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LEWIS MAKES A RACKET

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

Racket

JJeenniinnaa  MMaaccGGiilllliivvrraayy::Who is the writer you 
haven't read and should?
Stephen King. I have yet to read a single Stephen King
novel (just his memoir On Writing). I know I should.
Seems like he’s doing something right. I read somewhere
he does first drafts on hundred dollar bills now. Also,
George R.R. Martin. Mostly because I want to fit in. I
think he wrote all those Lord of the Rings movies.

SSuussaann  SSiinnnnootttt:: How do you maintain a 
balance between leaving it to the reader 
and writing too much?
I don’t. I leave that up to other people. They’ll say things
like, Calm down with the metaphors, man, we get it 
already. I guess the more comfortable I become with my
own voice the less I’ll come off as a pushy salesmen. I won’t
overcook my metaphors, as it were. I won’t leave them out
in the sun too long, if you know what I’m saying. I won’t
loiter around the ol’ metaphor shop, if you catch my drift.
Won’t do an ol’ B&E on the metaphor store. Slipping in
under the cover of darkness. Balaclava, crowbar. One of
those devices that cuts glass in a perfect circle. All the best
gear. Chloroform the metaphor security guard. Hack the
metaphor mainframe. I just need five more minutes! I’ll
scream, wiping my forehead. Big red timer inexplicably
hung above me, counting down the seconds. Sirens in the
background, somewhere, getting closer. I’m picturing those
European style police sirens. Camera cuts to outside the
shop and you see the ERT blow their way in. Tear gas, 
flash grenades. Smoke clears and you think I’m done for,
but I’m long gone, man. I’m just that good.

GGaarryy  NNeewwhhooookk::What tips do you have for 
anyone who wants to throw their life away 
and become a writer?
Well, I think a good start is not throwing your life away.
Get a job, make money. Make some mistakes. Big 
manageable ones. Learn to endure a magnificent hangover.
Drink plenty of water. I remember reading a quote 
somewhere that said everything you need to know to be a
writer you’ve learned by kindergarten. Which I guess is
true but also completely untrue and misleading and don’t
listen to that. How many compelling works of fiction have
you read by a kindergartener? Probably not many. One,
tops. Although, in their defense, they are magnificent 
storytellers. I lift most of my material from my nephew. 
So, to recap: Stay in life. Steal from nephew. Write.

MMoorrggaann  MMuurrrraayy::
How would you define a sandwich?
One way to approach this question is to ask: How much 
of a sandwich can we take away before it ceases to be a
sandwich? If we remove the top or bottom bread slice, is it
still a sandwich? If we remove the middle ingredient (e.g.
Baloney) is it still a sandwich? I posit that on a more funda-
mental level a sandwich deals with the idea of betweenness.
Removing one slice of bread does not limit the potentiality
of sandwich. One can, for example, imagine a scenario
whereby the remaining slice and middle ingredient are sort
of folded and pressed together, thus creating a product that
would, I think, still meet the minimum qualifications of a
sandwich. Remove the middle ingredient, however, and the
sandwich ceases to be a sandwich altogether. Of course,
this raises all sorts of other interesting philosophical 
sandwich-related questions. Like, do the top and bottom
materials of the sandwich need to be of the same material?
Can three slices of bread stacked together constitute a
sandwich? This is all very confusing. I’m hoping if I ramble
long enough this won’t make it past editing. Does a wheat-
based product have to be involved at some point? Are we
sandwiches? Are we asking the right questions? Why is a
sandwich? How is a sandwich? I do not have a favourite
sandwich. I’m now just realizing this.

LLiissaa  MMoooorree:: Describe a time when you read a
work of fiction set in the place where you were
reading it. 
Well, I was reading this book Alligator by a local author
(name escapes me), which is set in St. John’s. And I
remember reading it and being like, Oh, wow, what a 
coincidence! I’ve lived here for the past twenty-five years.
Totally uncanny. There was another one I read set on
Earth, where I also happened to live while I was reading it.
I also wrote a story set in the place I was writing it. 
It was about a writer who was writing, set in my office.
Which is really just my bedroom. At my desk. In my
house. It took place in real time, as I was writing it. A cat
came into the room. The phone rang. The writer sipped
coffee while he wrote. It was me. I was the protagonist. 
I ran out of coffee. This is that story.
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