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FITZPATRICK MAKES A RACKET

rraacckkeett noun (Nfld) a celebration, an uproarious 
social gathering, a great ruckus, a fine time.

MMoorrggaann  MMuurrrraayy::
Have you ever been so heartbroken that 
you called in sick?
Memories of the early years are spotty and open to 
dispute, but I think the answer is no. I kept showing up
for everything, work included. No doubt I enjoyed 
playing the martyr. I have fallen on the thorns of life. I
bleed. Yet see how I rise each day and stoically carry on.
That sort of thing. Spurned young men have a peculiar
need to flaunt their pain, to be seen bearing the burden.
As they settle into the role they might even act more
heartbroken than they really are. I’m sure some women
do it too. But I recall it as a guy thing. 

CCaarrrriiee  IIvvaarrddii::
If you could be paid to write fiction with 
something other than money, what would 
it be?
I’d like to be paid in properly tailored pants. I can never
find pants that fit. I’m not sure if it’s the way I’m built or
what the problem is. I’m not much of a shopper, so I
guess I haven’t exhausted all options. But everything I try
on bunches up somewhere or feels weird around the
waist or some goddamn thing.

SShhaarroonn  BBaallaa::
If you could spend a day, just one day, writing
anywhere—real, imaginary, or historical—
where would it be?
There are lots of places I’d like to see and historical eras
I’d like to witness. But if I landed in one of those places 
I wouldn’t get much writing done. My good writing days
happen on familiar turf—my office, my dining-room
table, the neighbourhood coffee shop. If I’m trying to
work I don’t want to have to figure out how the shower
works or where to get groceries, and I want to see my

family at the end of the day. Last summer I tried one of
those private writing retreats, where you hole up in a
cabin out around the bay for a week to focus on your
work and pound out thousands of undisturbed words. I
hated it. It was disorienting and distracting, and I was a
total prima donna: “This bed sucks. The liquor outlet
doesn’t have imported beer,” etc. I was back home within
two days, and went on a decent writing tear immediately
after.  

LLiissaa  MMoooorree::
Do you believe there’s such a thing as 
talent, or is writing simple old-fashioned 
elbow grease? 
The longer you’re at it, the more you appreciate that 
exceptional talent is the great unequalizer. That’s why
you’ll often hear a writer say something like, “I read a
Chekhov story today, and it made me feel like giving up.”
Most of us probably should give up. But we’re too pig-
headed and vain. Though no one talks about them much,
pigheadedness and vanity are essential qualities of the
writing life.

JJeenniinnaa  MMaaccGGiilllliivvrraayy::
If you were an animal, what would it be? 
Something that inhabits tropical ocean, like an octopus 
or manta ray or big meandering lump of coral. Wikipedia
says most varieties of coral reproduce sexually, and some
even catch small fish. You can get a lot done by just 
sitting still and taking your time. 
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Racket

Jamie Fitzpatrick’s debut
novel, You Could Believe in
Nothing, is about estranged
siblings, departed lovers, 
St. John’s, hockey, drink, and
the trouble that ensues when
an aging disc jockey gets
lonely in his motel room out

around the bay. His short 
memoir, “These Memories Can’t
Wait: Lies My Music Told Me,” 
is anthologized in Becoming
Fierce. His writing has also 
appeared in The New Quarterly,
The Cuffer Anthology, and The
Newfoundland Quarterly. 
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