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I once met a man who said with an air proud and curious that he 

could only swim after consuming a copious amount of tequila, said 

dry 

glad I got that second chance too, seeing him the second time gave 

me an opportunity to demand an explanation. From what I could 

figure, he was either a liar or the alcohol relaxed him to the point of 

buoyancy.  

Why I should be thinking about him in my current stressful 

control of my thoughts not that anybody ever really is in control 

of such a thing as thoughts. Besides, the tequila floater is a nice 

 

together my situation and the man I mean. 

You see, the man explained not only that he could not swim 

without the Mexican specialty, but also that he feared water. It was 

 

ieve that? Serpents, 

 

heading 

to a much further destination it was cheapest to cross the border 

by way of bus and hop on an American flight down to Mexico. Back 

then anyway. 

 

A pushy woman butted in while I stood at the doorway; in her 



defense the peculiarity of the answer caused a stutter in my forward 

motion. Once on the bus, I wanted to enquire furt

see the man again. Part of me hoped he headed to where I headed, 

but two years passed before out paths crossed again

ended my social experiments in foreign land inebriation. It turns 

h an automatic nature as 

sitcoms might have the population assume. And nobody loves 

young drunkards but other drunkards. 

In front of a store window years later, Christmas in St. 

Catharines, I was killing time. My shopping long done. That man 

came up next to me. Now, I am not from St. Catharines and the bus 

north of any part of Niagara, but there he stood, next to me 

admiring the same mechanical Lego display.  

A brown and red train followed a white track around a mock 

Central Park, a patch of plastic ice in the valley of plastic towers, 

little plastic men, women, and doggies staged on plastic skates. It 

memory. 

 

said.  

shook my upturned footwear. 

emptiness draw in swimmers to feed prehist

 

t and trailing after an 



explanation involving prehistoric dinner items had to have some 

kind of punchline.  

 

 

The man turned from the Lego scene and looked at me. He had 

a fine spackling of salt and pepper patches of whiskers jumping from 

his face without definable shape or reason. He exhaled a steamy 

 

That was it. I called after the man, but sidewalk traffic swelled 

and the tequila floater was gone, probably forever. Based on my 

current predicament, it seems undeniably likely that it is a forever 

. 

 The reason I should think of the man at such a time is just my 

unglued. Accounting in life flashes. 

He spoke of fears, irrational fears and the reason I was so 

confused by the cracks after our first meeting was that I am afraid 

of cracks. Not the same cracks, but cracks nonetheless. 

for a life altering understanding of my psyche, but at least it came.  

My parents were firm believers in physical activity, both 

finished in the top one thousand among participants of the 1994 

Boston Marathon out of something like ten thousand runners. Not 

a feat to sneeze at. We used to hike a lot, we had trails running much 

of the property  

The three of us travelled to the Elora Gorge to tour the caves. I 

was six, perhaps seven. I fell behind a moment as we maneuvered 

the cool rock alleyways. I called out, but heard only my own voice 

echoed around the rooms and caverns. I panicked and ran. I 

followed what appeared the only possible path and found myself 

squeezed into a crack in the rock wall. From there, I attempted to 



backtrack, but the more I struggled the tighter the rock held. I 

screamed and cried. My parents finally returned to the cave to look 

for me. It was horrible and my parents said I would have to sit in the 

So, I sat in that stuffy old 

station wagon for what seemed like eternity. They were serious 

about exercise. 

After that day, I saw hungry cracks everywhere, it dimmed a 

great deal the older and more rational I became, but there was 

always the claustrophobic fear that a crack might appear and suck 

me away, chew me up and swallow me.  

The actual fear of cracks morphed into dying between walls, any 

walls. I dreamed of rooms that shrunk and squeezed around me. I 

 

I told myself it 

making me feel down about my faulty brain. Losing my mind was 

with a life to live.  

spectrum, the kind of stuff where I had to handle scene, sound, 

-

a chance to grow weary yet. If I had, 

fantasy.  

I was busy rounding up streeters from the giant pumpkin 

patch a regular-sized patch, the pumpkins were giant. To be clear. 

The patch is just south of the city, very near the racetrack, cars not 

horses. I had three and only needed three, but I wanted at least ten 

streeters to pluck the best from a streeter being a quote or two 

from the average pumpkin looker. It was good for the website, filled 

a space leading up to Halloween.  



The sun had just gone down and the orange lights amid the 

pumpkin vines lit, I knew I was out of luck for any more streeters, 

but I thought I might as well shoot some night footage. It had a 

wonderfully eerie appeal and the haunted house would start up in 

fright-face soon enough. Really, 

gotten to be a bigger time reporter. Halloween is my favorite time 

of year and I quite enjoy haunted houses, the rubber spiders and 

haunted house where the walls cracked and closed in on me. Never 

will, I suppose. 

d gathered all the B-roll I would ever need of the pumpkin 

patch and powered down my camera. It was then that I heard the 

swooshing racket followed by the gentle humming. I looked around 

and 

I turned back to my car to retrieve my camera. 

Whoosh: I felt a gentle breeze against my cheek. 

Hmm-hmm-hmm. 

I stood still and listened. Done. Gone. I turned around and saw 

the people moving again.  

 two with my supper before I went 

out to the patch. I rarely consume alcohol and attributed the strange 

feeling to an alcohol related brain hiccup that trip to Mexico really 

threw a coat of whitewash over the party animal that used to live in 

my belly. Amsterdam shortly after Mexico was the icing on the 

vomit-coated cake. 

forward until after my shift ended. I drove home that night feeling 

not at all drunk, but suddenly worried I was well over my limit, 

despite my clear head, I slowed and inched into the city and parked 



outside my apartment on the north end. I let out a heavy sigh and 

gathered my equipment to take upstairs. Leaving stuff like that in a 

rusty old Toyota in the parking garage basement is asking for the 

proverbial it.  

As exhausted as I was, I fell asleep on my couch before I untied 

my shoes. I dreamed of cracks, wind bursts, and humming, but I 

awoke with a fresh hatred, irrational and strong. 

The next two days I could hardly focus, I saw cracks everywhere, 

cracks opening around me as I walked, inviting me in where I might 

spend the last moments of my life wailing in terror. I could taste the 

damp cool rock against my face, I could feel the pressure as my bones 

crumbled and burst. It was unnerving and left me with a sickly pit 

in my stomach. 

On the day of the haunted house opening, this morning if the 

strong and ready, as if the story about the pumpkin patch were on 

frivolous and I knew it was irrational, but it suddenly felt of utmost 

importance. 

I got there early, interviewed the owners; they were proud and 

I was only killing time until the real story kicked in. I recorded the 

masses passing in line, it was near dark when I finally went through 

a toddler. I stepped out the back and the proprietors stopped me for 

an interview of their own.  

boots, . A nice lie is better than harsh truth whenever 

 

They thought what I said was terrific, clapping hands and 



shoulder 

and headed out to my car.  

Whoosh, the sound found me, a gentle coolness followed. 

Hmm-hmm-hmm. 

The hum was off in the distance. The moon was up and near 

dark was pretty well complete dark. I continued to my car, every 

fuzzy peach hair on my neck, back, and arms stood. The dream was 

starting to return to me, still hazy, but that sound, that whoosh and 

place it, not yet. I quickened toward the parking lot, the gravel 

grinding beneath my feet and I thought of all the potential cracks 

between the stones. Crunching cracks.  

I jogged. 

Whoosh. 

The hum was closer and for the first time I understood that a 

conscious- -hmm-hmm, Peter, Peter 

Pumpkin Face, had a fear he cou

ran, the camera on my shoulder suddenly feeling an unbearable 

anchor. I dropped it and fished my keys from my pocket. 

Whoosh  

-hmm-hmm, Peter, Peter Pumpkin Ears, knew the end 

 

Until the voice s  

I sobbed with the release of an infant. Frantic, I pulled my keys out 

of my pocket and they fell to the ground. Feeling around my feet, 

whining and pleading, weeping and wailing. 

Whoosh, the breeze was a wind. 

-hmm-hmm, Peter, Peter Pumpkin Nose, bones shivered 

 

rode enormous and orange like a massive pumpkin. The dream came 

back in a flash upon seeing it. I rushed double time then, sweeping 



my hand over the gravel. I located my keys and jumped to my feet. I 

frantically, again and again. 

Whoosh, the wind that picked me up and launched me into the 

air had fingers. As I flew, the voice called on my heels. She was in my 

hair and under my clothes. Vines, hard and spiked with horrid fat 

fuzz. 

-hmm-hmm, Peter, Peter Pumpkin Eyes, your biggest 

 

I screamed and felt my body falling toward the earth. The 

ground opened. A bright orange fissure cracked. My body fell in and 

the walls closed over me, green vines holding me in place.  

cold, damp earth around me, heard the bones in my feet and 

shoulders crushing into dust. The pain shocked me from 

experiencing the trauma and I was allowed to observe the walls 

closing, the whoosh and humming long off in the distance.  

It was then that I once again thought about the tequila floater, 

then that I thought about his irrational fear, then that I thought 

happened in the matter of a few seconds. 

In a way, we were both silly for our fears, mine of cracks 

themselves and his of monsters let loose from cracks. Both on their 

own are irrational, but together, cracks and their monsters are 

something worth fearing. In these late game seconds of my 

worthwhile after all.  

Fear of things unknown.  

They might save your life. 

 

 

Of cracks and pumpkin patches. 


