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Editor's Note

Shakti Brazier-Tompkins

f:lsﬁients .
Welcome to The Fieldstone Review 7! When we put out our call for G
submissions in 2013, the editorial team decided to leave it general rather

than asking contributors to submit work that conformed to a particular theme, and
we received a multitude of contributions that were wonderfully varied in content,
form, and tone. It is always difficult to decide where to draw that dividing line
between which work will be accepted for publication and which will not, and the
contributions offered here represent the very best of many excellent pieces submitted

for consideration.

I want to thank the many people who have helped make the 2014 issue of The
Fieldstone Review a success. Editors Jon Bath, Carleigh Brady, Adar Charlton,
Andréa Ledding, Mari-Lou Rowley, Martin Winquist, and James Yeku have worked
very hard to make decisions, meet deadlines, work with contributors, and generally
keep the journal running so it could produce this issue. Many readers also
volunteered their time and energy to pore over the submissions with the portfolio
editors, some of them reading in more than one category and some of them taking on
reading in one category in addition to their work as editors of another. Thank you for
your commitment to this journal Elyn Achtymichuk, Carleigh Brady, Stephanie
Danyluk, Sarah-Jane Gloutnez, Adam Grieve, Bonnie Heilman, Michael Horacki, dee
hs, Rob Imes, Jade McDougall, James Mulcahy, Jessica Patrucco, Claire Peacock,
Jessica Ratcliffe, Jonathan Sherman, Sarah Taggart, Heather Touet, Martin
Winquist, and Kevin Ziegler. The Fieldstone Review could not exist without so many
people willing to offer their time and talents to this journal as editors, readers, and
contributors.

I hope that you enjoy The Fieldstone Review 7!

Sincerely,
Shakti Brazier-Tompkins
Editor-in-Chief
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One way or the other

Louise Carson

next
previous
contents

The tired woman with the sore ear makes three wishes: that the printer friendly
chartreuse hydrangea clusters stay unopened; that the two electricians,

jumping out of matching red vans and shouting in the road, plan their assassinations
elsewhere; and that her heart and stomach, feebly trembling, resolve their difficulties
one way or the other.

Already the hydrangeas need to be forgiven.
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Between Cultures

Ruth Anne Chorney next
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The north wind whistles through my wounds printer friendly
Windigo, Windigo

I am torn, broken, cold, and alone

Windigo, Windigo

Your needle claws scar my arms

The moon stares down

All sharp edges

A scythe cutting across the sky

No mercy there

Oh, Windigo, Windigo

I seep into the snow, raw, torn, bleeding

As the north wind whistles through my wounds
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Kundiman

Darrell Dela Cruz
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“It is called a kundiman, or love song. A very sad song. Filipinos are printer friendly
very sad people.”
— The Filipino Houseboy, by Carlos Bulosan.

Remember the young man, the father started,
from Isabella, warring with some unknown force
that invaded his old backyard: a lake

filled with the leeches that loved, digested blood
and soil then were thrown back to the water —
a splash spreading upward. An open palm caressing.

The old man died in the middle of sheets.
His head rested on his wife’s breast

before the ambulance wheeled him off.
The EMT asked the wife if they were having sex
when his heart stopped. They were making love,

but how could she translate his love from another
language? Her grief sounded like a bell
rung in the church of an abandoned village.
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Learning to see in the dark

gillian harding-russell
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Things find their shapes in the dark. printer friendly
This evening I am learning to see with my mind.
The trees scrabble messages stark

across the sky. The moon is a bright rim of arc
buried in clouds, and the stars that semaphore in the night
are complicated. But things do find their shapes in the dark.

I can make out my bicycle bulwarked
in snow, the garbage bin slid out under the street light.
The branches scramble messages stark

across blank windowpane. Most of the birds have gone
but I see a company of cranes, their necks trombones
in a comedy of cacophony across the sky
to hearten their long flight. Things find their silhouettes in the dark.

A raven from northern parts in ten muscular wing beats starts
over the field overtaking the cranes with devil-may-dare. A sigh
in the wind and twig-digits tick nothings in the cold. Watch

that moon, a giant pearl hanging in the dark, emerge
from a cataract of clouds, so silver the feeling there are no words
for what’s seen through this thin membrane of sight.
Things find their shapes in the light eked out of the dark.
Against the sky the trees scrabble messages, or nothing, so stark
voices to be erased by wind.

home currentissue pastissues events editors contact links

teria Copyright The Fieldstone Review and the Original Authors




e
b 2o e o

the fieldstone review

home currentissue pastissues events editors contributors submissions contact links

Infiltration

Jack Hostrawser
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To describe the house in winter — printer friendly
first quarter the stone foundation

add tin-ceilinged rooms and damp floors.

Fill the windows with long shards of cropland

and moulding purple clouds, ice

shelving in the ditch thick with snow.

The walls can now be painted a cracked, dank green,

the doors of the darkened kitchen cupboards

bent back and torn like fingernails.

A rind of ice on everything.

In a drawer by the steel sink place a curling picture
of a timid girl in a cheap dress smiling.

Sprinkle mouse shit and hardware.

Let sit for decades.

I like to imagine her

childish tummy round beneath the polka spot dress,
big enough to be teased by girls who have

lost their baby fat already.

A belly button twirled in itself, linty pink

with a uterus of fleshy words she half understands
or will one day in excited confusion

by flashlight and textbook

under covers with her self.

She is, was, will be

always might have been.

If the setting sun paints the room

a glittering orange

it is just as well. She will never know
that the kitchen floor has collapsed
and thin wooden teeth line the maw.
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The 12 Aspects of Tragedy in Wolves Hunting
Richard Kelly Kemick _—

Sontents
I Mimesis printer friendly
a warmblooded fog
all shoulder blade and iris
rolls north through the taiga
stalks in the shadows of the season

Agon
hooves
swollen to snowshoes

paws
iron-tipped and raw

Hamartia
the alpha female
peels from tree cover to behind the hill
curls off like luthier spruce
from the rounded back of a cello

stillness rises to sound
the season’s fugue

Brotoi
starved women of Thracis
death stings the skin
and takes the form
of a writhing body but this
is the helplessness of violence

Hubris
survival is holding still a glacier

warm hands slick against the glass

Nemesis
in the lapse of arctic dusk
twilight is an eyelid
pulled pink and pale
across long-lashed shadows

Anagnorisis
upon isolation
the prey is abstracted
to muscle and sinew and
the gravid glow in her stomach

Stochastic order
the heart blooms like the purple crocus
the pollen moves in the veins of wind

Peripeteia
trailing five lengths and fading
the pack channels her towards
the crown of risen earth

the alpha female
waiting on the crest’s far side
can already hear both

the approaching wind
through her antlers
and the two hearts inside her

Pharmakos
collision is hunger made audible

Catharsis
atop the marbled snow
red bubbles breach from fur
skin shredded and purged
as they gather and carry her
through the conifers

Prohairesis (Epilogue)
Divinity only decides
the number of teeth:
forty-two or
thirty-four.
Ordination
through dentition.
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Waiting

Steve Klepetar
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A man stands by a silver tree, waiting, printer friendly
his lean face drowned in shade, his hat

neither jaunty nor defiant, not quite

shabby, but clearly dated, out of touch,

like a photograph in black and white.

He reminds me of my dad, leaning

uneasily against the glistening trunk.

I am waiting too, for the phone to ring,

for email to pop up on my screen

with its musical ping! For the postal

truck with its red, white, and blue trim.

Be assured, I am waiting for my future.

I am waiting for the sky to open,

for a long, golden ladder roping to the moon.
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Liturgy
Dan Murphy next

previous
5 contents
There is no poetry left printer friendly

out here,

no last words,

only strange sucking stanzas
strung among the willow branch.

No leaps of faith.
Gargoyles cackling
among porch lamps,
dilapidated bridges,
storm-strung houses.

Up here, feathers splayed,
eyes bee-stinged
by wind.

Up here on the cliff face
hands sunk deep into uterine pockets,
lichen moss braced on cold granite.

I study the last fundamental liturgy

of the land

and the crumbling scaffolding of an autumn sky
piling up like cordwood

against the landwash.
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Context and Perspective

James B. Nicola next
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contents

A subject’s bound to its object to derive printer friendly
the meaning of their verbs. The poet’s bound

to readers likewise; nor am I alive,

but dead as unread verse, until I'm found.

Likewise are lovers to those whom they love.
Their verbs — that is, the tactics they deploy —
may be poetic (invoking the above —

moons, stars, etc.), crude, or even coy:

but we are bound as poets are. Forgive

us our infractions, then. They only mean

to whet the verse, our verbs. So. Have you seen
me, read, reacted? If you have, I live

again; if not, then I am of Obliv-

ion. But — what — you’re here? Aha — you have!
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Wandawoowoo Learns to Skate

Kenneth Pobo
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My bOdy and I are barely printer friendly
on speaking terms. Friends insist

that broccoli rocks, blueberries

and spinach too. I eat whatever they fix,

but really, give me a rolodex

with pastry names. I'm drawn
to skating, sit too much before
the computer’s maw, the TV
huckster’s hands on my bra.
Ice breaks apart,

heals, shines. Skating requires

a sense of swerve. I never get
balance right, keel over.

Knees slightly bent, maybe gravity
wants me to fail. I practice

falling, more when I'm
in love, which I rarely get right either.
Love often works against balance.

Up and around I go,

Skywinder Pond holding me,
someone who trusts as she quails
in motion.
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Aperture

Autumn Richardson
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I have walked until printer friendly
water, fire, shelter

a brushpile of birch
and tamarack

scents of pitch, river
and earth are left.

Day drains.
I kindle the fire.

Limbs creak and spit.
Water eats the grey cliffs.

Stars arrive to pollinate
the darkness.

I gather driftwood;
each stick is a solitude.

I hold in my hand
a wave-rubbed stone

and wait for silence
to polish me.
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The Tree
Anthony Rintala
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Tree strikes ground, printer friendly
grounded, struck stuck standing.

Branches break, brachiating sky,

ape-swung, cloud to cloud

staggering leafless swatch twitches in

shattering twists. Watch, it buries itself.

Burrowbolts past topsoil blast
in rooted arc, casting light —

a fractal chase

of sinuous dragon scale

and leather sheaf flea-leg.
Each earthworm arm of it flails

away from sky — moles’ tails

coil from the headless trunk.
Earth trails fill with live lightning,
slow explosion,

tentacles tense creeping whips
and the terror of erosion.

Root earth in place, firm the bolt,
and run the Zeus current-course.

contributors submissions contact links




fieldstone revie

home currentissue pastissues events editors contributors submissions contact links

Mindful

Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer next

previous.
contents
i. printer friendly

I encase my words in plastic, cut them apart and scatter them into the woods. My
‘woods. My words popping up then and there through the moss sponge. How long
will they last?

I bottle poems about my mother, throw one into a lake. I liberate her from the
memory-taker, bring her here to be inserted into the slit bark of a tree.

One of my favorite spots is a bench on a hill in these woods. Three years ago, while
chemicals were pumped through my body, I came here in my mind to sit, to feel the
sun flicker on my face, hear the frogs’ chorus: I'm alive. I'm alive. I'm alive.

1 bring my stones here. One stone collected from each place I visit. I used to try to
take every stone, weighting my pockets so that I could scarcely move. Allen would
say, “I am not carrying your rocks in my suitcase.” But I slipped them beneath the
lining, tucked them into his woolen socks.

I think of clay squeezed through my hand, oxide-darkened and fired, scattered on the
shore of a lake in Tasmania, dropped path-side in Pompeii, tucked into these woods.

The spruce trees, though tall and sturdy, are shallow-rooted. They can’t be counted
on for support, though I've imagined a tree house with a dropped ladder where my
grandchildren might play. Surely these aren’t the first hard winds to blow here?

The man who gravels our driveway advises to scrape off all of the trees and start
over. We have two and a half acres of trees. I grew up on the bald prairie, was always
looking for shade, a place to hide.

My daughters visit during a summer on steroids. Heavy rains have caused the
underbrush to build muscle. I stand on my bench to point out The Big and Little
Dips, the baby birches I hope to move, the tree suspended above the entrance to the
ridge where spruce have fallen, stacked like cordwood.

The girls see hiding places for bears and cougars that would snack on small children.
They see a whole lot of work. They travel thirty minutes north to pitch their tents in
Beaver Glen.

In the winter, deer plough a path around the hill and up to my bench. Are they
curious or reclaiming their hill, their view?

11.

When my age my mother went
France.

After going to France my mother learned
French.

After learning French my mother got
Alzheimer’s.

T've never been to France and je
Francais

so far remember.

iii.

If my office reflects my mind, it is no wonder I can’t sleep at night, with all that
clunking inside my head.

I must purge, but every object has a memory and memory has become important.
Every nook and cranny on the shelves has been filled and still memories are stacked
around the floor. There is a small path from door to chair.

My daughters visit, albeit one at a time. I stand on my chair to reach favorite books,
point out finished and half-finished projects. I am a fount of good intentions.

Pinned to a board next to my table are photos of my parents, invitations to
exhibitions long passed, a heart-shaped scapular from my childhood, said to contain
a tiny relic from a saint long-forgotten.

I dream of a room more zen, with only this chair, that table, my clay jar of pens, a
drawer of paper and inks, my laptop and me. Ha. It would last five minutes before I
started dragging in twigs, bits of copper, jars of watch findings and buttons, sheets of
silver leaf, pages ripped from magazines, and boxes of photographs with origins
unknown.

Pressed leaves fall from my books. Pressing leaves is not good for books, causing
rippled pages and mould patches. I bought a leaf press that I can’t find.

I keep a laminator that died after ingesting half a sheet of plastic, in the hope that it
will spontaneously regurgitate its stomach contents.

The closet is filled with old receipts, electronic manuals, deceased laptops, bags that
were never quite right, banker’s boxes of tzotchkies, and a certificate of ordination
from the Universal Life Church. Not even I know what else is buried there. It now
requires excavation, not a light dusting and re-alignment, and so I close the doors.

Out of sight. But never out of mind.
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Coelacanth

Matthew Walsh

previous
contents
. printer friendly
Grey and scraped like the snow

from the wheels of the old blue car,

the portrait of my ancestor wants to loosen

the more I stare at her. Hovering over the table,

it hides the story, the loss of her

middle and third finger in the machinery at the factory.
Couldn’t look at any kind of motor again. She was

the pianist of Musquodobit road, played tunes for the vets
to wobble home to. We found her cramped and packed
up under the TV stand, her hand reaching out from a scene
at the water. In the albums, photos of her mythical walks
to the mailbox, or in a crab apple tree. We pulled her out

of the drawer of our grandmother’s Singer, unwrinkled

her skirt and she seemed to stop and consider herself

in our features, seeing if anything about her had re-emerged
after disappearing down the line, parts

of herself she might have admired. We took her in

and left her to the mercy of Zellers’ One Hour Photo,

wondered if the processing might betray her, or choose

the right shade of green for her eyes. Restoring something as old
as these passed-down photos would take longer, maybe more
than an hour. Our grandmother thought the price was too dear,
but wouldn’t it be nice to see her singing with the Players
hanging from her mouth, or see her swim up again

in the years that are depths ago.
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Ana's Cupeakes
Meghan Rose Allen
Ana 5.

for Joaquin with a

d desks and empti into a bag. Being late will draw
attention. The priest and the gri ‘meet with Ana
i

her Know her
rights if they If they get
stopped, they are sent ek i e only right they have.

Ana copies a recipe from a cookbook in the library. Her card expired three months

she gives on her application and |

uses on forms. So no

library.

Ana misses the library.

Athome, Ana translates, , wil
he flan. A ke flan in her sl s

“Joaquin,” she calls out in English. “I make flan instead, okay?"

Joaquin i i Kitchen, th of the
in, PPy ¥

Ana's foot.

d drawn. Th
glows a dull orange.

“No fair,” Joaquin says. “You promised.”

“The cupeakes take 5o long. If they don't work, think of the waste.”
“You're always like this. I bet Jeanie would make them for me.”

1f she weren't inside on the carpet, Ana would spit. Jeanie. Puta. Hija de puta. Then,
‘most insulting of all, gringa.
“No,” Ana resigns herself. Tl do it.”
Aloue, Aua bakes il i Sh

ith the
o= detecmr e She ey e L el
box,

irthday eve
ready

ded by

e lan sits siently i the centre. Not d.mwmg attention.
Joaquin

phn worked because in dm c yard, Mareus and Vincent laughed and called them

pmblhlylose m e nghl now. And Ma's not even from

i Tierra del Fuego is Mexic. 've seen the marks they
geton thei izzes. Marcus and Vi A diots.

LA i i s e
Tot about

g v and
d learned e e
the. cupfzkas, ‘which I did, sort of. Without me, Ma would have backed out. Then
‘Miss Meallister beamed at me and I couldn't feel the floor under my sneakers and
ilted si 1 focused on blinki i

reachers aren't supposed to have favourites, but T know I'm Miss Meallister’s
fmnme, e e o b S e
rings, Thelp her with the

is why e
Mareus and Vincent suck balls at gpogrsphy

“Joaquin b his birthd:
i Twon'ttell her though.

iy pei

om e yourselfand they're,” she tooka bite, “as ;ood ‘Miss MeAllister
D

irned
i e e slight erunch as she chewed. “Interesting flavour.”

“I'baked a traditional birthday flavour in my home country. The dryness means that
/Il be no tears in the upcoming year.” I smiled at Miss McAllister. She believed
me.

“ ting. Class, you should all ky i
cultural h Joaqui at's this?” She pulled up a Dixie cup.

Tlooked over as she held her hand down to me. “Its the lucky flan,” I said quickly.
inds that has to give the birthday boy a hug for good luck in the upeoming
year.”
i i a slght pisk. “Well Joaquin, 1 don't thik  hug
works. 1d out her hand and I took it. Her pal
‘moist, but smooth.  forgot to bleuthe, then started coughing,

“Please class,” Mis id over me, “ 2

Stupid Ma. 1 always cover for her. All she had to do was buy a box of cake mix and
follow the instructions and she couldn't even o that right. Thank God I'm not a dolt
like g

it a stack of| Ma hid in the box.

Jeanie

en Frank and I met, I had no idea he was married. When I found out I said no sir,
uh ub, don't et the door hit you on the way out. But he kept at me, and with Frank,
you e . Yes, he's
e e ot hie eots T e vy

s e Dl s ool ring on
e . Bon

mnrdarmkbep!hemmmyhfg T'm not asking for more.

T reminded Frank. T told
after school. Today's his birthday.”

heard me. T

went over and put my arms around his neck just a tiny bit too tight.

“You heard me Frankie?” I asked. “Come home early. I'm getting a dessert from the
grocery. T1l i i like?”

“He's a boy. He doesn't like nothing”
“He must like something.”
“He's a man now. Dirty magazine?”

“Frankie!” [ play-slapped him. “He's eleven.”

“By the time T was eleve
taste what Francisco de Gaspn Alvarez had to offer.” He kissed me, hcklmg il
with

Thesisers
would no longer tolerate his small pinches on their bottoms, stolen kisses in the
confession after they spend one evening with me. The poor priest was ready to
burst.” Frank grabbed his crotch.

“Stopit,” I told hi ife but I
i T mean, Frankie

has class that comes from growing up rich.
“T1l be home early, [ promise,” he said.
lunch hour. Joaquin keeps at his

my
mo'.hefs B bl b i i lm Ll
e

FundCliyv 7y bakeries that
fla umandmrh bor

like me and.
mnk s child, will he mm chomlm s mchas Frank and Joaguin do? Before Frank
d when 1, live, one hundred

‘percent American oy
“Joaquin not American enough for you?” he asked.
“You know what I mean. I want us to have our own baby.”

But he slammed on the way out.
and Frankie still hasn't come home.

Frank

i e
second floor of her building, Frank springs to his feet before Ana gets to the top,
waiting for a break in traffic. The neighbourhood is busier than when he lived here.
Grimier too. Ana and Joaquin should move some place safer.

The i i
doorknob. in the gloom: Joaquin has already the couch.
She latches the door shut, then opens it a fraction. She closes it, undoes the latch,
and lets Frank in.

“Good evening to you,” he says formally.

“Good evening,” Ana replies.

»y grows up,” Frank says. quin. “Did y i
sweatshirt?" The yellow fabric sallows Joaquin's skin. He looks il in the half-light.
i i button with coll ‘pants wi ed

o
‘Frank doesn't need Joaquin looking like a bum.
Ana shakes her head.

aftera.

They sit and heir leep. When
Ana’s hand, this i the first time in a long time that she doesn't pull away.

‘Then she does. After a count of eight beats, Ana takes her hand back and tells Frank
is novic ith a click behind
him as he shuffles quickly back down the stairs.
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review

i
Territory.
‘Sandra Allan

She shivers and begins to reel in the clothes.
hand i

ttwo di

spatters she feels don't muliply into a downpour again.

gloves or no,

have to do that by hand anymore.

o sctioottusp) hsifore b 3
birth a year i

Lethbridge, where hospital care provided comfortfor the long lie-in.

5 i, e s il
fush toilets, i ‘The conking, the cl 5
il thern Alberta — it's a bleak
ught herlif
allthe ch
arithmetic she's begun to tackle.
he
he pictu
2 Z
5 i 7 A N
i the odd tumbleweed rolling across the yard.
et
before five o'clock.
when she'd
i Better than
though, i
“Ba deam, mommy.”
“shh, honey." i i b,
W A et
th
h

chair
wriggles onto the small seat.
“Wan go side,” she says from her perch.

“It's too chilly,” says Grace. “You can play with Dolly in the house while mommy gets
some of the ironing done.”

& I i Foueh i giooding]

The

rest of the day may be sunny.
“Sun,” says Sarah gleefully. *Go side.”
Grace knows she’s too busy to take the grls out for a walk. Besides,she wants Leila

do her good. wayto
Keep her safe i i Er

would do her good. Maybe there's a way...

b )
i fraid she'l
take a tumbl
then
it e
itaround trap and all. i i i
h X . tat o
children. It will do.
he
ot wanting.
S h
leds i s i th
awkwardly, one step at a time.
n o o the &
Jimbs rt weedy,
part grassy. is satis tvill hold. She goes back
inside to listen for Leila.
e
but no farth

then by the rope, she marches along muttering *daddy home, daddy home, daddy
e iy bons

strong arms. He s the oy in her lfe.

on the gas.

one fora rural schol nspector insouthern Alberta
“Damn,” he mutt i
mucky oad. s it
i oo il
propery. Th
Hejust wants 0 get home. Grace wil b neecing him.
iors e
for the left.
el
i
“God, ifthere i i i He pull

aceelerator. His skill serves him well. The engine catches. He quickly pushes the
i i i forward, forward, Gearshift,

dutch,
chains. i brake set

sumbo.

though. I’ ot

. He

wash and iron. I
i “The suit? Well

dry a good brushing willdo the trick.

the taxi he drove in Toronto...

Canadian National

but this

traffic in Toront
behind the wheel, though.

New York,

He

possible.
hi

And i hebl

his degree.

York. It'slate. The &
e : e

the beam

ek i =noan i
burdened

that captivating Stettler teacher.




Homeard
David Houston

Quiet

cremation date on the side.

Iraised the id
and driting, never realy stll.
Tomorrow Brazil.
Heat
ing
The shirt b
Fueat e O Seet o8
Dustand car fumes.

“Two friends, Annie and Erica, were due to collect me. Annie [ knew well She was one

Erica  had batla
Flavio' stories. The three of us would drive to Sao Manuel, thegils acting as
translators and protectors.

Anodd trio,
[

fields. It

bluesky: 1t was beautiful.

e
Favens and colored magpics.

S
rowned by yearsof relentless sun and work.

Barely i
T e

cents.

i
e il

e z
planks taking root ike seedlings. Struggling fo get established.
Sad Stop Cafe

Really good. 1
i

completely fee.

1 dge of
“Thin and tired. Bird-like,

Tuside, Erica and Auai i
recepti Piped mus el R

e
atmosphere it surely aimed for. Worse than melancholy.
Red Town

1

master. It was to remind him of home, he ssid.
520 Manuel as exactly the colorof that earth.

Flavio's mother,lived.

Istolea

story,
had been born,
for Europe. Erica asked meif L was alright, Was I ready?
‘Vera came out. Tears flowed.

met, that day miles from here on  snowy February morning.

Wewere

Straying nto his memories and making out own.
Two Brothers.

one older. in anxiei 1 is journey. 1

Sa0 Monual for this welcome meal.

i

hed fce.
Toud. When he spoke, he shouted.

plate as ifhe were feeding a dog.

¥

z
cE
iz

Fe

anp
1 brown

sense out of what had happened and where it would end.
Tliked both men.

Final Serviee

My time in Sa0 Manuel was deliberately short.

Sunday.

back.

[

&5

Onthe i

atthe front were the ashes.

Last Rites

spot, idy, i
joined us. The town's spinsters and widows came and spoke to Vers, sharing hugs
‘and support. Paulo and William hun back from the main group. They never straed.

i

faces. hold

T
hisl i ‘Wiliam was hollow. Hi el
leg. Twas unsure who was supporting whorn.

1 she

(e
Ttook a handful
their coarseness. I stayed stll fora moment, shes n hand.

Ttumed.

face, Hi
iy fingers gentl.
“The box was empy. The sun was low. The act over.

e e
s goiing toward his brother and the waitng truck.

“Tomorrone I ould be heading home.
Endings
No cloud
akind of
Taidno e
carier. b oy, s pat
# o Tiet

where it had come from, or at leasta partof it did.




the fieldstone review

My People Shall Be Thy People
Desmond Lindo

Were [

restoring old automobiles.

" — i §
semi-rural I e
=

the fall
and.

On one of the walls, besid

horts and halter
onea 0 a two-toned, ite, 155 Ford
Fairlane, i i i dll has hair, standi

i y i ing, finally street-

ready.

isleadi be the ing, finally
street-ready’ phrase. 1stil had hair

hort st

drive,
eve

rything I i be viewed
rust of neglect, and all destined for the junkyard.

ach i i porting

appeared as fully formed individuals in my imagination. What would bring about
ppear A ividy on.

yetIkn ing of me: orher
db
years,
than loved my famlly. And as 1
1
il
imagination.

ibinets, the del

il i Th
them alive, to find a place for them where they can continue to exist when I am dead.
1

be adopted
Twas, By way
i one of ‘my.
people,’as i 3
tory. Not one of
ch they are
they might find themselves.
c ty, if: i Tvould be
. s 7
her. i i
of the lives 1 had i had
Deirdre
her dark skin, d
. .
ng a writer until Ttell herstory. 1
own. T gave her
the Tknewits iation wi
sadness. T also I i irl wit Twas in
: . 4 i
h iburn hair, and the
it i d sh
be who had had an
i ived i i girlhood, and who had
always had dozens of young men in love with her.
My fictional i i
y
In Canada, as a dark-ski ng. Deirdre found
el D . B h
i
within i That I
3 ta writer,

and Deirdre lived only in my imagination.

Thus it in search of Tove and loss and the
) el ke o and
‘within your powers,deliver unto her a measure of happiness.
Dell-Dell.
Dennis ‘Dell-Dell di o
1 . : fl
i Gt S
threatened home. Neverthel
purchase one, four-room
in the frst plce.
4
and repayment of my student loan.
‘And they had reason.
[emnrey Ay
B e
invitation, which i
that T should hi
a1 undera
. He didsoina
Thave ever experienced. How 1
i hand 1 do ot
i ik
fbriltion that lusted the rest of theafternoon.
ing deci Twould
: £ et
within me, and i with my family in my - But etiring.
e s
P 1 eve that 1
T
e 3
e
; Al black and
itetelevision. On th ipof Jack Ruby
shooting Lee Tsaw the
i i im. But T knew he was
ping N i pi

H

i Tost, confused i, like
Lee Harvey Oswald, he had recently committed a murder. 1 did not know whom e
= i St i1 ey i dream-like,

that he would be caught. T knew also that he was a native of Jamaica.

i d although
Tayay hi
i ‘memories of
ugh = » i ‘
i i ith his crime, would
marry the girl, aise a fanily,
b if by magic. Indeed, Dell-Dell
i i rtin his life. Morcover, I ralized then
Disturbed i i

in that which T had

rejected when still quite young: superstition and magic.
The next d i Dell-Dell,

] v . .
‘happened. In time [ i

i with it |

inci he dozens
of eruel and 1
Meanwhile, Dell-Dell and his

king notes

sgin with my hero,

ly insan
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