
DARK
FOUNTAIN
JOURNAL

ISSUE.01
AUTUMN2010

poetry,
flash,

and short fiction

baddreams andnightmares | paradise scum | a time traveling box |
sorrows in a city ofplastic | the darkness oflight

andmore stories both light anddark



2

DARKFOUNTAINJOURNAL

ISSUE.01 AUTUMN2010

"Some smart ass comment or witty
quote here."

Dark Fountain Journal is a new online journal
which was started to bring attention to short
fiction. We hope that someday it will become a
print journal. Submission guidelines and other
news can be found at our website:
www.darkfountain.com

STAFF

Editors:
Chase Ambler
Sebastian Eklund

Layout:
Sebastian Eklund

CONTRIBUTORS THIS ISSUE:

Chase Ambler
Ani Artinian
Tara Lee Baxter
Tiffany Chin
Keith Collier
Ronald DeStefano
Zdravka Evtimova
Andrew Fortier
Dan Foytik
Taylor Gould
Karlene Harvey
Emily Krol and Alanna O'Reilly
Malin Kundang
Jake Matthews
Vasudha Pande
Terris Schneider
Andrew Scott
Christopher Woods

Individual works published in Dark Fountain
Journal remain the property of the author and
cannot be reproduced without their consent. Dark
Fountain Journal retains one-time rights.
Everything else © 2010. All rights reserved.

CONTENTS

3 To Respire; WhatWarms Me;
The Darkness ofLight

4 Paradise Scum
5 Wall Space
6 The Box
8 City ofPlastic
9 Till Death; Carry On
10 Matador
11 F.O.R.D.
13 (when) i float, you fall
14 The Boots
17 A Change in the Summer Sun
18 BadDreams & Nightmares
19 The Unchanged
20 The Oncologist's Mistress
21 The OldCounter

25 Meet the Contributors & Editors

Looking to submit writing before the winter
holidays? Don't be shy!We're accepting work
for our winter issue.

Short fiction ofthe flash kind, poetical
endeavours, photographs.

DEADLINE: NOVEMBER 30, 2010.



to respire
Ani Artinian
I discovered that
When I press my nose against
My window’s wire screen and
exhale
The emitted sound is delectably
similar to that of
The wind.
It was in that instant I understood
more about that being
That force that
Presses its nose against the world,
Expelling his breath over us all
Through each divine creation,
Mermaid to cockroach.
Today, she dispels a sweet sigh
That makes an oak tree stir
Drawing groans and creaks
Rattling, ruffling
Every leaf.

what warms me
Ani Artinian
Last night we were breathing with
Clasped hands.
You were singing to me,
And your eyes were shimmering
with hope
They told stories
Of the years to come
And then a sharp buzzing told me
I was mistaken.
So now as I trudge through
Layer upon layer of snow
Cold as a bone
I wear this dream around me;
A quilted blanket
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the darkness of light
Emily Krol & Alanna
O'Reilly
the darkness falls over me like a
blanket
as i close my eyes to let sleep
envelop me in its velvety hands
i see the world so differently
as light disappears completely
the light of peoples words
the darkness of their actions
so different
under the cover of the stars
blindness becomes a closeness
as thoughts become words
words become actions
all in the safety of the night
who's shadows hold our secrets
safe
til morning light
dawn breaks the spell of honesty
only seen by moonlights glow

only when the world is asleep
the mind is free to wander
explore the truth behind the lies
the look before the leap
the thought behind the touch
the stars stare past what the sun
can see
dive into the depths of what is real
their shadows loom above me
obscuring reality
their whispers speak with honesty
the night sees more than the light
dare dream



paradise scum
Jake Matthews
In a hometown wasteland
Steel town scum run wild
I feel right when I’m beside them
Slugging’ from the same brown bag
Their judgmental eyes see only us
But they can’t feel what lies beneath
The black smoke fills our lungs days at a time
Coldness grasps my tinted skin
Ground only offers me unsettled sleep
Prayers I have to see tomorrow

They don’t understand
Why I like the way I live
They think of me as scum
Perceive me how you will
I am what I am no matter what scrutiny you bring

Darkness starts to fall
Creeping death follows
I do not fear judgment nor death
I’ve enjoyed my time here
Not going to look back
Forever this city is me, my home
Scum, will forever roam.
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wall space
Tiffany Chin

She didn’t have the heart tell them about the photos plastered on the walls of her office. Their
smiling faces stared back as her last patient walked out with her mother, both of them satisfied
with her words of encouragement and praise. Her smile faded when the door swung shut, and she
was alone again, left in an office filled with photographs of her former patients.

“I’m Sally.”
Age eight, with that cute little lisp. She had only known her for three years before the

chemotherapy stopped working.
“Alex.”
Five, proudly spelling his name in capital letters on her desk. She didn’t have the heart to wipe it

off, kept it as a keepsake in his honour.
“I’m Ian! ”

His tiny body shook with the same exuberance as he said his name when they tried to revive him.
Ron. Abigail. Gigi. Edward. Zoe. So many others, coming into her office with their parents, asking

the same thing.
“Will I get better soon?”
Yes, of course you will. Lies. All of it. When did she become such a liar?
Silence. Their smiling faces remained frozen in perfection, slightly yellowing with age.
She punched the button for the nurse. “Send the next patient in.”
The file showed that his name was George. Age ten. How long will it take, before his picture will

be posted on these walls?



THE BOX
Dan Foytik
The box sat there, tauntingly.

Charlotte passed it every day on her way through the

living room on her way to work, and it never failed to make her

late. Of course, today was no different. She always lost track of

time when she did this. Sometimes when she broke from her

reverie, she noticed that nearly twenty minutes had passed,

sometimes nearly an hour. All time seemed to stop and she became

unaware of the ticking of the large grandfather clock in the corner,

the sound of the birds outside, or even the rhythm of her own

breathing.

Sometimes, she stood close to it, as she did today, and

watched as the leaves of the large oak outside fluttered about in

the breeze, causing the sunlight to dance across the surface of the

box making it appear iridescent, as if it was slowly smoldering.

While the light play was mesmerizing, what really captured her

attention were the small letters in an undecipherable script

stamped into the lid.

She ran her finger across the smooth surface, feeling

how unusually cold it was. She had performed this ritual many

times before, and was always surprised that it remained so icy. On

especially sunny days like today, the other items on the shelf

below the window were warmed as the sunlight fell upon them,

but not the box. The box was always cold. One time when she had

felt particularly daring, she had picked up the tiny thing and held it

her hand. It was very light; almost as if it had no weight at all, and

she remembered that she eventually had to put it down because it

was like holding an ice cube that wouldn't melt, it was so very,

very cold.

She never asked Charles about the box, and she wasn't

sure why. She remembered the day that he put it there on the

shelf. He had been over at his father's house rummaging around in

the attic and had brought home a box full of mementos from his

childhood; comic books, matchbox cars, action figures, pictures,

and carefully wrapped in an old scarf, the box. She had been

sitting in the chair reading a book, and had set it aside as he

brought the large cardboard box in, opened it up and started to

share the contents with her. The little box had been the very last

item he pulled out. When he saw it he became very quiet and

unwrapped it from the scarf very slowly. When he saw what it

was his face took on a strange look and he took it carefully with

both hands to the shelf and placed it there. He had stood there

quietly looking at it for several minutes, adjusting its position on

the shelf a few times and then walked from the room without

another word and gone into the kitchen. Sensing that this object

had some special and unknown meaning to him, she resolved not

to ask him about it feeling that he would tell her about it when he

felt ready. That had been several months ago, and they had never

yet discussed it.

It tormented her. She had no idea what it contained, but

because of her choice not to ask him about it that day, and his

failure to talk to her about it, she couldn't open it. So there it sat,

each day becoming more and more oppressive; taking on a life of

its own, just sitting there, unopened.

For his part, Charles had never glanced at it again in her

presence. They would sit in the living room for hours on end,

talking, watching TV, reading, sipping tea, but he never seemed to

even notice that the box was there. Charlotte of course couldn't

escape catching glimpses of it out of the corner of her eye, or

feeling the presence of it looming there on the shelf.

She sighed and shook her head, coming back to the

present. She picked up her keys from the little table by the door

and headed off to work.

When she returned home that night, as always, the box

was waiting.

Charles was gone for the weekend on a fishing

trip with friends and she was all alone in the house. She hated

being by herself. The old house was cozy and well maintained, but

it sat by itself at the end of the long country road, tucked behind a

grove of stately old oaks. While she and Charles both enjoyed the

privacy, on nights like this when she was the only one at home,

she felt uneasy; every creak and groan of the house was

magnified by the silence and left her feeling on edge.

As she sat on the sofa, she kept seeing it out of the

corner of her eye. Why hadn’t she just asked him about it? It had

sat there for far too long, she resolved. She had never pried into

Charles’ affairs in the past, instead, the two of them had always

had open and honest dialogue on everything but, for some reason

this was different. She felt a twinge of guilt when she made her

decision. Setting down the book she had been reading, she rose

and walked slowly towards the box.

As she approached the shelf, she felt a great and heavy

sense of foreboding. The same object that had taunted and

tantalized her for so long now seemed to take on an ominous aura.

Every other time she had approached it she felt mesmerized by it,

this time it was different. As silly as it was, she was convinced

that it knew her intent and was quietly waiting for her.

Charlotte became aware, as she drew closer to the box,

of the sense of time slowing down around her and the absence of

all sound. She looked over at the large grandfather clock

wondering why it had fallen silent and noticed that the pendulum

seemed to be moving faster than it normally did, yet no sound
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came from it. Experimentally, she stepped back away from the box

and watched as the clock immediately went back to its normal

rhythm and once again emitted the soft ticking that she was used

to hearing. She heard the soft spinning of the ceiling fan in the

kitchen and also the slow drip from the faucet. Although it was a

comfortable temperature in the room, she felt an icy trickle of

sweat roll down her temple. She wiped it away and found her

hands cold and clammy.

With some hesitation, she stepped forward again and

placed her hand on the box. Silence enfolded her once more and

the clock pendulum swung at a faster pace. She took the box into

her hands; her damp fingers sticking slightly to the surface. As

always, it was icy cold; as if it was sucking all of the heat from

her hands as she held it. Closing her eyes, she lifted the lid gently

and stood feeling her heart thud in her chest. With apprehension,

she opened her eyes slowly and turned her head slightly to the left

peeking into the box though slitted eyes.

Inside, she saw nothing. With some disappointment, she

opened her eyes wider and stared at it. The inside of the box was

dark. As she looked closer, she realized it was darker than it should

have been in the well lit room.

The room seemed different; the light had a blue tinge to it that she

had never seen before. It was brighter, more intense and seemed

to be getting even brighter as she stood there. She looked up at

the clock and watched in astonishment as the hands moved

quickly around the face and the pendulum moved so quickly that it

was almost a blur.

The window, which had been a mirror of darkness when

she first took the box into her hand, was becoming transparent as

the light of dawn began to color the landscape outside and press

its way into the room. Within in moments the window was black

again and then light. This continued as she stood in stunned

silence until the window seemed to flicker strobe-like in front of

her. The light in the room had become so intense that she couldn’t

bear to keep her eyes open. She clamped them tight and slammed

the lid of the box closed.

When she opened her eyes a young man she had never

seen before was sitting on an overstuffed couch in front of her

spilling a drink in his lap. He seemed as surprised to see her

standing there as she was to see him. She looked around in shock

wondering where she was. The room looked completely different;

different paint on the wall, a dark carpet on the floor, furniture

that wasn’t hers, pictures on the walls of people she had never

seen before. As she looked around, she realized that this was the

same house, but not as she remembered it.

The young man was speaking to her, but she couldn’t

hear him or any other sounds. She held up a finger indicating for

him to wait and walked with the box into the kitchen and set it

down on the counter.

She walked back to the living room, a great feeling of trepidation

in the pit of her stomach.

He looked at her for a moment. “You’re Charlotte?”

She nodded numbly.

He rose from the chair, “Just a second. I actually have

something for you.”

A stunned look still on his face, he walked to a cabinet

by the stairs and dug around in a drawer. He paused and looked

back at her as if to be sure that she was really there and then

turned back to the drawer. He pulled out an envelope and closed

the drawer. He walked back to where she stood and looked at the

envelope and then at her.

“I have to admit, I thought the old guy was a little nutty

when he gave this to me. When I bought the house eight years ago

he gave me a hell of a deal on it. The only condition was that if I

ever saw a lady named Charlotte appear here in this room or found

her in my house that I’d give her this.

He said she might appear out of thin air, but I thought he

was just a little senile or something.” He held the envelope out to

her.

Charlotte looked at him and then the envelope and took

it from him.

“Look, you can have a seat over there on the couch if

you want to open it up. I have to admit I’m curious about what’s

going on here.”

She found that she couldn’t speak. Her eyes filled with

tears as she started to realize, as unbelievable as it was, what had

just happened. She managed a weak, “Thank you,” and sat down

on the couch.

She immediately recognized Charles’ handwriting on the

front of the envelope, “My Charlotte.”

She felt the tears trickle down her cheeks and watched

as they fell on the envelope. She tore it open, pulled out the letter,

and unfolded the dry yellowed paper, as she sobbed softly to

herself.
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city of plastic
Andrew Scott
There is a lady sitting at the step, tea in hand
Flashing her surgically enhanced smile at each
passerby
A flicker of her fingers is the wave of her hand
As each neighbor walks by
She is watching her son on the street
Playing spiritly with others
While she stares at a potential meet
Making sure her tight clothes make everything
better
They boy will stay outside as she holds the
audition
She does not think anyone will think or ponder
As she spreads without question
For the hope of getting the boy a new father

Behind closed doors makes everything tick
In this City of Plastic

There is a home down the street with the
perfect manicure
Perfection is all in the presentation
For when everyone else looks and keeps the
score
The perfect landscape for consumption
Kids well dressed and always smiling
Grades high so the parents can brag about
A wife that is always current day styling
Behind doors, it makes the husband shout
She loves the extracurricular activity
Of the other side of town’s swingers way
But everyone’s neighbourly
As long as the landscape is perfect by day

The strive for perfection is toxic
In this, the City of Plastic

The head of the place is a natural born leader
Big poise, photogenic smile
The city’s official greeter
Selling the land with such style
Preaching trust, integrity and kindness
Touching all while cameras are flashing with a
gentle hand

But he is the biggest contributor to this madness
The big man behind a closed door
Kicking out the tattered poor
While playing with his weekly whore
Leaving all battered and sore

Just as long as there is a perfect pic
In this City of Plastic

It may be time to repack my bag
Before it is all too late
And my hopes and dreams, like them, sag
Before I take the artificial bait
Forget that I walk in the everyman boot
Give up what makes me, me
Start shaving and wearing the perfect suit
No Hat, bandanna, just so certain people can see
It just makes me shake
How easy it would be to join it all
This land of the fake
It will only bring you back to the wall

Walking away ought to do the trick
Never to look back at the City of Plastic
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till death
Chase Ambler
A divorced man pushes his daughter on a swing.
He catches the gaze of a man driving by again.
“Come on, we need to go,” he says.
“You said we could play till dinner. I’m not hungry yet."
He drags her back to his apartment despite the squirming.
“Mom lets me swing whenever I want!”

carry on
Terris Schneider
Cooper moved back home when he found his girlfriend dead in his bed.
He thought he killed her by giving her a Tylenol but it turned out it was
meningitis.
Three months later he met Sherri at a party.
“I need you now more than ever,” he said to Sherri.
She always liked her men vulnerable.
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matador
(on television)
Malin Kundang
En route Madrid to Paris

Bloody mess. Cape on the ground
Sword in the dust
Four stabs and still not dead

545 kilos of flared nostrils and knotted muscle
Seeing cape-red or the pink calf-high socks
Once a calf, in a pasture, on a farm
Far from the arena ritual
From the spectacle

Timing and panache, e voila!
Tele-close-up of adrenaline and concentration
One false step, one slip, one hesitation
Man and minotaur
The ego of the dare against brute naiveté

Panning the somber crowd, few smiles
Among the honey shots
A woman with a cigar and a man’s suit
Amid the smokers, blood addiction
Of proving manhood with weighted dice

Parade of the contestants, sin toro
Matadors, bandarilleros, picadors
Mincing toward the lengthening western shadow
Pomp and pads, circumstance and swords
Accoutrements of subterfuge and martial “art”

Prelude to destiny; a swirl of cape
Bring him in, closer, closer, figure eights
Tighter, tighter, baiting him till his
Knees scrape the dust and lowered horns
I lluse that he still has a chance

Lanced picadors agitate el toro
Padded pony--now a close-up--bull’s eye
Trying to gore under the pads
Distract him, matador. Play on his instincts,
Once again.

Enter the bandarilleros, two-lanced daredevils
Working without a net

Head on, plant them as far back as one can
And still jump away, to the side, slo-mo replay
Now six wands surround the kill spot

Hurt, frustrated, teased
Tangry of ploys, yet shackled by a gene
That defies reflection but commands reflex
He charges again and again
At the red drape, held unfurled by the hidden
saber

The television shows no replays of
The bull going down, no extra footage of the
final thrust
No shots of the bleeding carcass being hauled
away
Only an interview. What a contest! What was
going on
In your mind, as you confronted the savage
beast?

In rodeo the bull always wins
The cowboy just hangs on, 8 seconds if he can
Before a bone crushing dismount. Cowboy up!
In bullfighting, the matador breathes hard and
breaks a sweat
But the parity is fictional
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F.O.R.D
Tara Lee Baxter

F.O.R.D. Found on road dead.
Not a vehicle, but a corpse found in a ditch

along the Trans-Canada highway.
Nodding off from sleep deprivation, Roy

pulled over his semi-trailer truck before he
careened into oncoming traffic. He kicked an
empty energy drink can out of the cab and
jumped down to the gravel shoulder. Crouching
down to check the tire pressure, Roy spotted a
white sneaker and adjoining leg peeking out from
the overgrown quackgrass. As the seconds
dragged, he starred at it, not wanting to believe
what he saw. His mind supplied the first morbid
detail: it was too small to be a man’s shoe.

“Oh my God-”
The everyday expression transformed back

into a call to a higher power in this gruesome
tableau. Roy followed it with a litany of
blasphemous curses and slammed his fist into
the side of the cab. During his years spent
working on the road, he’d witnessed more than
his fair share of fatal accidents. Instinct told him
to check if the person was alive, but the stench
of decay and circling flies drove home the harsh
reality. He collapsed to his knees, vomiting
forcefully beside the front tire.

From watching those cop shows his wife
obsessed over, Roy knew the RCMP would
question him and he’d become an automatic
suspect. He wanted to open a can of his
favourite sickly sweet drink to swish ‘n’ spit
away the vomit taste from his mouth, but
remembered he wasn’t supposed to contaminate
the crime scene. The only delay in dialling 911
was a shaky hand and the seconds he took to
wipe away tears with a frayed flannel sleeve.
The burley trucker hadn’t even cried at his
father’s funeral.

Sheltered by the shade of the big rig, Roy
stayed on the line with the dispatcher until the
first cruiser arrived. He mumbled answers to the
County Mountie’s questions as best he could,
gaze drawn back repeatedly to the sneaker. He
noticed new details each time:

.. .dried blood on the heel.. .

. . .rainbow laces...

. . .a worn tread.
A veteran Constable finally took mercy and

escorted him to the backseat of a cruiser parked
farthest away. After further integration and
verifying his logbook, they guided him to a local
motel. The officer made it clear he’d have to
stick around for at least another day. Even
though he wasn’t hungry Roy made his way to
the greasy spoon diner kitty-corner to the
rundown motel. He kept his gaze eyelevel,
unable to observe any footwear without vividly
recalling the crime scene.

In the roadside community gossip flew
quicker than an insect stuck to his windshield.
The locals knew what he’d discovered and all
lips were a flappin’ with theories, connecting it
to other bodies found over the years. Maybe a…
Runaway? Hitchhiker? Prostitute? Kidnap
victim? Anyway Roy figured it, no one deserved
that fate. Turning the litany topsy turvy, all he
could think was… Son? Daughter? Mother? Lost
loved one. Victim. No matter what, the image of
the bloody sneaker kept tormenting him.

“It wasn’t the first and it won’t be last,” a
big-mouthed bastard proclaimed from the
counter, gnawing on his bacon with no more
decorum than a dog. “It was probably just some
lot lizard….”

In the way of a how-do-you-do, Roy greeted
the big-mouthed bastard with a fist in the face.
The man stumbled to his feet and clutched his
jaw. “Just so you know, the beating you’re
about to get wasn’t worth defending the honour
of some pathetic piece of road kill! ”

Roy reintroduced his fist to the idiot’s face.
This time the big-mouthed bastard fell to the
mud slicked linoleum floor with a satisfying thud
and a broken nose. Roy finished off with a solid
kick to the man’s ribs and made sure to wipe the
blood from his split knuckles onto the bastard’s
shirt.

Roy sat down on a stool before he fell down
and rested his elbows on the counter.

“Coffee, please. Black.”
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(when) i float, you fall
Ronald DeStefano
it was moments after i severed my wings (using the dull end of a blade

borrowed from an angel) that i began to float,
and with my left hand i pet the fingernails, unpainted, that clawed
my cheek just moments prior,
you were angry with me for wanting to be different, for trying so hard
to stand apart from others when

in fact
i was already unique; because of my wings,

i held you as you cried and screamed, clawing once more at the skin
beneath

my eyes and nose,
together we float over all the waters and all the cities of the world,
where i try to

kiss you but am turned away by your neck,
i promise to show you atlantis and the city in the clouds that men will
not
discover for another hundred years but

you disagree
with me and demand to be returned home

to the place where my bloody wings rest, to that spot of black tar and
pavement

where your knife lies, unsharpened but overused,
you gather my wings against your chest, holding them in a way which i
have never

(and will never) experienced in your arms,
such a strange thing, you say, for a boy to have wings and for an angel
to be without,

so you try them on over your shoulders,
smiling and laughing

as my wings fit perfectly on your back.

and (if) ever (when) i float, you fall, remind me of today
and (gladly) happily (always),

i’ll remove another piece of me to give to you.
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THE BOOTS
Vasudha Pande
"Boots! " Hayley looked up at me expectantly.
"Boots?" I hadn't been paying attention to her monologue.
"Look at those boots over there. Beside that big tree. Let's go closer! " Hayley said.
"Oh, yeah, boots. Come on, we're going back." I was worried about getting back safely to our hotel
room.
"But this could be our adventure! " She tugged at my jacket.
"What're you talking about?"
"Don't you wanna know who belongs to them?" Her eyes widened.
"No. And people don't belong to boots."
"Some of them do! I love those pink boots we bought last month. Mom said I look very pretty in
them."
"That doesn't mean you belong to them. Besides, these look abandoned. I don't think anyone loves
them. Or looks good in them, for that matter."
"All boots are nice. And these are big and dusty and mysterious. We should wait here."
"For the owner? I don't think he'll miss those. Plus I wouldn't wanna run into a monster of a man in
these woods. There's no one around for miles."
"Go back to the hotel if you want. I 'm staying here." She crossed her arms and narrowed her eyes.
"Enough. We're leaving." I was tired of her little adventures. We had been chasing butterflies, kittens
and imaginary fairies all day.
"We're not."
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"Yes, we are."
"No, we're not."
"Are too."
"Are not."
"Jesus." It's hard to argue with my sister once
she makes up her mind.
"How long do you think they've been here?"
"Why don't you ask them?"
"Boots can't talk."
"You talk to yours."
"They don't talk back."
"Look, it's eleven. There's a match on TV. Can't
we come back tomorrow?"
"No. Wait for him."
"Why do you wanna see him so bad?" I asked.
"I don't know." She shrugged.
"Will you talk to him?"
"Yes."
"What will you say?"
"I don't know. I don't know him. What should I
say?"
"Well, you could ask him why he left his boots
here. Or why he came back for them."
"Yeah."

We chose a cozy spot and sat down on the
grass. I was hungry. I took out the sandwiches
we had packed.
"Here, eat this." I handed one to her.
"I don't like these sandwiches. I had one for
breakfast."
"Eat it. We're not going to wait here on an
empty stomach."
"But we had breakfast."
"Just eat it, will you?" I was annoyed. Waiting
for the owner of those ugly boots wasn't my
idea of fun. I thought about the match.

"Are you mad because of the match?" Hayley
said.
"I 'm not mad." I replied.
"I like this town. When will daddy come? Why is
he always so busy?"
"No idea."
"Mom called him last night. He told me he would
come."
"Like last time."

"That was different. He got sick. He might come
anytime next week. I hope he comes on
Monday."
"Look, a caterpillar! " I tried to distract her. I
didn't feel like talking about dad.
"Pick it up."
"Do you want to take it back to the room?"
"Yes, let's do that. We'll feed him and keep him
safe."
"What will you feed him?"
"What do caterpillars eat? Not cat food, I guess.
So we can't give him Toby's stuff."
"So it's a boy?"
"We'll call him Gary."
"OK, Gary, let me wrap you up in a big leaf and
we'll take you to the world of glass jars and
DSLRs." I looked for a soft leaf on the ground.
"Yeah, you could take a picture of him."
"Thank you. You like my pictures, don't you?"
"Yef." Bits of food flew out of her mouth.
"Swallow it first."
"Uhmm." She looked at me and made a face.
"Yes I like your pictures."
"I ' ll be a photographer someday." I stared at
those blasted boots.
"Aren't you one now?"
"Not a proper one."
"How will you become a proper photographer?"
"I don't know. Study photography, work some.
There's a lot of stuff I gotta do."
"When will you do it?"
"After I finish school."
"Like, in college?"
"Yes, in college. I ' l l apply to a few this year."
"How do you do that? How will I apply when I
grow up?"
"I' ll help you out."
"But you'll be busy then. Like daddy."
"I ' ll never be busy like daddy." I touched her
cheek. "I ' ll be around."

"I 'm bored. Where is he?" It was getting hot.
Hayley was getting impatient.
"I told you he won't come back. Well, at least
we found you a new pet."
"Is Gary OK inside that leaf?"
"I think so." took out the carefully folded leaf
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from my pocket. We stared at it.
"Open it."
"Here you go."
"He's not moving."
"He's asleep." I said. I worried I might've squished it.
"Look, he moved! He's OK. We'll take care of you now, Gary. Go back to sleep."
"Yes, Gary. Sweet dreams, Gary."
"I 'm tired and sleepy."
"Wanna go back now?"
"I don't know."
"Let's go. We'll come back tomorrow."
"No, let's wait a little longer."
"Fine. I 'm going to doze off. Wake me up if someone comes."

When I woke up, the boots were still there. But my sister was gone. "Hayley! Hayley, where are
you?" I shouted.

"What are you--? How long have you been here?" I couldn't believe I was spending my summer
chasing a kid in some forest.
"I don't remember. I was exploring the woods, and I found a mysterious house."
"Didn't I tell you to not wander off alone?"
"Um, yeah."
"Come on. We're going back now."
"Did anyone come for the boots?"
"No."
"Will anyone ever come for the boots?"
"How would I know?"
"Would you go back for your boots?"
"Not really."
"Would daddy go back for his?"
"He wouldn't even go back for his kids. Come on, we're going back."
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a change in the summer sun
Keith Collier

It is a brill iant summer day. You’ve been working outdoors in the heat since
early morning, raking gravel and moving bricks, and you can still feel the strain in your
shoulders and the roughness in your hands. There is music coming from passing cars
with their windows rolled down, and girls in shorts on the sidewalk with big
sunglasses and tanned skin and streaky blonde hair. The sights and sounds of
summer. The smells of freshly cut grass and coconut sunscreen.

You’re walking home, knowing that you did a good day’s work, that you’ve
earned the weekend off and the beer you’re going to drink around the barbeque
tonight with your friends, with the friends that you’ll have forever when you’re
nineteen. Your whole world is in blues and greens, the colour of a girl’s eyes in
sunlight, a girl you hope you will see tonight.

You’re almost in reach of that first beer when it happens. You never see it
coming. She is wearing no short skirt or trendy sunglasses as she passes you on the
sidewalk, but blue jeans and a black shirt on a day far too hot. Long dark hair,
sunlight washing over her like water, her eyes a dark, dark brown. The most beautiful
girl you’ve seen all day, the most beautiful girl you’ve ever seen, has just passed you
on the sidewalk, just walked right through your beautiful summer day, and she is
crying.

You have some thought of heroic action, of rescue, but you see that thought for
what it is, and there is nothing to be done but to see the summer colours for what
they are. The blues and greens, the white clouds and the bright yellow sunlight are
tinted, tainted by the dark brown of her eyes. The entire colour of the summer has
changed before you can stop it. You can try to remember, try to imagine what the
world looked like before she walked through your beautiful summer day.

But it will never be quite the same again.
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bad dreams and
nightmares
Taylor Gould
You know you’re an adult
when you stop having bad dreams
and start having nightmares.

When the night is filled with hollow dollar signs
and two first names with ampersands
on monogrammed towels in the bathroom
(and neither of them are yours.)

With paper walls that collapse and crush and cut
you—
and the sound of children’s voices, in a tiny echo:
“You’re alone.”

With ties-tied-too-tight
and eyesight that begs for better days—
bad habits and the way
seeing your breath stops being magic
when you’ve always got a cigarette in your mouth.

With the sorry exclamations
of broken wedding bells
that shout your name
and the beckoning bellows
(the ice cold hellos)
from the mouth of death
as he comes your way.

You know you’re an adult
when you stop having bad dreams
and start having nightmares—
when the night is filled with ugly wonder
trying to remember
what it was like
to be a kid.
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the unchanged
Andrew Fortier
After I left,
what did you do?

Did you get up and
decide to change?

I like to think
you took the time
to ponder
your very existence.

Did you go
on a late night
summer stroll?

More than likely
you sat in the dark,
an ancient stone,
watching the dull blues
of late night television.

Something at my core
tells me
even after I left 

You remained unchanged.
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the oncologist's mistress
Christopher Woods
Finally, he had no choice but to leave her, though he would never
forget her eccentric clothes, deep laugh, her perfume or her tongue
that led him down the road to ecstasy and back. The smell of her skin
would follow him until his death, and maybe beyond.

Yet he knew he would never forgive himself for abandoning her like
she was, would always remember her deep longing eyes that always
begged for more.

She was ill, terminal he knew. He imagined darkness spreading inside
her, cell by cell,
a silent march to oblivion. He thought he felt the sheets on her bed
blackening around their embrace, enveloping them both. It had been
the same with his wife years before.
He could not live with such a thing again. And then, what if he too
became ill?

Constant hand washing, swallowing hundreds of vitamins, even going
so far as to inject himself with his own licensed poisons, nothing could
alleviate his fear, irrational or not, of himself dying.

He turned both blind eyes to everyone around him, gave up his
treacherous practice,
became a loner, then finally disappeared. Weeks later he was
discovered, nude and dirty, in a closet in an old, rundown hotel
upstate, babbling about her, her smell, her laughter.

Always the good oncologist, he had never planned on an illness that
took his mind but left his body alone, much like one abandons a lover.
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THE OLD
COUNTER
Zdravka Evtimova

Le Vieux Comptoir, which meant “The Old
Counter”, was a pretty cheap pub. It was dank
and narrow, the walls gaped naked, smudged
with many winters of acrid cigarette smoke. The
guys who frequented “The Old Counter” spoke
poor French or most often none at all. Neda
landed in Brussels after tramping all over
Belgium looking for a job. She’d been flitting
from place to place for months. No one wanted
her broken stammering French so she ended up
washing dishes in “Vieux Comptoir”. Very soon
after her first day on the job, perhaps even less
than a fortnight, the owner of the joint Abdullah,
an old man who had settled in the neighborhood
thirty years ago, told her, “Listen what. I think I

want to marry you. I can divorce my
wife.”

Neda thought about it. Abdullah
was frail, often sick, and constantly
complained of sharp pain in his legs.
His wife Zeinep, a dark woman, all
wrinkles and sighs, cut the nails of
his toes once a month, muttering to
herself in language Neda had never
heard.

“I hate you to work in my pub,”
she told Neda. “You are very pretty.
Abdullah can lose his head. Go away.”

“Please, Zeinep, “Neda said.
“Don’t do that. I work hard for you.
Men come to your pub because of me.
I cook well. I cook your bean soup and
you say you like it.”

Zeinep stared at ceiling, her old
face thin, unsure.

“Men are stupid,” she said. “You
never know what they’d do for a
piece of petticoat. And your petticoat
looks good. You must go.”

It had rained a week, thick
pestering rain that didn’t stop for a minute. The
men who came to “Vieux Comptoir” were wet
and hungry. They could rarely pay for a decent
meal. Most of them were sans papiers, no
papers, Monsigneur, a riff raff disorderly gang
from different places of the world. They had no
documents, no work permits, no money and they
all flocked to Brussels searching for jobs. They
plastered the houses of Abdullah’s numerous
cousins, aunts and uncles. They washed dishes
and cooked meals in circuses, restaurants and
nameless pubs. They dug ditches and made
roads. They worked three days and were out of
work for three weeks. They spoke no French, no
English and no German. When it rained they
gathered around the cracked tables in the Vieux
Comptoir, their dark clothes steaming like the
cauldron of hot soup in the kitchen where Neda
worked. A cup of coffee under Abdullah’s roof
was three times cheaper than anywhere in
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Brussels, and although the room was narrow and
smelly, it was dry and warm inside. There was
always bean soup, too, which was dirt cheap.

“Why don’t you try the old trick, Neda?”
Zeynep suggested one day. “Sometimes the men
have money, and the girls near Gare du Nord, the
North Station, are very expensive,” The old
woman nodded emphatically. “They’d pay for a
piece of petticoat. They’d pay double for yours.”

Neda didn’t answer. She had been watching
the rain and the night for months. She knew that
in that street the night started at noon and she
knew her shoes were no good. They leaked and
when she cooked in the kitchen she put on
Zeinep’s old slippers which were too small for
her.

“I don’t like your silences,” Zeinep said
gruffly. “I don’t like them at all. And I’ll throw
you out if you don’t speak to me. Now.”

“I don’t want the old trick. I don’t want men,”
Neda said. “I’ll cook for you, Zeinep. I’ll make
you a cabbage soup. And your kidneys will take
it well. You love it. And I’ll take care of Dogan.”

Dogan was the Zeinep’s younger son. There
was something wrong in that guy’s head. He
stood in the center of the pub, under the big
yellow lamp, and talked to the walls, to
customers who were not there and when he felt
blue he sobbed on Neda’s shoulder, his rears
dripping in the cauldron of soup. If he calmed
down he jabbered about the rain, about the
buttons on his shirt, or spoke to the child he
always saw sitting on the chair by his side.

The rain made the windows opaque with cold
freezing vapors. The bean soup bubbled and
hissed on the electric plate fill ing the room, the
kitchen and corridors, even the street behind the
pub, with an appetizing smell of a warm dry
place. There were no jobs in Scharbeek for the
sans papiers men. They waited in the pub
drinking cheap coffee. The luckier ones who still
had money could afford a bowl of soup. They
shared it with friends. Two, sometimes three
men bent over a delicious bowl of soup and
slurped hungrily, mixing the hard hot thin, almost
transparent liquid with enormous chunks of stale
bread. They bought it dirt cheap from Abdullah’s

bolangerie, the bakery. There were loaves of
bread that Abdullah’s elder son Ali had not sold
the previous day, and the sans papiers men
bought them thinking how lucky they were to
lay their hands on something so wonderful.

“My son Ali said a few words to me about
you,” Zeinep muttered one evening as she and
Neda cut onions to cook a ram stew. The old
woman spoke French with a piercing accent
which made it easier for Neda to understand.
“Ali said he can find somebody for you to marry.
After you marry the man he pays Ali six hundred
Euros. You can roll in money.”

“I came here to work,” Neda said dully
knowing she’d enrage the old woman. “Listen,
Zeinep, I want to roll in money, yes. But I want
to go back home in Bulgria and get married
there.”

“With a guy you make money fifty times
more quickly. No one in Bulgaria will know,”
Zeinep said. “And I am afraid about Ali. He looks
at you.”

Ali was married and had three children.
“I have a car,” Ali had said to Neda. “I’ll take

you to a good hotel room. Nobody will see.”
Neda went with him and it turned out that

the room was no good at all, and the hotel was
far from the Vieux Comptoir. Ali took Dogan, his
addle-brained brother, with them and gave him
toys to play with. The hole he had paid for was
narrower and danker than the room with the
men sans papiers and their bowls of thin soup.
Dogan was in there all the time, sitting on the
floor, talking to Neda and laughing, but Ali paid
no attention to him. He mumbled that he wanted
to cry on Neda’s shoulder. He was sad, he
shouted. Ali threw him a bar of chocolate and
then ignored him. Neda was embarrassed. Her
skin burned as the addle-brained man gurgled
and hissed his big face smirking at her.

“Relax,” Ali told her. “Never mind him. He
doesn’t bite.”

The second time the hotel was a little better,
the walls of the room were not moldy and the
sheets were not stained. Ali gave her a present,
a big shawl and a leather jacket. Dogan talked to
them incessantly, or maybe he was speaking to
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the child he saw on the chair by his side. It was
enough for him to see a chair nearby. Then
probably the child came and sat there to keep
him company for he didn’t complain he was sad.
Dogan was calm and radiant when Neda was
within reach and he could hold the hem of her
skirt. He readily gave her his toys; he even learnt
her name which he repeated to the customers of
the Vieux Comptoir and to the walls of the old
pub.

“You are pretty in that jacket I gave you,” Ali
told her. “May be it’s a good idea not to wear it.
You are too pretty. Somebody else will grab
you.”
Old Zeinep noticed that Ali had stopped speaking
about finding a wealthy guy for her.

“I am glad he understood what you want,”
she said. “My son has a heart of gold. He is such
a good brother.”

Every time after the dank hotel room Ali gave
Neda a shawl. She stored the shawls in a crate
in the basement where she slept at night, and
when the crate was full she went to the
brocante, the flea market the municipality
organized on Sunday, and sold her collection. She
sold the toys that Dogan had given her. She
made good money and she was quite happy
about that. Brussels was a hospitable town after
all.

Neda hoped she could go for a walk to the
Grande Place and see the Cathedral. Of course
Zeinep wouldn’t let her go there by herself, but
she took Dogan. She lead him by the hand and
the two of them went happily everywhere – to
the mannequin Piss, to the sweets shops, to that
funny elevator with the transparent walls near
the Palais de Justice which Dogan loved so
much. They even went to a restaurant – a real
glamorous one, where Neda bought a beer for
herself and a coke for Dogan. He didn’t know
what to do with the coke, and she helped him
drink it lifting the glass to his mouth.

“Where are the shawls I gave you?” Ali asked
her once. This time he had chosen an even better
hotel, with a TV set, with oranges, bananas and
pears on the table.

“I sold them,” Neda told him. “I want the

money to go back to Bulgaria and get married
there.”

Ali didn’t say anything. This time he didn’t
give her anything and he was angry. This time
his love bit and hurt her.

The good hotel was near the expensive
Turkish shop Candan, which in French meant
“From the bottom of my heart”. In the same
neighborhood there was a dentist’s ambulatory,
a vet clinic, and an old shop “vente achat
voitires”, where second hand automobiles were
sold at a very good price. There was a
playground where children played football, and
spoke many languages, Turkish, Arabic, Spanish,
Chinese, Vietnamese, French, and somehow
understood one another. The houses in this
neighborhood were big, with thick curtains on
the windows. There was not a single tree in the
street. Women in trousers and bare feet in spite
of the rain, their heads veiled in black and
brown, gathered in front of the doors to talk or
just to keep an eye on the kids. That was the
realm of Abdullah where the foreigners bought
the bread he baked, the Turkish delight he sold
and the delicious bean soup his Vieux Comptoir
offered to the sans papiers men who spoke no
French. Those men said thank you in many
languages to Zeinep who served them the soup.
Zeinep was horribly angry if Neda showed up in
the room.

“Men are dogs,” the old woman grumbled.
“They’d do anything. One of them asked me if
you’d have him. He said he made a lot of Euros
building the train station in Liege.” She sighed
angrily. “I never been to Liege. Have you been
there?”

“Yes,” Neda answered.
“Did you have a man there?” the old woman

croaked staring at Neda’s face. “Yes, you had.
You are pretty. That’s bad. Abdullah looks at
you. Ali looks at you.”

Neda thought of Ali and of how angry he had
been when he learned she had sold the shawls.

“Why doesn’t Ali bring the wealthy guy for
you I wonder,” Yeinep drawled. “He’s up to
something”.

“I don’t want guys,” Nead said. “Listen
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Zeinep, I can take good care of Dogan, and you’ll pay me very little for that. It will be cheap for you,
very cheap. I’ll go on cooking in the kitchen with you, of course.”

The old woman thought about it.
“I’d rather throw you out,” she said at last. “Abdullah told me he wanted to marry you. But he’s

got a screw loose. I want to throw you out of here, but I can’t. Abdullah’d kill me. He can’t do
nothing with you. His blood pressure gives him hell and his legs are swollen like the mattress he
sleeps on. It would be a shame though,” the old woman spat.

“You can give me some money, Zeinep,” Neda said. “Give me some money. I’ll go back to Bulgaria
and I’ll get married there.”

“No way,” the old woman grumbled. “You get no money from me. I’ll tell Ali to throw you out.”
But Ali didn’t throw her out. Ali’s business was flourishing. His doner kebab was cheap and sold

like hotcakes. Every morning, he took Neda and his brother to that shiny hotel. He explained to his
wife that they took Dogan to some treatment with a very famous doctor. Neda wanted to see the
scating ring at St. Catherine Place and the Town Hall but Ali refused to waste any time. He had paid
dearly for that posh hotel where the three of them took always one and the same room. Dogan didn’t
mind that Ali put him in the darkest corner in front of the glaring TV set. It was enough that there
was an empty chair by his side. He spoke to the child he saw there and smiled to the neighborhood
that was full of rain.

“That shawl is for you,” Ali told Neda after he’d finished and the three of them drank a can of
coke each, Neda lifting the can to Dogan’s mouth for him. “I don’t want to throw you out as mother
says I should. I really should. Dad lost his head on account of you.”

“You lost your head on account of me, too,” she said.
“No, I haven’t,” he said. “My wife is prettier than you.”
Neda took the shawl and folded it carefully. It was a good one, of pure wool. She hoped she could

sell it for five Euros at the Sunday brocante.
‘You know what?” Ali said looking at her the way he always did when he had mischief on his

mind. “We’ll be late but I don’t care. Let’s give that shawl to Dogan to play with. Come on.”
Neda didn’t want to but listened to Ali. When the three of them drank another can of coke and

Dogan sobbed softly on Neda’s shoulder spilling the coke all over her, Ali said, “I won’t throw you
out the way I should. Know what we’ll do?”

The rain was a mere drizzle now and the air was silver above the Town Hall d’Evere Neda wanted
to see but there was no time for that now. She didn’t much care what they would do. She had saved
up some money already, enough to buy a ten-year old second hand car.

“You know what we’ll do?” Ali said nudging his driveling brother to shut up. “You’ll marry Dogan,
Neda. You’ll marry Dogan and I’ll come to see what you two lovebirds are doing. I’ll come often. I’ll
come to see the two of you every day.”

The hotel room was really good and as expensive as a gold mine. In Brussels everything was
expensive, especially a nice hotel like this one here, so expensive Ali’s heart bled.

“You are pretty,” Ali whispered. “You are damned pretty. We’re dreadfully late but I don’t care.
Leave Dogan alone. Come here. Come here quick! ”

24



MEET(SOMEOF) OUR CONTRIBUTORS:

ANI ARTINIAN graduated from Wilfrid Laurier University with an Honours Bachelor’s Degree in
English Language & Literature and received my postgraduate certificate in Advertising Copywriting
from Humber College. I have had articles published in Toronto Exclusive Magazine and am currently
working as a copywriter for an advertising agency in Toronto, Ontario.

TIFFANY CHIN is currently earning her Bachelor of Science at University of Toronto, with a Minor in
English Literature. Since her first creative writing competition held annually at her campus (earning
her an honorary mention), she has been encouraged to write, and subsequently enrolled in a creative
writing course. 'Wall Space' is her first publication in a literary journal.

KEITH COLLIER grew up on the remote south coast of Newfoundland, and now lives in St. John's.
He has contributed to the collections "Hard ol' Spot" and "Country Roads", and is a regular
contributor to The Newfoundland Quarterly.

ANDREW FORTIER is a writer from Denver, Colorado. Andrew has been published in "The Writer's
Slate" Academic Journal and in "8clouds" Literary Magazine. Andrew is currently working on
Temporary Infinity, his own literary journal, which can be found on the interwebs at www.ti-
writes.com.

DANIEL FOYTIK was born and raised in Pittsburgh, PA where he currently resides with his wife and
their four furry four-legged children. He lived in Arizona for nine years and has visited most of the
fifty states, as well as made frequent trips to our Northern and southern neighbors. Dan has been
“hobby-writing” off and on for all of his life, but only recently focused his full efforts on his passion
earlier this year. He has recently started his own freelance copywriting business called Best Written
Solutions at bestwrittensolutions.com and maintains his personal webpage at foytik.net where he
posts some of his creative works. You can also find him on hubpages.com under the user name
“DFoytik.” “The Box” is Dan’s first published creative work, which was written and rewritten a
number of times with the input of his mother (who pulls no punches when critiquing), his wife, and
the fine people at reviewfuze.com, before it reached its current incarnation. He is currently working
on expanding his freelance copywriting business and will be focusing efforts on his on his novel in
the works, Pursued for this November’s NaNoWriMo. The rough draft version of his first few
chapters can be found on hubpages.com and foytik.net.

TAYLOR GOULD is a poet, playwright, and raconteur of sorts from Corinna, ME, and is attending
Emerson College in Boston, MA. His passions/interests include cigarettes, drunken romanticism,
growing/having a beard, and shameless self-promotion. His play "The Lights" is available to purchase
from Amazon.com.

KARLENE HARVEY is a First Nations illustrator, artist and writer living in Vancouver, BC. Her work
has been published in the following magazines and newspapers: Matrix, Poetry is Dead, Discorder,
and Redwire. She likes to write about people and their relationships to family, contemporary culture
and history. Most recently, she is working on an art installation that examines the Tsilhqot’in
language, culture and territory; it will be ready for exhibition in 2011 .

JAKE MATTHEWS is from from Hamilton, Ontario Canada. This is his first published work.

25



VASUDHA PANDE is a physics graduate student living in Delhi, India. She enjoys writing, talking to
strangers in bookstores, and terrorizing kids. She blogs at http://vpande.wordpress.com.

ANDREW SCOTT is 39 years old and a native of Fredericton, NB. Andrew started writing as a way
to communicate and cleanse his feelings. The poems written are based on all five senses of emotion.
They are stories of him and others, based loosely on conversations and observations. These are
brought to him by visions in his mind and relating to his characters as they were real people. Once
they are thought of, these people come to life as their story is told. The reader can relate as these
are emotions based on everyday life.

CHRISTOPHER WOODS lives in Houston and Chappell Hill, Texas. He is a writer, teacher and
photographer. His photo essays have appeared in PUBLIC REPUBLIC, GLASGOW REVIEW and
NARRATIVE MAGAZINE. He recently completed a novel, HEARTS IN THE DARK, a dark comedy
about an unstable radio talk show host.

DARKFOUNTAIN editors

CHASE AMBLER spent his childhood in Southeast Asia playing soccer and trying to be Asian. He
graduated from the University of Colorado with a creative writing degree and has had his poetry
published in a the Tipton Poetry Journal, the Beehive Magazine, and the Palimpsest Journal. He also
plays guitar in the black metal band Deafest.

SEBASTIAN EKLUND is an aspiring writer whose influences stem from a life of traveling and
interacting with many different cultures. He is a graduate of the University of Victoria, majoring in
Pacific and Asian Studies, and minoring in Film Studies. Currently he is applying for creative writing
schools, in hopes to write and publish his own material.

26



thanks to everyone who
contributed! we salute you.
don't forget to submit yourpoetry, flash, shortfiction for the next issue!
until next time,
Sebastian & Chase



Chase Ambler




