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Editors' Note

Holly Luhning and Deborah Leiter —
coptents .

We know how hard it is to read onscreen. We know how easy it is to oy

wander off to other sites. We also know how unpolished much of the

content on the Web is. And so we, the members of The Fieldstone Review staff, have

worked extra hard in this, our second issue. We wanted to give you literary journal-

quality content that would keep you reading all the way through, and we hope we've

achieved that goal.

During our selection process, we try to include both emerging and established
authors and we do not put weight on where authors reside. At the same time, we're
pleased that many of our authors are from Saskatchewan this year. For example, we
are delighted to include a non-fiction piece by Governor General's award winner
Robert Calder, and to be the first journal to publish work by emerging poet Meagan
Wohlburg. We're proud to place these authors next to some voices from around the
world.

As a journal that's delivered online, we seek to publish traditional literary works next
to those that push the boundaries by leveraging hypertext and other qualities that
are unique to this medium. We will strive to include more of these innovations as the
journal evolves.

So, without further ado, enjoy this, the second issue of The Fieldstone Review. Please
let us know if you enjoy reading these pieces as much as we did.

Deborah Leiter, 2006-2007 Managing Editor
Holly Luhning, 2006-2007 Editor-in-Chief
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Of What I Have Always Known

Triny Finlay next
previous
contents

For my next trick I will devastate all insects printer friendly

I'll begin with what I have always known
as potato bugs, though they're called
something useful around here

Then I'll move on to earwigs, centipedes, ants that bite
And the cosmic range of those in flight

And balconies

potted plants

flimsy window screens
patio doors

knives in blocks

heavy televisions
earrings

paper

Another trick will involve jealous cats and cribs
but I can't explain the subtleties here

Another turns junk mail into edible oil products;
another conquers carcinogens (but not cancer)

I will need a volunteer

home currentissue pastissues events editors contributors submissions contact links

al Copyright The Fieldstone Review and the Original Authors



AT

the fieldstone review

home currentissue pastissues events editors contributors submissions contact links

Epithalamion 2

Christina Mengert

next
previous
It is a violent restoration. Like song. f)?gltf;‘t?riendly
Like the first time a child gathers

In the folds of a very long night

And calls the other out of himself

To make escape. We hesitate

Because thinking of new weight

Brought into us, having been split

And grown accustomed to the familiar

Half -- its lips, bones, its mirror

Piercing outward, we find ourselves

Suddenly unequal to this mythology.

If the body is strangled by a mission
Of completion -- if the stars

Yoke the unsuspecting sufficients
Prior to birth, breath, intention,

Do we claim we are sought? Bound?
When all the long while, we sew
Ourselves nets and drag the depths.
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Sutemi Waza

Yi-Mei Tsiang S
previous
My brother was seven when he choked me g{)glt::rt?riendly
faint flutter of carotid artery
thrummed against the bones of his wrists
before my two panicked fingers tapped out of

Okuri-eri-jime.

Moment before constellations

of veins flash: a brilliance of darkness,
my heart would clench,

a closed fist of panic.

Our Sensei knew this unbalance
that any muscle can forget to release
tighten against itself; blood furious,
implode.

He moved along his students,

always danced away his favorite,

the sacrifice, Sutemi Waza,

falter, a show of weakness that would

pin surprised boys under the weight of him

it was the Sutemi Waza,

in a moon dark motel room

that unbalanced him --

his body stiff against Uke

the sound of bone breaking
-kossetsu-

a mouth open in soundless surprise
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Submerging

Meagan Wohlberg -
previous
contents

As you wade out printer friendly

you leave no wave or ripple;

there is only

what my hands make:
slapping against the surface
like a beaver's tail,

a martyr's

warning

to shut all eyes

against acidic spray.

I see you go under

with the forks and spoons,
your mouth

gaping

in an air bubble below

in the base of a whiskey glass;

we tighten

our lips (respond)

against the fruit flies,

the oily sediment:

built up

while we have been sleeping (all along)

somewhere else.
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Acoustic Phonons

Mari-Lou Rowley

gf:\tfious
Listen ear to heart thumb to Vega nervous gggf:rt?riendly
oscillations simply mechanical and fine

machinery of body parts of quasiparticles.

The problem is complicated. Squealing frequency

of acoustic phonons due to elastic deformation.

Imprints on skin white or red depending upon

thermal fluctuations at room temperature

or some kind of violation. The literature filled

with erroneous formula, tongues embedded

in a solid matrix such as glass, sheets littered

with charged particles. Noble metals in particular,

sound speeds varying drastically with direction.

Remove the ring and this won't matter. Take off

the watch and you won't hear a thing.
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Burnt Sienna

Paula Jane Remlinger next

previous
tents
before we learned flesh should not be ;231::‘ friendly

turquoise, brick, or lemon;

before thick black lines
divined paths for us to follow;

before Prussian Blue had to duck
and cover beneath a child's desk
sky ringing with sirens,

before Indian Red faded like Indian summer,
and the world became ultra,
electric, neon, atomic---

it was the colour

of cinnamon toast and foxes,

dirty pennies and rusty bottlecaps
thrust in treasure-chest pockets,

leaves crumpled under new shoes,

the brown bottle-brush tails of squirrels.

with it we buried gold on pirate shores,

moulded mountains on Mars,

rode spiny-backed dinosaurs through Mesozoic swamps
until the bells and shouts of recess

called us away.

Note: "Burnt Sienna," "Prussian Blue," "Indian Red" are all names of Crayola
Crayons. For a history of the naming of colours, see
http://www.crayola.com/colorcensus/history/chronology.cfm.

"Burnt Sienna" was one of the colours being considered for retirement in 2003.
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Weaponry
Matthew Hall

Your talk

of our pyjamaed

and knotty-haired children
screaming, "I am Batman!"

at the foot of our door

and smashing blooming flowers
with a stick

makes me remember

that not long ago

I was a child

smashing flowers with a stick
and it spurs my desire

not for children

but for a more delicate weapon.

events

events

contact links

submissions

contributors

editors

next

previous
contents
printer friendly
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Still Life

Susan Stenson next

previous
contents
A green stool. printer friendly

Two pillows.

The only light, one circle
over a corner of a chair.

Father, in his uniform,

lumps the wooden floor

with hulky snores, and blocks
the doorway to the kitchen.

The daughter steps closer,
bends to feel his breath

on her cheek, bristles

at the dark heat on the fingers.

She squats, squints.
Checks his pockets
for change.

It could be a small animal
she is greeting, darkness
this feral dream.

Her hand

rising like a fist
full of coins,
grubby moons
upon his shoulder.
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Finding Julie
Michael Spring

Ttwas. i =
was.

“ulie?" 1 said limply as she heaved once more into the gutter.

“Bollocks,” she st 7 PR

that only

awkyardly.
drunks on the edge can do. It idn'tTast.

"Jesus. 'Fraid I'm pissed. Pissed backwards.” She wobbled and patted the
coat and concentrated hard. "Wouldn't have a ciggy, would you?" she said quietly
with all her face as [ watched,

anyone.
‘The easiest thing was to take her home.

1 p first fron
front door of my flat. In a moment of not quite clarity, she stared at me with her dark.

though

moment, [
would

object, and didn't come to a conclusion.

B
but this time
h ehmi b gone. She wip on her coat
i ing up giggling with her tongue in

my ear.

Come o, b boy”she wispered,berbaod snah.., round my groin, "See how juicy
can be." Somehow, I got her in through the door

1 dumped her on to the sofa and went to make coffee. By the time I got back, she was

her face, and her

p eyes. A trail of b
down her chin.

Ttried to remember how long I had been in love with her.

or so, just stari Ipicked up my

st b
coffee it was cold, cold as love.

‘Then T went to bed. Sometis ined in the doorway

tomy
with her arms. I
sofa

1 bi
‘someone when I took her a coffec.

St et W b s Y A
not. Just catching up with an old friend.” She rang

Tsaid, "A if you are, Il
She shrugged and shook her head to clear it.

"Or would you rather not have daylight at the moment?
"Mikey. i ked quickly. T pointed
sheet round her.

1 i Thad

thispered
expect. We had made love on the floor in front of the gas logs.

bathroom, I had
window. I gave her a couple of aspirin.

“I'm going to have a shower in a moment. Then I'l be away.” She paused. "Mikey? I
don't suppose we did, but I just wanted to ask, did wea€{?"

"No. We didn't."

“Sorry. i 1t just that I've

p
w weeks.” i her face and
Smiled weaky. ‘Chrit The things 1 do:

‘Half an hour later, she was on her way, her makeup scrubbed off, her hair washed
a2 sl e e ghts n e bag. Sheooked vulnerable with the freckdes shoving
her face. Her e

. She was, I thought,

impossil i Tsawof.

refer

“The card said,
walking those streets. ime." T sent her a
A e e e

1 i ite a lot. Tworked
fora software firm in i

. the European

he new
b, Africa. He said that if he got
it, he'd be happy to take me with him.

thought thenthatworking abroad for a while might slve one o two immediate
problems, [ needed

L and

. Ontop. i
away for awhile.

1

much.

Knot that I

thought I could do with a change of ar.

Meanwhile, T
lubs, in b

i my it in the flat.
He liked it in London. It wasn't too far from where he had grown up. He'd been on
lusownslmMnmdmdnfewyﬁarsbeﬁ:n.andlcmﬂdntgﬁdownmmnsoam
ns.
pub and i Julic Hemldmelhen
just linging o wrecka

hould take it. |

He liked Julie. I knew that. They had spent ‘hours. chalﬁ"s on the back porch of his
things he'd

d through. Tndi Middl
cricketin its heyday, or what the sixties were ren.lly Tike.

No, he liked Julie all right. i
never work.

Then, plane to
i i when he

Amsterdam,
told me. T said I'
tidying up to leave for Cairo.

Twas i i ifTwould go out for a drink
with i i i her what I

pa
keep things tidy. She named a time and a place.

ol inmy
evening when we had met there before.

couldn't deci . We agreed to
i Had happened beten her phone cll.
West End. ited

every

‘witchily n that way she had when she
as excited. And then she had told me about her new lover. Though I tried not to
Show i1kt 2 though  had vk throughthe wrone doo,adinstead of fining

polar icecap, the starless darkness swept by a howling gale.

possxm 1didn't much mind. That evening, T was steel. T was. e

1 Tarrived.

vould phone or e say that she was going somewhere with
me. By that point, I would try to be too drunk to care.

instead
il

years been
Something. i
television. Julie mentioned the name of a TV show. I didn't know it, but then T hardly
watched anything apart from the news.

“Angweayshe sad,lightinga ci i s
when T go hospitl visiting.”

Cassie was having a baby with her bloke. I remembered him all ight, a weak-
chinned bond dealer with a red Porsche and a laugh like a horse.

Ttold Juli job, about what I bout Ci

plucked from the mire. She nodded.

is," she said, "that I've been shagging Cassie's old man for the last
six months, and it's just been this week that I've decided what a fucking littl shit I
am," Juli i the

A is her cheek.

1
blades. The metal
through my eyes.

‘Time stopped. i for me to discern
iverse i il . Her

ng In Africa, I
voodoo, witcheraft, anci i, the i L1 get, like a
Tegionnaire. i it her hair.

in her eyes.

e T e i R
actually there with the glass of wine inmy.
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October Light

Sheri Benning next

previous
contents
1 printer friendly

Not the flute-song light of April,
of skittish creak waves or

the heart-in-throat jitter

of aspen leaves.

2
When you peel the husk back.

3
Allspice, cinnamon, unwashed hair,

cloves pinned to over-ripe oranges,
sweat of yesterday's labour.

4
Doesn't turn around though it can feel the eyes at its back.

5
Nor is it November's slag-light, the thing said

by a lover that cannot be taken back and now sits
between them broken-winged and awkward.
Not light of the thin-cough after.

6

Inward light --

viscous magma, lamp in a night window,

light of a thought you can't yet say, blood, embers

through the seams of an old wood-stove. Light that invites,
go deeper.

7
A thick-tongued drunken prophet, light

that spills long-shadows at your feet as if to slur.
It knows how to come to grips with the darkness
that is coming, but it's not going to say.
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Confessions of a Re/Deformed Academic
Robert Calder

that s, from

when

the principl

Since I was writing non-fiction for an academic audience—and for a general
i 1y sou ipts, lett
d d fals. Tt a

toa battery

y thi i Tlooked Thad

i MecCourt’s . When, as our first
assignment of the year, he had given us the topic of "Reading I Like," I nearly did a
e the to fing ILik

The Pl iddharth

of my’ Tknew that all Thad to do was
‘The Strar Walde

fellow students.

therefore, when pap
i b " Ihad, as T

med o
Lulled i , Thad allow

God hel

. dates, te

papei
other facts.

In my biography Willie: The Life of W. Somerset Maugham, for example, there is
hardly a I ity behind it If  said that
h i !

11
1could point
interview. If

Targued that

Thad British Forei Public Record

Office, to prove it.

Inother words, for every observation made in the book, I could produce
o i e ho
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Tl Be Seeing You

‘Susan Hayton

Intermittently, T think that I see my father. Walking down a street in the  pmie siendy

summer. Jogging across a field, or strolling over a bridge; his arm linked

with a stranger, laughing down into her face as she says somethi

T TR T iy T T S
xpect it. Disrupting the normal flow of my day with a primal, emotional blow.

And so it was today, when I saw him on the sidewalk, as I followed the rush hour

traffic home.

Islowed down abruptly. Not slamming on my brakes. No screeching of tires; just
Tifting my foot from the accelerator. A sudden halt in the forward motion of my.
vehice Unexpected With o varning. Ik the gt of i ossd nto my

m this massive, metal
monslex. ‘hurtling down the street, momenun)y out of my conscious control.

by i oo v s s oot s i o
‘portion of sk my
e Thmnmg grey-brown hair. Large, somewhat hooked nose, with what we
viould cala everse skiump Kin o take-ofa thebrdge,Towing down t the
familiar lips. Thin but soft. Gentle but sometimes hard. His broad shoulders were
folded under the coat, sort of creased over, as f his arms were supporting a great
st Qe o S A A

“Turn and look. Turn and look at me. Let me see your eyes. The clear light, the
intelligence, the humour, emanating from behind the bright blue, crinkling up with
love and amusement as you take me in. But you do not turn.

A sudden movement offto the side causes me to swing around and look back at the
road. The light ahead of me has turned red and several cars have stopped, less than
ten feet from the front of my car. I am creeping now, my speed almost nothing as 1
pause to observe the man on the sidewalk. I can slam on my brakes and avoid a
collision with no more than  leeting surge of panic.

Okay, okay. Pay attention. Turn off the radio. Readjust the seatbelt. Wait for the light
t0tum green. Alinlebay n a naw bue cket and bine and gren veoltoque lopes
his

o e g o e attentive, energetic,
enthusiastic as he races for his friends on the other side of the street.

T S T T R 5 T i
for feeling th rrin&
e you
positon ovr a microscope starin fedlyat the tny, entrancing workl on.lymbe
dragged back.acutel, o he actuality o he boringy staid
1y room around. ‘your attention.

The sees thebulngs, come shing st e groving rpidlylarges a3 & focusis
swallowed up by
minutes ago and my tires splash through muddy puddies that have- s
the gravel an
water up onto the grimy cement walkways.

1t's late fall in the city and at five thirty in the afternoon the sun has fallen low behind
the tall buildings, leaving the streets in early evening shadow; the darkness
compounded by the grey; sl ing,celing of de My

bounce along the. nt of i potholes,
interrupting the smooth, damp pavement every ten T Sightly and
turn on the car heater, wrapping my fingers around the nearby vent and drawing the
initial, tentative warmth up into my palm.

Where didhe go?| How fhd the objec of myntense fous vacte thepremisesso
efore I had
even accepted the relllly of his presence. Maybe Tl seound i ek T
are

d What are
you doing here? How is it possible? Why have you chosen to be here, without us,
without me?

Thave dealt with death more than the average person in our society has; in our

western world, where good health and longevity have become expected by much of

the enersl populce. Asaphysician, [ have itnessd the griefdispayed by family
mbers of dying patients.  have delivered bad news ble T

face with looking for
some sgn of hope tiat they might nd,emrging from behind the e cold, smk, matter
the

‘number of pale, rubbery, i bodies, lying o ive, bitsof
AR e 8 A T S
from hours of respiratory effort;lids partly open and a film of egg-white-like solution
‘marring the previously clear stare of the now unmoving eyes.

“Hello...Mr...Mrs...Miss..hello"..shaking the rigid should
over the bony frame, listening for a heart beat, a respiratory effort, any sign of the
residual effort of life. Standing quietly in the empty room. Just me and the recently
dead. Anxious to confirm death...to not miss a stil slowly beating heart. To be
absolutely, irrevocably sure that m of death i 3

Your death, howete. your dest, as might be predited,ed me to a much deeper
understanding of the experiences of my patients; a more thoron tion of the
b T A e oflmmmenl death. And itleft me with a
feeling that I hadn't really bout - hadn't irrational
e, Tt tlldoesn't scem quite ral. 1 tll haven't accepted the fnality of your
death on an emotional, rather than an intellectual, level.

Ieircle back around, looking for you, looking for the person that I thought...that I
believed, could be you, against all odds, possibly... need to check for sure. I
remember the you of years ago, the more recent, deteriorated, form relegated to the
background; pushed out of the way in favour of the being embraced in my mind with
love and happy, cherished, memories.

1 see you running down the dock at thelake, laughing, grinning..watch..vatch me
do this"...fipping off the end of the dock, your long ‘comb-over' flying through the air
in an ar, following your compact, energetc form as you push out nto the ir-
embraci the slash

and the cold the water
you surface, laughing once more, lcn)hng ety s e e e it
S e T

“Tears suddenly obscure my vision and I brush away the drops with my left hand,
steadying the wheel of the car as I turn down fifteenth street and start back toward
the center of town, my ridiculous obsession with your look-alike stil holding strong
in my mind. T could have been home in ten minutes but instead I'm chasing this

tasy your body type,
walking with jut ‘moving their head with litte,
purposeful jerk.

There he i. There goes the man I saw on Central Avenue. He's walking quickly now,
holding a newspaper over his head as he attempts to ward off the cold rain, spitting.
‘down on him. I slow my car until I'm creeping along at about ten miles per hour,
oblivious to the stream oftrafic gradually backing up behind me. The man hasn't
noticed me, hasn't realized that he's causing a traffic jam in the late afternoon as he
tortures me with his astonishing familiarity.
X Iglancein
behmd me; al lme oﬂllppmg indshield
arry turns and
Lhe line of traffic and then looks back at my car, and then at me..staring at
obviously pursuing him as he pads along the pavement.

Could it be?" ol it's not quite right. His hair is a bit too grey. His chin has softened ki
the edges with the extra weight he has put back on since...since he escaped from th
nightmare e o ot e o g e

My fther was young when e bgan o foget. The deteroratin s o gracual tha,
at first, we didn't recognize it. You can be too familiar with someone. Too accepting
A o I T (G 0l b T R
becomes a bit more extreme.

"Oh that's just Dad. He's always been like that forgetting thin
TR R i W B T e
been any significant change.”

Not that e reallydisussed it Qut loud. Analyaed my athe s behviou: It s only
retrospect, when I looked back on some of the things that I had ampted

it his usual idi that I realized

the declne i this person loved had occurred. And iving away from him magnified

Shese sbnormalte o m..brought theino focus, measured them, unfavourably,

against the more normal world that I was now, regularly, inhabiting,

‘Where did you go? Where is the you that I saw disappear, so gradually?
{ragmentsofyour ersonaity chipped away,liced of of e whole and blown avay

housed i boxes in some
far away. plaoe, i Ty i 1 A B
itall.

Tdon't you'l be waiting, i for wear, n
and raligned, at the ond of my time on this carth. Waiting to cmbrace me and
smooth away my distress.

in my mind. Painfnl’
Rt

s G St Almnﬂ tony ym, atching
‘mind, anc  fontiedre

o Yo young o strong, and inredulous..ulen you were till well enough

to grasp what waited for you,

ultimately, to give in toaccept attempt at

forestall the fucking inevitabl

On the last day, mom and I sat with you. Wiped the spit away from your open, slack-
jawed mouth as you panted toward the finish line. Rearranged the sheets and
bl , exhausted shell with i love. You didn't
answer,You moaned and sighed and stuggled sgainstdeah,You ought o ive anin
this hell, Tried, irrationally, Tiving
BRI B e R B mmmmc locking doors. Unwilling,
to give in, physiologically, to the permanence of deatl

You are, fundamentally, irretrievable. You live on, figuratively, in the memories of
those wholoved you. Hard wired into our perceptions of realty. Etched into our
beings; the exact memory of you, sought out in every other person who, briefly,
temporarily, replicates some well-remembered facet of you.

Imoved along, I pressed on the accelerator and sailed on by, leaving your spurious
twin behind; allowing him to disappear around the next corner, unable to
exact duplicate of you, in him.

T Conyigh he Felisone R s h i) vt
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'An Unromantic Story' Once in a Blue Moon: An Artist's Life by Marie Elyse St.
George

Kevin Ziegler et
Once in a Blue Moon: An Artist's Life. Marie Elyse St. George. Regina: EEsrions

Coteau Books 2006. ISBN: 1550503383 270pp. printer friendly

I get the impression, only a few pages into Once in a Blue Moon: An

Artist's Life, that Marie Elyse St. George is a woman of many interests, of many
talents. Always, though, she is devoted to the creation of art, through her painting
and her poetry. Her creations are as much a part her life as her siblings or parents.
It's as though the only way she can tell her story, to convey any sort of information, is
through the language of painting and poetry. Appropriately her autobiography is
filled with the artistic endeavors that have consumed her years. You find the usual
assortment of photos -- grainy still images of St. George's family and friends -- but
alongside them are her paintings, vibrant and captivating. It's a pity most of the book
contains only black and white reproductions of her otherwise rich and colorful work.
Without considering their artistic merit -- I must confess my own ignorance as an
artistic scholar -- these painting give the reader a window of St. George's mind that
rarely comes across in her prose. As an autobiographer she is distant, giving the
reader only the barest glimpse of her personality and motivations.

Sometimes St. George uses her paintings to elaborate on important moments from
her life, a sort of visual extension or augmentation of her memories. Other times, the
artwork itself becomes the focus of the written word. She begins the section
"Speculation as to the Origin of Angels" with one of her paintings (titled, predictably,
"Origin of Angels") and explains how earlier artists have influenced her work. Her
poetry follows a similar pattern, appearing intermittingly throughout her
autobiography to enrich her prose. The combination creates a dimension to her
storytelling that would be impossible (or incredibly difficult) to convey otherwise,
such as her use of the poem "Cutting Spring Asparagus" to convey memories from
her rural childhood: "Their cracked shells cup swatches of slick wet feathers, claws
curled, delicate as sprouting ferns, embryos alive with fat red maggots turning in a
slow roil. Ice crawls along my spine. I turn, grab the asparagus knife, run out into the
light" (79). Once in a Blue Moon matches the recent autobiographies of other
Canadian writers, such as Al Purdy's Reaching for the Beaufort Sea, where the poet's
life and art similarly play off one another. Together, they work in unison, but rarely
in an uncomplicated way. By her own admission a bit of a chaotic spirit, St. George
often leaps from one thought to another; the reader catches glimpses of "An Artist's
Life" but never the whole picture.

As you might expect, Once in a Blue Moon progresses through a chronological
account of St. George's life: a rural childhood in Ontario, frustrating adventures in
Britain, a marriage, children, and a move to Saskatoon and induction into that city's
bustling arts community in the 60's and 70's. She spends the majority of her time --
more than half her autobiography -- recounting moments from her early years,
explaining how this formative time shaped her creative spirit. She speaks of later
accomplishments (along with the obligatory name dropping), but it only seems as
though she's going through the motions of writing such an autobiography. She does
not dwell on her successes; as she moves along she is just as likely to focus on her
inadequacies as her triumphs. What captures her attention is her personal and
professional failures, such as dropping out of college in England and then being
unable to enter art school. Nevertheless, there is little bitterness in St. George's
recollections; she maintains a consistent level of good-humor and mild detachment.
Despite working among the avant-garde, she lives a life of stability and comfort, a
peaceful time full of art, family, and friends. So much so that she often turns to the
lives of others for her more entertaining stories. If you were looking for a
sensationalist memoir of scandal and intrigue, this is not the place. As she writes at
one point, "The 70s and 80s were an electric time not only in the arts, but in society
generally. I was aware that, while all this freedom was liberating and exciting, I
needed to keep myself grounded in my home, children, and marriage, because it was
easy to get carried away" (216).

Disengaged from her city's artistic community -- at one point she tells the reader, a
bit dejectedly, that she can't even count on an invitation to the party celebrating a
book she helped create -- St. George is able to look over her life with (relative)
objectivity and to focus only on the people who made valuable contributions to her
personal success; she spends as much time talking about her associations with
famous poets (such as Lorna Crozier) as she does describing Minny, one of cats she
owned growing up. St. George is content presenting herself simply, without lavish
praise or over embellishment, an unassuming person who cringes at sentimentality
or grand, overblown statements. Even as I write this, however, I realize my
description of her is misleading. She's also a person who has the audacity to write a
poem that attempts to describe the history of all art ("Art History 101"). Hers is a
'plain’ life but it is nonetheless remarkable. It's only afterwards that you appreciate
the uniqueness of her autobiography, the easy artfulness in her writing.
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Writing 'the gaps between what really happens:' Phobic, by Triny Finlay

Jennifer Still —
previous
contents

Phobic. Triny Finlay. Kentville: Gaspereau Press, 2006. ISBN printer friendly
1554470331

In the first words of Phobic, Triny Finlay's latest collection of poems, we are posed
with a psychological challenge: "how to not be obsessed with progress // The fear of
panic for no precise reason." From these first lines we are given a clue of Finlay's
poetic reach, her ability to take the isolation of a particular, Phobic state and
translate it into a cultural concern, a universal panic. In Phobic, fear is a subtle,
insidious, part of everyday life. It is inside dreams and our inability to order dinner
from a menu, in the baby names we weigh and choose. The phobia Finlay writes
about is institutionalized, inside language and expression, a way of seeing the world,
learned as early and unquestionably as penmanship, our first careful attempts at
putting words to a page "using a finger as measure, / then our eyes."

In Phobic Finlay subverts typical notions of progress by writing the reality that takes
place inside "the gaps between what really happens." The poems are a dissection of
moments, a hyper-awareness of environment, the ritualistic study of a waiting-room
clockface and its magnified second hand. Finlay writes the split of a moment into its
own dimension, resisting, in some way, modern notions of time, what she cleverly
refers to as "the mathematician's advances." The future is seen as something broken,
unreliable, to be "breathed in particles." Fear is in the waiting, in the anticipation of
particular moments: a tracker stalking his target, a player strategizing in the game of
clue, the suspicious van that always follows, and as the narrator reminds us, "[t]he
following is key." The poems hover in moments that for one reason or another have
become halted, that exist somewhat outside of the action, moments that are
composed of, "[a]lways the Shangaan tracker raised at the front of the jeep in a jump
seat and the others chilled and still and ready."

Phobic pulls the reader inside the metaphorical waiting room, in the tension of what
is to come, stuck on "the next move." The poems anticipate, fret, hunt for movement.
In "Of What Passes Between," we are given a type of Phobic paralysis where the
poem writes the unevent, what happens in the invisible moment of decision before
dinner is ordered, the "stories we couldn't hear," "that cruel elephant" in the room. It
is in this waiting, in these gaps, where reality happens. The antithesis of progress is
in the unresolved, in a dimension of time that moves ahead with an anti-progression:
"eight-thirty came and went, the baby / fell asleep on my shoulder, and we ate
nothing."

Finlay presents a phobia that is the productivity of a culture cut-off from itself, a
world that plays out like the constructed reality of a "Truman Show." The poet
transcends the particular into the universal by showing us a fear of inheritance,
something we are not only bound to, but that we participate in, unconsciously, and
pass on: "Think of the son who built bridges / but dreamt of swallowing the sea //
whose motor skills crumbled whose heart / lost pace // His hands are my hands."
The notion of inheritance is subtlety yet precisely, rendered through the ominous use
of "the son" who is at once grandfather, father, grandson and child. Along with
notions of inheritance is the cruel irony of hope, the steadiness of a bridge arching
over a drowning. And that both this hope and fear belongs to the past and present,
the hands of the drowned and the hands of the living.

The cultural phobia Finlay suggests in this work is subtle, but potent. In "Of Being So
Careful," notions of being bound to fear are supported not just in subject, but in
linguistic play. Here cultural identity, particularly in regards to domesticity,
economics and marriage, is embedded in language: "we are tied to it, tied / to apron
strings / purse strings / rings on our fingers." The "rings" in "strings" subtly,
beautifully resonates the oppressive learnings strung through the language of a
patriarchal culture.

However, these poems are not without hope. There is a cathartic element to the
work, as if naming the fear will relinquish it. In a meditative style, the book is a list of
phobias: "Of What is Cut or Negative," "Of the One Who Got Away," "Of That Primal
Sameness." In "Of the Thaw That Winter You Went Crazy" the narrator finds
ultimate hope in words: "as if words might steer you away from the cracking, from
slipping between the boards, or drowning."

The poems also have a very distinct cinematic element to them, "synchronizing our
focus" on that which has been edited out for gentler viewing. Reading like little films
of the discarded cuts, the poems are at once personal and removed, inside and out,
watched and lived, resulting in the sense of an existential panic attack. There is a
polyphony going on, an "other" witnessing voice of an editor in the background who
has cut out "the wreckage," the therapist's moralistic monotone "(describe a typical
day, describe any medications, palpitations, indications)", or time itself chanting
"your age now / your age now."

But this objective, often clinical tone to the work does not at all sacrifice heart. The
poems move forcefully, confidently, with an honesty that has the power to transform
phobias into prayer, fear into change. Change is suggested in glimpses, in the
recurring presence of a baby. Whether waiting for a name that "(they) sing from the
feet / up, testing buoyancy" or sleeping "strapped / to (a) burgeoning chest," or even
when referred to in the past "[a]fter the bliss of the baby came the flies," the presence
of a newborn fills the work with a quiet hope.

‘What Finlay pulls off in this slim collection holds the weight of a full-length book.
Finlay's Phobic is as haunting as it is hopeful. In a world infatuated with technology
and materialism, speed and progress, Finlay teaches us how to liberate ourselves
from fear by breaking open its pixelated moments: "because we have all been pinned
for exhibition / or reduced to a single pixel-point, trapped / in a room." So, "how to
not be obsessed with progress?" Clearly, Finlay has found the answer in the asking
itself: write poetry.

Published by Gaspereau Press' The Devil's Whim Occasional Chapbook Series,
Phobic is issued in a numbered edition of 250 copies at the exceptionally-low price of
$4.95. This small collection is handsomely wrapped in a thick stock cover with the
title and author's name blocked in magnified pixels.
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'Everything is music': Stolen by Annette Lapointe

Jessica Antonio
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Stolen. Annette Lapointe. Vancouver: Anvil Press, 2006. ISBN:1 895636
73 6. 232 pp. Pbk.

After reading Annette Lapointe's debut novel, Stolen, the reader will not be surprised
that it took home two awards at the Saskatchewan Book Awards, the Saskatoon Book
Award and First Book Award, and was also long-listed for the Giller Prize. Published
by Anvil Press, Lapointe's captivating novel takes on various contentious topics, such
as urban and rural decay, music, drugs, sexuality, and mental illness--all of which are
explored throughout her intoxicating portrayal of the Saskatchewan landscape.

The novel follows the intensely unlikable Rowan Friesen as he criss-crosses the
country, thieving, cheating, and selling drugs to teenagers to support his solitary
lifestyle on the outskirts of Saskatoon. While his lifestyle is seemingly unorthodox,
we soon learn about the complexities that precede his present behaviour: the break
up of his parents' unhappy marriage to due his father's mental illness, his mother's
subsequent quest to 'find herself,' and Rowan's bisexuality.

The text begins with the lines "[e]verything is music," which serves to (dis)arrange
the plot trajectory of Stolen. Music, and listening to music, is individual as much as it
is meant for public consumption. Music is a source of escapism for Rowan. As
Lapointe notes, "[1Jong arms of music stretch out, jointed by mood or beat or
something subdural that he doesn't have a name for" (9). However, while Rowan
attempts to carefully record or arrange his 'mixed-tapes' [read his life], it is evident
that Rowan's life is in a state of discord. Indeed, Rowan's life can be fairly
characterized by the title of the first chapter, "Root System." Due to his tenuous
connection to his past, Rowan lives on the margins of society, "marking his territory"
(11), because his most "destructive urges leave something behind" (231): he yearns to
find his roots. However, despite his constant wandering, one thing is clear: Rowan
has a deep connection to the Saskatchewan landscape. The following passage aptly
describes both the addictive beauty of rural Saskatchewan, and Rowan's connection
to the prairies:

Snow still lurks back in the bush. Winter was hard; it hangs on for a long

timea€| Low grey spreads out for thirty miles from the South Saskatchewan River
before open ground takes over. In that growth, tangled in the snow and shielded
from the sun, it's always unreasonably cold. He knows the snow is there, but he
can't see it. The night's so beautiful. It's a perfect smoke-colour created by
distance and the barest haze of tractor-burned diesel. Dust rising from scattered
fields. He's almost exactly one thousand miles south of the Arctic CircleA€|This
night is so beautiful it's like a post-coital high. He last had sex fifty-seven weeks
ago (11-12).

Here, Lapointe accentuates the stereotyped harsh and uninviting prairie landscape,
which then becomes a character whose beauty Rowan relates to a "post-coital high"
(12). This intertwining of sexuality and landscape bodes well for the overarching
theme of addiction in Stolen.

While I thoroughly enjoyed this novel, I do have a few minor complaints. At times,
the characters' actions are elliptical, far-reaching, and slightly unbelievable. Both
Rowan's father, and his lover, Macon, suffer from mental illnesses that warrant
institutionalization. Sexuality, while not static, is fully explored by Rowan and his
mother. Although it could be argued that Rowan mimics his mother's exploration,
and therefore embarks on his own, or that due to the exposure to his father's illness,
he seeks a partner who suffers from the same illness, the similarities in plot tend to
feel a bit contrived. Apart from Rowan, and possibly his father, the characters could
have been more developed. There is also an awkward, recurring, subplot in which
Rowan meets/exploits a young Aboriginal woman, which seems extraneous to the
text as a whole. Further, while I appreciate Lapointe's creativity, I found that
perhaps she was a little too free in the naming of a few of her characters. The names
of the protagonist, Rowan, and his high-school lover, Macon, are distracting and
serve to take away from the gravity of their relationship. This point also holds true
with Macon and his unfortunately named sister, Georgia.

As the Winnipeg Free Press offers, "[d]espite the grim rural-dystopian setting of
failing farms and strung-out teenagers and dysfunctional families, this is a novel of
redemption." Indeed, Lapointe tackles cross-generational concerns that are not
necessarily specific to the prairies, without apology or patronization. Although the
characters face an overwhelming sense of despair, by the end of the novel, Lapointe
contends that if not harmony, at least a sense of natural rhythm will prevail in their
lives.
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