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			The Big Smoke

			Vivienne Bailey

			Eddie’s toes wriggle, blocks of ice infiltrating his sleep. He wakes with a jerk, remnants of a dream swirling, messing with his head. Opening his eyes, he blinks against the muted sunshine. Slowly, he pulls himself upright. Hugging his bare arms, he runs hands over the clumps of erupting goosebumps.

			The park is empty today apart from a bunch of teenagers hanging around the magnolia gardens. One of the youngsters has a skateboard under his arm. It looks like Will. Eddie and the boy had chummed up a few months back — Will sharing out squares of chocolate, Eddie oiling the skateboard’s wheels. Eddie always keeps a bit of CRC handy, just in case.

			Will reminds Eddie of his old mate, Frank. Gone now, but devilish, always up for a lark he’d been, just like the boy. He misses Frank.

			It’s cold today and balloons of dark cloud hang over the city. Eddie watches them cluster around the Sky Tower, circling the mast like a King Kong embrace. It looks like rain. He scoops up the worn, sand-coloured blanket. Once it had been bold and vibrant, as bright as a Queensland orange. Folding it tight, he shoves the bundle underneath the concrete step, close to his precious piles of cardboard. “Better than an armful of gold,” Frank used to say about the collection of stiff board. And he’d been right, the material soaking up the damp, keeping it away from his sleeping body. 

			It hadn’t always been cardboard and blankets. He and Frank had got work on Queens Wharf straight after they’d arrived. A bustling place, cargo ships, fishing boats coming and going, it’d been easy to get a job. They’d had lodgings in Fort Street, a roof over their head, beds to sleep in. But slowly the shipping world had changed, and huge steel ships replaced the smaller wooden vessels he and Frank had worked on. The talk had been all about exports, new fishing rules and regulations. They’d got laid off. It seemed no one wanted to take on a couple of aging “wharfies,” no qualifications, bugger-all schooling.

			“It’s just temporary accommodation, Eddie,” Frank had reassured him when they’d laid their cardboard and blankets under the concrete piles of the park’s glasshouse. Eddie had believed him.

			He straightens, unravelling the stiffness from his joints. Arthritis, the health nurse had told him. Too many nights sleeping rough, she’d rebuked. Yeah, Auckland’s climate has filtered into his veins, alright. He stretches his arms, lifting eyes to the greyness overhead, and feels the first cold drops fall on his face.

			* * *

			Eddie’s mum had stacked the branches of manuka inside the shed. He’d thought the slender twigs looked like baby trees, naked without their leaves.

			“Get a move on, Eddie. It’s gonna bucket down,” she’d bellowed, her voice muffled, spiralling from the depths of the woodpile. 

			Eddie had run to the washing line, a piece of rope stretched between their house and the shed. The wind had whipped jeans, T-shirts, high above his head, twisting his sister’s white school shirt tight, flicking fierce fingers through her navy blue skirt. The towels had smacked his face as he pulled at them, stinging his eyes. He’d been almost deaf to the throb of Frank’s motorbike over the whistling sound of the gale. 

			“G’day, Eddie. How’s it going?” Frank had silenced the noise, wheeling the bike under cover of the pine tree beside the house.

			Eddie had squashed the washing against his chest and scarpered towards Frank and the house as the sky emptied the bucketloads his mum had forecast.

			The three of them had sat at the kitchen table drinking mugs of sugared tea, waiting for the storm to pass. They’d listened to the wildness of nearby surf, pounding and smashing like a giant fist. Later, when the sun had come back, and the red-billed seagulls recommenced their whirling, Eddie had sat outside with Frank, sharing a joint. His mum had gone back to the woodshed. She hadn’t approved of Frank and his motorbike. 

			“So, high school all finished. What’re you going to do now, Eddie?” Frank had asked.

			Frank was two years older than Eddie. He’d done seasonal shearing down on Blake’s station. But he’d wanted to go up to Auckland, to find proper work.

			Eddie had taken a deep drag on the joint, closing his eyes. He’d got pretty expert at this, thanks to Frank’s tutelage.

			 Eddie’s report had been abysmal: Edward struggles with the complexities and constraints of learning. Reading is difficult for Edward and has held the boy back. However, he shows potential and with further application should succeed. Eddie had been unsure what this meant. His mum had tried to help him read. She’d said he’d got dyslexia. It sounded like a foreign disease.

			 “Same as your Uncle Mike, it runs in the family,” she’d told him, though she could read okay, filling in The Dominion crossword every morning.

			“Dunno, there’s no work on the coast. Guess I should look at getting something in town,” he’d answered.

			Town had been a small, dingy cluster of buildings, dulled by salt-lashed winds and burning sun. The tavern sometimes had work in the summer when the coast filled out with surfers and their Kombi vans. But that had been about all.

			“Ever think about heading to Auckland, Eddie?” Frank had fired the question at him, squinting over the joint. “Have a go in the Big Smoke?”

			“Um, maybe.” Eddie had thought that idea sounded pretty scary, and he hadn’t liked the thought of leaving his mum. Maybe Uncle Mike could come and stay, look after her and Janice, his sister? He could have Eddie’s bedroom. Be better than that old caravan he lived in by the tavern.

			The next week, Eddie had kissed his mum and sister goodbye. Clutching the brown paper bag of sandwiches, and a school sports bag stuffed with his clothes, not that there were many, he’d settled himself on the back of Frank’s bike. Uncle Mike had arrived at the same time, together with Lucy, his big German Shepherd. The last thing Eddie had seen as they roared up the track had been his mum’s face – her eyes shiny-bright, the hot sun triggering little rivers down her cheeks.

			* * *

			Eddie hears the town hall clock chime 4.00pm. He likes to sleep through the winter days; night-time he walks the pavements to keep warm. Summer is a different thing. He often wakes before sunrise, the mynas’ raucous squawks puncturing his sleep. The city is balmy even at that hour, and it’s easy to get going, a good time to find bargains, things other folk have left behind from the night. Sometimes, if he’s lucky, he finds his special tipple, bourbon. It had been Frank’s favourite as well. 

			He shrugs his arms into Frank’s old leather jacket and starts towards the magnolia gardens. The bitumen path glimmers with moisture. Bending down, he reaches for a couple of cigarette butts, but his foot skids, slips against the slimy edges. His arm reaches out into nothingness. Tumbling, thoughts and body disarrayed, his head bumps and bangs across the shiny, black surface. Pain swirls through his arms, his legs. He tries to get up, but his whole being seems frozen downwards. Panic washes over him, reinforced by the persistent agony. Then a face appears, freckled, blue-eyed, peering down at him.

			“Hey, Eddie,” the face says. “You okay?”  

			Eddie’s not sure. Blobs of crimson drip down from his head. They ooze over the path like leftovers from a vampire party. It freaks him out. Will stares at the blood and reaches for his back pocket.

			“I’m ringing 111, Eddie. You look real bad.”

			They wait, neither of them speaking. Eddie is hurting too much to form thoughts, to utter words. Will is busy on his phone. The ambulance station is on the next block, and it doesn’t take long for the green and yellow shape to pull into view. Eddie watches two blokes get out, carrying a stretcher and a long board. One lifts his head, shoulders and hips, while the other slowly slides the board underneath. Together they carry him and the mobile bed into the ambulance.

			Will curls up in the seat beside Eddie, the skateboard between his legs. Just before the painkillers kick in Eddie opens his eyes. The pupils are wide and dark with the opioids.

			“Look after my stuff, Will,” he whispers. When the boy looks puzzled, Eddie tries again. “You know, boy, my stash of cardboard, my blanket.” Will reaches towards Eddie, lays his hand over the older one. He nods and grins. Eddie closes his eyes, the corners crinkle a little. The boy’s got an “it’ll be alright” kind of grin. Just like Frank’s.

			

			Vivienne Bailey is a Wellington-based writer and journalist with a public library background. Her work has appeared in the Dominion Post, NZ Lifestyle Block, Heritage NZ and Kiwi Gardener. In 2016, she completed Whitireia’s New Zealand Diploma in Creative Writing. Her short stories have been shortlisted and placed in national competitions and also published in anthologies and online literary journals.

		

	
		
			 

			Fishing

			Janet Pates

			I knew an old woman who said she had a pond in her head into which things fell from her grasp. Names, faces, places all slipped away and were lost in the dark water. 

			Every day she fished in the pond with her memory stick and sometimes brought up fragments of her past: the smell of her mother’s hair, the echo of a laugh, the colour of a dress she’d worn, aged ten.  

			One day, a young man came by. He had beautiful eyes. She knew those eyes. Was he, perhaps, her husband? But no, he said he was her grandson. So, she asked if he would take her home and he said, “Perhaps another day.” Meanwhile, he would help her fish but what should he use for bait? 

			“Talk’s cheap,” she said. “But the written word is better.” Then she handed him her memory stick and said, “Your turn.”

			

			Janet Pates lives in the North Waikato township of Tuakau.  Writing for children and adults, fiction and fact, she has been published in various journals and anthologies, including the School Journal. She is a past winner of the Tom Fitzgibbon Award for junior fiction and the National Flash Fiction Day NZ award

		

	
		
			 

			Te Hau

			Edna Heled

			Today I need to inhale

			more life volume 

			than yesterday

			 

			so I dress nicely

			take myself places where I think I will find

			the coffee blacker

			the milk whiter

			the cherries redder than donations of blood

			 

			I don’t

			 

			so I go back home

			undress

			inhale my armpits 

			 

			Te Hau (Te Reo Māori): air


			Edna Heled is an artist, art therapist, counsellor and travel journalist. She studied Art Therapy (MA) overseas and Psychology (Hons) in Auckland. Her writing includes short stories, poetry, and non-fiction.

		

	
		
			 

			Lumi

			Anna Knox

			You couldn’t understand why I wanted to come here. 

			It’s the middle of winter, you said. No one goes north in winter. Let’s go in summer when we can swim in the lake. I’m sure summer would be beautiful here. The lakefront cottages each a quiet world beyond the birch trees with their leaves like lace. The sounds of neighbours you never meet in the distance. Sauna smoke rising to the sky. 

			I want to see what it’s like, I said. All that white. I’ve never seen it before. 

			In Helsinki, in the south, the snow falls clean and silent while we sleep but is old and grey by morning, crushed under cars and feet. I wanted to see snow that covered everything. I wanted to feel unearthly cold.

			We arrived at afternoon, in the half dark, on a driveway carved through the snow. The scene was like a painting. Red farm buildings sat straight-edged around a yellow house glowing with lights. A dog ran up to greet us. Apart from the soft pad of his paws on snow there was no sound. I felt the dog’s warm body through my gloves. He didn’t pant but kept his mouth closed. 

			Conserving his heat, you said.

			The farmer in his large black boots took us across the snow to the new sauna building, designed for conferences, where we would sleep. 

			Too cold for the lakefront cottages, you said. The ice gets in. In -25° you need bricks. 

			The farmer unlocked the door and handed us a key.

			Dinner 17 o’clock, he said. His voice was deep and round. Come in house. Welcome. 

			Missä on sauna? I asked him. 

			He looked at me uncertainly. You looked at the ﬂoor. 

			It’s better to speak English, you always say. The farmer removed his boots and we followed him through a large dining room and kitchen. In summer, the place would be full of families eating and drinking, or colleagues drunk and ﬂirting. It was empty now. He opened a door and we surveyed the cold sauna. It was in the middle of the building, without any windows. We wouldn’t be able to see the lake.

			In the kitchen, the farmer pointed to a door which led outside. Huomio! he said, and mimed a banging motion with his hands. 

			Okay, kiitos, I said, although I had not understood. 

			You both smiled uncomfortably. The farmer said okay in a sing-song way, then left. I looked again at the door, not comprehending its ﬁnality and its danger. 

			After dinner we went to sauna. The ﬁre was glowing red, perfect for löyly. I lay on the damp bench. You ladled water from the wooden bucket and threw it: one, two, three, four times. The hiss, then the puff, hiss and puff, and then – the wave of heat rolling in. Heaven. Hitting the head ﬁrst, travelling downward over the body, then when it’s over the skin like a shroud, seeping through to blood, muscle, bone, heart. Then returning, travelling back toward the face, where it burns a little coming out through your lips, like a spirit setting loose. Then the sweat ﬁnally, breaking out, and the body letting go, remembering a time before it was formed, returning to the air. 

			You went out to roll in the snow. I was mellow and warm. I said I would try tomorrow, took a beer, sat at the table to cool down. When you came back inside your eyes were lit up, your body covered with rough red patches, your face ﬂecked with ice. When I gripped your arms and pressed my hips into your thighs your skin felt wet and dead.

			Breakfast was served at the farm house. We crossed the snow in our fur-lined boots. Berries hung like drops of blood from twigs. The sky was bright blue and the ground ice white. Inside, the smell of cardamom and cinnamon ﬁlled the room: fresh korvapuusti sweating on plates. Slices of ruis-leipä, the dark brown dough like something deep in the earth, toppled over on the wooden board.

			One of the farmer’s children brought in coffee. The bitterness of green-roasted beans steamed from the pot. 

			Would you like some? she asked, in American TV vowels. 

			Yes, kiitos, I said. The coffee was hot inside my cheekbones. 

			After breakfast, we walked to the lake. The Highland cows were lapping at troughs of hot water. When they lifted their heads to look at us the water froze in quick icicles around their mouths. One came closer, curious, and put her head over the wire. I took a mitten off and stroked her thick, rust-coloured body. 

			The lake was a vast plain, the shoreline on the other side hours away. A metre out, frozen reeds stuck up through the ice. 

			What if it breaks? I asked. 

			It won’t, you said. It’s metres thick. I ran onto it whooping and jumping and sliding, but listening with my whole body for the fearsome crack. 

			Then, all at once, the dog came roaring out of the trees, past you, out onto the ice, and skidded over beside me. He put his paws up on my chest and pushed me down and I laughed. I felt ten years old. 

			On our way back, the dog went into a sudden, inexplicable frenzy and began digging in the snow. He got so excited that he barked. 

			Mad! I said. 

			No, you said. Look. There was a small, dark shape at the dog’s nose. 

			A mouse, you said. 

			The dog nudged the little body, its tail frozen in an S. For a moment the dog seemed lost. Then he picked the mouse up in his teeth and trotted off.

			After dinner, we went to sauna again. 

			This time, I said, I will roll in the snow. 

			It’s easy, you said. Just a few seconds. 

			We went outside, steaming, without our towels, jamming the door open with a triangle of wood. You took my hand. 

			Go fast! you said. Or you will feel it! Ready?

			I was not. Something felt wrong. I let go of your hand. I looked up. The stars were cold in the sky. You rolled down the slope with a whoop, then jumped up and ran back inside. The heat on my skin was thinning. I knelt down in the snow and laid my body out. It made a tinkling sound. It felt beautiful. I rolled down the slope and felt a rush through my body like stars. I shouted out for you, happy, and then I heard the door to the building close.  

			Did I hear it? I try to remember now.

			I got up seconds later and going toward the glow I pulled the door, but there was a lock in it. A self-locking door and the triangle of wood was at my toes. Huomio! I pushed the handle down, up, down. The lock in the door remained. All in a shiver now, my feet freezingfrozen to the ground in a great ache. Bang bang bang on the door. But you were in the sauna, in the middle of the building exactly where a sauna shouldn’t be, and no window. I banged harder, harder, harder. My skin started to prickle and burn. Then I was lost in the feeling in my hands. Then the door was a mattress on my ﬁst and I wanted to lay down on it. I tried to lift my feet from the ground but they were struck. I had to pull and the skin peeled away on the ice, but I felt nothing. But maybe I imagined it. 

			My train of thought is losing itself. 

			You have not forgotten me. You are just not remembering me. You are thinking I am sitting inside with a beer. But you will remember. Out you will come, shouting, and take me in your warm arms and later we will laugh about this. 

			Soon, soon you will come.

			I try the handle again but the lockers in the door but a little way along the wall are there windows I can break. The window will crack and sharp splitly and smear with blood. My ﬁsts are pillows. I punch the glass. It shumbles and rudders but it isn’t breaken. I am cold and colder and colding and the quadruple-glazed glass wobbles like it’s laughing. I need something harder than my pillowﬁsts. I try my arm. My elbow. My head. 

			Glass denser than bricks. 	Flocks and ﬂocks of birds.

			I am shaking like something possessed. 

			Then – a moment of clarity. 

			I can run to the yellow farmhouse! I can ring the bell and go inside to the warm, warm lights. I don’t care that I’m naked. I run across the snow, exhilarant. 

			But under the snow are rocks, stones to mark a path, and I hit one with my shin and it cracks and I fell and here I am. 

			The snow has reached the hollows of my bones now. The only warm thing left is my tongue. I move it silently while I lie here, to keep the ﬂicker in. 

			My heart is a blue stone. A pebble. A dead seed. My bones ache and burn. 

			I keep my mouth shut like the dog. My skin is frozen to the ice and will shred if I shift it. My lips are swollen out into the snow, or not there at all. I try to move them. Like a ﬁsh under ice, make an ‘o’. 

			“Where are you?” I say, or I think I say. “Where are you?” I think.

			My ears ﬁll with white pain. It grows larger and larger, drifts out onto the snow. I will close my mouth to keep the heat in. Seal in my tongue.

			Where are you?

			Alone out here, slipping, I sense a little heart, like the one in the mouse, but come to life. A trickle of blood and then a rush and then a small thump and there it is: you won’t notice that I’m gone. Not now, and afterward, after a few months, you won’t notice that I’m gone.

			You are still in the sauna, or drinking a beer. You are waiting for me but you are not concerned because that is not the way you think. You do not wonder what other people are doing. That is not the way you live. It is not neglect, but respect. It is almost love.

			My body has gone now, is becoming snow now. If you picked up my arm it would melt in your hands. But I try to remember it as it was. Its heat. Its muscle and skin and bone. Its drama.

			The thought of its old heat makes me cry and I think I feel something wet on my cheek.

			The snow is melting me. 

			My thoughts of train are going. 

			I don’t remember how time works but I think, perhaps, the window has passed. 

			The window? What will you see out the window?

			A shape?

			A shape on the horizon. I thought my eyes were closed but now I see a shape so maybe they are opening. Shall I tell you what I see?

			I see the dog. Across the snow, which is white and growing whiter. He is leaping and bounding with his tongue hanging out. He is coming to me with his warmth. With his warm heart and his warm body and he will warm me up.


			Anna Knox is a graduate of the University of East Anglia (UEA) MA in Creative Writing (2010, Distinction). She writes reviews, essays, fiction and non-fiction. You can read some of her work over at The Spinoff.
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			Old Man Edward’s Box

			Jacob Hagan

			Old Man Edward told me never to go near the shed in the woods, but I came, whatever the rusted words he laid on me. This was my kind of living, doing what an old fool begs against, but in this case, I felt I had no choice. No choice to run the other way, no choice to let my instincts kick in. I felt especially magnetized to this violation, ever since I had come to visit the ashtray of my great-grandfather. This strange obligation came with the wind that wisped the farm for evermore.

			Through my eyes was a motion blur of wood leaves and dirt. I was running away from the old man. It felt refreshing to leave that stuffy house of his; it felt refreshing to pump adrenaline through my blood. This was my release to the wild, to overcome the endless nagging of the wind.

			What was inside that shed? Why would the wind challenge me to explore this shed 100 Edwards older than time? Why was Old Man Edward the lunatic he was? Would the answers come the faster I ran? I guessed so; I went faster than my legs assumed possible.

			Inconvenience came as soon as I exhaled a breath of unawareness. A root, stretching like a sleeping cat, an identical blur to the leaves that blanketed the earth. The wind lets me feel many things – why not a feeling of avoidance, a single sign, of the devil of bike rides and forest runs? My body went flying for seconds; arms a windmill, my legs kicking like a looped animation, then pain whipped me like a slave. Dirt, pasting all my clothing but that wasn’t near as attention-grabbing as my arm. It was in three pieces and it hurt like hell. It didn’t stop me.

			The wind was diminishing the pain. . .somehow. I climbed cautiously out of the ditch with my good arm, the only one left. I occasionally tested the broken arm with an outcropping root but it was defective. It was an uncomfortable feeling. I assumed it couldn’t fix though, whether painful or not. If Edward ever saw me. . .

			Crackkkkkk. . .

			It came as soon as I stood up on the high ground. It sounded vaguely different from any old tree branch. I couldn’t hear the thud of a fall. The source of the noise was right behind me. I felt its presence. 

			A door, synced its swings with the wind, the same wind that brushed me every step I took. I felt so close to the prize. When I slowly approached the door, a shape began to be differentiated in comparison to the undergrowth. A shed, choked by a factory of ivy. One of its walls, black, burned down and felled. Had Edward tried to burn this place down? The sudden rush of blood didn’t stop me, no matter how hard I tried to run away screaming.

			I questioned my life one final time, then entered.

			It was a musty room, around three decades old, I guessed, ash particles adrift in the sunshine, spilling through the planks of the room. An eerie hum of silence vibrated within my bones. Was this the ghost of this abandoned monument or a figment of my imagination?

			As I explored the forgotten mansion, a feeling came, a feeling of familiarity. I knew this place from the inside out but none had stood here even after I was born.

			Tools rusted on their hooks along a long, dark block of wood. One of the items, a tool belt, would come in handy for my damaged arm. In all this rush, I had almost forgotten it was broken. It felt unnatural to pick the arm up from its limpness.

			Almost a second later, an object animated from thin air and it woke in me an electric shock. 

			The ghost had arrived. 

			I turned to face it but there was no one there, until I looked down. A box – this wasn’t here before – I was sure I swept every inch of floor with my eyes when I first entered. This was surreal. My head pulsed with untamed fear. Walls closed on me. I couldn’t escape the grasp of the ghost of this cabinet.

			It was taking control.

			A foreign whisper rose from nowhere, speaking in a silent language. It was saying on a loop, “Open it and see what secret it hides.” It felt soothing. It gave me courage. It made me unstoppable. 

			And so I reached for the nearest sharp tool, an axe. It seemed to magnetize on command but it was all the rush filling my head with superpower fantasies. My arm somehow healed after all. Then I hacked into the box, a strange approach with a box situation. Edward must’ve locked it and buried the keys, I assumed. It did no good to stop me and the ghost that had worn me like a shell.

			I swung again and again with my two arms, the break now meaningless. Splinters flashed everywhere, stuffing my mouth and my eyes. I felt a million times stronger, stronger than the strongest man in history. Invincible.

			Then in no time, the box barely resembled a shape. Not even a pile of splinters – the splinters were raked along the ground. But I wasn’t interested in any shapes; there was nothing inside the box. I came all this way, broke my arm and all was futile. What was this thing? Whatever it was, I must’ve smashed its contents inside. The whispering had stopped.

			I felt ashamed with myself. Angry . . . Sad . . . Lonely . . . Scared . . . Terrified . . .

			I wanted to leave, fast. My control was shimmying back into play and so the rush of adrenaline came back bigger than ever. My thoughts were spiralling out and flurrying my head into fire until my voice let everything loose.

			“What am I doing here? What am I doing here?”

			My arm was throbbing again. . .and it was getting worse. The ghost had deserted me completely. I killed it I think. I could still hear its whispery voice though; it sounded like amused laughter. I couldn’t run – the pain in my arm was too overwhelming – only lie in fear and pain as the ghost spat on me.

			“I’m sorry, old Edward,” I confessed. “I’m sorry I ever doubted you.”

			It turned to crying “Help,” then it turned to the silence of giving up everything. The effort was futile – it only made my voice sore as well as my arm. Edward was nowhere near. No one was near. Not even the smallest forest critters. Only me, the shed and this ghost that would never die, no matter how many boxes I crushed. No matter the number of Edwards I disobeyed directly. 

			The process had begun.

			The splinters left their resting on the ground and drifted towards me. I didn’t care whether it was the breeze or something else entirely. They were piling around me like a castle then fusing together. It was a prison cell of splinters and it was metres high. 

			I tried to claw a hole out but the walls were already set. But there was still a hole to escape through – could I escape the ghost forever, using its abstract persuasions to lure me into this cage. I couldn’t help it. I was ready to leap out before my time ran out, but my legs didn’t obey. I couldn’t escape. This wasn’t happening. I needed to be free. I punched the wall with my only good arm but I was weakening, disconnecting from my body. The last of my senses available was my voice. I yelled while the opening was still large enough to hear through.

			“Help me,” I shouted with all my might. “Somebody help me!” It only took a few seconds till my voice cut off for good. Then my hearing. Then my eyes. I was unconscious and the box had pieced its final splinter into place. 

			* * *

			The box is open and out I come, blinking at the sudden gush of light, take a small cough from the dust that floats by. This is only half of me, however; I am a shell accommodating a man called Harvey.

			Harvey swings in joy – he hasn’t felt this way in years. He’s inhabiting a body he barely recognizes as his own but he never takes a glance of himself to acknowledge this. He is only grateful to be alive. Grateful for me. Grateful for every little thing that brought me closer to here. Harvey steps outside slowly – like the man who had first stepped on moon ground – and takes a long-lasting whiff of reality. He acknowledges nature at first, but he knows something much more important is at stake.

			“It’s time, Old Man Edward,” he chants. “It’s time to confront you like I did 30 years ago.”

			Harvey leaves his home and heads on a path towards his nemesis.


			Jacob Hagan is a high school student in Whakatane. He enjoys writing and has a vivid imagination which he uses to create his stories. Jacob has had a short story published in the Young NZ writers 2018 anthology, ‘Timegate to tomorrow’ and has also achieved second place in the 2019 competition.

		

	
		
			 

			Patience

			Dave Moore

			I give up waiting for the rain to ease, finish off my third pint, stand carefully and edge out through the narrow pair of pub doors. Gingerly. The heavy hinge springs try to push me off the crutches, and its slippery now as the rain has blown in onto the tiled steps. 

			It sweeps in heavier, stinging my face as I come out fully from under cover to cross the road, but I can’t go faster to get out of it – I’ve learned that. I have to go slower the harder it rains, just take it, because twice I’ve been on my arse from trying to hurry. And then I can’t sleep, from wondering what new damage I’ve done – what else have I fucked, will it need resetting? More days in hospital listening through the curtains to scared, bored patients and their exhausted women, who arrive with a smile then sit and worry: about the parking, about the bank, about him coming home so different. And being woken all through the night, please no. I’ve had enough of that.  

			I swing along carefully watching the ground ahead, not over-reaching and making sure the crutches find solidity. It saves me seeing my reflection in the shop windows – anyway; I know I look 20 years older. Two months since my right foot was on the floor, and another month to go. Head down. Concentrate. Then six months more at least to come, relearning how
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