
Praise for The Price of Cookies

“Lives interwoven and cookies that arrive too late. This bravura collection of linked stories provides a profound lesson in empathy, of pouring yourself into someone else’s life, someone else’s pain, to see it from the inside, looking out.”

Will Ferguson
Giller-winning author of 419

“Flash fiction made more powerful with the linkage of cookies, prevalent in each captivating scene, it made me feel like I was sitting across the table from an old friend dining on cookies and village gossip. A story of forgiveness, acceptance, and relationships, The Price of Cookies offers flavour for every palate.”

Miramichi Reader (Sarah Butland)

“The brief stories contained here fire like prisms, shining a welcome light into our collective darkness. These linked passages will tear at you, while simultaneously applying empathy and healing. Here find an artfully detailed small town and its lives effortlessly crafted to represent our world entire. We are very lucky to have Burnett.”

Michael Blouin
2x winner ReLit Award for Best Novel

“The Price of Cookies reveals the price of a great many things: of grief, of love and desire, of heartbreak and indifference, of small joys and great loss. Finnian Burnett’s novella ... is at once tragic and funny, alive with the full spectrum of human emotion and all the many ways we might be with one another: as lovers, friends, companions, kind strangers or cruel ones, curious neighbours and hopeful parents. ... As we’ve come to expect from Burnett, The Price of Cookies is both fantastic storytelling and insightful observation on the human condition–and a joy to read.”

Christina Myers
award-winning author of
The List of Last Chances
and Halfway Home

“Burnett's ability to weave together these short flash fiction stories, combining common threads of loss, grief, and acceptance, is a wonder to behold. The Price of Cookies is a beautifully shared learning experience seen from the perspective of characters who feel like family. Take these stories a bite at a time and keep coming back for more!”

Andrew Buckley
Death, the Devil, and the Goldfish

“I can't believe how fast I read this book. Each story is artfully woven with the next; what at first seems like a compendium of short stories becomes an entire town of people looking out for each other, striving to do what is right, and dealing with their pain. Burnett's turn of phrase brings close the tension between desire for community and fear of judgement, all anchored by the universal comfort of a cookie. You won't be able to put it down.”

Veronica Kirin
author of Stories of Elders,
cofounder of Anodyne Magazine

Praise for Finnian Burnett

“This interweaving of form and content is reminiscent of Margaret Atwood’s craft.”

Blank Spaces

“A gut-punch. Absolutely terrific!”

Robert J. Sawyer
Hugo and Nebula-winning author of
The Terminal Experiment

“More real than breath — which it truly takes away.”

Pulp Literature

“A story that examines external and internal truths.”

Bath Flash Fiction Award 2022, Michelle Elvy

“Empathetic and compassionate.”

K.A. Mielke
author of Victory Lap
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The boy wandered the aisles of the shop and the clerk watched. She didn’t watch closely; her feet hurt after seven hours on shift, and she didn’t want to go to the trouble of leaving the counter. But she watched as he moved in and out of view and she saw the moment when he slipped the cookies—oatmeal raisin—into his pocket. 

The boy’s hollow cheeks, the dark circles under his eyes and the hand-me-down clothes that hung from his slender frame gave him a waifish appearance. The clerk wanted to give him the cookies, pay for them herself, offer an apple maybe or a granola bar to go along with them. He looked kind of like her Bobby before he enlisted, all knees and elbows. A kid like that needed more to eat than cookies.

But the security cameras might have seen the cookie theft and it wasn’t worth the clerk’s job to let a kid, even a hungry-looking kid like that, walk away with a buck ninety-nine worth of stolen merchandise. 

The boy approached the counter and veered to the left, waving a hand at the clerk with what he hoped was an air of Just looking, didn’t find what I wanted, but the clerk called him back and instead of running, the boy, whose name was Kelvin, emptied his pockets onto the counter, unearthing a wallet containing a brand-new driver’s licence, a folded piece of paper, a pocketknife, a cool rock he’d found in the park earlier, and the package of cookies he’d shoved into his coat in aisle three, though he wasn’t even hungry.

They both shifted uncomfortably—Kelvin debating whether there was still time to grab his things and run—the clerk debating whether it was worth the pay she made at this job to deal with trying to have a hungry teenager arrested.

They stared at each other for a few moments. Neither knew the other was hanging on just this side of crying. 

The clerk sighed, shoved everything back across the counter and said, “Don’t come back here.”

Kelvin left, knowing he’d have to find a new store, further away, leaving his mother longer than he wanted. And he walked back through the park, back to the hospital. He tried to eat one of the cookies, but he could barely choke it down his throat.
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The Cookies Adam Can’t Eat
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Bobby can still feel the squelchy bits of his best friend’s intestines sliding down his face. He had scrubbed until it was as raw as Lady Macbeth’s hands and he can still feel them oozing across his cheek, dripping onto his uniform. 

A routine patrol. Adam’s face, smiling back at Bobby, his left eye dropped in an exaggerated wink. Nothing to worry about, buddy. Stop being such an old lady. 

Scrubbing his face again. Adam’s torso and head pieced back together for the trip home. Go see my wife, Adam said. If anything happens. Bobby promised but he knew he wouldn’t, though she lived so close he could almost walk there. His guts dripped down my face, Bobby would tell Adam’s son and the newly bereaved widow. Adam’s wife would serve him cookies; Adam always raved about his wife’s cookies. You’ll see, Adam said. He waited at mail call every day. Someday you’ll taste these cookies, and you’ll realize you’ve never tasted homemade cookies before. 

Adam’s wife would make cookies and serve them to Bobby. They’d taste so good; he’d forget to wash his face. Tell me about Adam, she might say, and Bobby would tell her how Adam never made fun of his stutter, how Adam told the other guys to lay off and the other guys always did. He loved you, he’d say. His eyes, they did this thing when he talked about you.

Adam and his wife lived close to Bobby’s hometown. They may have even run into each other, Adam once said, at the comic store in the town between their two homes. Might have seen each other more than once, even. 

Bobby dunks his face in the plugged sink, lathering himself until his skin burns and the towel scrapes over his cheeks like sandpaper. 

You got a girl? Adam once asked. Bobby didn’t. He just had his mom, and she didn’t bake cookies, didn’t have time. You got a guy then? Adam, smiling because it didn’t matter. Friends for life. What happened back home didn’t exist. 

Mail call. Someone throws a box on his bed. Curling, feminine handwriting addressed to Bobby. Cinnamon and chocolate wafts from the paper. Bobby’s fingers trace the letters of his own name, trace the grease spots starting to shine through the brown wrapping paper. You’ll see, Adam had said. Someday. Bobby’s hands shred the paper and reach for a fistful of cookies, shoving them against his lips. Someday, Adam said. Someday. Bobby’s hands move automatically, his throat dry-swallows the cookies, handful by handful. Tears burn down his raw cheeks and mix with the cookie shards on his lips. He eats until he’s sick, eats until he can’t swallow. He’s still eating when the medics come for him, still grasping for handfuls as they carry him away.
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The Taste of Grief
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Your first mistake is thinking grief is sadness. Grief swallows you, sucks you into a quicksand of numbness. The world blurs into slashes of red and purple, that enrage and comfort you all at once. He died on a routine patrol, they said. The words attack you from a distance, just like your best friend’s hand, your child’s cries, the aroma of fresh-baked cookies you meant to send him a dozen times over the past year but there was always something else to do, an errand to run, a school play to attend or you were out of butter and by the time you got to the store and picked up the laundry soap and snack packs for the boy’s lunch and a roasted chicken because you knew you wouldn’t have time to make dinner, you forgot why you were there in the first place.

Flowers, a crush of bodies, hands, people groping for you with their wet faces and sombre voices. So young, so sad, so sudden. Your best friend stands beside you with your son at her side. The minister’s wife wears thick-soled beige loafers; her stockings pool around her ankles and you want to rip them from her legs, cursing the high-heeled black shoes scraping blisters into your pinkie toes. 

A voice, insistent and panicked, invades your drugged sleep. Where are the cookies? The roar in your head obfuscates the source until you catch a flash of golden curls. It’s Adam. Where are the cookies? You promised you’d send them. He’s so angry, so unlike your real-life Adam, with his big, goofy grin and that unruly shock of curly hair, the hair your son inherited, hair that can’t be tamed no matter how many times you take him to the barber. Where are the cookies? You promised.

You’re creaming butter and sugar, mixing flour, baking soda, a touch of vanilla. Frenzied, you slap the dough onto the counter and slam the rolling pin against it. If you can just make enough, if you can just make yourself package them and take them to the post office. It’s 2 AM, sweetie, what are you doing? Your best friend’s compassionate voice fuels your anger. She stands there, holding your son’s hand as if protecting him from you. He reaches for a cookie, and you snap, throwing a wooden spoon at him. They’re for your father. 

Your knees go weak, and you collapse on the kitchen floor. The boy drops next to you, his golden curls coated with cookie dough. Mom, please. 

Your arms curl around him, an automatic response to a child’s distress but even as you’re holding him, you know you’re not there and when you’re both standing again and the child reaches for a cookie to take with him back to bed, you slap his hand away and push him out of the room. 

Your best friend, who has been
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