Ken Sparling



didn’t really have anything to say.

just liked writing—I liked pushing
a pen across a page without
having to call the result an essay.
-Helen Garner, The Art of Fiction
#2595, Paris Review Issue 241, Fall
2022



I*etiMelTalkiAndiYoulCan
Listen



| am sitting in the chair in the living

room where | always sit.



IREMEMBER BCING AKID
RIDING ALONG THE BEACH ROAD

IN DAD’S CAR WHeEN
“TeLL Me SOMETHING GOoD"”

CAIme ol THE RADIO.
1 ASKeD DAD TO TURNIT UP,




I couldn't quite undevstand

what an\ﬁ"n'\na weoant.



Anymore Of This And
[ Might Lose My Mina



| want to understand.






H. 0/765%[/.



T mean it



But The Things | Try Te Say
Move Back Inside Me

Like A Pream Sunk [nward



| Want My Life Back



Experts claim that the situation here
poses no real health hazard, so they
are not in a position to close us down,

much as they would probably like to.



Pull Yourselr Closer To Me

| Need To Feel Your Warmth



| take Parky to the airport bus.
Then | drive home and sit alone
in the driveway for a while, counting

things off on my fingers.

Outside the front windshield, a
tiny replica of the sun shines in
the red tail light of my neighbour’s
car across the street.



| was reading about roses.

and about the attorney general,

when my time ran out
ond | had to see about

closing up shop.



| Stop Off To Get A Coffee
At A Donut Shop

On The Way Home




“You want to hear about last night?”

"Fuck, just tell me about it, Sparling.”

“Okay, but you have to stop kissing
me like that. | can’t think with you
kissing me like that.”

“l don’t want to hear what you think,
Sparling. | want to hear from your
heart. | want to put my lips inside
your chest and feel what your heart
tells me inside my mouth.”



What Kills Us Is Always The Next Word



1+ was a\r‘eaaly tomorrow.

The air'\ in the ye\low tube +oP

wWas nearing the intersection

ol College and Bathurst.

At the Frat houses

on 6eor‘ae Street, Iaoys were

Ginainﬂ quieJrly to themselves

in the showers.



Another doa aPPeared iN
the front window of the

Henderson house

onh Bernard Boulevard

On Mount Pleasant, there's a
place where the houses
stop Iariel:\y and there's Just
a lot oF trees. Behind the

trees is a ﬂoﬂl course.



Vo Horses Passed By
The House This Morning



| Think with the girl in the yellow
tube top, | was already nearing
some sort of resolution, or maybe
| was beyond resolution and just
savouring it all, the way you do
when you get all the ingredients
out of the fridge and get ready to
cook, and it feels like it is going to
De impossible To ever deal with it
all, and then you are doing the
cOoKing, and you are waiting to see
how things will turn out, and finally,
N the last stage, you eat, you
savour, you stuff yourself, and
then youre not hungry anymore.




| Was Starving For A
While There This Morning
But Now | Feel So Ful



Shey had a meebing .
Shey had it in the kitchen.
Neither of them liked meebings .
cheip goal for this meeting
was simply to make it a

g@@d meefﬁing . gﬁey worpe Theip

bathrobes %o ﬂxe mee%ing.



That’s When | Heard The Stink Bomb
Go Boom In Front Of

The Convenience Store



When my dad calls, | am
fully aware of the fact
that he is already dead.
And anyway, | have
nothing left to say to
him. “I'm at work, Dad,”
|1 finally tell him. “1 have

to get back to work here.”



God arrived at exactly

2:00 p.m. eastern standard

time. | kKnow because
| checked my watch

to see if he was late.



You appear among the others
teeling a bit lost.

When you disappesar, it ism’t a
disappearance, really, it’s just

a trick of the mind,
You do not know

who these other people are.

You can try to pretend
that you kmow, but all along

you understand that this

just ism’t true.




You Gan $top Me

An\f\'ime Nolw



This other person you are facing
here is going to take you in,
and then push you back out,

like something excremental.



I Realized This Morning That
I Am Unable To Relieve Myself

While Listening To An Audiobook



[ usea to pe a poem.

[ was a poem about love.

[ was about other things, too.

But mostly, I was about love.



IMWWWM@
out the bwth, but I have te

bell you, somesne will abuays
find sut the truth

Somebsdy abready bas



Through the window.

I can hear the recycling fruck:

the roar as it moves foward
the next driveway; the clunk
of plastic on metal as the guy

dumps The bins Info the

back of the truck; and then
the Thunk as he drops them
back down onto the pavement
af The end of each driveway.




Looking cut from the |'|'Vil19

room | cdn See the glow of

YeflectiVe tdPe WrappPed

daround the cdlves of

joggers in the Street,



Sunlight csmes thrsugh the
windouw, catehing the teps of
things — my lnees folded up
ander & brswn Ulanket. the tis
of the plont with the
yollous—spotted loaves



At the end of the day, the
rattlesnake plaut closes.
Its long skiuny leaves
stick straight up

as they huddle together

like penguins in a snowstorm.



YOUR A
WITH T

PPOINT
HE OTH

4:00 P.V

, SO YOU DECIDE I'T

MENT TO MEE

|

RS ISNTT TILL

MIGHT BE OKAY TO SIT A

WHILE LONGE
BATHTUB TRY

RIN THE
NG TO READ

THE LEAVES AT THE BOTTOM

OF YOUR TEA CUP.




The boss came Tumming
out of the site of_fice

and called up to me
saying he had a job and
that T was to hightail it
over to the pit
immediately. So T fired
up the digger and
Jumpbered down into the



pil. But on the way
down, 1 got to Ppondering,
so that by the time

I arrived at the bottom,
T had decided to park
the digger and not do
the job. I left her idling
and put my Jeet up on the
console. I was tired.
Tired o_f this job, tired



of the woman I was
married to, tired o_f
being tired, T went to

sleep. When T woKe,
I could hear the boss
hollering down jrom the
brinK of the pit. T looKed
up over the shovel and
saw him, There he was,



liKe he'd arrived out of
my dreams. T KicKed the
diggel' into gearl, lowered
the shovel into the mud,
and lumbered forwal'd.



1 like thig roe. There’s a big windew
across almost, one entire wall, and §ome
tree§ 1 can See cutSide that window, and
§ome houges acrogs the read, and behind
the houges meore tree§ — huge tree§ that rige
up from a ravine, which hag a [ittle river
runhing through it. A§ 1 §tand in pry
living reem [ooking out thig window, the
blend EOy from acrogs the §treet comes out,

onte hi§ front Jawn carrying a cob of corn.



HE WEMT TDO THE
GEOCERYT =TORE.

HE COULD BARKELY WHLE.

HE FELT =0 FULL OF
WHATEYER IT WA= THAT

WA= FILLIMG HIM UF.

BUT HE HRAD ToO
FEEF WHLKIMG,



| went there once,
to that place iIn my
Mind, to meet with
some people, and
afterward, on the
way back to work,

| stopped at a bank

machine.



| don't know how
any of these things
continue to happen.



I sat on the subway,
trying net to turn
my head.



WHEN GOD DIED,

it BECAME A MAN.

AND THEN, WHEN SOMEONE WROTE A HISTORY OF JESUS,

it

U0 BECAME A MAN.

THUS, YOU CAN; SEE THAT WHAT KILLS US
[ ALWAYS ANOTRER MAN.



| rode into town on the third day

ina 0id to deny the rain.

| wanted to get some cojfee

and some Juice and 4 leman,

and possibly some sour Cream.



When I got back,
I went for a swim.

Then I sat on the deck out front.

It was Thursday.

The sun shone through some trees.

My chair was comfortable.

Little whitecaps popped out of the
lake and glistened, like the lake had
white hair for the sun to shine on.

It was windy.




The wind made a different sort of
sound from that of the waves.

But the two sounds seemed related.
It was like a really loud whisper,
and then above that another really
loud whisper, and the two whispers
were frying to meet each otherina

kind of urgently whispered harmony.



Tomorrow, I go home.



[ dreamed I had a body

and everybody else was

shadows. The shadow people

could see me, and I walked
among them, and they

reached out to touch me,

and I laughed. Their shadow
hands could not hurt me,

and they suffered as I had.

I wanted them to suffer.



“Everything just fell apart,” a man
says. God glances down. Shakes
his head. When was everything

ever together? he wonders.

Later, it will rain. People
In grey coats will line up,

stand in puddles, walit.



Dee-de-deet-deet-dee..

Newsflash:

Grey sweaters are
no longer available

at this location.



You're late," | said.

‘No 'm not' God held up his
arm For me to see his watch.

His watch was one of those
Wind—up jobs old quys get
when +hey retire.

| looked at it for a moment

“Your watch is slow," | told him.

| showed him my phone.



“You can't get those shoes
anymore,” the salesperson told
me, “except at certain locations.”
She waited for me to say
something, but | didn't. “And
even in those locations,” she
added, “all that’s left is red.
And then only in size 17.” | still

didn't say anything. “Your feet
are petite,” she said, looking
down at my feet. “"And anyway,

you don't want red shoes.”



As | struggled

to remove the car

keys from my pocket, | dropped my

éclair in a puddle. | looked at it and

swore. | thoug

nt about picking it up.

| could see puddle water seeping

into the brown paper bag. | never

should have parked by a puddle.

| looked back i

nto the donut shop,

expecting to see everyone laughing.

No one was even looking at me.

No one had noticed my fallen éclair.



) called out to the assembled masses:
“Look at the vetns in my aums.”
L held up my arms.

The assembled masses lookzd.
“They are blue,” & small boy called out.

“Like vivers,” shouted a woman.

“They look like & complex system of
uatevways,” yelled a man ot the back.

“They ane like o map,”
savd the President 06 the United States.



Like something made by satellite
a hundred years aqo,” says the
noet launeate. “Then lost,” she adds.

“Qogotten,” says the toastmaster general.

“Then 601«00( ag0i U o, cabinet tn o, little
couner ofsfiice i an ahandoned building on
the other side 06 town,” says 'I'bozfm.

“Where the sun don't ever shine,” says
a. little qirl who needs to blow hev wose.



Many People Walk
On Sidewalks,
But Not Me



Sometimes, when you take the
coffee filter out of the
plastic bag they sell them in,
you get two by mistake and then
you have to stuff the extra one
back in the bag. Then, later,
when you go to use the coffee
filter you stuffed back in the
bag, it’'s crumpled up, and

it" s harder to get it to sit
in the basket right, so you
risk the danger of getting
coffee grounds in your coffee.



Slept badly last night.
This morning,

snow snarled traffic.

Parked the car
at Finch Station.

Took the train.



“Ilove you

from the depths
of my nucleus
accumopens,”

I told her,

She locked at me.

| locked at her.



There was nO'H\ing
going on that day
so I called up

my hairy friend
Nine for a chat,
but he claimed

to be too busy

{o talk o me.



Carlo got a text from his son Merlin
at 10:05 PM. Go to bed, it said.
Carlo texted back: Your mom

wants to watch another episode of
The OC. He stared down at his
phone.

You're still watching The OC?!the
next text said.

Three little dots were bubbling at
the bottom of the message box, so
Carlo waited.

The next message was a mad face.

Then: Stop watching that stupid show!



By the time 1 look up from my
toast, Kitty is gone. | sit down in
one of the two chairs we keep
at the kitchen table. I look
across at the other chair, empty
now that Kitty is gone. I know
she isn't actualiy gone. Shes stiil
in the house somewhere. { can
hear her. Shes upstairs moving

around in the bedroom.



There were some issues
gathering at the edges, all
around where we stood
together in the middle of the
room. | couldn't see them, but
| could feel them, encroaching.
It's true what she always says,
| thought, we really can't see
the issues. | turned my head,
saw the empty space above
the bed, then turned back to
her to see what she might be

able to see that | couldn't.



Thara’s a snow bouldsr In 2
I1tle clearing wnars tna
3now D23 maliad inward,
away from 32 banks pilad up
9Y 103 drivaways asross 103
3tra9d, and 1 baliays It mus
D3 wad’3 lefi of 203
3nOWman N3 11ile voy wno
Iivas at 326 builk right afiar
wnat last heavy snowriall,



Believe what you want,
I say to myself, almost

angrily, it won’t change
a thing.



| spend the next three
hours lying in bed, trying
to determine if it's even
possible to assign a tone
to the little voice inside a

person’s head.



out the window | See 3 tvee
that 1S dvopping its leaves,
The leadves gathev on the gvass
below the tvee conspiring
tosethe\r +0 wdke yattevwns

| will never in the entivety of

wy |ife be able to deciphev.



| get up

once again

and go over

to the window.
What time is it?

| ask muyself.



For a while there,
| had no intention
of explaining anything

to anyone.



But It turns out
It might be me
who wants an

explanation.



| just don't want

you to ask me
for an explanation.



| want the explanation
to reveal itself in the
moment | stop trying
to explain.



Marilee's mother t&KﬁS O‘F ‘F hﬁr

apron and goes out to the

gar&en. This doesnt have to be so

comp/icatfo( she tells herself.



My grandparents usually said
nothing.They nodded a lot.

It was like they had heard
something once, heard someone
say something they couldn’t quite
believe, and now they were
listening to try to hear what they
believed couldn’t be heard so that
they could prove for once and for

all that it could never be heard.



Sometimes you can do things,

productive, useful things,

and still feel happy,

as if you were doing nothing at all.



| woke up vaked on the front path

| looked up to find Kithy

mv\dm@ N the doorway

n a tlanne nighntie.

| Wds F\rem;l\n@,



50 | stampeved up the front steps,

frying fo cover my business

with my lhands

but ¥ty pointed away from the house,

eevwdiv\@ Me survying



back down the path

to vefrieve the blanket

she'd thrown over me

soimetime 1N the V\i@lfrf.



There was a moment -
| don't know exactly
when it was, but it was
a single moment -

when | fell in love with Kitty,

and I've been in love with her ever since.



Where do you keep your
concord grapes? the

woman asked, rummaging

through the fridge.



While I sat at the table
stirring my soup,

a squirrel in the tree
oulside the kiltchemn
window looked imn

alt me beltween bites

of the nut 1t was

holding in 1ts paws.



SHE WAS GETHEING BETHEER
AND BETEER AT PLAYING HER
CHORDS, UNTIL. EVENTUALLY
MY WORST NIGHTMARE CAME
TRUE. SHE DIDN'T EXACTELY
SING. [T WAS MORE LIKE SHE
WAS SKETICHING OUT A LITELE
MELODY THAN BARELY HELD
ITS SHAPE AS SHE STRETCHED
IT SHAKILY OVERTOP OF THE
ARPEGGIOS HER RNGERS WERE



PLUCKING OUT CLUMSILY
AMONG THE STRINGS OF HER
GUITAR. AND ALTHOUGH | MAY
NOT HAVE REALIZED IT AT THE
TIME, THE THREAT OF HER
SINGING HAD BEEN FESTERING
DEEP INSIDE ME LIKE AN
INFECTION FOR SO LONG THAT
| FOUND MYSELF WELCOMING
THE RELIEF OF RNALLY BEING
DONE WITH IL.



You bad wian she said.

We |dughed.

She shook out her wet haiv.
Looked up at we,

You've 3 bad bad wman she said.
This time | didn't laugh.

| wds a bad wman and | knew it
Bbut 3t that wmowent

| didn't veally cave.

She went upstaivs

+o blow c\v\j hev haiv.



| wanted to open the fridge
and find something
| hadn’t known

was going to be in there.



OpenCould Be Equal To
The Space Around Us,

Don’t You Agree?



The sky is a terrible tapestry
of raucous storm clouds.

I walk out the front door
and along the path to the
street, gathering bits of
weather inmy jar as I go.
At lunch time, I rush back
into the house and laugh
when I see myself in the
hall mirror. I can hear the
horses out in the garage,
whinnying for more oats.



All the nothing a person does all day
becomes something else altogether

when the person does it in a restaurant.



| looked out the window and saw tippy
recycle bins teetering on the edges of
snowbanks, like mountain climbers
perched precariously over driveways.
My own recycle bins were so carefully
set out at the end of my driveway. It
was like a call to create, and | almost
went out and moved my bins into the
snowbank that was melting into

puddles in the mild March air.



| LOOKED out THE BACK.
WINDoOW AND AW NOoTHINGS
| WENT™ 2OuND

TO THE FIRONT WNDoOW
AND AW NOoTHINGT

THeRE WAS NOTHING TO SEE.



f | Hove To Move. | Will
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