

pulled his tinny behind it. On an evening he could be 

found sitting at the little table that he erected on the 

patio, drinking a can of beer and making lures by the 

lamp light. He ate a lot of fish sauce. I don’t know if 

he made it himself, but I like to think he did. Davo 

watched the weather like a hawk. You knew when it 

was going to rain because Davo was in the driveway 

turning his boat over. Once, Davo disappeared for 

several days. We saw his ute pull into the drive as we 

were walking back from the IGA at the top of the 

street. “Where’ve you been?” Rhys asked.  

“Aw, mate, I’ve just been up north fishin’,” 

Davo said. “Haven’t slept for like forty-eight hours, 

hey.”  
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 “What! You drove back on no sleep?”  

“Yeah I’m pretty shattered mate.” His face 

was pale under his sunburn and his eyes were puffy.  

“Oh my god, go to bed, Dave,” I told him.  

“I can’t! Gotta clean the boat and get ready. 

Me and some of the boys are going to go put some 

fish in a lake later on. We’re gonna raise them there 

for fishin’,” he said, hauling eskies and tackle boxes 

out of the trailer. “Hope it doesn’t rain, hey,” he 

said, walking into the house.  

Recently, Phil informed Rhys and me over 

dinner that Davo hadn’t showered in four days. In-

stead of taking a shower, Phil threw the contents of 

an inflatable pool over Davo ’s head whilst he 

downed a beer.  

 On Halloween, the Pink House, situated in 

a street of family homes, received a letterbox flyer: 

“The neighbourhood children would love to come 

trick or treating on Halloween night at around 7pm. 

If you are willing to participate, please post this fly-

er on your front door or letterbox!” Of course, we 

were willing to participate. As Phil and Davo were 

going out that night, Rhys and I decided to stock up 

on lollies. We walked up to the IGA and bought 

bags of them. On the way home we saw that most 

of the houses in the street had the fliers posted out 

the front of their houses. A Halloween-y wind  

picked up and scattered leaves across the ground.  

When we got back to the house we decided 

we would go one step further and get into costume. 

We both wore fake beards (Rhys weirdly decided to 

wear his over his real beard) and he dressed in his 

lab-coat and science goggles, and I wore an old 

black poncho. We were meant to be a mad scientist 

and an Igor. We were cooking dinner (spaghetti bo-

lognaise) when we heard the first childish screams 

from up the street. “Can you go look and see if the 

kids are coming?” he said. I tiptoed to the front 

door and peeped out.  

“No kids yet!” The screams got closer.  

“Is that them?” he called.  

“Nope!” I walked back into the kitchen. 

Rhys was frantically stirring the sauce.  

“They said 7pm. It’s 7.30 now.”  

“They’re probably just going the long way 

round.” Dinner was ready then, so we ate, sitting on 

the floor of the lounge room, watching for the trick 

or treaters. Time passed. Rhys gradually slumped 

further and further onto the floor. 

 “They’re not coming,” he lamented. It was 

now nine o’clock. They weren’t coming. Rhys 

dragged himself outside and took the flier off of the 

letterbox. We spent the rest of the night sitting on  



13 

 his bedroom floor eating the lollies we got for the 

absent trick or treaters. The Pink House, as dilapi-

dated and overgrown as it was pink, was simply too 

creepy looking for the kids. The Pink House was a 

zoo, and apparently, the parents of the street felt 

that it was unwise for their children to visit the 

share house full of university students. We moped 

around in our costumes and ripped our fake beards 

off. The possums started screeching. We decided to 

have sex.  

 Well, perhaps it was wise of them to keep 

their children away after all.  

  

 

*Names changed to save embarrassment. 

 Georgina Patterson is currently in her final year of Creative and Professional Writing at QUT. She 

has a background in amateur theatre, and will go out of her way to pat your dog.  
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From artist Matt Gold’s “Phonography Series” 
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CYCLONE IN A TEACUP 
By Elise Lawrence 

The tree was bent almost in half, its ruddy leaves blowing across the yard like dandelion fuzz in the 

snarling wind. The worn carpet licked at my bare feet with a cat’s tongue as I stumbled out of bed, out 

onto the fake-timber linoleum of the hallway. Mum was leaning on the kitchen bench, propped up on 

one elbow, listening intently to the battery-powered radio that sputtered beside the sink. Cyclone Lar-

ry was still a Category 5, and the winds were over 290 kilometres per hour. I didn’t know wind could 

move that fast. I didn’t know anything could move that fast. 

 

I pressed my nose against the cool glass of the sliding door, fascinated. The screen broke years ago, 

and wasn’t worth the hassle or money to fix. My breath fogged, obscuring my view of the blustering 

backyard. Mum looked up and her eyes widened. 

“Get away from the glass!” 

She grabbed my hand, catching a fistful of fluffy pink sleeve in the process, and tugged me 

into the master bedroom. My younger sister was curled up among the pillows, snoring slightly, and 

my brother sprawled on top of the covers, kicking at nothing with still-chubby legs. Mum tucked my 

feet under the old cream blanket and told me to run into the walk-in wardrobe if anything happened. 

Over the heads of my sleeping siblings I watched the rain, flying horizontally rather than falling,  

 

It was the en suite. 

Excuse me? 

The en suite. She told you to run into the en suite if she yelled. You weren’t sure if she meant 

yelled out to you, or yelled in pain or fear because something bad happened. 

Well. It was a pretty stressful morning. 

Not really. You were bored, mostly, having to stay put. The other two slept, and you played 

GameBoy. You got all the way to the boss battle on Level 5, before you had to go outside and help 

clean up.  

But I was worried. About the house, and everything. 
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The adults were worried, and they kept telling you that. But you weren’t overly bothered. The boss 

battle required a lot of concentration, though. You couldn’t quite make it through.. 

 

The view from the car window was awe-inspiring. The maize crops, planted a few months before, 

were flattened in the direction of the wind like a messy, handwoven rug stretching across hectares. A 

classmate whizzed past my viewfinder, standing in his front yard and simply staring at a tree split 

right down the middle. His pale, pre-pubescent limbs were bright against the dull greens and browns 

of sodden leaves and fallen branches. The whole town was a forest floor. 

 

And Roxy was there. 

Hmm? 

Roxy. The fox terrier he used to have. You know. Roxy the foxy. She was black and white and 

Yes. I remember Roxy. 

Do you? 

 

The 4WD tyres crunched on the gravel driveway, past the sign – ‘safe haven’ – that my grandfather 

had hung proudly by the letterbox, now slightly off-kilter. The grass squished and squelched under my 

gumboots as I climbed down from the car, water pressing up close to the pink plastic. The back garden 

looked like a brawl, and the house itself was barely recognisable. Larry had repainted it, right over the 

top of the windows. The glint of sunlight on my grandmother’s dresser mirror was missing, as was the 

rustle of the lace curtains and the glimpse of neatly-arranged cushions through the front window. In-

stead, leaves in a hundred shades of green were plastered to the cream weatherboard. They looked like 

the paint swatches that I played with at the hardware store while I waited for Dad, colours with silly 

names like “mint julep” and “emerald moss”. I reached out to touch one – it stuck to my palm like 

slime, and I flicked it away in disgust. It fell as a wet slap onto the soggy ground. Hearing my name 

called, I spun around and 

 

You’re making that up, that bit about touching the leaves.  

So? That’s allowed.  

They might have been soft. 

They looked slimy. 
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And you never had pink gumboots. You hated pink when you were twelve. 

It’s symbolic. It gives the impression that I’m a young girl. Which I was. 

A young girl who hated pink. And didn’t own gumboots. 

 

The afternoon was long and dull as Dad chainsawed chunks off the fallen tree and my sister and I 

dragged them into a pile on the kerb. We were made to wait inside, cheeks squished against each other 

at the window, jostling for the best viewpoint, as the adults set fire to a wasps’ nest that was wreaking 

havoc on the neighbourhood clean-up. It was so bright, the colour of fireworks, but I felt sad. Some 

people had lost their whole houses to the cyclone, and now the wasps had too. 

 

Along with trees and crops, Larry had felled powerlines all over the region. There was no power or 

running water, so it was sponge baths from the water tank for everyone. The cloth was rough and the 

water was cold, but it was over quickly. I’d never noticed how bright our lights were, until I was try-

ing to read a book by candlelight without accidentally igniting the pages. We saved the torches, just in 

case. At least we still had our roof. 

 

Blue flames licked lazily at the stainless steel billy on the hotplate. The gas stove from the camping 

cupboard had been dusted off and hooked up, and we sat and waited patiently for a cup of tea with lots 

of milk, because the fridge had no power and there was no backup generator. There was nothing else 

to do in the dark except bicker and sleep. 

 

A rough rattling from the dining room was frightening, but it was only Mum rummaging in the side-

board cabinet. The billy began to whistle, starting at a bubbling, chuckling laugh and rising to a high-

pitched squeal until the knob was turned firmly off. It squeaked, and made me think of mice, worry 

that they were hiding in the shadows beyond our crossed legs, sitting on the living room floor. As the 

blue flames crept away, Mum dunked onetwothreefour teabags into the billy and set out four of her 

vintage teacups. She told us that John Howard and Peter Beattie and The Army were coming in heli-

copters to see how bad the damage was. I asked if they would come here. Probably not, she said, pour-

ing the tea. The damage was worse down south, on the coast. The delicate cups rattled on their saucers 

as the warm liquid rolled into them. I asked if we would have to drag more branches around tomor-

row. Probably, she said, pushing the cup toward me. I didn’t like doing it, it made me feel tired and 

the branches scratched my hands. Mum took a sip. Everyone has to do their bit, she told me. Everyone 

has to help each  
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Really? 

What now? 

Your mum’s a reasonable lady. I know she likes her teacups, but using the vintage china for the billy 

tea? On the camp stove? It’s a bit much. 

It’s just a slight exaggeration of her character.  

But she’s not a character. She’s your mum.  

I know that. 

And she’s practical. A cyclone-induced power outage isn’t the kind of occasion she’d bring out the 

good china for. 

Well, no. But that doesn’t mean it can’t be in the story. 

Are you just adding this bit in so you can use that title about the cyclone and the teacup? Because 

that’s lazy. And, frankly, not that clever. 

That’s not why. 

And if she reads it? She’s going to know she didn’t do that. 

Maybe. Maybe she’ll remember it that way because it’s in a story. Maybe you can create new memo-

ries, layer them on top of the old ones. 

What? 

Maybe she doesn’t remember having tea in the billy at all. I don’t remember everything that hap-

pened. Some things I remember clearly, and other bits are fuzzy. Ten years is a long time to remember 

the little things.  

So just write the bits you know.  

I don’t know what I do know, and it’s hard to put all that in, and still have it make sense. What will 

the reader remember her as? The lady who drank camp-stove tea out of vintage china cups, or ‘my 

mum’? 

Does it matter what “the reader” thinks? 

You know it does. 

If you care so much, why lie to them? 

I don’t think it’s really lying. I know she didn’t use the cups. Or I think I know that, since I don’t re-

member the cups that we actually used. But it’s something that she might do. It’s something that 

might have happened, and in that sense it is real.  

Elise Lawrence is a final year creative and professional writing student at QUT. Her interests include word-related 

activities, yarn-related crafts, and coffee-related anything. She can be found on most days buried among crochet, 

caffeine, and half-filled notebooks. 
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From artist Matt Gold’s “Phonography Series” 
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 THE MONASTERY AT TYNIEC 

     by Christopher Walker 

“There’s somebody I want you to meet.” 

Ola took a twisted delight in being 

cryptic in her messages and I had to let her have 

her way. I asked her where and when we should 

meet. 

“Tomorrow, 10 o’clock, next to the 

mask statue by the Sukiennice. And bring a 

bike.” 

I knew a place where I could rent a bi-

cycle on the cheap, though the one they gave 

me was so clapped out that I felt the lactic burn 

in my thighs just getting to Krakow’s main 

square. The bells chimed 10 and the bugler 

stuck his horn through the window at the top of 

the Mariacki Church. His call echoed around 

the square, the final note pinched off in memory 

of the original bugler whose throat was pierced 

by a Tatar’s arrow. The story was surely apoc-

ryphal, but the pathos it lent to the anthem still 

caused me to shiver every time I heard it. 

A few minutes later Ola turned up. I 

was always happy to see her. We’d been friends 

for four years, long enough for my passionate – 

and entirely unrequited – love for her to burn 

itself out; what remained was equal parts crush 

and platonic friendship. 

She leaned over from her saddle and 

swung her long, thin arm around my shoulder. 

The peck on the cheek that followed was meant 

as a friendly gesture but I read it as a sign of 

greater import. 

“So where are we going?” I asked Ola. 

“You’ll see. We’ll be heading along by 

the river a way, though.” 

“Good,” I said. Krakow was trapped 

under a blanket of car fumes and the general fug 

of summer heat. On that July day it was going 

to be hotter than in Cairo. 

We headed south out of the market 

square, weaving among the pedestrian traffic, 

Ola ringing her bell gleefully like a young girl. I 

admired her youthful spirit and wished that I 

could match it with my own, but I had been 

born a cynic. I rather cursed the slow, plodding 

walkers on the path, many unable to keep to a 

straight line. 

After banking right at the castle we 

crossed to the far side of the river. We had 

reached a part of the city that I had never ex-

plored before. I couldn’t believe this was still 

Krakow: I felt like I was entering a lucid dream 

that blurred reality and the imagination. I won-

dered how much better my existence would be 

if I could afford a membership at the posh ten-

nis club that we passed, or if I could escape my 

daily routine long enough to come for a stroll  
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through the leafy park where young mothers 

ushered their offspring around, their smiles as 

free as the sun’s warming rays. 

I noticed that the signs for the small 

village of Tyniec were becoming a more com-

mon sight, and when we stopped to take in the 

view along the Vistula I asked Ola if that’s 

where we were heading. 

“It is,” she said carelessly.  

“So, what’s there? And who are we 

meeting?” 

“I’ll tell you about him later, but we’re 

going to the monastery in Tyniec.” 

“The monastery?” I asked, nonplussed. 

Some of the best times I had enjoyed with Ola 

had involved staying up late in the Jewish Quar-

ter, Kazimierz, drinking and discussing religion 

and philosophy; but we’d always steered clear 

of the major Christian denominations for fear of 

insulting the eavesdropping locals. I hadn’t 

thought Ola much interested in monastic life; 

her flavour was more eastern, mine more atheis-

tic. 

“Well, technically it’s a Benedictine 

Abbey,” she explained further. “I thought it’d 

tickle your fancy. You like a good story,” 

“I like to write a good story,” I correct-

ed. 

“Same thing, surely? If nobody else 

knows the story you can call it your own,” Ola 

said. I wondered what she was driving at. It was 

true that I had written a dramatic retelling of my 

infatuation with Ola, fictionalising and embel-

lishing my roman-à-clef, but this story I had 

published under a pseudonym.  

“Anyway,” she continued, “I know that 

you like details. You could take these to furnish 

your next story with. When I read about the Ab-

bey’s history I thought: Andy is going to love 

this.”  

The monastery had been caught in the 

crossfire of an eighteenth century battle be-

tween the Poles and the invading Russians; the 

havoc that had been wreaked was completed by 

the ruling Austrian empire in 1816 when the 

abbey was dissolved and the complex fell into 

utter ruin. 

“The monks worked for decades to re-

claim their land and re-establish the monastery,” 

Ola said. “So you can imagine how they must 

have felt, how overjoyed and full of the praise 

of God when finally they were granted the land 

back, and they were able to begin the work of 

restoring the complex to its former glory.” 

“And when was this?” I asked. 

“July, 1939,” Ola said. She smiled 

wryly, and I understood why she thought the 

story would appeal to me so much. It was 

straight out of the Book of Job, I thought: after 

centuries spent serving their Lord in exile, they 
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had been allowed to return only to have their 

hopes of a new life dashed by the outbreak of 

war.  

“It wasn’t until the late 1940s that any 

rebuilding work could begin,” Ola said, “and 

even then they had to wait for the Solidarity 

movement to liberate the country from Com-

munism before they could get any headway. 

They still haven’t finished, but what they’ve 

done so far in making the place habitable and 

attractive is pretty impressive.” 

“So we’re going to see somebody at 

the monastery, then?” 

Ola didn’t answer. Our attention was 

drawn to one of the tourist paddle boats steam-

ing down the river; loaded with British holiday-

makers drinking beer from large plastic cups, it 

was a reminder that not everybody who came to 

spend time in Krakow did so because of a thirst 

for culture. The exchange rate, coupled with the 

low price of everything, made satisfying other 

thirsts almost ludicrously easy. 

“No,” Ola answered when the boat had 

rounded a bend in the river and the only trace 

left was the thinly bubbling water. “We’re go-

ing to see a friend of a friend who lives in the 

village itself. We need to stop off at the shop 

before we meet him, though.” 

We pushed off, the gears of my bicycle 

crunching and grinding until I had picked up 

enough speed to simply coast along. I delighted 

in the cool wind blowing around me, the land 

opening up into a wide plain, golden flowers 

growing in the fields and not a car to be seen. 

Ola was a magnificent sight, her cornflower 

blue dress catching in the breeze and lifting to 

reveal her toned calves, while her long blonde 

hair flowed majestically behind her; she made 

me think, incongruously perhaps, of a Botticelli, 

and I realised that I had been kidding myself 

when I claimed no longer to be in love with her. 

Tyniec Monastery soon came into 

view. Standing proudly at the peak of a white 

limestone cliff that peered over the water below, 

it was an impressive combination of Baroque 

and Gothic architecture, a satisfying synthesis 

that made most of modern Krakow’s buildings 

look amateurish by comparison. A path led up 

to the gated entrance to the abbey, but we rolled 

on past this and round the corner, heading up a 

slight incline into the village itself.  

Ola leapt down from her saddle with-

out bringing her bike first to a halt, and then 

pushed it up against a wall before going into the 

corner shop. I lacked her lithe agility and 

banged my knee clumsily against the rear panni-

er as I dismounted; I hobbled into the shop after 

her. 

“This ought to do,” she said, taking 

two bottles of cheap red wine to the cashier. She 
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stood to one side as the bill was rung up, allow-

ing me the pleasure of paying. She put one bot-

tle into her backpack, and I took one in mine so 

that they didn’t smash together on the road up to 

see her mystery man. 

The village belonged in a different pe-

riod of history. There were cockerels and hens 

in many of the front gardens we passed, and 

half of the homes seemed still to be reliant on 

outhouses for their conveniences. I doubted an-

yone had Wi-Fi. 

At the end of a dusty, unkempt street 

we reached a wooden cabin, the door hanging 

from its hinges, the glass in the windows 

cracked. A man of indeterminate age sat on a 

low stool on his porch, rocking back and forth, 

counting off the beads on a rosary chain as he 

mumbled to himself. 

“Artur,” Ola called out as we ap-

proached the man. “Artur, this is Andy. He’s 

come to write your story.” 

I took a moment to appreciate the dress 

and aspect of this middle-aged man. His shoul-

ders were rounded and made him seem to be 

stooping forwards, as if he were about to topple 

over; his hair was close-cropped but even from 

a distance I could tell that it was self-shorn 

since there were tufts growing over his ears 

where he hadn’t run the clippers close enough; 

his stubble was white flecked with dark silver, 

much like what remained of his hair, and about 

his mouth his beard turned subtly orange, as 

though he was a heavy smoker or slurped rather 

than drank his wine.  

He was dressed much in the style of a 

Benedictine monk in a heavy black smock. I 

guessed immediately that visiting Artur and be-

ing so close to the abbey were not coincidental 

facts, but rather that one explained the other. I 

assumed that Artur was a defrocked monk. Ola 

watched me as I observed Artur and when I 

switched my attention to her I read in her ex-

pression a muted admission that I was right. 

But that’s why Ola had brought me: I 

had always been perceptive. My friends credited 

me with being an exceptionally good judge of 

character. Others less generously suggested that 

I was too obtuse to really connect with people, 

forever too busy quietly judging them or draw-

ing my own conclusions. That these conclusions 

were correct did nothing to quiet their com-

plaints. 

Artur raised his head to look at his visi-

tors then, as though it had taken a minute for the 

neurons to fire and for his neck muscles to re-

spond. I guessed that he was either drunk or 

coming off the back of a heavy session. He 

stretched a hand forwards, tugging the sleeve of 

his tunic back in a manner that suggested long 

habit. We shook hands, and I noted the vicelike 



24 

strength of his grip and the smoothness of his 

skin. 

 In a few words, briefly translated by 

Ola, Artur explained that he was indeed a for-

mer inmate of the abbey. He spoke without 

harshness in his voice, which suggested to me 

that he had jumped and not been pushed. There 

was a pain hiding behind his voice though that 

made me curious to learn more. I remembered 

the wine that we’d brought and took the bottle 

from my backpack; when he saw it, Artur’s eyes 

lit up, and wordlessly he took it from me. The 

bottle was soon open, and glasses magically ap-

peared into which Artur poured generous serv-

ings. He drained his first glass and refilled it in 

the time that it took Ola and me to find some-

where to sit. 

Now that he’d had some alcohol he 

seemed to revive. He arched his back in a long, 

feline stretch, and blinked his eyes a few times 

as if to dispel some lingering sleepiness. 

“So, you’ve come to hear my story, 

have you? Nobody’s been much interested in 

what I have to say for many a year.” 

“I suppose not many people wander 

past the monastery on their visits to Tyniec,” I 

pointed out. “The locals I assume are already 

familiar with your history?” 

“That they are, that they are,” he said. 

He took another long draught from his glass, 

choking on the final swallow. I leaned forward 

and patted him roughly on the back.  

“Thank you,” he said in English, his 

Polish accent as heavy as the local pierogi 

dumplings, but his words were perfectly under-

standable. He smiled and explained through Ola 

that he had learnt how to say ‘thank you’ in 

more than fifty tongues, just in case he ever 

happened to meet a stranger of that land. 

“Artur is an impressive man,” Ola said 

to me; I detected no traces of sarcasm in the 

way she spoke, though all I had seen so far was 

a man ruined by the excesses of an alcoholic 

disposition. 

I took my Dictaphone out and ex-

plained what I wanted to do. Artur looked at the 

voice recorder, with its blinking red light indi-

cating that the unit was in operation, raised an 

eyebrow, and then, as though its presence was 

already forgotten, he launched into his mono-

logue. 

“When I was a young man I made a 

tour of the Eastern Catholic churches. Do you 

know the difference between Eastern and West-

ern Catholicism?” I shook my head in the nega-

tive; Artur waved his hand as though to swat 

away a fly, and gave a little shrug. “It is not im-

portant. The bread they use for the Eucharist is 

leavened, ours is unleavened, but that is about 

all. But this bread… now that is the important 
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thing.” 

 Artur paused, as if suddenly not sure 

where he wished to take his story, or even 

where it should begin. 

“Bread… yes, that is what it all comes 

down to of course. I learned so much, for in-

stance when I visited Kiev. I took communion 

there, though I had some qualms about it. It is 

not precisely my religion, you see. But the 

bread they made there, I had to see how they did 

it for myself. It was the best host I have ever 

enjoyed. So fresh, so filling. Absolutely the 

body of Christ. 

“Compared to that bread, the altar 

bread we have here in Poland is a travesty. I 

saw that myself in the early nineties. I joined 

the abbey as a novice, and sought out my call-

ing within the faith. I knew as early as that time 

that bread was what mattered most for me. 

“Our days were long and full of duty 

and prayer, but we were granted, after lunch, 

some time to develop our interests. That is when 

I began to investigate how the Eucharist was 

prepared, how it should be prepared. If you are 

a Catholic the way the bread and wine used in 

the Mass are made is so important. Nothing 

could be more vital, let us say. If you take com-

munion and the host has been adulterated, you 

have not taken communion, no matter how 

righteous you are, how many sins you confess. 

“And adultery was what I had found. 

In many parts of Poland, to save a few groszy, 

the priests were ordering that potato flour be 

used instead of white flour. That was bad 

enough. Then I discovered that the irreligious 

were often given the task of preparing the bread, 

and only later was it blessed by the priest. That 

gave me many weeks of sleepless nights, let me 

tell you! But it got worse. I found that no small 

quantity of preservatives was being used, so that 

a large batch of the bread could be prepared and 

then kept for weeks on end. No, I said to my-

self. No, this is not right.” 

Artur’s eyes lit up with a fire that car-

ried intimations of the burning wood in an oven. 

Flecks of spit had gathered at the corners of his 

mouth, and he wiped himself now with his 

sleeve before continuing. The smell of boiling 

cabbage wafted over from a neighbouring house 

and that, coupled with the ripeness of Artur’s 

breath, magnified the ill-effects of the oppres-

sive summer heat; I felt my brow begin to throb 

as though a migraine was coming on. 

“I set to work as soon as I could, read-

ing, investigating, seeing where I could help the 

faithful most. I gave up every minute of my free 

time to helping those who did not realise they 

needed it. It is only thanks to me,” Artur said, 

with no sense of the exaggeration his words be-

trayed, “it is only thanks to me that so many 
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people have received the communion their faith 

demanded.” 

“Tell me more about what you did,” I 

directed. I pushed the voice recorder closer to 

him, so that I might sit fractionally further 

away. 

“At first, it sufficed that I was put in 

charge of making the bread that was sent out to 

many of the local Catholic churches. As a Bene-

dictine, as a black monk you might say, the Eu-

charist and the Catholic Mass were not wholly 

my concern. But I felt a weight of responsibility 

to those who needed it. 

“It was in the mid-nineties that my 

work became more refined, more specific. I was 

visited by a young woman who had heard of me 

through her village’s baker. She had a disease I 

had not encountered before. She had coeliac 

disease.” 

“She was gluten-intolerant,” I interject-

ed, and Artur nodded. 

“As you know,” Artur continued com-

placently, “the sacrament is made of just three 

ingredients: white flour, water, and salt.” Artur 

paused and then corrected himself. “And yeast 

if you are Eastern Catholic. I baked both kinds. 

There is a church not far from here, in Slovakia, 

that follows the Eastern tradition, but they lack 

the resources of the bigger Kiev churches.” 

 “Tell me more about this woman, 

though,” I said, worrying that Artur was losing 

his train of thought. 

“She was suffering a crisis. She took 

communion every Sunday, and every Monday 

she was unable to attend to her work because of 

the ill-effects brought about by her disease. I 

promised her to help in every way that I could. 

It was fortunate for her that she timed her visit 

so well. She came to see me in 1997, and it was 

only two years previously that Cardinal 

Ratzinger had changed the Code of Canon Law, 

making it possible for the gluten to be removed 

from the flour used in preparing the Eucharist.” 

“Ratzinger,” I said, trying not to sneer. 

“The Pope?” 

“Yes,” Artur said. “He is the Pope, and 

long may he remain so. With this one act he se-

cured his place in my heart for all time. I decid-

ed then that the work of preparing the common 

host could be anyone’s. Mine became preparing 

the Eucharist for those suffering from coeliac 

disease.” 

“A worthy cause,” I said, though Artur 

did not pick up on the irony in my voice. I had 

grown too used to hearing people claim gluten 

intolerance; most of those allegedly afflicted 

seemed not to even know what gluten actually 

was. 

“Preparing this bread dominated my 

life for three years. First I had to learn how to 
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separate the gluten protein from the flour. This 

was no easy task given how everything had to 

be done by hand. It took many hours. First I had 

to wash the flour in cold water, forming dough 

and letting the starch escape. The water had to 

be changed many times, always kept only a de-

gree or two above freezing. It was solely by 

force of will that I could manage to knead it for 

long enough. 

“Once I had repeated this process four 

times, I was supposed to place the dough in a 

centrifuge to spin out the gluten that remained. 

But that was impracticable. We had no centri-

fuge, and I could ask no-one else to assist me in 

my work for only I was the righteous man who 

sang the right psalms to accompany the pro-

cess.” 

“What did you do?” I asked. “String up 

a bucket and swing it around your head?” 

“What more could I do?” Artur replied 

innocently. 

“And what then?” 

“Then I placed the dough in a screw 

press, which I turned with all my strength until 

the flour was as close to gluten-free as I could 

make it.” 

I nodded sympathetically, though there was 

something so pathetic about this man, now sit-

ting back as if in defeat; he had wanted to re-

move the gluten from the dough he used  in 

making the communion bread, but it was clear 

that despite his best intentions, his muddled pro-

cess would have had hardly any effect. The fire 

in his eyes had been damped down by these rec-

ollections; I could tell that he regretted his ina-

bility to remove every molecule of the protein 

from his flour. 

“You said you did this for three years,” 

I said. “What happened then?” 

Artur smiled sadly and went to pour 

more wine into his glass, but he had exhausted 

the first bottle without my noticing it. Ola sup-

plied him with the next one. 

“Ah, life, that is what happened. And 

the way of all life is corruption.” 

At the word my ears pricked up. If Ar-

tur was talking about corruption in a religious 

institution, I might have the seeds of a story I 

could sell to the English press. Gluten intoler-

ance and religious corruption: the perfect storm 

of modern susceptibilities. 

“It is always the same. Something is 

successful, someone comes along who sees the 

potential, and it is that someone, not the progen-

itor, not the righteous, who takes not just the 

credit but also the profit. 

“I had intended my communion bread 

to serve those who needed it, but in the last 

years of the century gluten-free became a term 

of near-religious importance in America.  
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I soon discovered that my superiors in the abbey 

were not distributing the bread as they ought to 

have; they were bundling it up and shipping it to 

New York, to Washington, to Los Angeles, 

where it fetched higher prices. That money had 

a habit of lining somebody’s pockets. It should 

have been used to feed the poor, or to fund the 

redevelopment of the abbey. But no, it was cor-

ruption, the oldest story.” 

I wanted to ask Artur to elaborate on 

this point, but now he sank into a morose si-

lence from which he could not be shaken. He 

gave up his glass in favour of drinking directly 

from the bottle, and it became clear that our in-

terview was at an end. 

Ola and I left the former monk to his 

memories and went to visit the monastery. I 

wanted Ola’s help in finding some information 

that corroborated Artur’s tale, and I made her 

understand that without the right secondary 

sources his story would be libellous if printed. 

Ola shrugged, and stared out from the battle-

ments of the abbey back towards the city, where 

black storm clouds were gathering. Clearly 

something had happened to cause her to lose 

interest in my writing. 

“What’s wrong?” I said. 

Ola didn’t answer at first, and I as-

sumed that her thoughts had drifted elsewhere.  

Suddenly she whirled around to face 

me.  

“Your attitude pretty much stinks,” she 

said, without anger, as though she was reporting 

something that she had long held to be true. 

“What are you talking about?” I said, 

trying to think how I could defend myself 

against her unfair charge. But I had no defence. 

Ola had not been as deaf as Artur to my snide 

remarks, but this wasn’t purely about the monk. 

I began to suspect that she had felt the weight of 

my eyes upon her throughout the day, and her 

present anger was like the slamming of a door. 

She was putting me back in my place: a friend, 

possibly, but never a lover. 

Like a monk keeping to his vows, I 

said nothing. I went to my bicycle and set off 

for Krakow, leaving Ola to return as and when 

she pleased. 
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Choose Your Own Adventure 
By Gareth Vieira 

 

This is not a story, but a piece of evidence from an ongoing investigation concerning the town of Hope County. 

Over the past few years, I've been recording some peculiar events pertaining to these very peculiar people. I've come 

to the conclusion that nothing is ever as it seems. Spread the word. 

 

Yours in confidence, 

Gareth Vieira 

 

*** 

You're an idiot. 

 You promised the Olmens you would take care of their prize-winning vegetable garden 

while they vacationed in the Muskokas over the summer. You accepted the responsibility. You 

took compensation of free room and board, and when they left, you said, I'll get to it tomorrow, 

or maybe next day, but you never did. Now the Olmens’ garden is a weed patch and the sum-

mer is, undone. 

Idiot. 

 Mrs. Olmen, a regular plum, with a sweet disposition and a modern look, now tainted by 

age, gave you the guided tour. Pointed out what will grow where and when and just how to 

best maintain it. She gave you various tips, you nodded away and said yes, yes, like you were 

feeding off of her enthusiasm, but you were just rushing her along. She placed the house keys in 

the palm of your hand and curled your fingers over them. 

 “We really appreciate you helping us out this summer,” she said. “Don't we Joe?” she 

yelled, so her husband could hear her through the open window in the living room where he sat 

cushioned on his favourite chair, watching Sunday football. 

 “Yes,” he shouted back, as yes is the best answer for everything. 

 “Don't worry Mrs. Olmen, I'm an excellent gardener,” you said, with fake conceit. “Trust 

me. I give you my word.” 

 

Do I have to say it?  
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So now there's a summer's worth of gardening cut out for you. You head over to the shed, in the 

far corner of their well-sized backyard, and grab two milk crates. One you use as a seat and the 

other for weeds. There's no time for delicacy. No game plan. No strategy. Just sheer strength 

and determination.  

 The sun soon burns the back of your neck and you feel like it's being branded. You wipe 

the sweat off your face with your forearm. Either the weeds are getting stronger or you're get-

ting weaker. I'd go with weaker. But you find a rhythm. It's all in the shoulders, it's pulling and 

casting aside, pulling and casting aside, and just as you think this isn't all that bad (it's kind of 

meditative), you are interrupted by that mangy one-eyed mutt, Cyclops, the neighbours’, the 

Joliets’, crazy pug. 

“Shut up,” you yell. 

He pauses at the sound of your voice. Looks genuinely confused, does a couple of spins 

to reassure himself and continues barking, as he runs back and forth in pure adrenaline.  

 You try and ignore him and take a handful of weeds in both your hands and pull with all 

your might, as if in a tug of war with the Earth itself. The force of its release makes you fall back-

wards and off the crate. The weeds spill over your chest and you look around, in case someone, 

other than cyclops, saw you fall. 

You would. 

 Getting back up on the crate you notice in place of weeds there's a divot with a plastic vi-

al, with what looks like flakes of gold inside. Picking it up, you unscrew the lid and stick  
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your index finger in it and examine the contents. Sure looks like gold, or what you imagine 

flakes of gold would look like. You brush it back into the vial. Could this be your lucky day? 

Are you finally going to catch a break? Lord knows you've had your share of bad luck, haven't 

we all? But still, it would be nice. Even for you. 

I guess. 

If you decide today is your lucky day and you abandon the garden you promised to maintain, in hope that 

you've struck … Gold. turn to page 52. 

If you toss the vial over the fence into the Joliets’ yard and not give it another thought, turn to page 11. 

Page 52 

Yes, it does certainly look like gold. You head inside to google, with ridiculous dollar amounts 

swimming in your head. 

Uhm, the garden? 

 How does one sell gold? How does one trade it? How much in dollars will these flakes be 

worth? Wikipedia tells you that gold primarily is sold in bars or coins and that flakes of gold are 

not a welcomed measurement.  

“Screw it,” you say to yourself out loud. “Why can't I be lucky, just once?” You open the 

drawer of your desk and take out the Hope County phone book. Leafing through it, you find the 

number for Boucher's Pawn. 

“Hello,” says a deep Vader-like voice on the other end. 
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You ramble about your flakes of gold while his heavy breathing consumes the conversa-

tion. 

“I won't promise you anything,” he says, “but come on over and we'll have a look.” 

 Mr. Boucher introduces himself as you enter the pawn shop. His voice doesn't match his 

appearance. The man standing in front of you, behind the counter, is quite possibly a troll. He's 

in a wrinkled gray suit, which matches the wrinkles and pallor of his face. What's left of his hair 

is wrapped around his head, like a cyclone. 

“Well, let's see what you have?” He says, and now with that face, you think Mr. Boucher 

sounds more like James Earl Jones, minus Darth Vader. He takes the loop hanging from a chain 

behind the counter and asks you dump the flakes on the counter. You scrutinize his face for any 

signs of hope. You try to ESP the bounty out of his head. 

“$12.00 in cash or 18 in trade,” he says, irritated. 

“Are you sure that's all it's worth?” you ask. 

“Unfortunately, yes. And you won't get any better. These flakes are poor quality. I'm do-

ing you a favor.” 

 You take the lousy twelve bucks and bank it in your pocket. You drive to the nearest 

McDonald’s and order a big mac meal. You enjoy the freeness of it. 

You would. 

The end. 
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PAGE 11 

You toss the vial over the fence and the flakes cascade over a strip of grass. Cyclops cautiously 

approaches, takes a deep whiff and microscopes the shit out of it, with his one eye. He spins 

with excitement and licks it up. You think, what an idiot. 

Really? 

 The following day, Cyclops and Errol, the Joliets’ fifteen-year-old son, head out for their 

daily walk to Memorial Park, across from the Library. It's a bright summer day with pockets of 

clouds in the sky, like islands unto themselves. Cyclops pulls his leash, as he hears the sound of 

children's laughter in the park. He turns spastic as he sights the monkey bars. The sheer thrill of 

excitement goes straight through his body and exits his bowels, in the shape of a doggie nugget, 

laced with flakes of gold. 

“Did you just shit gold, boy? Errol says. “Did you just shit gold?” he says again. 

  

So, as it happens, Errol made a video of the golden nugget and it went viral. And as it happens, 

Ellen Degeneres came across the video and loved it and invited the Joliets, with their dog Cy-

clops, to the Ellen Degeneres Show. And as it happens, she learned that the Joliets were having a 

difficult year and she gave them $50, 000 dollars and a lifetime supply of doggie treats. 

 The Joliets enjoyed their fifteen minutes of fame and Cyclops became a YouTube sensa-

tion and his story turned into an after school special and he was very popular, and then, like 

everything, life went back to normal.  
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And how much was the gold worth in the end you ask? 

Who cares? 

 

 

Idiot. 
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