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The platypus is so odd that in 1799 the British naturalist examining the first specimen of these Australian creatures presumed it was a hoax.

Consider the platypus

	duck bill

	otter body

	venomous males

	no stomach

	lays eggs

	lactates 

	glows under black light

	has electroreception


So many unexpected elements merged! 

What a delightful oddity is a platypus!

In each of these four stories the reader confronts oddities and the delightfully unexpected. Each story features a metaphorical platypus, whether the beast is mentioned or not. Come delight in the odd and unexpected.
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Finnian Burnett
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Finnian Burnett’s work explores the intersections of the human body, mental health, and gender identity. They are a recipient of a Canada Council for the Arts grant, a finalist in the 2023 CBC nonfiction prize, and a 2024 Pushcart nominee. Their flash fiction collection, The Price of Cookies, is available through Off Topic Publishing. When not writing or teaching, Finnian enjoys walking, Star Trek, and cat memes. Finnian can be found at www.finnburnett.com

Rock Dangerfield Flew Away

Finnian Burnett
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ROCK DANGERFIELD COULD have been an actor, an adventurer, a world-renowned zoologist. His mother, who spent her pregnancy watching Marlon Perkins and David Attenborough explore the wild natural world, insisted on a power name, put her foot down about it over her husband’s protest.

Elbert Dangerfield, Rock’s father, very much wanted to name their son “Clarence,” after Elbert’s father.

But Rock’s mother, Vanessa, envisioned her son leading the life she had always wanted. Her son was going to be an explorer—perhaps in the wildest parts of the world. Maybe he’d discover a new species, or perhaps he’d become the world’s foremost expert on platypuses. She would travel with him to exotic locales, perhaps he would lead a group of researchers on a jungle journey, and she would wait at a resort for them all to return. You only have one life, she used to tell him. Don’t squander it.

Vanessa and Rock spent hours pouring over animal books and watching nature documentaries. Rock’s bedroom, lined with posters of lizards, leopards, and strange spiders or bugs Vanessa couldn’t identify, became home for hamsters, abandoned cats, and one fluffy chinchilla a neighbour with a penchant for exotic animals bought and then discarded.

Rock could have been the next host of Wild America, the world’s greatest adventurer, the new Jack Hanna. You only have one life, Vanessa would say, squeezing Rock’s hand. Live it.

Rock could have been any of those things, but he wasn’t. On her early death bed, when Rock was just sixteen, Vanessa knew Rock was destined for an office job, not adventures. Without her to guide him, how would her introverted son break out and become what he was meant to be?

After his mother died, Rock turned inward. He spent time with his animals, dragged himself to school. Get a job, his father told him at graduation. Something to secure your future.

Don’t go chasing dreams, his dad said one day, tearing down the pictures from Rock’s bedroom walls. Rock watched his favorite picture of a paddle of platypuses being ripped to shreds, a rare picture indeed because the platypus is a solitary creature, just like him, and also kind of ugly and awkward, just like him. You only have one life, he heard his mother saying. But he pushed it away.

Be an accountant, his dad said, and Rock became an accountant. Not a rich one, to be sure, but an honest one. He worked in the county accounting department and, though he was on salary, he brought reports home with him to finish at night without hope of overtime pay.

A solid worker, his boss wrote on his annual reviews. Comes in on time. Works late. Doesn’t take long lunches.

Solid and dependable, but Peter Mayberry, who often came in late and who had had an affair with the mayor’s ex-wife, got the promotions. So many promotions, in fact, he became Rock’s boss and when budget cuts came, Peter said, I’m so sorry, Rock. So very sorry.

Rock stood in the queue for unemployment, holding his resume in his hand. One job, the clerk said. Since 1993. She paused to shake her head. Is there anything else you can do? She asked, compassion briefly skittering across her face.

I like platypuses, Rock replied.

Platypi, the clerk said, and she stamped his papers and told him to come back next week.

His father, who worked for the same company his entire life and retired with a gold watch and a perfect attendance certificate, told him to go see a job counselor.

Rock found one on Yelp who had mixed reviews. But he went to the counselor and the woman made him paint large swathes of colour on poster board and paste clippings from magazines across it.

What is your passion? the counselor asked him, and Rock said, I like platypuses.

Isn’t it platypi? the counselor said, but she rolled up his collage and told him to take it home and meditate on it. It isn’t too late to follow your dreams, she said.

Rock plastered the collage to his wall, the first thing he’d hung since his father tore down his posters long ago. He rifled through his drawers, found a picture of his mother. She stood in the basket of a hot air balloon, her hair wrapped in a kerchief. Smiling, holding a glass of champagne. Rock’s father was not in the picture, literally or figuratively.

Rock called his dad. I’m going on a trip.

No, his father replied. Don’t squander your savings. Get another job.

So, Rock tried. He made the rounds from the unemployment office to the job counselor. He crafted resumes and walked downtown, handing them to every office. And in his head, his mother’s voice, always. You have one life, Rock.

He finally got an interview in one of the offices downtown. They brought him coffee and he sat with three people in suits. They asked him what he brought to the company, and he answered in all the ways the clerk at the unemployment office told him to answer.

It would be a good job, Rock thought. Decent pay, retirement plan. And he’d have dental insurance and a prescription plan and a good salary and though sometimes he might have to take work home, it wouldn’t take him long to work smarter.

What is your passion? They asked.

Platypuses, Rock said in his head, and his mother’s voice, one life, Rock, one valuable life.

I just want to do a good job, Rock answered. I want to serve the company.

Welcome aboard, they said and stood to shake his hand.

But Rock was shaking, too, his hands trembling, his heart pounding. I can’t do this, he said, and he spun, dropping the coffee as he ran.

And Rock lived on his unemployment cheques, and he watched YouTube videos, and he took classes. He weaved fibres of rattan and hemp, creating a basket big enough for himself and a friend, some sandwiches, a bottle of Cheval Blanc 1947, and of course, an opener and two glasses because Rock was always prepared. He spent his off days haunting the hot air balloon field where Harold, the proprietor taught him everything he could.

And one day, Rock loaded the basket into a rented truck and drove to the hot air balloon service where Harold waited, and while the attendants hooked the balloon to the basket, Harold and Rock took a walk. 

Are you sure you want to do this, Harold said.

So sure, Rock told him.

Harold, who was recently divorced and ready for a change, let the back of his hand brush against Rock’s hand. And the two men smiled.

Where are we going then? Harold asked.

We’re going to Australia, Rock said as they approached the basket where the attendants were finishing the pre-flight checks. I’m going to see platypuses.

Aren’t they called platypi? One of the attendants said.

Rock ignored him. Harold helped him into the basket and jumped in after. Harold even let Rock turn on the flame.

Rock stared over the side as they took air.

And Rock was floating, patting his front pocket where his mother’s photograph lived and this was it, he thought, this could be the end. He didn’t know what he was doing, not really. He didn’t know if they could get across an ocean, didn’t even really understand why he hadn’t just bought a plane ticket and flown to Australia and just gone to a damn zoo. But here he was in a small basket with a man he hardly knew.

This is it, Harold said. We could die up here.

We could die anywhere, Rock said.

Harold’s smile landed on Rock’s heart. Do you have any last words for the people below, Harold asked?

Rock leaned over the side of the basket, carefully, holding Harold’s hand. They’re called platypuses, you fuckers, he yelled and he laughed as he flew away into his one valuable life.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
LINTUSEN PRESS
presents\

S !
G |
4

i a % s

- A QUARTET OF SHORT STORIES °
"-?; CELEBRATING 'y
. THE DELIGHTFULLY 0oDD
. &
‘ b 2 - ¥ 4 : 8





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





