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The Bird

by Holly Day

The tiny bird flaps in the grass near me
watches my approach with eyes like glass bead
s

opens its mouth as if expecting

random acts of maternal kindness from everythi
ng

around it, even me. Overhead

the mother catbird peeps in distress, also
watching me with shiny eyes

a look of resolution on its face as if

it's already decided | am incapable of love.
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The Lens Grinder

by Amos Wright

‘The publishers say my treatise on the rainbow

is selling a lttle better this year. And

with the royalties, we can live on more

than just bread and circuses alone.

The Alhambra Decree passed

with a majority vote

and my family was pushed from country to coun
try,

from diaspora to diaspora

like a gypsy caravan captained by Ahasuerus,

all of Europe an anti-Semitic basket case.

I rented a room with a harpsichord

whose keys | never fingered,

and shelved the laws of Hebrew grammar,

Talmudic scholia, the geometric textbook;

determined as | was.
to defy the determinism of my race,

cursed with all curses of Deuteronomy.

No war between the mind and the body

except that which the mind wages

against its own body.

‘The sun looks the same

‘whether from prison or from a palace

and we too need resistance

tofly like the albatross.

The Collegiants agreed

that God might inhabit the substance of a stone

the mode of a mountain, the attribute of an angl
e

Grind a lens so large, they urged me,

that even the myopic, who can buy nothing

with their frugal thoughts, could see

the armigerous affections of a determinist

in cloud formations - that circus of pareidolia ~

reflected in the linished surfaces of Amsterdam’
s canals.

Like Nero straining through the green
of an emerald to glimpse a favorite gladiator

just before he is devoured by a female bear.

‘Then a bureaucratic snail knocked

and produced a writ of cherem:
Elishars curse reversed upon me,

for teaching the unity of convex and concave,

the refracted real image and its virtual other,

for identifying the shadow of the light with the t
hing itself.

Rather to wear the foreskin of a Gentile like a de
ath mask

than to have my visage printed on their Dutch g
vilder.

If you don't like it here, | said with blue lips,

the early onset of Potter's Rot,

you are always free to go.
So, what keeps you here,

when the door is wide open
like the mouth of one sleeping?

God has unloaded the gun of stars.

If you smell roses, the corpse cannot be too far.

Even mechanics do metaphysics.

The Cheshire cat's smile is no accident

What are we human machines then

but uncanny swine satisfied?

And then | returned to my lens-grinding.

‘The lens grew until it filed the entire room,

pressing me against the wall.

I slept under its convex penumbra,

like a glass tent pitched upon the deserts of the.
moon

‘among the silica dust of ground lenses,

and every morning | polished it

with the white rags of Maimonides' turban

and a few glasses of canal water

until the forty-two she-bears danced to my doo
;

ready with the laughter of devoured children.
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Apotropaic

by James W. Wood

Into the magic circle,

the alchemist and his pentacle
to propagate wealth,

turn dross to gold.

His mixture of merds,

blood and leaves, potions

and spells all fell

to nothing more

than ridicule and scorn.

Into the magic circle,

the professors and their particles
to dominate: / am death,
destroyer of worlds.

Their sky-burst ripped

Earth a new sun, gave motion

to fiends in hell, boiled

skin, faith and bone. Their laws
conjured Mammon to be born.
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Triptych of Crayon Man on
Tight Rope

by Valerie Mills-Milde

Frame 1:

Vitreous

on Pink ball of foot/ spliced by
Quicksilver wire

figure grips horizontal

pole

Vermillion Red

(Slipping next picture from wool Fawn
coat your castanet hands quiver.
Must be lithium, | think.)

Frame 2:

Figure leaps defiant

Thrusts open Gold rays

his heart Crimson.

Orange propulsion

to Violet apex one

sharp, flared

stop.

(You cannot help it/ gravity will.
(I am not blind to the density of red,
| say. I know the weight.)

Frame 3:

| see

you strung high in

ragged photons.

The terrible sway of colour, | muse
Beneath you, a pool of Midnight Black
Above, an Indigo sky littered

with darting Yellow birds.

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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Potion Against Heart-Ache

by Randel McCraw Helms

Take thee nut of hickory,

Root of chicory, parsnip, purslane and dock.
Add parsley and roses, salsify, samphire and thy
me,

And roast it or toast it and steep it in brandy
With oris-root candy

Twelve hours straight by the clock.

Then drain it and strain it and keep it from fire;
As slowly it mellows, chill it with bellows

And coat it with frosting of rime.

To keep the taste true, fine it with rue

Then age it in cellars like wine.

At least for a season live thee by reason,

Keep thee from sin or gambling den,

And avoid all manner of ire.

Then give thee the liquor, this magical ichor,

To pure lady whose love you desire,

And her heart shall ever be true.

Thy babies need never fear rabies nor scabies,
Scrofula, glanders, nor pox,

If thou blend thee this potion into a lotion

And rub on their feeties each day.

Thy hens will all lay, thy lambkins shall play

And give thee gold nuggets for rocks,

Thy heifers give milk, thy worms make thee silk,
All creatures shall love thee at sight,

If six drops in water thou add to their fodder
And knead it and feed it each night.

Keep thou this potion and magical lotion

Ever beside thee, no night-mare shall ride thee,
No ill fate betide thee, nor eye-worm trouble thy
sight.

No wife shall beshrew thee no bailiff shall rue th
ee;

Just care thou to muse thee and always to choo
se thee

Daily to use it aright.

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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Hemingway's Beard

by Myrna Garanis

El Floridita Bar, Havana

The barman ignores us, just another tour group,
camera phones flashing, rubbing the fabled
bronze beard for luck

Young man with a shiner turns up in every shot
having the drink we've no time for, nursing

his hurts at the bar as Hemingway must have,
taking time out from novel production,
downing a fifth majito, joking with his sparring
partner friends, only one not smoking.

Plenty of Cohibas in Havana, a plethora

of famous beards worth stroking in a city
marking revolution’s anniversary

tee-shirts and postcards exclusively exhibit
Che Guevara's death grimace, his sacrifice
for a nation not his own. Fidel's face absent
from the giant billboards masking
hurricane-damaged fields. Our shiny

Chinese bus passes ancient Cuban trucks.
History disconcerting for the tourist,

not one black eye amongst us, none

sent reeling from the ropes.
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Accidental Agriculture

by Bertrand Bickersteth

The bruising beginning

face rubbed in

central Alberta's finest

Orthic Dark Brown Chernozem
where wheat flourishes

and barley wails

After the fight

we congregate in the principal’s office:
punishments

meted out to him

the aggressor

who impugned my face against the ground
because its darkness inspired

a simile

part-time prairie poet that he was
And punishments

meted out to me

the victim so called

Well, why did you fight back?
Why do you people

always fight?

Now | have to punish you

too

The principal glared at me

his eyes a shock

of literal blue

Outside

on my way home

| pondered the view

from the top of a rare hill

a field spilled

with dandelions splayed out below
This accidental agriculture

will be swallowed

by an instantaneous city with

its blindness

its inevitability

| saw the whole against the horizon
A nine-year-old

a timeless landscape

a flatness ensuing

My tender head still throbbing
from the blunt encounter

| reached with a quiet fist

to rub at the soreness swelling
around my eyes

Well

why did you fight back?

When the black child is six years old

in Harlem

he suddenly sees everything he has been befor
e

and all that is to come laid out before him and
how

it has been laid out before him and this
muses James Baldwin

is the fundamental difference between
any child growing anywhere

in Alberta

and every child that must see things
through black eyes
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Hidden Message

by Trudy Grienauer

that moment

when | leave the pulp on the stove
and step into the hallway

to take your lab coat from the closet
your presence is palpable

not just because your name

is printed in the collar

in your self-confident hand lettering
you've been using these coats
around the house

painting walls, making jam

ever since

you left your career

to raise me

and my sister

| have this one

that you shortened to the skirt length
fashionable in '71

and then let out again

to put on now

to briefly feel that  am you

thirty years ago

and while | step over to the linen closet
and get the spill cloth

for wiping the jars’ rims

| feel that quite possibly

it was more than an apron

every day in the kitchen

when we came home from school
you were always standing
apron-wrapped

and | can see that sometimes

you needed that coat

to make you feel professional
competent

and respected

and the work worthwhile

like paid work

the pulp is simmering

and starting to bubble up

it will make new stains

on the coat

fresh stains layered over washed out ones
my cooking layered over yours
almost as bizarre

as the views you had in ‘71

through your electron microscope

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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Lonesome Jubilee
by Douglas W. Milliken

Yeah, sure, | could start off saying something real
weighted and purposefully misleading, like winter
was the easy hunting, but man, fuck that, Ro and |
were just bored. | mean, stacking wood in the cellar
could only hold so much appeal, right? As long as our
dickhead stepdad wasn't around, we pretty much
could do whatever we pleased. So what we'd do is,
my brother and I'd creep out of the cellar and walk
guileless as a senator to any afternoon-bright kitchen
window and pluck a fat housefly doped-up on
January from the glass, deposit the buzzing cretin in
a plastic sandwich baggie and fold it into the freezer.
Because obviously that's where one keeps a filthy
bug. Just pork chunks and ice cubes and a baggie
full of fly. While we were waiting, Ro and I'd sneak up
to our weird plaid couch the colour of old meat in the
den and extract a single straightened hair from the
crown of our post-work-napping mother’s head, and
in some ways, that was the best part: giving Mom a
sharp zing while she was so sweetly helpless and
asleep. But mostly it was how we'd be trying our best
not to laugh that made it so damn funny, you know,
snorting and choking our giggles behind our palms.
She'd wince but never wake up. Like a couple of Pink
Panthers we'd tiptoe backwards from the den and by
then, our fly'd be frozen. We'd shake it out from its
plastic baggie onto the kitchen table, then noose the
stolen hair around its tiny neck, careful not to cinch
too tightly lest we pop off its puny bug head. | mean,
it didn't need its head. It just looked weird without
one. After that, we'd usually have to wait a bit more —
just two patient boys with the scent of cellar and
wood in our hair — while above and behind us, Mom'’s
favourite poster of John Cougar Mellencamp made
his mouth real hard-looking in silvery black and white
and tiredly looked away, embodying too perfectly the
silent disappointment of working men everywhere.
The Lonesome Jubilee. Not even really that bad of a
record, to be honest. But what | think Mom liked best
was how the man looked in a white T. Anyway. In a
minute, the fly’d thaw out — sometimes with the
assistance of some hot, basking breaths — and in
another minute, it'd fly, droning in pissed-off orbits at
the end of a seven-inch tether of hair. Usually with its
head still on. But not always. With Mom snoring
loudly and our stepdad who-gives-a-shit-where, Ro
and | would watch the fly turn and turn, we each
taking turns holding its hair, and neither one of us
would say a word. So chalk this up among the good
times of ‘87, '88, '89. Americana pop stars and bored
farm boys making do. Sleeping mother you can
torture. Fly on a leash.

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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Ray's Rocket

by Nothon TeBotkel

or sy snti i ssptmd st
theroar eagues of sensaless c
oo Lt o T Lwaryof e

There was  small man named Ray who ved i &
o-story house by himsel at the comerof &
b sl Kasac Tors vt of

parka, stack o Xbox 360 games and afat sc
s saage 3 snowmobie s g colctonof
mognting dasses

These weren't istoricallyintaresting magriyi

Jasses, o scienicly interesting magniyi
Jasses. The calcton wasn' so much  colction

of diferent hings. 3 collection because

a3 ot of the same thing. The -

duplcatesofthesame magrifying lasses tha Ray

od bought at thenearby Dollar Martfo $120-more
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o goingtodo about i, and he informed M. Zwik,
sclemniy, tha the damage was the work of afeak
vindstom, avindstorm o powertl tht it ore the
class panes outofhis windows, and on thlr way out
e

of novcing higs. s, Zuck dic' talk o him
anymore.

Ray could emember 2 2 boy watchingftery black
and wihite nows epartsof the moon ancing

urning up. S, avoidably sad, bu iting

Th it fcker of this memry stayed with Ry 55 e
E

books the braryhad dscarded for detals on how
ockots wre b, nd whve he may not have been
ket scientist, h certainly got the gistof wha the
books were yia t say.
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speci "
e, e st Ry He bt sk of o
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casing, ubing, valves, and sprocketscnln for
s18090.
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the sum o s parts,sad Ray to himsall. A sght 1o
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e Tt o
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I hearyou'e buiding the engineer,
i v e e Pt
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Shouitve caled us soaner, Why - how can | el
your

“donft need your el aid Ray,“an want you to
Koo that you people have 1o dea how 10 buld
rockets

The engincer was auiet for a mament,and Ray
nwonc oo i codrncaon vt
over her and images of the Challeng

o er i T o e o

His noighbours, even i, Zvick, had grown

estissly curious, the kindof curious that makes you

frustratec and tchy, anc they hcked glances o
s garage whenever h had t open even  rack.

s Zwick snuck up behing Ray one day and asked:f

that tring in s garage was,infact, a ocket. It was

a0l she sic, because it wat ing o it .
e

s going 1 outr space very soon
s Zwick ke him how, and Ray i s
handwiten otes,based on th website that hac

rockot uel,out o s pocket
< fluris,He fsshed t t M.

or with two cold pobtie words ik the beach on
Lake Winnpegosi.
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nth o et oo s
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jamio and shook his hea. Ray noddad at thom
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Anxious Moon

by Kyra MocForlane

*Four happy days bring in
Anther moon. But O, methinks, how siow
“This i moon (wanes] She lingers my desires
Like 0. step-dame or a dowager

Long withering out a young man's revenue:”

— Willam Shakespeare, 4 Midsummer's Night
Dream

1 telin’ you for one fast time.
1t not just you

The probiem’s mine to ide.

| waited as long s | could
1fyou need it sure | would
That's ine”

 Dinosaur, Jr, "Start Choppin”

The cracks i the road look ike the vase | once.
smashed inthe throes oftinnius. | sl have tinitus -
this aching, echoing, pulsation where | hear nothing
and everyting all at once (thats what | get for
turing the stereo up to eleven to dromn out my
nerves one too many times). The vase is long gone,
though. | spent two months werking on tn my
ceramics class. | remember saeing the worid trough.
antique sixties-era cruggle sunglasses in my
oversized apron, a tangble aura of angst radiating
from my scrawny imbs. Not a ot has changed. |
reach for a cigarete deep i the pockets of my ratty
rench coat and then remamber that | donft smoke -
ve nover smoked.

Ovid's probably out of his mind right now, twiching

this teenage confession, with butterfies escaping my
mouth. | remember uhen he played me the song he'd
writen about me: two chords and a voice so loud the
Iyrics were a blu, His archaic punk shirt folded and
left his scrauny body a mystery undemeath his ront
of arogance and sel-assurance, His glasses kept
fallng down and 1 wanted to push them up 1o his
myopic eyes, to make him see what Im only
beginning to see non.

1 walk past Seventith Street, which s one of my al-

ours a week s cheaper than therapy. | magine
‘concepts for experimental fims and freak myself out,
staring out nto the rain.Is always raining in this cty.
Not that 'm complaining ' ust that s hard o see
things n theight when the sun forgets you exist

1 squint at my wreck of an apartment bulding. | ddi't
have a ot of options for locales really; my budget was.
meager. Plus, | (actualy Ovid) noeded a anlord who.
wasn't always on our back about smels, That sounds
alot more suggestive thanit is. Ovid ikes pot. A ot
He aso s to pay his contived, volume-eliant
sleaze when he gets messed up on pot or something
stronger. W used to sten to tuff together, nti |
pushed too hard on trying to get him to appreciate
John Lennon.

15itin my room most rights and sten to three-dollar
cassettes and pretend I Stove Albini or someone.
who can cash i on thei s,  often st on my
saggy bed staring outat the slver of the moon and
wonder when | became encased in this world of
“aimosts? When | started making compromises about
whom and what | el comfortable with. What felt
safe around. My roon's got these really great
wooden floors and there’s ne floorbosrd | can lft up
and hide stuf under: my ol reading glasses, some
change, and a manuscript thatwill never be
published.

The morring tugs at my chest and allows the worries

floor covered with ripped up clothes and sub-par
shoes that have alllasted way longer than
conciabl.

One o my Doc Martens is covered in white paint. A
eminder of when Ovid and | irst moved in together
e were smitten with each ofher's sarcasm, twin
ynics, orever indebted to the witings of those fed
Upwith fe when we hadi't ived much of a e at al,
Now the boots strke me as a smirking symbol - my
Hfe suddenly fting the codes and conventions of a

sappy novelle

1 oiten spend my mornings ke his. Starng at the.

migraine mind, refusing t spill out ike word vomit.

Paul Westerberg i the King of Heartache, 501 drop
the needlie on an old Replacements gem and breathe
in. Today's the day that | tel him. It easier thought
than said, of course, as | see him slink nto the room,
i shoulders slping downwards ike my confidence.

“Ovidl | call out with al the grace and elegance of
arunkard.

"Ye-ah' he answers, beaking up monosylabic noises
into complcated stains.

qaing?

Going? Where?” His eyes are shrunken, dark pools
that reflect his jaded morning il

*Seattlo or someplace different than this?

| thought that you said you were okay with things.
Youknow? How | make a ving and al”

That kils me. How | make a ving. He makes the
opposite of  ving. Furnaiing il of his maney into
s crug enterprise, awful rap records, shirts he
spends way too much money on. | ove s vigour,his
youthfuljump and enthusias. The way he never
Say5 1o, but that' also what | can't stand about him.
How he orders his values. How he pretends that he's
‘okay when he's defintely not okay and neither am .
How he shrugs an etherealshrug at a tuly fucked up

The rest of the ight s ant-climactic | say goodbye
and | could swear that Ovid shrugs. He digs around n
the pantry for some sitty breakfast cereal and
murmurs, 11l miss you

The really sad ting i tha l really miss . 1 miss
the Ovid that I created - the ane | wrote about in my.
manuscrip, the one that was only revesled siovly
and never uholy.

He had a i tha flooded me with giee and
optmism and, once, purposeful directon that wias
going to land us somehere on the giant map of
musica success.

m never publishing that manuserpt because | hope

rugs and misfortune and other things that should be
iegal.

Ileave the reacing glasses too,for o reasons:
firstly, because they look very Lennon andi hope.
someday he'l come to his senses about the Beaties”
talent and influence, and secondly because Im ot
really looking forward to seeing a world where he s
oniy in the foreground, a memory.

m notexcited about reading books about love and
the flurishing of new relatonships. The sting of one
that could have been - had Ovid been the permanent
version of his werewolfcharmer st wil inger ke
the ull maon I see through the bus window. Funny,
it serene out with the sweling craterous presence in
the sky, famifar like Ovic's big brown eyes, but
somehow foreign and promising. I've gota ot of
phases let thats fo sur.




NON-FICTION 7



The Fieldstone Review

The House on Strathnaver
Avenue
by M

elle Brown

Ambition

1 could pass an hour o more on a summer afternoon
practicing the bouncing ball game One Two

Alairy on the driveway. The basic routine for the four-
line nonsense poem involved four bounces a lne, the
end of each ine complicated by swinging a leg
between hand and ball on the last bounce. I | made it
through the poem with my right hand, Id repeat the
foutine on the left. With a successful performance on
the eft, | allowed myself to proceed o the next, more:
dificul execution: lapping my hands betueen each
bounce, clapping behind me, over my head, bencath
my leg, mping both legs over the bal. Sometimes |
would demand of myself a flawless routine, starting
again at the very begining if it the ball with my leg
orfaled to cateh it

Disilusionment

My father worked n the sewers of  steel milland my.
mother asked for our new house to nclude a
Separate room for him to shower in when he got
home. In addition to the shower, the foom had a
tollet, simple sink, and mirrored medicine cabinet,
The cabingt ha tie i t. A toothbrush for dentures,
some toothpaste, a safety razor, shaving soap, and a
bottle of Gripe Water my older ister had brought
home from a babysitting job with the
recommendation that it was useful for curing
hiceups. | don't recall it ever working. During one
episode of hiccups, | concentrated on just how much
I isliked the taste of Gripe Water on the theory that
my aversion to taking a dose could mativate a breath
held long enough to defeat the malacy.

Independence

The first mea | made for myself was lunch: alettuce.
sandwich. Write bread. Mayonnaise. lceberg ettuce.
And a glass o milk

Intimacy
“Don'tyou think | know none of you fike me?”

It soems unjust that this s the only fine | can
remember from a fight | had with my sister i the
middle of an afternoon. It would have been either July
or August, the months she was home from boarding
School. I stood at one end of the sofa, the end her
feet pointed towards. She had been propped against
a pillow, reading, but by the time she cried out this
truth, she was Iying on her sde and sobbing

Satisfaction

My parents took in boarders, a series of female frst
grade teachers who lived in a main fioor bedroom
and ate meals at the same time as the family and
Selirk Stesler hockey players who sleptin the
basement and didt

Once, my parents were away for a week and | was eft
in the care of the teacher. | do ot remember why
they were away, only that we wanted the house to
ook beautifulon thei return. 1 brushed the entire all
toviallcarpet inthe lving room with a paim-sized
clothes brush. It looked perfect. It showed every

Play.

One year, there wasn't enough money for a
Christmas tree. Santa let the presents ined along
the ving raom wall. | received an Ootpk, a suffed
toy replica of a long-haired, arctc comic trip
cheracter | enjoyed. It felt nose reminded me of a
carrot. | dutiully lept with .

Deial

I stood at the top of the steps i our bare and empty

was cement, the acoustics excelent.

I wanted to be a preacher. With solerity,
confessed my dream to my father. He was watching
television and recording church offerings, entering
numibers of offeing plate envelopes onto the pages
of a ledger. My idea pleased him. | could tel t made
Sense to him, Itwas the one time | landed on a spot
on the pretend-the-future game board that seemed
o make him proud. | heard it s a note in his voice
when he said,“ think we should tel Pastor Kornfeld
Heard it again, Sunday morning, at the door o the
church, shaking hands with the minister: Pastor
Kornfeld, Michelle has something o tal you? Prou.
Pleased vith me.

This s 1,1 thought. This s how good things begin.
This i how you start o shape your fe. You begin
when you are ten. You start your studies when you
are ten. Then you can make your dream come true.

orrt.

Pastor Kornfeld's face transformed before my uplifted

“You couldn't possibly become a minister. That would
beheresy. You're a gi”

Teling

1 drew courage from the silence, the absence of
Iaughter. My mother was stil at the dining room table.
The teacher and my father had gone to bed,
evidence eft insight of the supply of construction
paper circes theydall been creating for  classroom
project. My mother worked alone, papers ant
envelopes in stacks before her. The kitchen behind
her was in darkness, the ight above the table the
oniy one on. 1 stoad at the end of the hall, next to the
built-in mahogany china cabinet, wearing a iy,
Iayered nylon nighty with lace straps. My feet were.
bare. | held my elbows for warmh,

My mother neither got up nor called me to her. When
s finished, she said simply, “Ok, now you've told
me. Go back to bed”

Defeat

My brother slept in what had been intended to be a
Sewing room. It was a doorless space at the far end
of our long house, on the ather side of the doors to
the garage and the backyard, on the other side of my.
father's shower room, The closet i this room was.
designed for storing winter cothes. It was ined with
cedar and ailess. 1 hid there once in  game of hide
and seek. The seeker tatled and my trumph was.
marred by rebuke. | was never to hide there again.

Performance

After watching gymnasts on television in the
basement family room, | set two woodien chairs
facing each other, stripped to my tights and
undershirt, and leapt over them. | made it three
times, Tired, | caught my foot on the fourth leap and
hit my head on the cement floor. My father called my.
bruise a beauty of a goose egg.

Boundaries

My brother thought it wouid be helpful to use:
ubricant. The first product he tred was Vicks
VapoRub. Although he kep it on s windowsil, |
asked himthe next time not to use .

Aspiration

The bedroom closets had wooden folding doors. The
teacher kept a carton of cigarettes n biue packages.
onthe right comer of the shelf and often let an open
pack on hor dresser.

In the evening, the teacher and my mother would
work together at the dining room table, my mother
preparing for the kindergarten class she taught,the.

and dotted ines. My fater was often with the,
making cigarettes by filng fitered paper tubes with
tobacco with a hand operated machine. They talked
and joked together as they worked.

1 began with the open pack and wasi't accused unti
1 taken from the closet,

Determination

When the hair on my legs grew dark, | shaved during

a bath using the blade in my mother's sewing ki,
holding it by the edge covered with electrical tape.
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Orange Soda Paradise

by Rachel Laverdiere

Orange soda slides down my parched throat — each
fizzy bubble burns and prickles. In my seven-year-old
mind, these are tiny starbursts; | imagine the bright
colours erupting in my throat like the sprinkles
Maman put on my birthday cake in March. Later, | will
associate the sensation with fireworks splaying
fingers on the first of July. But not yet.

Right now, Maman, my brothers, my sister, and | are
sitting in the shade of the tall shelterbelt that
protects us from the wind that’s raging across
southern Saskatchewan. We rarely see Lassie during
the day, yet here he is panting at our feet. Even he
has grown weary of the heat.

“It'd better rain soon, or we're gonna have another
goddamn drought,” | overheard Papa say to Maman in
the kitchen this morning. Her cigarette was trembling
between her lips; | was about to spring up and warn
her, afraid the ash might fall into her lap, and she
would burn herself. “And there'd better not be
another goddamn hailstorm!” Papa slammed his
angry fist onto the table, and the cups and plates
danced a little. Maman flinched; her eyes looked
frightened as she cowered closer to her side of the
narrow kitchen, and | pushed myself deeper into the
tight space between the cupboard and the stove.

With each slurp of sweetened citrus, it feels as
though the bursting flavour creeps up my nose and
then back down my throat to forge furrows through
dust dunes piled high. The soda pop is a prize
awarded for days of rock picking in the fields.

For at least a week we crouched low to the earth,
bent like the scrub brush, fighting to stay vertical in a
relentless wind, tossing rock after rock into the box of
our rusted-out pick-up truck. Maman had coaxed my
brother, Lynn, to stop throwing the rocks out of the
truck.

“You said five more!" he screamed back at her. His
red hair, matted with dirt, stood up in a mass of stiff
snarls. The freckles glowed almost greenish on the
bridge of his nose and across his cheeks and
forehead.

Maman sighed and rolled her shoulders a few times.
“Okay" She tried to reason with him, her eyes
downcast. “This time, | really promise, but we need to
finish, or Papa will be very upset.” Did | imagine a
shadow passing over her face? | looked up to the sky,
but there was nothing but a glaring sun in a cerulean
sky. “Maybe I'll get you and Rachel your own bottles.
I'll share one with the little ones,” Maman negotiated.

The mention of Papa’s name was enough to silence
Lynn. He hopped down from the box, and we kept
filling the back until Maman signalled we'd done
enough. We drove to the rock pile, Lynn and | each
sitting on a wheel hub in the back, and unloaded. The
sun beat down on my back, on my dark hair. Then we
all piled into the cab of the truck, and Maman took us
all the way to the tiny store in town.

On the way home, the wind blew through the open
windows of the cab and we held the cold bottles to
our blazing cheeks, anticipating the moment when
Maman would fetch the bottle opener and pry off the
metal caps. Lynn and | would make sure to catch
them as they fell to the concrete pad in the shade of
the elm trees.

We've started a bottle cap collection, but we don't
have very many, mostly just Papa’s beer caps we
pluck from under the couch in the mornings when we
stealthily creep about until he disappears to the
fields.

As | run my fingers over the scarred bark of the trunk
I'm leaning against, | imagine I'd be happy never to
see another rock again. | lean against the wide trunk
and squish my bare feet into cool leaf mulch that's
accumulated beneath the trees over the years. | do
not realize it, but one day | will yearn to see the rock
piles dotting our fields. | will crave the reward of
hurling one rock from the top of the pile onto another,
far below. | will mentally wait for the crack that neatly
splits the rock in two, revealing jewelled worlds
within.

As we sip orange soda in the heavenly shade, we are
satisfied. This afternoon, there is neither heat baking
our backs nor wind whipping through our hair. The
orange soda is rare, and today, for the first time in our
lives, Lynn and | have our own glass bottles to drink
from. I tilt the bottle, swirl down the last swig and wait
for the dregs to puddle on my tongue.

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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Editor's Desk: Family Edition

by Jade McDougall

Greetings, readers, and welcome to the much-
awaited (and awaited and awaited) 2017 issue of The
Fieldstone Review. 2017 presented us with some
unique challenges, but as always, our contributors
have provided us with a rich and fruitful set of
submissions that we are delighted to include in Issue
10.

Family, in its many forms, seems to be a binding
theme of this year’s works, and our entries invite
readers to ponder its varied and complex meanings.
I'd like to take this opportunity to thank the
Fieldstone family, especially our editors Jillian Baker
(Fiction), Kayla McCutcheon (Nonfiction), and Shakti
Brazier-Tompkins (Copy Editor) for their tireless
dedication. Special mention goes to our current web
co-editors and upgraders of the website, Tristan
Taylor and Kyle Dase for their enthusiasm and vision.
And we mustn't forget the wonderful team of
readers: Elyn Achtymichuk-Hardy, Shakti Brazier-
Tompkins, Tara Chambers, Kyle Dase, Mark
Doerksen, Rob Imes, Liz Miller, Geoff Pevlin, Siarra
Riehl, Tristan Taylor, Rhonda West, Andrew Wiebe,
Renée Wiebe, Martin Winquist. Thank you all, you
beautiful people, for your work in getting this issue
out!

Finally, I'd like to acknowledge everyone who
submitted to this year's issue, particularly those
whose work is appearing here (Bertrand Bickersteth,
Michelle Brown, Hejsa Christensen, Holly Day, Myrna
Garanis, Trudy Grienauer, R. McCraw Helms, Naomi
Lakritz, Rachel Laverdiere, Kyra MacFarlane, Douglas
W. Milliken, Valerie Mills-Milde, Nicholas Olson,
Nathan TeBokkel, James W. Wood, Amos Wright),
who have courageously put their writing out into the
world, and who have patiently waited to see their
work on this site. We appreciate you.

- © 2017 The Fieldstone Review
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