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This one’s for the people of Sudbury.

Past, present, and future.




No matter where you now live, if you ever called Sudbury your home, you have Sudbury in your blood and Sudbury in your bones.
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There is a song that still rings in the back of my mind like a persistent earworm that just won’t let go. 

If you’re of a certain age, perhaps you remember it too.

Sudbury, oh Sudbury

You are always home to me

United, strong, and proud

Sudbury...

I think there’s a reason why, even if I sometimes can’t get the song from repeating in my mind, I fondly consider it with a good dose of nostalgia.

It’s because Sudbury is an amazing place.

Unlike any I’ve ever lived or visited.

When I was young and growing up, I regarded the city of Sudbury with awe. And, as I’ve grown older, visited multiple continents, explored, and learned about the world beyond, I still regard Sudbury with a sense of awe and wonder.

When I was a teenager, and wanting, desperately, to leave for other places in the universe, to explore, discover, conquer all those vast areas beyond my home, I likely didn’t feel the same.

But every time I returned back home I felt that natural click of belonging that often escaped me as a teen. And yes, home still is, and will always be, Sudbury. Well, Levack, which, at the time, was part of the town of Onaping Falls was technically my home. But that town is no more, and is now pretty much a “suburb” of the City of Greater Sudbury.

It’s funny. When I was young, Sudbury was the big city to me.

The town I grew up in didn’t even have a single traffic light. Oh, it did have one of those red blinking lights suspended in the odd six-way intersection you encounter when coming into town off Regional Road 8, the main road leading into town. (A six-way intersection split in the middle by a railroad crossing – and yet it was Lorne and Martindale in the city of Sudbury that earned the nickname Killer’s Crossing).

But Levack didn’t have one of those red, yellow, green lights. And Sudbury, that forty-five plus minute drive southeast, was the “big city” that regularly called to me when my young heart yearned for adventure.

Both, now, are an inclusive vision of what I think of when I think of “Home.”

Yes, Levack, and Sudbury, continue to be true “Home” on my internal compass, despite calling cities like Ottawa, Hamilton, and Waterloo my home over the years.

Sean Costello was born in Ottawa and later moved to Sudbury where he spent most of his life working as an anesthesiologist prior to his retirement a few years ago.

Scott Overton was born in London, Ontario, later moved to Sudbury, and has been in the region for more than 30 years, 26 of which as a radio personality for CIGM and Rewind 103.9.

So, Sudbury is “Home” for all three of us.

And yes, I purposely spell “Home” with a capital letter. Because that’s how important it feels.

When I think of my old stomping grounds – and, let’s be honest, they are stomping grounds I return to multiple times a year, as my Mom still lives in Levack – I consider all of the positive influences to me as a person, but also as a writer.

I remember when Sean Costello’s first novel Eden’s Eyes came out in the late 1980s from Pocket Books. We learned that we had this “Stephen King of the North” in our midst.

Little did I know that, years later, when he was releasing his first venture into self-publishing, a dark humor thriller called Finders Keepers, and I met him in person for the first time at a book signing, that we would become friends, and he would become a mentor to me.

In fact, it wasn’t long after that, back in 2004, when I was inspired by Sean into collecting a bunch of my previously published stories into a volume called One Hand Screaming. Leading me to create Stark Publishing an imprint I use for both publishing and my work within the book industry advising and coaching other writers.

Interestingly, it was the release of that first book that led me to meeting Scott Overton. Scott came out to my Thanksgiving weekend book launch at Chapters to interview me for the radio station where he worked. I learned that he was also a writer, and we struck up our friendship immediately.

My ongoing friendships and working relationships with both Scott and Sean have continued in various ways and on different levels.

Sean and I started collaborating on his own imprint, Red Tower Publishing, with me taking over the marketing and digital operations for his writing and publishing ventures, allowing him to focus on the writing. Similarly, it was Sean’s prompt as a writing mentor that inspired me to turn a 10,000-word short story, “This Time Around” into a full-blown novel, A Canadian Werewolf in New York.

Speaking of which, Scott is the voice of Michael Andrews, the main character of that novel, as well as for the aforementioned short story and the next book in the series, Stowe Away which I recently released into audiobook format.

In addition, I had the honor of publishing both Sean and Scott in the 2012 anthology Tesseracts Sixteen: Parnassus Unbound for Edge Science Fiction and Fantasy Publishing out of Calgary, Alberta. Those two stories you will find reprinted on these pages.

As the person responsible for curating titles for the 2016 Sudbury Ink: A Sudbury Writers’ Guild Anthology, I was pleased to present yet another story from Scott to the world.

I also had the pleasure of appearing in another anthology alongside Sean, in Bluffs: Northeastern Ontario Stories from the Edge. This was a book published by Your Scrivener Press led by Laurence Steven, retired professor of English from Laurentian University. Both of those stories also appear in the pages of this collection.

These are just some of the kinds of intricate and complex ties that we all have with Sudbury, and with one another.

I co-authored Spooky Sudbury, after all, with Jenny Jelen, years after leaving the community. Jenny and I met only because of her role as a journalist interviewing me about my first book of true ghost stories, Haunted Hamilton, was published. I knew her uncle in high school, but we became friends, and co-authors – and that experience led her to pursuing one of her own life-long passions for horseback riding.

That all came because of our mutual connection over that common home.

Because, in addition to folks like Sean and Scott, I can say that my dearest friends, people who will continue to be in my life, to inspire and move me, until the day that I die, are from Sudbury. Some have been with me from the time I was five years old; among the longest relationships I have ever had, and among the ones I cherish the most are, yes, all dear friends from my earliest days of growing up and going to school in Levack. Others I have had the good fortune to connect with later in life because we shared that common bond of “you’re from Sudbury too?” that can instantly connect us with one another.

Like I said, there are intricate, complex, and deeply rooted connections and relationships we all have with one another and with the community that we consider our “Home” with a capital H.

Sudbury is not only in our blood, but it courses through our veins, is a part of the very breaths we inhale and exhale, the way that those deposits of nickel, gold, copper, and platinum, which slammed into the earth via a crashing meteorite some 1.8 million years ago enrich the very bedrock of the grounds that formed the Sudbury basin.

Something else that courses through our veins, besides this seemingly supernatural connection, is our penchant for exploring speculative tales: Stories that do not turn away from the shadows, but, instead, explore them, embrace them. Stories that consider science or the paranormal, and wonder “what if?”

Sean, Scott and I have long been drawn to consider such questions, and the answers appear in the prose that we create, as we pen tales of horror, of science fiction, or of just plain weird and eerie situations.

The stories you are about to read share some common themes with one another. Ghosts, or, at least, those unseen things that we can sometimes feel but which are ever present, is one common thread within them.

Our Home, or, if not that, then the elements of a place we all consider home, appear within these stories. Like the rich mineral deposits in the ground of the Sudbury basin, they might not be evident upon the surface, but upon closer inspection, I’m sure you’ll realize they are there.

This is perhaps something for you to consider as you turn the page and enjoy the stories you are about to read. Or, maybe you can just ignore that, and enjoy reading some tales that will make you wonder, make you think, and perhaps leave you with a little bit of a chill; one that comes not from the impending fall season, but from the imaginative tales themselves.

Because, regardless of the content, topic, or situations that unfold in these stories you are about to read, and the creepy or eerie themes that bind them together, you’ll also find some of the mysterious underlying foundation that continues to draw us in and keep us in Sudbury. Our Home.
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- Mark Leslie Lefebvre

October 2020
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SEAN COSTELLO
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The Apology
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Sean Costello
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Originally appeared in Bluffs: Northeastern Ontario Stories from the Edge, Edited by Laurence Steven, 2006.
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I guess being alone in this shoebox apartment was the worst.That and the awful restlessness of my late-night visitor. She was a big part of the reason I decided to battle the odds and apply for Jessica’s adoption. It was a wild idea from the start. Thinking back, I can scarcely believe I dreamed it up. And even though it didn’t work out exactly like I planned, I thank God I did what I did. I really thank God.

Jesse’s here with me now, asleep in the spare bedroom. Tonight’s her first night away from the hospital. Four long, loveless years in that place. It turns my heart cold to think of it. I can hear her raspy little snores from where I’m sitting. I guess I’ll have to buy a humidifier for the poor thing. It’s so dry in that back room.

The first time I saw Jesse was the day they brought her up to the children’s ward. She was only six months old then. She looked so perfect, I fell in love with her right off: olive skin, tiny pink hands and feet, hair so blonde it was silver. And those blue, blue eyes. I still believe I’m the only one she’s ever really looked at with those angel eyes. Most of the time they stay rolled up in their
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