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Editor's Note

Shakti Brazier-Tompkins
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Welcome to The Fieldstone Review 7! When we put out our call for
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
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The tired woman with the sore ear makes three wishes: that the
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
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The north wind whistles through my wounds
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
“It is called a kundiman, or love song. A very sad song. Filipinos are
very sad people.”
– The Filipino Houseboy, by Carlos Bulosan.
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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.
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.
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Infiltration

Jack Hostrawser
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To describe the house in winter –
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
I.

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

II.

Agon
hooves
swollen to snowshoes
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paws
iron-tipped and raw
III.

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

IV.

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

V.

Hubris
survival is holding still a glacier
warm hands slick against the glass

VI.

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

VII.

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

VIII.

Stochastic order
the heart blooms
the pollen moves

IX.

like the purple crocus
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

X.

Pharmakos
collision is hunger made audible

XI.

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

XII.

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,
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
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There is no poetry left
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
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A subject’s bound to its object to derive
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 Oblivion. 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
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
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,
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.
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Mindful

Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer
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i.

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.
I 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?
ii.
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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
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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 Cupcakes

Meghan Rose Allen
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Ana

Between shifts, Ana makes cupcakes for Joaquin with a half-dozen tray
borrowed from the neighbours. She needs five batches and unless she starts now she
will miss the bus that takes her to the sparkling office building where she pushes a
cart around desks and empties wastepaper baskets into a bag. Being late will draw
attention. The priest and the gringas who secretly meet with Ana and her coworkers
in the basement of her job warn them about drawing attention. Don’t walk in groups.
Don’t argue in stores. Don’t get arrested. The gringas tell her she should know her
rights if they get stopped. Ana and the other cleaners find this funny. If they get
stopped, they are sent back. That is the only right they have.
Ana copies a recipe from a cookbook in the library. Her card expired three months
ago, but she hasn’t renewed it. They might ask for ID. They might phone the number
she gives on her application and learn she’s put down the bodega’s phone number
that everyone in the neighbourhood uses on forms. So no more books from the
library. No more programs. No more free movies on Thursday nights.
Ana misses the library.
At home, Ana translates, word for word, with the dictionary. Huevos, leche, sucre,
harina. Same as flan. Ana can make flan in her sleep, she’s done it so much.
“Joaquin,” she calls out in English. “I make flan instead, okay?”
Joaquin is up and into the kitchen, the corner of the one-room apartment with the
milk crates Ana stores food in, the unhappy yellow stove, the bar fridge she often
keeps unplugged to save money. He throws the controller, which skitters across the
linoleum until the moulded plastic hits Ana’s foot. The curtains at the far side, by the
door, are drawn. The sun sets. Shadows stretch from the television to here. The room
glows a dull orange.
“No fair,” Joaquin says. “You promised.”
“The cupcakes take so long. If they don’t work, think of the waste.”
“You’re always like this. I bet Jeanie would make them for me.”
If 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. “I’ll do it.”
Alone, Ana bakes while Joaquin’s video machine beeps and groans. She covers
darkened patches with a paste made of milk and sugar. She waves old flyers at the
smoke detector to shut off its whine. She stacks the cupcakes in a thin cardboard
box, separating the layers with cuts of waxy paper. Joaquin spends his birthday eve
asleep on the sofa, the box sitting next to him, ready to go in the morning.
But inside the box, surrounded by the elf-sized cakes, Ana puts a flan set into a red
paper cup from the bathroom of the gas station three blocks north two blocks east.
The flan sits silently in the centre. Not drawing attention.
Joaquin
I jiggled the box all the way to school so the cupcakes wouldn’t look too perfect. My
plan worked because, in the yard, Marcus and Vincent laughed and called them
Mexican dung beetles but then Miss McAllister heard them and they got detention
on Wednesday which means they can’t play in the lacrosse finals so our team will
probably lose. The whole school hates them right now. And Ma’s not even from
Mexico so how ignorant can you get? But they’re so dumb they probably think the
entire landmass from Juarez to Tierra del Fuego is Mexico. I’ve seen the marks they
get on their geography quizzes. Marcus and Vincent are grade A geography idiots.
Miss McAllister opened the box and knew right away what I’d brought was
homemade. She loves when we make things ourselves. She talks a lot about
“rampant consumerism controlling our lives” and how we would all be “better if we
rejected the system and learned how to survive on our own.” I told her I helped make
the cupcakes, which I did, sort of. Without me, Ma would have backed out. Then
Miss McAllister beamed at me and I couldn’t feel the floor under my sneakers and
the room tilted sideways. I focused on blinking to stop from falling over.
Teachers aren’t supposed to have favourites, but I know I’m Miss McAllister’s
favourite. I’m allowed to call her Jenny, but not during school hours. After the bell
rings, I help her with the cleaning and prep work for the next class. If she gets behind
in marking, she lets me enter the grades into the computer which is why I know
Marcus and Vincent suck balls at geography.
“Joaquin has brought food to celebrate his birthday. His cumpleaños,” she says with
her terrible accent. I won’t tell her though. Let her mangle all the Spanish she wants
if it means we spend time together. “Homemade cupcakes, class. You see, you don’t
need to go and spend money on cupcakes from an overpriced bakery downtown. You
can make them yourself and they’re,” she took a bite, “as good.” Miss McAllister
turned away as she swallowed. A few black crumbs dribbled down from the wrapper
and I could hear a slight crunch as she chewed. “Interesting flavour.”
“I baked a traditional birthday flavour in my home country. The dryness means that
there’ll be no tears in the upcoming year.” I smiled at Miss McAllister. She believed
me.
“How interesting. Class, you should all be so lucky to have such an interesting
cultural heritage as Joaquin. And what’s this?” She pulled up a Dixie cup.
I looked over as she held her hand down to me. “It’s the lucky flan,” I said quickly.
“Whoever finds that has to give the birthday boy a hug for good luck in the upcoming
year.”
Miss McAllister’s cheeks turned a slight pink. “Well Joaquin, I don’t think a hug
works. How about a handshake?” She held out her hand and I took it. Her palm was
moist, but smooth. I forgot to breathe, then started coughing.
“Please class,” Miss McAllister said over me, “everyone come get a cupcake.”
Stupid Ma. I 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 do that right. Thank God I’m not a dolt
like Vincent or Marcus otherwise I’d be up there with my mouth hanging open,
staring at a stack of burnt cupcakes and that dumb flan Ma hid in the box.
Jeanie
When Frank and I met, I had no idea he was married. When I found out I said no sir,
uh uh, don’t let the door hit you on the way out. But he kept at me, and with Frank,
you have to forgive him. Now we’ve been living together almost three years. Yes, he’s
still married, but if he gets divorced, there could be immigration issues for Ana,
maybe Joaquin too. I’m not heartless. I love Frank and Joaquin and the ring on
Frank’s finger keeping him tied to Ana in name only is what I’ve learned to live with
in order to keep them in my life. I’m not asking for more.
“Make sure you come home early,” I reminded Frank. “I told Joaquin to come here
after school. Today’s his birthday.”
Frank made that noise he does when he’s heard me but hasn’t really heard me. I
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. I’ll buy some presents. What do you think Joaquin would like?”
“He’s a boy. He doesn’t like nothing.”
“He must like something.”
“He’s a man now. Dirty magazine?”
“Frankie!” I play-slapped him. “He’s eleven.”
“By the time I was eleven, I had sex with fifty women. They came for miles around to
taste what Francisco de Gaspar Alvarez had to offer.” He kissed me, tickling my lips
with his moustache. “My best work was with the Sisters of my village. I was known as
the great nun deflowerer. Then the priest came and begged me to stop. The sisters
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.
“Stop it,” I told him. Frankie makes up all these silly stories about village life but I
know he grew up in a nice house in a city with servants and a driver. I mean, Frankie
has class that comes from growing up rich.
“I’ll be home early, I promise,” he said.
I bought presents on my lunch hour. Games for the Wii Joaquin keeps at his
mother’s house, a new hoodie, gift certificates for the fast food places around his
school. I had twenty minutes before I had to be back at my desk, so instead of the
Food City, I drove to one of those snazzy bakeries that look like they should be on the
TV. All those cupcake flavours and me, being boring, chose chocolate because my
boys love their chocolate. I wonder if food preferences are genetic, like me and
Frank’s child, will he like chocolate as much as Frank and Joaquin do? Before Frank
left this morning, I asked when we’re going to have a kid, a real, live, one hundred
percent American kid.
“Joaquin not American enough for you?” he asked.
“You know what I mean. I want us to have our own baby.”
But he slammed the door hard on the way out. Joaquin should be here any minute
and Frankie still hasn’t come home.
Frank
Frank waits on a bench for Ana to come home. Four buses pass in the opposite
direction before one releases Ana, who walks firmly up the outside staircase to the
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 tap comes as soon as Ana slips off her shoes and hangs her purse over the
doorknob. She checks in the gloom: Joaquin has already fallen asleep on 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.
“Our boy grows up,” Frank says. He looks over at Joaquin. “Did you buy him that
sweatshirt?” The yellow fabric sallows Joaquin’s skin. He looks ill in the half-light.
Joaquin should wear shirts that button with collars and pants with pressed seams.
Frank doesn’t need Joaquin looking like a bum.
Ana shakes her head.
Frank follows her further into the room, then sits at the table as if he belonged there
after a long day of working. Ana goes to the fridge and takes out two cups of flan.
They sit and eat and watch their son Joaquin sleep. When Frank reaches over for
Ana’s hand, this is 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
to get out of her house and go back to his novia’s. The door locks with a click behind
him as he shuffles quickly back down the stairs.
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Mr. Henschel says coyotes are skittish creatures, which means if you
printer friendly
come across one in the ravine near school you should bang on pots and
pans or shout or whistle or stomp. Generally make a ruckus. In the
classroom, we all stomped and yelled and banged our desktops for practice and Mr.
Henschel plugged his ears and nodded.
Nine times out of ten, he shouted, a coyote will turn and run.
All well and good for Mr. Henschel, my mother said later. She unpacked my
schoolbag and held up the sandwich container I’d turned into a slug habitat. Mr.
Henschel’s not living with Thoreau.
I pointed at the slug. Actually that’s Empress Avalon, I said.
That day I had gone to see the River Fairy on the way home. She was on her throne,
the log with a watchful eye, where the two rivers split, by the Great Salt Marsh. This
was really rare to find her there on her throne, I told Mom. Usually she’s out
performing great deeds.
Oh? Mom moved to the cutting board and steadied a red pepper.
Humans, I said, are allowed to visit the River Fairy without being invited only if they
bring a plant or animal who hasn’t received its name.
Oh? Mom said again. She stopped slicing to look over at me. Just be careful,
Eleanora. In your enchanted forest.
~~~~~
The lady was standing in the creek, washing her long pitched-black hair upside down
with a white bar of soap. But the water there is brown and silty like in Janitor
Jenkins’s mop bucket, so I didn’t see how she expected to get it clean. When she
stood up and saw me watching, the lady turned away.
Hello! I called from the edge of the water. Are you washing your hair?
She didn’t answer.
I gave her out and said, Are you looking for jewels, then? There’s jewels hidden in
this river.
Next to the towel lying on the ground near my feet, something flashed silver. I
reached for it.
Don’t touch! She splashed over. Don’t touch razors! She was dripping everywhere,
snapping twigs, hugging her wet clothes against her body. Younger and smaller than
Mom, but almost as short as me. Her eyes were the colour of raisins.
Do you live here? I asked her. Are you a river nymph?
The lady’s bluish lips stretched into a smile. She had a space between her two front
teeth.
I told her about my loose molar and she said she had a sore tooth and we laughed at
each other, being so much the same in the middle of a forest. She’d never heard of
the River Fairy or Hobgoblin Bob, who stashes the glittering jewels in the riverbed.
She’d never heard of coyotes either.
Well if you see one, you’re supposed to make a lot of noise, I said. Bang a pot, for
example. I don’t have one with me.
She thanked me for the warning. I have to put on dry clothes, she said. Her flip flops
smacked away.
I’ll hold up your blanket! I called after her. Like at the beach, I explained. Like when
you don’t have a change room but your mom makes towel tent around you and –
hey, actually, have you been to the end of this path?
She didn’t want me to hold her blanket. On the rock where she’d stopped, a pair of
pants and a T-shirt were folded on top of dirty white Reeboks. I thought she was
gonna grab them, but she just stood there, looking down in a different direction.
Finally the lady said, Please. Leave me alone.
On the way home, I imagined her dunking her head in Mr. Jenkins’s bucket on
wheels, him cranking that handle and wringing out her long hair, like he did with the
ends of his mops.
~~~~~
Another day, she was sitting under one of the king willows, eating from a plastic
bowl. I waved.
I forgot to tell you I’m Eleanora Nuttall, I said. What are you eating?
She held out the bowl and there was rice at the bottom.
What’s your name? I asked.
She chewed for a while. Everybody calls me Amy, she replied.
So that’s your name?
My name is Luzviminda.
Luzviminda, I said, trying it out a couple of times. Pretty! So that’s what I’ll call you. I
like to do things right.
Luzviminda giggled.
I asked her where she was from and she pointed up the slope behind us, to the other
side of the enchanted forest. On that side, not the side where Mom and I live, the
streets have houses big as airplane hangars, which are garages for airplanes. Dream
Homes, Mom calls those homes. Real castles.
That’s where my Dad went, I confessed to Luzviminda. My Dad and his Fancy Piece.
Luzviminda said she looked after three boys; ages two, six, and eight.
So where are they now? I asked.
Home. Sometime is with mother.
She asked me whether I found any jewels lately. I didn’t answer. I was too busy
watching her pack her food containers away into a sack and hoist it high up with a
rope she swung over a tree branch. When she was done, she dug out a piece of string
from the hockey bag beside her.
My girl like to play this, she said. With the string she made a web between my hands
and showed me how to pinch and pull different parts to make string designs. As if I
didn’t know cat’s cradle.
You have a girl too? I said.
Not here. At home.
Home. Home. Lying down to sleep that night, questions about Luzviminda kept
bumping into each other in my head. Like, why did she wash her hair and eat rice in
the forest when she had a Dream Home so close by? Finally I fell asleep and had a
nightmare. There was a coyote running through the forest, chasing Luzviminda and
sinking his teeth into one of her bare, tanned ankles.
~~~~~
When school ended for the year I went to summer camp, then away to cottages of
Mom’s friends and relatives. So I didn’t return to the enchanted forest until nearly
the end of August, when the water in the creek is down to a trickle and the weeds
have grown up to my shoulders. This time, my neighbour Gus Guffy followed me.
Luzviminda spotted us high up in the climbing tree. Are you OK? She shouted.
Hi! Hi, Luzviminda! We’re climbing.
She said, Come down, Eleanora. Is too dangerous.
No it’s not.
Come down, please, she said. For me.
We climbed down. Luzviminda took my hand and squeezed it, then said she was
sorry for touching me.
It’s OK, I told her. Was it? I thought.
She looked a lot older, somehow, and not as clean as before. I noticed Gus’s mouth
hanging open.
Gus, I said. This is Luzviminda. Or Amy, I guess you can call her.
What? He asked. Why does she have two names?
Gus hadn’t gotten any smarter over the summer. I said, In case you can’t pronounce
the real one.
He squinted at her. So it’s an alias.
No! Luzviminda said. Alias is for criminals. I am nothing wrong.
Don’t worry, I told her. Gus doesn’t know what he’s talking about. He just tries to use
big words.
Gus squinted at me, then, and my throat tightened up. Too late. Gus took off down
the path, elbows swinging.
Maybe we hurt his feelings, I mumbled.
Eleanora, did you tell anybody you see me here? Luzviminda asked.
No. I looked in the direction Gus had gone and said, Well, Gus knows. Did you do
something wrong, Luzviminda?
No, she said. She unzipped her hockey bag and brought out a silky scarf that she
unwound from a picture frame. She held it out to show me.
My daughter, she said. Coming from Fillpeens. She wiped her cheeks. Eleanora, I’m
too scared.
Oh, I said. I didn’t think the girl looked scary at all. I told Luzviminda that her
daughter had nice barrettes.
Fillpeens, she said. A place so far away.
I found out Luzviminda was saving money to send her daughter a plane ticket to
Canada. She admitted she wasn’t supposed to live in the enchanted forest, but she
didn’t want to use her work money to pay for riding the bus or for another place to
sleep. She wanted to pay for the plane ticket. She took back the framed picture and
wrapped it carefully. So don’t tell anybody I am here, she said, or else my daughter
will not get money.
I didn’t think it was a good idea that she had left her daughter in the first place. In
fact, I was kind of angry with Luzviminda for doing this, but that only made me try to
be nicer to her. I can give you some money, I said. I have two piggy banks.
Luzviminda didn’t seem to hear me. She has twelve years soon, she said. She has five
years when I go. She will be happy with me?
Um. I don’t know, I said. I watched her small fingers moving, twisting open the little
ball of string.
OK, she said. So let’s play a game again, Eleanora. Let’s play.
No thanks. Actually, I think I should try to find Gus.
Gus had a bad habit of tattling when he was upset. I left Luzviminda behind, sitting
on the big hockey bag.
~~~~~
Sergeant Guffy and Mom were still talking in the driveway, under an umbrella, and I
was supposed to be eating the mountain of cheese and crackers in front of me. I kept
thinking of Luzviminda, who must be the reason Gus’s father had come over. I got up
and went to the window again. How did she keep dry out there when it rained this
hard?
Soon Mom led Gus’s father inside. He was wearing his police uniform and he waved
at me through the kitchen doorway. I waved back. Puffy Guffy, people called him.
His voice was as high as Gus’s.
To my mother he said, Or it could be that her visa’s no longer current. That could be
why she’s on the run.
Mom said, Eleanora, can you come here please?
It happens, Puffy said. They lose their job for some reason. They don’t want to go
home. They’re afraid to inform anyone that they’re unemployed.
I dragged my feet over to them. Sergeant Guffy squatted down in front of me. He
smelled like restaurant mints and fried chicken. Hello, young lady! I understand you
might know where to find a woman called… Amy?
That’s not her real name, I said.
He glanced at my mother. To be honest, Madeleine, I’m also thinking about the
suspect’s own protection. Behind his hand, he said, Coyotes.
Oh? said my mother. Has there been a sighting?
No. Not recently, Guffy replied, lowering his chin and his voice.
For some reason I started giggling, about a deadly serious thing like the existence of
coyotes, right in front of deadly serious Puffy Guffy.
You know, Mom said, squeezing my shoulder, I’ve told this child a million times not
to go into that nasty culvert. But she’s so… dreamy, Burt.
I could see Mom’s neck and cheeks had turned pink. She said to me, Your friend Gus
says you visit a woman who lives in the woods. Sergeant Guffy wants to know where
he might find her.
I looked down at my shoes, and thought, nasty culvert? Never once did you tell me
not to go into the woods! And why are you asking me, when I already told you about
–
Where is she? Guffy blurted.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer.
His big eyebrows lifted. Well, he said, if you can’t describe the location, Eleanora, I
know you’re brave enough to take me and your Mom right there. A big brave girl like
you.
Oh, Burt. Do you think that’s necessary? Mom asked. Now, in the rain?
I wanted to ask him what exactly there was to be brave about. Then I remembered
the coyotes. Grown-ups always wanted you to be afraid of something. But Gus’s
father wasn’t staring at me because of a coyote. Suddenly I had the idea it was
Luzviminda he wanted me to be afraid of. I looked at my mother. Did she want that
too?
In a quiet voice I said, Didn’t Gus say where we went?
Sergeant Guffy stood up slowly, crossing his arms over his belly. No, he said. Gus
wasn’t able to… No. Gus was not forthcoming.
Puffy Guffy scratched his cheek and said, All he could tell me was that you
introduced him to a, uh, a short woman living in the ravine. He looked from Mom to
me and me to Mom. Hey, he said, I just wanna nip this situation in the bud. Before
anybody gets pinned for vandalism or trespassing. Drug dealing.
Drug dealing? said Mom. I can’t imagine a nanny would…
If she is a nanny, he said. She could be a tramp or a pervert. Some kind of refugee.
Either way…
Either way, you want her out, said my mother.
Of course, he said. I think we can all agree on that around here, can’t we?
Mom smiled and took a very long breath, then bent down with her back to Sergeant
Guffy. Eleanora, she said, now I want you to think carefully. It’s important for you to
tell Sergeant Guffy the truth about whomever it is you’ve met in the ravine. My
mother blinked hard. None of your fanciful stories, Eleanora. Not like the ones you
were telling me this afternoon.
Before lunch, Mom had caught me emptying my teddy bear piggy bank. I told her
about Luzviminda who looked after the three Grube boys, aged two, six, and eight,
and about her daughter, living so far away, waiting for an airplane ticket, and who
was twelve now and used to be five and liked to play cat’s cradle.
The Grubes of all people, my mother had said, taking my piggy bank into her lap. The
poor woman.
But now Mom was saying nothing to Puffy Guffy, about Grubes or airplane tickets.
She was just squeezing my shoulders and taking long, careful breaths. I looked into
her eyes.
She’s not exactly…a woman, I said. Luzviminda – that’s her real name – sometimes
she sleeps under the king willows. No, high in the king willows. Because she likes the
sound they make in the breezes. Luzviminda’s a river nymph, and river nymphs
make music from the sounds of the forest.
What? said Sergeant Guffy. He tilted his head.
In a louder voice I said, That’s their special power. Luzviminda is the queen of the
river nymphs, so she can make music as good as Taylor Swift’s.
What in…? said Sergeant Guffy. What is she talking about?
My mother got to her feet, saying, I’m sorry, Sergeant. Eleanora, go ahead and speak
directly to Sergeant Guffy. Repeat what you’ve just said and don’t spare any details. I
think there may have been some misunderstanding between you and Gus?
Maybe, I said. I don’t know if Gus got much of a look. He was really freaked out.
Sometimes he… freaks out kind of easy.
Sergeant Guffy let me go on a while about the enchanted forest until he lost his
patience and made an excuse to leave.
Mom and I rushed to the living room window to watch him speeding home in his
cruiser, so fast his tires screeched at the corner.
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Grace steps out onto the back stoop. The northwest wind is whipping the printer friendly
sheets and shirts into billows and twists. It’s a cold, April day in
Foremost – the clouds hover and swirl in constant quick changes from
one dull grey shade to another, sometimes verging on black. Now and then a squall
blows up and drops a few sprinkles of rain, just enough to wet the whites trying to
dry on the clothesline. Finally, though, they’re just dry enough to bring in and drape
over the furniture to await ironing. A sudden gust pastes Grace’s thin cotton
housedress to her body and lifts her ash blond waves and teases them out of shape.
She shivers and begins to reel in the clothes.
Sarah and Leila are having afternoon naps. Grace wishes she could lie down, too, but
there’s so much to do before Howard comes home. It’s been tough without him the
past two days. She glances at the sky as she unfastens the shirts and drops them into
the wicker laundry basket along with the clothespins. She’s hoping that the few
spatters she feels don’t multiply into a downpour again.
Howard couldn’t make it home last night because the road from Manyberries was too
muddy. Even the tire chains wouldn’t have pulled him through the slimy gumbo of
that post-Depression rural route. But today’s wind will have blown the road dry
enough to navigate along the ruts. It’s a good thing, because Grace doesn’t feel
confident running the house alone for very long. Shovelling coal into the furnace in
the cellar, lighting gas lamps, cooking on the wood stove (and keeping wood in the
stove), emptying the slop pail, heating water for the laundry, heaving it up to pour
into the galvanized tub, scrubbing, rinsing and wringing the clothes and diapers,
lugging them out to the porch for hanging – it’s all so overwhelming. And rubber
gloves or no, washboards are hard on the fingers. She’s grateful for the addition of
the clothes wringer, clamped onto the counter beside the sink. At least she doesn’t
have to do that by hand anymore.
It’s still more than she can handle, especially with two little ones. Howard’s posting
to school inspector in the Foremost Division is a welcome step up the ladder from
teacher, to be sure, but it has its down side. She has barely recuperated from Leila’s
birth a year ago – what seemed like days of continuous labour. She was exhausted.
Remembering makes her weak all over again. Thank goodness they were still in
Lethbridge, where hospital care provided comfort for the long lie-in.
Here in Foremost, without the city conveniences, like electricity, running water, and
flush toilets, she feels quite abandoned. The cooking, the cleaning, the caring for a
family of four in an old two-storey in small-town southern Alberta – it’s a bleak
domestic existence for the postmaster’s daughter who’s been coddled all her life as
an only child in a home with a maid to do all the chores. And now there’s a new
responsibility: Sarah is going on four and needs help with her reading and the simple
arithmetic she’s begun to tackle.
Grace scans the low sky and drops her eyes to the houses across the lane and beyond.
They stand starkly defined. No trees hover over them; no bushes enclose them. She
thinks of her hometown of Stettler, where a glance down the street shows a vista of
lovely tall elms and a glimpse of a rooftop here and there among them. She pictures
the rolling hills and foliage on the road to Buffalo Lake. How stark the contrast with
this pancake prairie, not a tree in sight. The only thing resembling even a bush here
is the odd tumbleweed rolling across the yard.
The pulley wheel squeaks as Grace grabs at the sheets. She manages to tame them
enough to release all the clothespins, and finally drops the last one into the basket at
her feet. She bends to hoist it up and into the house. The fire in the stove is heating
the irons sitting on top. With luck she’ll be able to finish in time to start supper
before five o’clock.
She hears a noise upstairs. Sarah is awake early. Grace sighs; now she won’t have as
much ironing time as she’d counted on. She’ll have to finish it tonight, when she’d
planned to relax with Howard after the girls fell asleep. Their time together is
precious, but he has run out of clean shirts, and that’s a fact. He’s on the road all
week visiting the schools in his area. A lot of hard driving and long days. Better than
what some are doing, though, fighting in the trenches in Europe again.
Grace trudges upstairs to the girls’ bedroom and picks up the tow-haired little one.
“Ba deam, mommy.”
“Shh, honey.” She would like to ask what nap-time bogeymen have disturbed Sarah,
but she doesn’t want to waken Leila, still sleeping peacefully in the crib. Grace hugs
Sarah and kisses the tears away, then hustles her out of the room to the little potty
chair in the hall. Sarah tries to pull down her own panties but needs help. She
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.”
A shaft of sunlight suddenly infuses the hallway through the west window, flooding
the floor and lighting up the dust motes. Grace’s spirits lift. She looks out at the sky –
the clouds are scuttering away in the breeze, the blue background expanding. The
rest of the day may be sunny.
“Sun,” says Sarah gleefully. “Go ‘side.”
Grace knows she’s too busy to take the girls out for a walk. Besides, she wants Leila
to stay sleeping – she woke up several times last night with a cough, and the rest will
do her good. But she can’t let Sarah out on her own – there’s no fence, no way to
keep her safe. She can’t be wandering. She could get into the outhouse, or stray down
into the coulee where the ticks await her succulent, peach skin. But the fresh air
would do her good. Maybe there’s a way...
Sarah stands up, job done, and Grace helps straighten her clothes. Then she carries
her down the steep stairs – Howard and Grace still help her with those, afraid she’ll
take a tumble. In the front hall closet, she sets Sarah down and pulls the leggings,
heavy wool sweater, and bonnet off the lower shelf. She helps Sarah get dressed, then
adds mitts, coat, and rubber boots. She pulls the harness off the top shelf and fastens
it around her and picks her up, strap and all. She hesitates a moment, thinking, then
heads straight for the cellar stairs. Her skipping rope is in one of the unpacked boxes
down there with her old dolls and toys she’s saved for her own children. It will do.
In the basement, with Sarah still in her arms, Grace rummages through the boxes on
the storage room shelves, finds the rope and climbs back up the stairs, not wanting
to linger on the dirt floor with all the spiders and beetles. She opens the back door
and steps outside onto the stoop, setting Sarah down carefully so she can’t fall off the
ledge. Grace loops one end of the rope over the clothesline and ties it securely, then
takes the other end and knots it through Sarah’s harness strap. She backs down the
steps to the ground, holding Sarah’s little hands to brace her as her short legs follow
awkwardly, one step at a time.
Grace opens the small shed under the stoop and pulls out the trike and a push toy,
the little rainbow-patterned cylinder that chimes as it rolls like a lawn mower. But
Sarah chooses the trike, climbs on and starts her journey across the yard, part weedy,
part grassy. Grace pulls on the rope and is satisfied that it will hold. She goes back
inside to listen for Leila.
Though the clay soil is hard, the crabgrass impedes the progress of the little trike.
Sarah soon gives up and climbs off, picking up the push toy and making her rounds.
With the clothesline as her tether, she can go from the house to the lane, from one
side of the yard to the other, but no farther. The rope is just long enough to give her
this much space. This is her playground, for a little while at least. Reined in now and
then by the rope, she marches along muttering “daddy home, daddy home, daddy
home.” She misses Howard, misses being tossed up in the air and caught securely in
strong arms. He is the joy in her life.
~~~~~
Howard grasps the wheel, shifts into first, lets the clutch out slowly and steps gently
on the gas. The car slips sideways. He quickly turns in the opposite direction to
compensate for the skid. The engine coughs; he depresses the clutch but it’s too late
– the engine conks out. Now he’s stuck. He’s in a dip in the road where the mud from
the last two days of rain has not yet dried. The spring of 1940 has been a mean, wet
one for a rural school inspector in southern Alberta.
“Damn,” he mutters, and opens the door, stepping as lightly as possible onto the
mucky road. The fresh shine on his oxfords isn’t going to last long in this. His first
thought was to gun the car through the bad patch, but the surface isn’t solid enough
to support its weight. He has been too anxious, too tired, to assess the situation
properly. The rain made it impossible to travel last night. He’d stayed in Manyberries
at the principal’s house. The mattress was lumpy and the blankets too flimsy to hold
off the night chill. Now he feels a sneeze coming on and suspects he’s due for a cold.
He just wants to get home. Grace will be needing him.
Now he slips and slides around to the trunk and pulls out the chains. The mud makes
his progress difficult, but finally he has placed a set in front of each of the four tires.
His shoes caked with gumbo, he makes his way to the passenger door. He backs onto
the seat and reaches into the glove compartment for the kitchen knife he keeps there
for emergencies. He lifts one heavy, mud-caked foot, the left one, and scrapes off as
much of the goo as he can. He places that foot on the running board, then gives the
other one the same treatment. He needs both shoes clean for the next stage. He
swings his body into the car and closes the door, then slides over to the driver’s seat.
“God, if there is one, please help me get this baby moving,” he says out loud. He pulls
out the choke part way, switches on the ignition, and gradually depresses the
accelerator. His skill serves him well. The engine catches. He quickly pushes the
choke back in and begins the routine – reverse, forward, reverse, forward. Gearshift,
clutch, and accelerator work in turn to roll the tires gently and rhythmically onto the
chains. With the motor in neutral and the hand brake set, he climbs out of the car
again and secures each chain to its wheel, then repeats the shoe-cleaning process and
gets set to ease out of the mud. He’s performed this drill many times in prairie
gumbo. This time is no different. The chains take hold and the car churns slowly
across the wet patch and up onto the drier roadbed at the top of the rise.
He scans the track ahead. It looks rutty but negotiable. Riding with chains on dry
roads means slow and bumpy progress, though. It’s also hard on the axle, not to
mention the tires. He puts the car in neutral again, pulls on the brake, and gets out to
begin the chain-removal process. Finally, he stows the chains in the trunk and
resumes his journey. He’s sweating from the effort of the past twenty minutes. He
glances down at his hands, his suit, his once-white cuffs – filthy. Another shirt to
wash and iron. Without the mud it would have lasted longer, perhaps a day or two.
Maybe he can just soak the collar and cuffs. The suit? Well, he hopes once the mud is
dry a good brushing will do the trick.
The steady putt-putt of the motor begins to mesmerize him, becomes the sound of
the taxi he drove in Toronto...
~~~~~
Howard’s thoughts drift back to 1930, and he’s driving his fare through city streets
shimmering with rain, vying for a place in the slow-moving line-up at the gate of the
Canadian National Exhibition grounds. He’s a good driver, darting in and out when
he gets a chance to pass, but this is a bad time of year for making any headway in
traffic in Toronto. It’s good for a struggling university student earning his tuition
behind the wheel, though.
He’s living cheap. There’s no other way. He’s got to get himself educated and start
working on a profession. He knows it can’t be music. No money in that since the
talkies put him out of a job conducting the pit orchestra at the Paramount Theatre in
New York. Now he’s aiming to teach, but he wants a firm academic foundation before
he starts the training. He wants to do more than survive in this depressed world. He
wants to achieve, go as high as he can go. The only way to do that is to build on the
skills and knowledge he has going for him already. He’s used up all his savings now.
Luckily there are still some who have cab fare to make this temporary job possible.
And lucky he has the scholarship. As he has many times before, he blesses his
parents for his brains. And his aunt for marrying money. She has helped to pay for
his degree.
He drops his passenger at the Royal York. It’s late. The doorman has no fares for
him, and there’s nothing on the two-way radio from dispatch, so he cruises slowly to
the side of the street, parks, turns off the engine and picks up his flashlight. He casts
the beam over the pile of books on the passenger seat – his travelling companions.
He’s never without them, because slack hours are the only time he has to study.
Classes all morning, library research all afternoon (on the days he doesn’t have
geology lab), and driving cab from suppertime until two in the morning. He has
burdened himself with a heavy schedule because he wants to finish quickly and get
back home to Calgary. Toronto is just a necessary stop along the way. He’s eager to
return to the quieter pace of life on the prairies, and to renew his acquaintance with
that captivating Stettler teacher.
~~~~~
A flash of white on the passenger side pops him back into 1940 on the rutty prairie
road. He catches the back of the sign in the rear view mirror – he knows what it says.
Entering Foremost, Population 500. Home, for now. His mood brightens as he
imagines the scene around the next corner – the white two-storey at the top of the
coulee, his three girls inside, and the promise of a hot dinner.
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Homeward
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Quiet
Flavio had died.

The day before dying, when he had finally accepted out loud that his time was almost
up, he had requested a promise from me. I was to scatter part of his cremated
remains in his hometown, Sao Manuel, Brazil. There was a church garden there he
had always enjoyed sitting in as a child. Then again later he found himself in that
same spot, seeking quiet during his annual visits home to his mother and family. He
was a strong believer in completing the circle of life, and this would be his final trip
home.
Ash
The cremated remains were weird, more gravel than ash. Like those small stones
that find their way into your shoes. Abrasive. The crematorium passed them on to
me in a discreet brown box, a white printed label showing Flavio’s initials and the
cremation date on the side.
In the stillness of an empty house I handled them solemnly. A wisp of dust rose when
I raised the lid. Like my thoughts, these minute particles would forever be settling
and drifting, never really still.
Tomorrow Brazil.
Heat
On arriving in Sao Paulo the first thing to hit you is the heat, like opening an oven
door with your face too close. The shirt began to stick to my back and the wait for my
bag to appear inside the reclaim hall was worrying. Eventually it found me.
Dodging a mob of panhandlers, I reached the outside terminal. Fresh air, or sort of.
Dust and car fumes.
Two friends, Annie and Erica, were due to collect me. Annie I knew well. She was one
of Flavio’s closest friends and had lived with us in Kent at various points over the
years. She was a good person and I liked her. Erica I had not met, but knew from
Flavio’s stories. The three of us would drive to Sao Manuel, the girls acting as
translators and protectors.
An odd trio. We would never all have been together and heading to his home-town if
he had not died. His life there was not something he had wanted to share with any of
us.
The Road
The car rules in Brazil. The drive would be around seven hours, almost two of which
would just be getting out of the city and toward the long straight highway west. Our
car was tiny and red.
We left behind the affluent high-rise confusion of concrete, glass and metal. The
capital’s banks, businesses, and swish apartments all sat uneasily, threatened by an
imposing mishmash of favelas seemingly ready to tumble down the hillsides and
contaminate them. Two cities.
Once away from the noise, the scenery changed. We were on an apparently endless
and gently rolling carpet of concrete travelling through miles upon miles of green
fields. It was all coffee plantations, broken only by the occasional oversize billboard
advertising chocolate or cigarettes. Nothing healthy. Vast unhindered swaths of
green and brown panning either side to the horizon, meeting an equal mass of pale
blue sky. It was beautiful.
Sometimes I would notice people working in the fields or a single tractor plodding
along, almost in slow motion, but mainly it was empty. There were few animals to be
seen in the fields, but every now and again we would pass a dog or cat lying flattened
on the road, a mangled body of fur and bone being picked over by jostling black
ravens and colored magpies.
Ahead of us the road. Always the road. Traffic was light. A lorry loaded up with fruits
would sometimes roar past and shake our small car, causing a brief moment of
nervousness. Occasionally we would rattle by a worn mule straining to heave an
overloaded cart. These were always driven by old men in baseball caps, features
browned by years of relentless sun and work.
We would also pass lone figures. Barely human, dressed roughly, tattered t-shirt and
shorts, no shoes, pushing their makeshift handbarrows through the heat, heaped
with plastic bottles or soda cans on their way to who knows where to claim a few
cents.
We rarely passed any houses and the few towns I saw were mere villages, thrown up
haphazardly close to a service station or tollgate areas, metal, plastic sheeting, and
planks taking root like seedlings. Struggling to get established.
Sad Stop Cafe
After four hours of solid driving we pulled in at a rest stop. It was good to stand up.
Really good. I had always thought of travelling as freedom but in fact it is all about
confinement, either on a plane or in a car, in a motel room or a mind. Never
completely free.
I had noticed a handful of prostitutes loitering around the entrance. A smudge of
colour and flesh. Thin and tired. Bird-like, as though they had just flapped in.
Inside, Erica and Annie rushed to the washroom. I sat by an artificial pond in the
reception area. Piped music, tacky pop a notch too loud, and the pond, over
flourished with plastic plants and sad, gasping fish, failed to create the tranquil
atmosphere it surely aimed for. Worse than melancholy.
Red Town
I remember once Flavio had returned happy from Brazil with a pint glass filled
almost to the brim with a fiery red earth. He had wrapped the glass in rolls of
cellophane and somehow got it back to the UK intact and through customs.
A red baked by the sun and ground by time. The kind of color only nature can
master. It was to remind him of home, he said.
Sao Manuel was exactly the color of that earth.
We searched for the street where Vera, Flavio’s mother, lived. As we quietly got lost
amid the grid of lanes and turnings the route became a puzzle of dust and tracks.
What green there was had been brought here and planted optimistically, geraniums
and a few laburnums, testament to nature’s tenacity. There was little grass to be seen
except in the church gardens. Palm trees and a kind of resilient fern flourished
though, species that had shown their propensity for survival centuries ago.
We passed the church and the bench where Flavio had sat so many times. I stole a
glance from the window, almost afraid to look for fear of seeing him there.
At last we pulled alongside the house. Like all the others roundabout, it was a single
story, roughly plastered square block. It was odd to think that this was where Flavio
had been born, where he had grown up, left for school each day, and eventually left
for Europe. Erica asked me if I was alright. Was I ready?
Vera came out. Tears flowed. Hugs were exchanged. She had aged since we had last
met, that day miles from here on a snowy February morning.
She led the three of us indoors. We all felt uneasy arriving in this little faraway town,
sitting on chairs Flavio had sat on, looking out at views he had seen. We were
straying into his memories and making our own.
Two Brothers
I was nervous of meeting Paulo and William, Flavios’s two brothers, one younger,
one older. It was one of my main anxieties when I had thought about this journey. I
was not their brother. I was a stranger. It was usually Flavio who returned home to
Sao Manual for this welcome meal.
The two men turned out to be exactly as he had described. Paulo, the older sibling,
was big, looking older than his years but with sparkling eyes buried deep in a
squashed face. He reminded me a little of my own estranged brother, coarse and
loud. When he spoke, he shouted. He was a rough character, but he was friendly.
Once hellos had been said, he paid little attention to me other than shouting my
name occasionally from across the table or throwing another chunk of meat on my
plate as if he were feeding a dog.
William was more fragile. I could tell he had been affected by the events of the last
year and now again by my presence here. He shook hands loosely, reluctantly,
unsure. He was similar in build and appearance to Flavio. Not as slim, but with the
same handsome face and thoughtful brown eyes. He looked uncomfortable. Spoke
little.
Often I would catch him gazing at me, sizing me up, trying to see who I was.
Paulo was a survivor. He’d be fine in time. While I was certain that he was sad about
Flavio, I was equally sure he was able to cope and had in fact already moved on much
further than anyone else at the table. William had not. He carried sadness, was
weighed down by it. We tried to gauge each other’s character. I was curious to know
what conclusions he had made about me and who I was, but since Flavio’s death I
had been in a self-protective mode, getting through each day one at a time, with no
emotional or physical strength for anyone else. Some selfish mechanism had gone
into overdrive to get my physical shape through this period and out the other side.
All of us were in our own space, awkwardly circling around each other trying to make
sense out of what had happened and where it would end.
I liked both men.
Final Service
My time in Sao Manuel was deliberately short.
Sunday evening, the night before leaving, a memorial service was held. The chapel
was small. Like everything in the town, it was concrete and whitewashed. The inside
offered a welcome coolness. I arrived late, reluctant to take part, and stood at the
back.
It was crowded, the music loud and the singing enthusiastic. Vera was near the front,
singing. Paulo and William, like me, loitered at the back. Quiet. Paulo left after just a
few moments, probably for a smoke. William continued his visual interrogation of
me.
At the front was a simple concrete altar set up with candles and flowers. On the floor
at the front were the ashes.
Last Rites
The service over, Vera came out to find me and took my arm. We walked the few
metres or so around the side of the church to the garden where we would scatter the
ashes.
We had already chosen a place next to a small fern to scatter them. It seemed a good
spot, tidy, likely to remain untouched by gardeners or animals. About twenty people
joined us. The town’s spinsters and widows came and spoke to Vera, sharing hugs
and support. Paulo and William hung back from the main group. They never strayed
far from each other. I was unsure if they would take part; they seemed agitated.
Annie and Erica moved close to me. Our journey here was coming to a conclusion.
Everyone held hands in semi-circle while Vera led a prayer. I looked around at all the
faces. The brothers had come forward, Paulo looking oddly out of place, holding
hands with his brother to his right and an old lady on his left. He kept his cigarette in
his lips. I sort of admired him. William was hollow. His young son, Yuri, clung to his
leg. I was unsure who was supporting whom.
I heard Vera say my name during her speech, but that was the only thing I heard. She
stepped forward and took a handful of the ashes. Crying, she scattered them around
the base of the fern. She beckoned me forward. I took a handful, still perplexed by
their coarseness. I stayed still for a moment, ashes in hand.
I turned. Paulo had left the group and was standing by his truck. Erica signaled for
William to come forward, but grief anchored him to the spot. Tears reddened his
face. His son came forward and took a fistful of the ash letting it trickle through his
tiny fingers gently.
The box was empty. The sun was low. The act over.
William raised a hand and waved to me. I waved back, but he had already turned and
was going toward his brother and the waiting truck.
Tomorrow I would be heading home.
Endings
The dawn air was cool. It had that edge of a summer morning back home before the
heat of the day had started. The sky hung huge. No clouds. The palm fronds of the
trees barely moved. Occasionally the stillness would be shaken by a flock of noisy
parakeets jostling in the trees. Anxious, they never settled for long.
The redness of Sao Manuel had a more russet tone in the early light, a kind of
parched translucence that reflected on my palm as I bent down to touch it. It no
longer felt so strange to be here. I did not feel quite the intruder I had a few days
earlier. It was Flavio’s town, his family, and his past, but he was part of my life and
now these people and this town had become part of it too, if only for a moment. I let
some earth fall through my fingers. It was true that everything returned back to
where it had come from, or at least a part of it did.
I roused from my daydreams. An old man passed by on a bike. Slowly. A rangy
brindled cur following behind, its long tongue hanging. The man waved. I waved
back.
High above, impossibly high, meeting the morning, a plane moved across the sky, a
sliver of metal reflected by the sun, curving and then disappearing into the distance.
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My People Shall Be Thy People

Desmond Lindo
Were I ever called upon to describe my career as a writer of fiction, I
would use by way of analogy the backyard and workshop belonging to a
nice enough but rather slow-moving fellow whose avowed hobby is
restoring old automobiles.
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I would ask the reader to imagine a cluster of shabby buildings located on a large,
semi-rural lot in a neighbourhood where no one worries about property values.
Spread around the grounds would be a number of rusting vehicles, some of them
clearly having been cannibalized for parts, others under protective tarpaulins with
the fallen leaves of several winters stuck to the fabric, and everywhere motor parts
and body sections half-hidden in the foot-high grass. A careful look would reveal that
many of the vehicles are of the same make or model, albeit of different vintages, a
fact from which one could perhaps deduce a thematic connection of some sort.
Inside the building that serves as workshop would be an assortment of tools and
gadgets and mechanical devices of every description lying about on the floor or on
the countertops or hanging on the walls. Amid this where-the-hell-is-my-socketwrench-mess would likely be two or three vehicles in various stages of restoration, all
representing several years of painstaking if somewhat desultory labour.
On one of the walls, beside a June 1958 calendar bearing a photograph of a
statuesque and stunningly gorgeous nineteen-year-old girl in short-shorts and halter
top (with one heartbreakingly long leg on the bumper of a gleaming blue MG soft-top
convertible with the top down), one would find separate photographs of two vehicles,
one a 1950 Mercury Monarch, the other a two-toned, blue and white, 1955 Ford
Fairlane, with the hobbyist, hardly recognizable because he still has hair, standing
proudly beside them on the day that they were, gloriously gleaming, finally streetready.
The only misleading part of this analogy would be the ‘gloriously gleaming, finally
street-ready’ phrase. Not one piece of my fiction from the period when I still had hair
ever reached the stage of having wheels, much less a gloriously gleaming body.
Everything else in the analogy works. From the badly-typed manuscripts dating back
to a pre-computer period stashed in filing cabinets to the unfinished drafts and reworked pieces existing precariously in the digital dungeon of my computer’s hard
drive, to the novellas, short stories, and magazine pieces that never got published,
everything I have written over the years could be viewed as beset with the rot and
rust of neglect, and all destined for the junkyard.
But what disturbs me about my failure to create street-ready pieces of fiction is that
each novella or short story I attempted was intended as a vehicle for transporting
one or more of the characters who, like the children of Deucalion and Pyrrha,
appeared as fully formed individuals in my imagination. What would bring about
this vir stabat miracle of their existence was something I seldom fully understood,
yet I knew that each character wanted only one thing of me: to create for him or her
the shelter of a story. Over the years, my characters would become more real to me
than loved ones or members of my family. And as I have failed to tell their stories,
they burden my spirit now that I have passed my seventieth birthday and know they
will have no other life except the sketchy, shadowy one I afforded them in my
imagination.
The outward evidence of their brief existence, namely, the manuscripts in the filing
cabinets, the delete-able digital data in which their half-written stories are encoded,
will all end up in the landfill or in the fireplace. I hear them calling to me to keep
them alive, to find a place for them where they can continue to exist when I am dead.
Unable to bear their cries, I am proposing now to line them up, all clutching their
identity papers and shabby belongings, to load them onto the vehicle this essay
represents, and to ship them off somewhere. My hope is that they will be adopted
and given homes in the works of other writers more industrious than I was. By way
of recommendations, I can say that I know all my characters – every one of ‘my
people,’ as I call them – well enough to assure any writer who wants to take one in,
that they are all modest, self-effacing individuals who will accept humble roles in any
story. Not one of them is an egotist, and all are malleable and willing to assume any
role to which they are assigned. Moreover, they’re not fussy about the genre in which
they might find themselves.
Consequently, if you are a writer in search of an unemployed character, I would be
delighted should you choose one of mine. All I ask is that you do not mistreat or
otherwise abuse him or her. What follows is a list of who they are and a brief résumé
of the lives I had intended for them had I possessed the talent to write their stories.
~~~~~
Deirdre
First in line would be Deirdre, whose grey eyes had the translucent quality of marble
extracted from the quarries at Pentellos in ancient Greece. Deep-sunk and
contrasting sharply with her dark skin, her eyes expressed a separateness, a deep
sense of anomie, from the world in which she found herself. This drew me to her.
Deirdre came to me when I was twenty-two years old. I had not given much thought
to becoming a writer until she appeared, silently requesting that I tell her story. I
recognized that the story she wanted me to tell was, in a sense, my own. I gave her
the name Deirdre because I knew its Irish origins and its association with sorrow and
sadness. I also liked the name because it had belonged to a girl with whom I was in
love for a short time when I was seventeen. This real-life Deirdre was not Irish, and
there was nothing of sadness about her. She had green eyes, auburn hair, and the
warm, olive-toned skin of her Mediterranean ancestors. She was the daughter of a
diplomat or a business executive posted in Jamaica, my childhood home, and she
was as happy and as cheerful as any young woman could be who had had an
excellent education, had lived in several countries during her girlhood, and who had
always had dozens of young men in love with her.
My fictional Deirdre was a young girl from Jamaica who had immigrated to Canada
with her parents in the 1950s. Her family belonged to the large Portuguese-Jewish
community that had resided in Jamaica for over two hundred years and to which my
family also belonged. In Canada, as a dark-skinned young woman, Deirdre found
herself contending with prejudices directed against her – prejudices that she and her
ancestors had practiced in Jamaica. Her struggle to come to terms with the conflicts
within herself was to have been the subject of my novel. That I never got very far
with its writing still bothers me. But at twenty-two, I was a dreamer, not a writer,
and Deirdre lived only in my imagination.
Thus I say to a writer in search of a character for a story about love and loss and the
demoralizing nature of racial prejudice, take my Deirdre, please. And if you find it
within your powers, deliver unto her a measure of happiness.
Dell-Dell
Dennis ‘Dell-Dell’ Greene came to me – and in a sense, to my rescue – some time in
1974, after I had gotten my degree at the University of Victoria and had gone back to
work at the Hudson’s Bay Company. I was thirty-five years old, married, and the
father of two children under the age of six, and burdened with a student loan that
threatened to prevent me from ever owning a home. Nevertheless, I was planning to
purchase one, having outgrown the small, four-room house whose low rent had
enabled me to go to university in the first place. With few other career options
available to me, I was thankful that the Hudson’s Bay had taken me back, and
moreover, had given me a position that would enable me to handle both a mortgage
and repayment of my student loan.
The only drawback to this job was having to work under a department manager
almost everyone hated. And they had reason. His management style consisted of
keeping everyone on edge – except those who would agree to spy on the others for
him. On joining the department, I too was asked to ‘keep an eye’ on certain other
employees and to let him know ‘what they were up to.’ I did not respond to this
invitation, which no doubt told him that I would do no such thing. This also told me
that I should keep an eye on him because he would be a pain in the butt.
He proved to be more than just a pain, and I found myself under a lot of stress
working for him. One afternoon, he tackled me about some minor matter or other,
heaping abuse upon me and charging me with all manner of offenses. He did so in a
stockroom away from the sales floor and possibly out of earshot of anyone else who
might have been working in the same area of the store. His tirade induced in me as
deep and murderous a rage as I have ever experienced. How I managed to control
the urge to bash his head open with a hammer that was readily to hand I do not
know, but the incident left me so shaken that my heart went into a state of
fibrillation that lasted the rest of the afternoon.
Having decided after I got married that I would never take home the frustrations and
petty annoyances that occurred at work, I managed to conceal the rage still churning
within me, and passed the evening with my family in my usual manner. But retiring
for bed brought a sleepless night in which a thousand murderous fantasies competed
with each other for brutality, swiftness of execution, or long-drawn-out infliction of
pain. And crucial to each fantasy was trying to imagine how I would escape
punishment when the deed was done. I was not egotistical enough to believe that I
could outsmart a team of criminal investigators. I lay awake late into the night trying
to imagine a fortuitous set of circumstances that would enable me to commit an
unplanned murder leaving nothing to connect me to it. A chance encounter with the
bastard, perhaps in the forest or a dark alley somewhere, was the only scenario I
could come up with. And this was when Dell-Dell came to me.
I was drifting in and out of sleep when in my mind’s eye I saw a young black man
sitting on a threadbare sofa in a shabby apartment, his arm around the shoulder of a
young Caucasian woman, both watching in the darkened room a small black and
white television. On the screen, being shown over and over, was the clip of Jack Ruby
shooting Lee Harvey Oswald, an event that had occurred earlier that day. I saw the
young man suddenly begin crying and the young woman consoling him, she doing so
in the belief that the murder of President Kennedy had upset him. But I knew he was
not weeping for Kennedy. No, it was Oswald’s fate that had touched him – the stupid
and meaningless death of a lost and confused and possibly deranged young man. He
was crying because he too was a lost, confused, and deranged young man. And, like
Lee Harvey Oswald, he had recently committed a murder. I did not know whom he
had killed or how he had committed the crime, but I knew, as the scene, dream-like,
swam into view, that it was a senseless, un-premeditated act, and the likelihood was
that he would be caught. I knew also that he was a native of Jamaica.
This dream or whatever it was doused the rage that was burning in me, and although
I lay awake for a couple more hours thinking about the young man and his
predicament – with memories of Dostoyevsky’s Crime and Punishment going
through my mind – I fell asleep with the comforting thought that I now possessed
the makings of great work of fiction. My hero would get away with his crime, would
marry the girl, raise a family, have a rewarding career, and earn the respect of
everyone around him. And this would all happen, as if by magic. Indeed, Dell-Dell
would come to believe that magic played a part in his life. Moreover, I realized then
where this story had come from. Disturbed by the incident earlier in the day, I had
returned to my childhood seeking solace and had found it in that which I had
rejected when still quite young: superstition and magic.
The next day, comfortable in the fantasy that I would write a novel about Dell-Dell,
and thinking about his life instead of my own, I returned to work as if nothing had
happened. In time I found it easier to work for this supervisor because in my heart I
had already killed the son-of-a-bitch and gotten away with it. I even learned to laugh
at the incident, and later on would entertain fellow employees by relating the dozens
of cruel and bizarre ways in which I had dreamed of murdering the fellow.
Meanwhile, Dell-Dell and his magical story developed and grew in my mind.
A couple of years later, I began writing the novel – or, more correctly, making notes
for writing it – by scribbling down a number of literary allusions and references that
I would use in it. Thus I chose as my hero’s surname, Greene, doing so because I
intended to give to the story what I considered a Graham Greene-like tone or texture,
plus it would be filled with moral ambiguities. And for a bit of private amusement, I
had my hero ultimately rise to become a senior partner in a law firm named,
needless to say, Graham, Greene, & Company. The tale would begin with my hero,
now in his middle fifties, suddenly remembering the murder and the magical
circumstances that saved him from a life in an institution for the criminally insane.
Please take my Dell-Dell. All I ask is that he remain a young man of who grew up in
Jamaica and who momentarily lost his way in Canada. And let his survival be
somehow magical.
~~~~~
A note from the writer to the reader: The above represents the initial portion of a
planned work wherein I intend to offer a busload of delightful characters, all eager
to do your bidding. Just don’t hold your breath while you await their arrival.
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a great lake. Published recently in The Rotary Dial.
Contributions:
slight epics -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Mike Barnes
Mike Barnes has published five books: Calm Jazz Sea (poems), shortlisted for the
Gerald Lampert Memorial Award; Aquarium (stories), winner of the Danuta Gleed
Award: The Syllabus (novel); Contrary Angel (stories); and Catalogue Raisonn
(novel). A new collection of poems, A Thaw Foretold will be published by Biblioasis
in June 2006.
Contributions:
Orange Light -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Sprawl -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Courtney Bates
Courtney Bates is a poet and MA candidate at the University of Regina. She is
currently working on two collections of poetry: one of ecopoetry and one of poetic
reinterpretations of fairy tales. She has been published in FourW: An Australian
Anthology and is being mentored by Kathleen Wall, the author of Blue Duets.
Contributions:
Blood and Trees -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Cory Baumgardner
Cory Baumgardner is an English major at the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
A Shining Light -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Kimmy Beach
Kimmy Beach's fourth poetry collection, In Cars, is forthcoming from Turnstone
Press. She has published in journals across Canada and the U.K., including CV2,
Grain, Prairie Fire, Orbis (U.K.), and The Antigonish Review. Kimmy was the 2005
International Guest Poet for the Dead Good Poets Society in Liverpool, U.K. Her
work forms one fifth of Chickweed (chapbook), edited by Robert Kroetsch, and is
included in Listening with the Ear of the Heart: Writers at St. Peter's Abbey (both
from St. Peter's Press). Kimmy writes from Red Deer, Alberta, where she lives with
her husband.
Contributions:
Roller Boogie [Wheelies Roller Rink, 1982] -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Sheri Benning
Sheri Benning's second book of poetry, thin moon psalm, is forthcoming with Brick
Books in Fall 2007. thin moon psalm won the Alfred G. Bailey manuscript contest,
and her first book of poetry, Earth After Rain, Thistledown Press, 2001, was the
recipient of two Saskatchewan Book Awards. Her work has been published in various
Canadian journals, broadcast on CBC radio, and is included in the anthologies
Breathing Fire 2: Canada's New Poets; Fast Forward: Saskatchewan's New Poets,
Listening with the Ear of the Heart, and Third Floor Lounge.
Contributions:
October Light -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Gina M. Bernard
My work has appeared in Red Weather, Gray's Sporting Journal, Minnesota
Monthly, Flashquake, Wisconsin Review, Prism Quarterly, Defenestration, Duke
University's Voices Magazine, The First Line, and Front Street Review. I won
Minnesota Monthly's 17th-annual Tamarack Award for short fiction in 2002. My
young adult novel, Alpha Summer, is available through Loonfeather Press.
I live in Bemidji, Minnesota, where my dreams turn inevitably to log homes with
roaring fireplaces. When not teaching English at Bemidji High School, I slip into my
tattooed alter-ego, Wicked Vixen, a blocker for the Babe City Rollers roller derby
team. I am the crazy-proud parent of two awesome daughters, Maddie Elizabeth and
Parker Diana.
Contributions:
Shed: An Antler's Apologia -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
T. Berto
T. Berto's first play, BASH, won the Toronto Best New Play Prize in 2000. Since then
he has had plays performed in Summerworks (three times), Toronto Fringe (four
times), Birds and Stones Theatre (Calgary), Theatre and Company (Kitchener),
Theatre 8-0-8 (Calgary) the University of Lethbridge and York University. His work
has been published in She Speaks, He Speaks, Gay and Lesbian Monologues
(Playwrights Canada Press), Cormorant, The Fiddlehead, Canadian Literature, New
Quarterly, Carousel and Prairie Fire. He is currently doing a PhD in Theatre
Studies, where he received the Lambda prize in 2005 for his work in Queer studies.
Contributions:
Chrysalis -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Stephen Bett
Stephen Bett is a widely and internationally published Canadian poet, with 18 books
in print. He follows in the avant tradition of Don Allen’s New American Poets. Hence
the mandate for Simon Fraser University’s “Contemporary Literature Collection” to
purchase and archive his “personal papers” for scholarly use. See recent interviews
and reviews on his personal website
Website: www.stephenbett.com
Contributions:
GOP Candidates (2016) Fight ISIS… On Stage! -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Marina Blokker
Marina Blokker has poems published and accepted in five countries, in filling
Station, The Toronto Quarterly, Room, The Pacific Review, Crannog, dotdotdash,
and others. Her leaflet 'Shore Lines' with Leaf Press is forthcoming. She lives on the
west coast with her family.
Contributions:
Baffin Bay Sun -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Peter Branson
Peter Branson's poetry has been published or accepted for publication by journals in
Britain, USA, Canada, Ireland, Australia, New Zealand and South Africa, including
Acumen, Agenda, Ambit, Envoi, The London Magazine, The Warwick Review, Iota,
Frogmore Papers, The Interpreter's House, Magma, Poetry Nottingham, South,
The New Writer, Crannog, The Raintown Review, The Huston Poetry Review,
Barnwood, The Able Muse and Other Poetry. He has won first prizes in two recent
competitions, the 'Grace Dieu' and the 'Envoi International,' and a special
commendation in the 2012 Wigtown competition.
Contributions:
"Just you wait and see" -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Robert Calder
Robert Calder is Professor of English at the University of Saskatchewan, where he
has taught for forty-two years. He is the author of W. Somerset Maugham and the
Quest for Freedom (1972), Willie: The Life of W. Somerset Maugham (1989),
Beware the British Serpent: the Role of Writers in British Propaganda in the United
States, 1939-1945 (2004), and A Richer Dust: Family, Memory and the Second
World War (2004). He was awarded the 1989 Governor General's Literary Award for
Non-Fiction for his biography of Maugham. He has edited and written introductory
essays for four Penguin Classics editions of Maugham novels: Of Human Bondage,
The Moon and Sixpence, The Magician, and Mrs Craddock. In 2005 he was named
Distinguished Researcher by the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
Confessions of a Re/Deformed Academic -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Louise Carson
Louise Carson’s work has most recently appeared in The Literary Review of Canada,
Descant, The Puritan, The Antigonish Review, and The Best Canadian Poetry in
English, 2013. Her books Rope (2011) and Mermaid Road (2013) are published by
Broken Rules Press. Louise lives near Montreal.
Contributions:
One way or the other -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Mandy Catron
Mandy Catron lives in Capitol Hill, Washington DC where she spends her days
making espresso and riding her bike to free art museums. She loves rock climbing
and puppies and websites that make fun of celebrities with bad fashion. She will
receive her MFA in Nonfiction Writing from American University in May.
Contributions:
Contracting Iris -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Lynn Cecil
Lynn Cecil is a writer and artist who was born in Montreal, has lived in other cities in
Canada, the United States, and the South Pacific, and now lives with her family in
Regina, Saskatchewan. She is currently working on collections of poetry and short
fiction, as well as a series of YA fantasy novels. Recently, she co-edited Outside of
Ordinary: Women's Travel Stories (Second Story Press, 2005). She also enjoys
scuba diving in the Caribbean, especially with sharks.
Contributions:
Sand Messages -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Gary Chappell
Gary Chappell lives and writes poetry in Saskatoon. His poetry has been published in
Spring, FreeFall, Transition, and Leaf Press. He currently serves as a board member
for the Saskatoon Writersâ€™ Coop and is a member of the Obsessors poetry group.
Contributions:
Saskatoon 2020 A.D. -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Gwendolyn Chappell
Gwendolyn Chappell might have a thirst for adventure but an even greater
preference for creature comforts, so most of her adventuring is done through
literature except for one misguided summer spent as a geological assistant in a fly-in
bush camp in northern Saskatchewan. She hasnâ€™t left the comfort of her books
since. Currently, she lives on an acreage west of Saskatoon with her husband Gary
Billingsley, three domestic cats, innumerable deer, a pair of moose, unknown
numbers of coyotes, and at least one cougar.
Contributions:
Small Lives: November, 2009 -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Ruth Anne Chorney
Ruth Anne Chorney (née Althouse) is an educator, writer, and farmer who lives
north of Kelvington. Having survived a teaching career spanning 35 years, she looks
forward to continuing to keep her mind, body, and spirit active. Chorney
experiments with all sorts of genres, is a regular contributor to The Gardener
magazine, and has recently published a children’s book, What Did You Draw?,
which was illustrated by her son, Nicolas. She enjoys reading, writing, horseback
riding, gardening, learning new things, and interacting with people of all ages,
especially her grandchildren.
Contributions:
Between Cultures -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Jan Conn
Jan Conn's sixth book of poetry is Jaguar Rain (Brick Books, 2006). She is a
Research Scientist at the Wadsworth Center, New York State Department of Health,
in Albany, NY and lives in Great Barrington, Massachusetts.
Contributions:
Just Another Story About Billy the Kid -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Alyssa Cooper
Alyssa Cooper was born in Belleville Ontario. An author and poet, her work has been
featured in anthologies such as Post Scripts to Darkness and literary journals such as
Emrys Journal, and her first novel was released in October 2012. She is currently
attending college in Oshawa, where she lives with her typewriter and her personal
library.
Contributions:
Living Water and Swan Song -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Kate Cushon
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Kate Cushon is careening toward a completed PhD
with wild abandon. Her dissertation is about very bad
men in the eighteenth century. She has degrees from
the Universities of Regina (BA Hon.) and Western
Ontario (Master of Arts), and currently studies at the
University of Saskatchewan. She is very glad to have
returned to the prairies from whence she came. She
thinks that good writing is sexy.
Contributions:
Breaking Open the Heart in Bix's Trumpet and other stories by Dave Margoshes -Issue Number 3, May 2008
Aaron Daigle
Aaron Daigle is a Master's student at the University of Windsor, Ontario. He holds a
BA from the University of New Brunswick, where he was the head editor of the
student journal, read at the Fiddlehead's Atlantic Poetry Weekend, and twice at the
Annual Atlantic Undergraduate English Conference. He has three poems published
in Shorthand, as well as seventeen poems and two short stories in Vox. His thesis is
concerned with intersections of Biblical Scripture and quantum physics in a
contemporary Canadian context.
Contributions:
Cape Spencer -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Darrell Dela Cruz
I graduated from San Jose State’s MFA Program for Poetry. My work has appeared
in The Round, Two-Thirds North, Foliate Oak Review, and Sheepshead Review, and
will appear forthcoming in CAIRN, Euphony, The Chaffin Journal, and The Dos
Passos Review. I try to analyze a poem a day on my blog or, rather, I acknowledge
my misinterpretations of poems.
Website: retailmfa.blogspot.com
Contributions:
Kundiman -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Evelyn Deshane
Evelyn Deshane is from the Greater Toronto Area and is doing a Master's Thesis in
Public Texts at Trent University. She plans on continuing her work on digital texts
and their relationship to the audience in her Ph.D. She writes articles for Absynthe
Magazine, maintains an academic review journal called Keyboard Smash, and also
writes fiction online.
Contributions:
The Sea -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Norah Eastern
Norah Eastern taught Dance at University of Toronto while completing her degree in
Psychology and English. Then she fell under the spell of a magician. Together, they
founded an internationally acclaimed illusion design company and enchanted
audiences at Hollywood's Magic Castle, and on luxury cruise ships around the world.
Norah's poetry appeared in a University of Toronto anthology, and she was a finalist
in the Feile Filiochta International Poetry Competition. Her articles on innovative
stage craft were published in Canadian, American, British and Belgian trade
magazines. She produced the magical play Caribbean Cruise which sailed at
Someplace Else dinner theatre.
Contributions:
Notice of Occupancy -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Chelsea Eckert
Chelsea Eckert is a creative writing undergraduate at San Jose State University; in
fall 2015, she will be attending UNC Greensboro for her MFA in creative writing. Her
work has appeared or will appear in Stoneboat Literary Journal, Dressing Room
Poetry Journal, Touchstone Magazine, Jelly Bucket, 99 Pine Street Literary
Journal, The Maynard, and Ignatian Literary Magazine. Stalk her like a hungry
catamount at http://chelseaeckert.me.
Website: chelseaeckert.me
Contributions:
The Best Place for Solitude is an Abandoned Mall -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Merrill Edlund
Merrill Edlund's poetry and fiction have recently appeared in Blue Skies Poetry, Fat
Daddy's Farm, Joy Interrupted, an Anthology on Motherhood and Loss (soon to be
released), and Worth Architectural magazine. A mother of three grown children and
one grandpuppy, she is a poet and writer of short stories, fiction, and creative
nonfiction. She has an M Ed. in technology and teaches high school English and
Creative Writing online.
Contributions:
The Prize Cat -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Milton P. Ehrlich
Milton P. Ehrlich, Ph.D., is an eighty-year-old psychologist who has been a summer
resident of PEI for over forty years. He has published numerous poems in periodicals
such as The Antigonish Review, Toronto Quarterly Review, Shofar Literary
Journal, Rutherford Red Wheelbarrow, Journal of New Jersey Poets, Dream
Fantasy International, Christian Science Monitor, and The New York Times.
Contributions:
Modi says Hello -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Kimberley Fehr
Kimberley Fehr's stories have been published in Descant, Room Magazine, the
Nashwaak Review, the Vancouver Courier, the Toronto Quarterly and more. She
has lived in London, New York and Portugal, but is most at home in a canoe.
Contributions:
The Remarkable Baobab -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jenny Lee Ferguson
Jen Ferguson is a Canadian studying for her Ph.D. at the University of South Dakota.
She will admit that sometimes she cries in the bath while listening to the original
cast recording of Les Miserables. But she's pretty sure that's not the strangest thing
you've heard today.
Contributions:
In Which Summertime You Again Chase Bear -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jesse P. Ferguson
Jesse Patrick Ferguson was raised in Cornwall, Ontario, and has lived in Ottawa,
Fredericton and Sydney. He has published poetry and reviews in eleven countries.
Some highlights include: Canadian Literature, Prairie Fire, The Walrus, Poetry
Ireland Review, Poetry and Harper's. His work also appears in the anthologies Best
Canadian Poetry 2009, Rogue Stimulus and The White Collar Book. Jesse has been
a poetry editor for The Fiddlehead, and he has served on the editorial boards of
several other Canadian journals. His two full-length poetry books are Harmonics
(Freehand Books, 2009) and the collection of visual poems Dirty Semiotics (Broken
Jaw Press, 2011). He is also the editor of a forthcoming anthology of glosa poems in
honour of P.K. Page.
Contributions:
Picket-Line Poem 1 -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Triny Finlay
Triny Finlay is the author of Splitting Off (Nightwood, 2004) and the chapbook
Phobic (Gaspereau, 2006). Her poetry and reviews have been published in various
Canadian journals and magazines; her work has also been anthologized in Breathing
Fire 2, Qwerty Decade, and Gaspereau Gloriatur. She lives in Toronto.
Contributions:
Of What I Have Always Known -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Heather Finton
Heather Finton is a Yukon writer whose first book Generous Living was published in
1996; she writes for local newspapers and compilations. Heather's mid-life poetry
has been supported by a capacity for crafting words throughout a lifetime of
articulating possibilities in order to enliven community. Her poems use natural and
household images to reflect the pathos of our shared journeys. She has enjoyed a full
life including as a mother, radio journalist, Cabinet media advisor, consultant to
Yukon First Nation governments and NGOs, co-founder of the Northern Cultural
Expressions Society, and co-owner of Sundog Retreat, an inn near Whitehorse.
Contributions:
Rugged -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
John Matthew Fox
John Matthew Fox writes fiction and nonfiction from Los Angeles. His blog BookFox
is a lively literary weblog with a special emphasis on short story collections. He has
fiction forthcoming in Tampa Review, the Los Angeles Review, and Connecticut
Review, and his book reviews have been published in Rain Taxi Review of Books,
The Short Review, and California Literary Review.
Website: www.thejohnfox.com
Contributions:
Exposition Park -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Raymond Fraser
Contributions:
The Census -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
The Revolutionary -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Alison Frost
Alison Frost is from Brooklin, Ontario and now lives in Vancouver with her husband
Lance and two cats Sprite and Monty - furry, grey good luck charms from Lumsden,
Saskatchewan! Alison has had short fiction published in various Canadian journals.
"Hello" belongs to her first collection, which will hopefully appear as an actual book
one of these days.
Email: alisoncfrost@hotmail.com
Contributions:
Hello -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
M.J. Golias
Has an MFA from the University of Memphis. Currently, she teaches English as a
Second Language in New York City to young adults in an alternative school program.
Recent work of hers has appeared, or is forthcoming, in journals including Colere,
Rhythm Poetry Magazine, The Fiddlehead, The Aurorean and in an anthology,
Pomegranate Seeds: An Anthology of Greek-American poetry. She lives in New
York City and also writes creative nonfiction.
Contributions:
After Opaque Visibility -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Ariel Gordon
Ariel Gordon is a Winnipeg-based writer and editor. Her poetry has recently
appeared in Prairie Fire, QWERTY, and ::stonestone::. Her poems have also
circulated on buses in Manitoba and Alberta. A hand-made, limited-edition
chapbook of pregnancy and mothering poems, The Navel Gaze, is forthcoming from
Palimpsest Press in summer 2008.
Contributions:
Hewn -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Laurie Graham
Laurie Graham will be a grad student in creative writing at the University of GuelphHumber in Toronto come fall. She was the winner of the Other Voices 2004 Poetry
Contest, and a finalist for the 2008 Winston Collins/Descant Prize for Best Canadian
Poem. She comes from Sherwood Park, Alberta.
Contributions:
The Point of Learning Ukranian -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
This Road -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Shauntay Grant
Shauntay Grant is a Nova Scotian writer and storyteller. She has shared her work
internationally at festivals and events, and as Halifax’s third Poet Laureate (2009-11)
she organized Canada’s first national gathering of Canadian Poets Laureate in 2010.
An MFA in Creative Writing candidate at the University of British Columbia,
Shauntay’s work has been critically acclaimed by numerous publications including
The Globe and Mail, Quill & Quire, and Canadian Review of Materials. She is a
recipient of a Best Atlantic Published Book Prize from the Atlantic Book Awards, and
recently one of four Canadian authors selected by the Writers’ Trust of Canada for its
prestigious 2015-16 Berton House Writers’ Retreat Program. Learn more about her
work at ShauntayGrant.com.
Website: ShauntayGrant.com
Contributions:
passing -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Heidi Greco
Heidi Greco's poems and reviews have been widely published, both in print sources
and online. A collection of her poems, Rattlesnake Plantain, came out in 2002 (Anvil
Press). One of her poems is included in this spring's anthology from Harbour,
radiant danse uv being: A Poetic Portrait of bill bissett.
Website: www.outonthebiglimb.blogspot.com
Contributions:
My family gives me prizes for my birthday -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Clarissa P. Green
Clarissa P. Green’s memoir, fiction, and poetry draw on her years as a family
therapist and focus on family relationships, aging, and how memories are
transformed by time. A Simon Fraser University Writer's Studio graduate, Clarissa’s
latest publications appear in Untying the Apron and Animal Companions, Animal
Doctors, Animal People.
Contributions:
Beyond the Cucumbers -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Meaghan Hackinen
Meaghan Hackinen is a Vancouver-born bicycle enthusiast whose two-wheeled
adventures have taken her down the Pacific Coast, across Canada, through the Sierra
Cascades, and into Baja California. She also plays roller derby, and has a pretty
impressive handstand. Meaghan is currently enrolled in the Creative Writing MFA
program at the University of Saskatchewan. Her writing explores relationships,
experiences on the road, and encounters with wild places.
Contributions:
Shingle Spit Road -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Claire Haist
Claire Haist was born in London Ontario. After a year at York University, she
returned home to complete her BAH in English at the University of Western Ontario.
She currently resides in Guelph, where she is completing her MA in drama, and will
be making the move back to Toronto in September to pursue her PhD at U of T's
Graduate Centre for Study of Drama. Claire researches the influence of hysteria
studies on postmodern gender discourse.
Contributions:
So Sweet -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Matthew Hall
Matthew Hall drinks too much and constantly fights with his girlfriend. He was a
forgettable student at the University of Saskatchewan, and now resides in a fishing
village called Patonga, in the South Pacific. His poetry and translations have
appeared in various South American literary journals and in the University of
Buenos Aires Presses, during his travels. His poetry is featured in the current
editions of All Rights Reserved, Sorrwoland Press, The Hudson Review of Poetry
and Skyline Magazine.
Contributions:
Weaponry -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Vivian Hansen
Vivian Hansen's poetry has been published widely in Canadian journals. Her fiction
and nonfiction has appeared in many anthologies, most recently in The Madwoman
in the Academy. (University of Calgary Press, 2003), and Writing the Terrain
(University of Calgary Press, 2005). She has been the ghost-writer of four murder
mysteries. Her chapbook of poetry Never Call It Bird: the Melodies of Aids came out
in 1998. Her first full-length book of poetry Leylines of My Flesh was published by
Touchwood Press in 2002. In 2004, she published Angel Alley, a chapbook about the
victims of Jack the Ripper. She is past-president of the Writers Guild of Alberta and
the Society of Poets, Bards and Storytellers. She has served as VP publishing and
editor of Forum magazine, and Editor of Freefall. She has been a contributor to
OOOO (Originality of Orality On-Line), and the 2005 Calgary Spoken Word Festival.
Contributions:
Virgin Sturgeon -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
gillian harding-russell
harding-russell’s poems have most recently come out in the anthologies That Not
Forgotten (Hiddenbrook, 2012), Poet to Poet (Guernica, 2013), Grandfather, Father
and Me (Hiddenbrook), and Inspired Heart 2 (Hiddenbrook, 2013), are forthcoming
in I Found it at the Movies (Guernica, 2014) and the Nashwaak Review. Her poem
sequence “Where the days and nights are equal length” was long-listed for the
Gwendolyn MacEwen award (2013), and “Desert duets” was short-listed for best
poem in association with that same award. Also, the poem sequence “Enhanced
Woods” won second place in the Gritlit 2014 awards.
Contributions:
Learning to see in the dark -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Craig Harkema
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Craig Harkema recently published a poem in a rock
climbing magazine and has in his possession the
luckiest of shirts.
Contributions:
'The Music That Thinking is': Every Inadequate
Name by Nick Thran -- Issue Number 3, May 2008

Roseanne Harvey
Roseanne Harvey lives in Montreal, where she is the editor of ascent magazine,

Canada's only yoga publication. She has taught ESL in Japan, served coffee in the UK
and studied yoga in the BC Kootenays. Her short fiction has appeared in The
Fiddlehead, sub-Terrain and Coming Attractions '06. "Snow White and the Seven
Latin Lovers" is part of a collection of linked stories set in Wonder World, a Japanese
theme park.
Contributions:
Snow White and the Seven Latin Lovers -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Susan Hayton
Susan Hayton is a physician working in Saskatoon. Over the past few years she has
been spending more and more time writing. This solitary endeavour has been
supported by members of her writing group and by her family. She recently gave a
reading for the Hericane festival and has been diligently working on editing her first
novel.
Contributions:
Cause and Effect -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
I'll Be Seeing You -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
dee Hobsbawn-Smith
dee Hobsbawn-Smith is a poet, chef, journalist, and educator. Her poetry, fiction,
and food writing has appeared in books, newspapers, magazines, and literary
journals in Canada and the USA. After twenty-seven years in Calgary where for eight
years she was the food columnist for the Calgary Herald, dee now lives in a
hundred-year-old farmhouse on the family land west of Saskatoon with her partner.
She joined the MFA program in writing as a student at the U of S in September 2012.
Her fifth book, Foodshed: An Edible Alberta Alphabet, will be published by
TouchWood Editions this spring.
Contributions:
Light fingered (Once a thief) -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Jack Hostrawser
Jack Hostrawser is an award-winning young writer completing concurrent Bachelor
of Arts degrees in English and Creative Writing at York University. His fiction and
poetry have been published in Steel Bananas, Existère Journal, The Quilliad, and
others, and his work has been lauded by the York writing faculty. He is currently
reading the October 1965 issue of the Saturday Evening Post.
Contributions:
Infiltration -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
David Houston
David Houston is an MFA student at the University of Saskatchewan currently
working on a non-fiction thesis. Previous work has been published online and in an
anthology, The House at Black Moss (Clitheroe Books Press). He was winner of the
Wasafiri New Writers prize in 2012.
Contributions:
Homeward -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Heather Hughes
Heather Hughes hangs her heart in Boston and Miami. She thanks Cream City
Review, Grain, and Prick of the Spindle, among others, for also publishing her
poems. She would like to stay in a lighthouse.
Contributions:
Recipe for Stargazing in Concord -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Dallas Hunt
Dallas Hunt (Cree) is a PhD student interested in Indigenous Studies, Indigenous
Literature, and Urban Studies. In August of 2012, Dallas graduated from McMaster
University with a Master’s Degree in Critical Theory and Cultural Studies. Currently,
he is completing his PhD work at the University of British Columbia. He hails from
the Wapsewsipi (Swan River First Nation) in Treaty 8 territory, Northern Alberta,
Canada.
Contributions:
Dancing Yellow Thunder -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
David Craig Hutton
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David Hutton holds a Double Honours B.A. in
English and Political Studies from the University of
Saskatchewan. Formally the Editor-in-Chief of the
Sheaf, the University of Saskatchewan student
newspaper, his creative non-fiction and journalism
has appeared in a number of Canadian newspapers
and magazines.
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Graham Jensen
Contributions:
God's Fingers -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Leslie Wayne Jones
Leslie Wayne Jones received his B.A. in English Literature at Rutgers University, his
M.A. in Journalism and his M.F.A. in Creative Writing at The University of Arizona
in Tucson. In 1984, Mr. Jones joined the IBM Corporation in Endicott, New York,
where he worked as an editor and later as an award-winning scriptwriter and
producer of high-end corporate video. After leaving IBM in 1991, Mr. Jones returned
to Tucson. There he joined the core faculty of the MBA Program at the Eller School
of Business and Public Administration and worked as a consultant to local
businesses. Today Mr. Jones is a lecturer in the Department of English, and he has
returned to writing fiction, inspired by the people of Tucson, his adopted home town.
Contributions:
Why Jesus Santos Didn't Lose His Faith -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Shannon Jose-Riz
I am a fourth-year business student at the Gustavson School of Business at the
University of Victoria. Although I am interested in social media and organizational
development in terms of my career, I still pursue writing as it is a huge passion of
mine, and I think life is simply too short to put yourself in a box! I think grated
cheese and cherry tomatoes are some of the great small pleasures in life. I also love
to travel, play guitar, sing, cook, run – anything that helps me live life in colour.
Contributions:
Cracking Open Snow Peas on the Promenade by the Drava -- Issue Number 9, July
2016
Karen Kachra
Karen Kachra is a published and award-winning author and scholar. Most recently
her poetry has appeared in Geist and FreeFall Magazine and her short fiction in
Prick of the Spindle. She teaches literature courses at Seneca College, where she is
also the Program Coordinator for the Bachelor of Interdisciplinary Studies. She
nourishes her spirit by hiking in the woods with her two children.
Website: www.karenkachra.com
Contributions:
Coyotes and River Nymphs -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Holly Keeler
I currently work as a team manager in a long term care facility in Saskatoon. I enjoy
living in Saskatoon with my husband and three daughters. I am a member of the
Saskatoon Writer's Coop as well as the Saskatchewan Writers' Guild. I am involved
in a writing group in Saskatoon that meet every two weeks to write and critique each
other's work and arrange yearly workshops with Saskatchewan poets. I recently had
a poem published in the Saskatchewan Writers' Guild Volume Seven, October 2011
issue of Spring.
Contributions:
Life Under the War Memorial Bandstand: An Amputated Labour Day Sonata -Issue Number 5, July 2012
Richard Kelly Kemick
Richard Kelly Kemick is originally from Calgary, Alberta. A graduate of the
University of British Columbia, he is currently studying at the University of New
Brunswick in Fredericton. Richard has been published or has work forthcoming in
The Feathertale Review, The Fiddlehead, Foothill Poetry, Prairie Fire, Prairie
Journal, QWERTY, and Vallum. He also won first place in Grain’s 2013 Short Grain
poetry contest.
Contributions:
The 12 Aspects of Tragedy in Wolves Hunting -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Shannon Kernaghan
Shannon Kernaghan has two published books – a collection of short stories and a
business reference. Her stories appear in anthologies, journals, and magazines. For
six years she wrote a weekly column for the Red Deer Advocate. More at her
personal website. Opa!
Website: www.shannonkernaghan.com
Contributions:
Last Chance for Icons -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Jonas Kiedrowski
Though not quite forty, at times Jonas Kiedrowski is a seventy-year-old crank.
Contributions:
RE: Improving Saskatoon by purging undesirables from downtown -- Issue Number
9, July 2016
Steve Klepetar
Steve Klepetar’s work has appeared widely and has received several nominations for
the Puschcart Prize and Best of the Net. His latest collections are Speaking to the
Field Mice (Sweatshoppe Publications) and Blue Season (with Joseph Lisowski,
mgv2>publishing).
Contributions:
Waiting -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
D. Krauss
D. Krauss was born in Germany, adopted by a military family, and so became a US
citizen in a roundabout way. He lived in Oklahoma and Alabama, somehow ending
up in New Jersey where he lived every single Bruce Springsteen song. He joined the
USAF and stayed twenty years longer than he expected. He has been: cotton picker,
sod buster, a painter of roads, surgical orderly, weatherman (yes, a weatherman),
librarian, a special agent, and a counterterrorist analyst. Dâ€™s been married over
36 years (yep, same woman) and has a wildman bass guitarist for a son.
Contributions:
The Managing of Others' Lives -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Alice Kuipers
Alice Kuipers was born in London, England. She moved to Saskatoon in 2003. She
has short stories published in magazines and produced by CBC radio. Her first novel,
Life on the Refrigerator Door, is published in 27 countries.
Contributions:
Wrapped in the Arms of the Holy Land -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Mercedes Lawry
I've been publishing poetry for about thirty years in such journals as Poetry, Rhino,
Puerto del Sol, Folio, New Madrid, Seattle Review, Nimrod, and Crab Creek
Review. My chapbook There are Crows in My Blood was published by Pudding
House in 2007 and my chapbook Happy Darkness was released by Finishing Line
Press this past summer. I've received honors from the Seattle Arts Commission, Jack
Straw Foundation, Artist Trust, and Richard Hugo House. I've also published fiction
as well as stories and poems for children. Originally from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania,
I've lived in Seattle for over thirty years.
Contributions:
The Refuge of a Hill Town -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Amanda Leduc
I am a novelist and essayist currently located in Hamilton, Ontario. My essays and
stories have appeared in The Rumpus, ELLE Canada, Filling Station, Prairie Fire,
and others. My novel, THE MIRACLES OF ORDINARY MEN, was published this
past May by Toronto’s ECW Press.
Deborah Leiter

Picture of Leiter

Events in Deborah's life, together with her lifelong
addiction to words, have stimulated in her a great
interest in what happens when words, particularly
creative words, hit the online environment. And so,
after seven years spent, not in Tibet, but working for
a division of HarperCollins Publishers, mostly with
web content and information architecture, and a year
spent studying at the University of Saskatchewan, she
was delighted to wake up one day to discover she was
managing editor of TFR. Deborah, who received her
BA in English and a minor in journalism from Calvin College in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, spends a chunk of her time studying what T. S. Eliot and Henry David
Thoreau have written about simplicity and "the good life" for her MA thesis. When
she's not hammering away at Walden and Four Quartets (works she finds
increasingly relevant in a world of information overload), she can often be found
writing fiction or blogging about how technology affects communication and
creativity in the English language. In the past few years, she's also served as Book
Review Editor of NightsAndWeekends.com and as web editor of the now-defunct
WorkingPOET e-zine. She has published poetry, book reviews, journalism, and
creative non-fiction both online and in print venues, and is seeking a home for her
first novel manuscript.
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Susan Lemprière
Originally from Ontario, Susan Lemprière now lives in Quebec where she works
professionally as a translator. Her most recent literary translation appeared in carte
blanche (fall 2012). She is also a writer, working on a collection of short stories.
Contributions:
Where a tadpole breaks the skin of the water -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Desmond Lindo
Now approaching his 75th birthday, Desmond Lindo has taken to passing himself off
as an Author, Playwright, and Raconteur. He was born in Jamaica and somehow
managed to sneak into Canada in 1957. Possessed of a modesty commensurate to his
talents, he has managed to avoid notice on the Canadian literary scene. He has
written or begun works in several genres, with publication coming his way only
through the short pieces of humour he gave away or sold for a pittance. The damn
fool once aspired to win the Stephen Leacock Memorial Award for Humour but has
abandoned that quest for reasons you are advised not to ask him about.
Contributions:
My People Shall Be Thy People -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Holly Luhning
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Holly Luhning is a PhD candidate in the Department
of English at the University of Saskatchewan. Her
poetry has appeared in literary journals and
anthologies, and has been broadcast on CBC radio.
She is the author of Sway (Thistledown, 2003) and a
chapbook, Plush (JackPine, 2006).
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
'Luck hassles the strung kite.' Strung by Brecken
Rose Hancock -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Jeanette Lynes
Jeanette Lynes is the author of three collections of poetry. She is currently writer in
residence at Saskatoon Public Library.
Contributions:
The Fine Art of Collage or; T.S. Eliot Hits the Mosh Pit: Curio: Grotesques and
Satires from the Electronic Age by Elizabeth Bachinsky -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Three Triolets For A Friend Trying Out Internet Dating -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Musing in Work Boots -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Leah MacLean-Evans
Leah MacLean-Evans is an Ottawa writer whose prose has appeared in The Globe
and Mail and On Spec Magazine. In her undergrad she researched psycholinguistics
and, unrelatedly, met a bunch of cool poets. Her MFA thesis at the University of
Saskatchewan is a novel set in Ottawa and featuring a talking cat, an urban deer, and
a bunch of women.
Contributions:
Cheeky Monkey, Or the Strangest Sentence on My Hard Drive -- Issue Number 9,
July 2016
Cyndi MacMillan
Cyndi MacMillan is a writer who lives in New Hamburg, Ontario, home of North
America’s largest working waterwheel. Her stories have appeared in the Kitchener
Citizen and the Record. She attempts to give equal attention to her poetry, short
fiction, and novel-in-progress with the support of her husband and young daughter.
Contributions:
Cabinet Card, 1884 -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Nico Mara-McKay
Nico Mara-McKay is a writer living in Toronto. Her work has appeared in numerous
journals and magazines, most recently in Broken Pencil, The Antigonish Review and
Contemporary Verse 2. She can be found on Twitter @plutopsyche.
Website: nicomaramckay.com
Contributions:
Cut -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Dave Margoshes
Dave Margoshes is a fiction writer and poet who lives in Regina. His poetry and
stories are widely published in Canadian literary magazines. His new book of poetry,
The Horse Knows the Way, came out last fall. "Mona Lisa 1998" is part of another
collection, Dimensions of an Orchard, to be published in 2010. Another book of
poetry, Purity of Absence, came out in 2001. A story collection, Bix's Trumpet and
Other Stories, won Book of the Year at the 2007 Saskatchewan Book Awards.
Contributions:
Bat Mitzvah -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Jesus at Ten -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Mona Lisa 1998 -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Brooklyn, 1952 -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Derek Mascarenhas
Derek Mascarenhas is a graduate of the University of Toronto School of Continuing
Studies Creative Writing Program, a finalist and runner up for the school's Penguin
Random House of Canada Student Award for Fiction, and a nominee for the 2015
Marina Nemat Award. He has works published or forthcoming in The Dalhousie
Review, Switchback, and The Antigonish Review. He is presently working on a
linked short story collection, Coconut Dreams, and a novel.
Contributions:
Learn to Care -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Shannon McConnell
Shannon McConnell is a writer, teacher, and musician from Vancouver, British
Columbia. Shannon’s fiction and poetry has appeared in the University of the Fraser
Valley’s Literary and Arts Magazine, Louden Singletree. Her writing explores mental
illness, relationships, mortality, the Pacific Northwest, and the 1990s punk/grunge
scene in Seattle. Shannon is currently living in Saskatoon working on her Masters of
Fine Arts in Writing at the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
Gum Wall -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Snap -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Tyler McCreary
Tyler McCreary is a Master's student in Geography at the University of
Saskatchewan. His thesis research explores racial constructions of the Canadian
prairies and how they are contested by anti-racist education.
Contributions:
'you have to name the silence': Songs to Kill a Wîhtikow by Neal McLeod -- Issue
Number 1, April 2006
Karen McElrea
Karen McElrea's poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Grain, Arc, Event,
Wascana Review, The Prairie Journal, The Dalhousie Review, The Nashwaak
Review, Vallum and echolocation, in Body Language (Black Moss Press, 2003), and
on Winnipeg buses for Poetry in Motion.
Contributions:
Landlorn -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Cassidy McFadzean
Cassidy McFadzean is completing an MA in English and creative writing at the
University of Regina. She is currently writing a collection of poems inspired by the
Old English riddles of the Exeter Book, which infuse the non-human world with life
and often speech. Her writing has appeared in CV2.
Contributions:
I spy a pair of eyes: a riddle -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Lisa McNally
Contributions:
Visibly Vulnerable -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Fred Meissner
Long ago, Fred Meissner decided to "live life to the fullest" by playing at writing and
working as a high school English teacher; having enjoyed some success in both areas,
he will eventually retire from teaching, build a papier-mache glider from his
rejection slips, and soar peacefully into Oblivion's misty realms. He has a few recent
publishing credits, including Ascent Aspirations, Electro-Twaddle, Armada
Quarterly, Poetry Canada, and a broadside for Rubicon Press. As well, Cezanne's
Carrot, Toward the Light, Horizon Magazine, and Inscribed have each published
one of his personal essays.
Contributions:
Moose Thoughts -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Christina Mengert
Christina Mengert holds an MFA from Brown University and is pursuing her PhD in
Creative Writing at Denver University. Her poems have appeared in Salt, American
Letters and Commentary, Aufgabe, and Phoebe, among other journals. Her first
manuscript, The Last Night of Polaris, has twice been a National Poetry Series
Finalist.
Contributions:
Epithalamion 2 -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Dianne Miller
Dianne Miller divides her time between Saskatoon, where she teaches at the
university, and her farm in Nova Scotia. She has published poems in the Amethyst
Review, Grain, and The Antigonish Review. She is a member of the writers' group
Sisters' Ink. Her poetry explores, among other things, the slippage between memory
and history.
Email: dianne.miller@usask.ca
Contributions:
The visit -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Richard Milligan
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Richard Milligan does ecological fieldwork in the
summer and studies 18th century travel writing the
rest of the time in pursuit of a Masters in English at
the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
'you have to name the silence': Songs to Kill a
Wîhtikow by Neal McLeod -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Sonnet Mondal
Sonnet Mondal writes from Kolkata and is the founder of The Enchanting Verses
Literary Review. He has authored eight books of poetry and has read at Struga
Poetry Evenings, Macedonia, 2014; Uskudar International Poetry Festival, Istanbul,
2015; and the International Poetry Festival of Granada, Nicaragua, 2016.
He has been a featured writer at the International Writing Program, University of
Iowa’s Silk Routes Project and his latest works have appeared in The McNeese
Review, Sheepshead Review, Clackamas Literary Review, Two Thirds North, and
Sanskrit Literary-Arts Magazine. Most recently his poems in Slovenian translation
have been aired at the Literary Nokturno program of the Public Radio and Television
of Slovenia. His poetry has been translated into Hindi, Italian, Slovenian, Slovakian,
Chinese, Turkish, Macedonian, Bengali, and Arabic.
Website: www.sonnetmondal.com
Contributions:
April and My Plastic Sunflowers -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Dan Murphy
Dan Murphy is a retired educator and an author who splits his time between Tilting,
Fogo Island, and Corner Brook, Newfoundland and Labrador. He has co-authored
eleven books that include environmental science textbooks and canoe and sea kayak
paddling guides. Dan is completing his third volume of poetry and is in the process
of seeking publishers. His poetry has appeared in Quills: Canadian Poetry
Magazine, Rabbit Tales, Paragon IV & V, Red River Journal, The Tilting
Expatriate, and The Scaldy Detail Anthology (Scallta Media, Wexford Ireland), and
recently an anthology of his work was published in Humber Mouths 2 released
during the 2010 April Rabbit. In 2011 he received a Newfoundland and Labrador
Arts and Letters award for poetry.
Contributions:
Liturgy -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
James B. Nicola
James B. Nicola, winner of three poetry awards and recipient of one Rhysling and
two Pushcart nominations, has published 400 poems in Atlanta Review, Tar River,
Texas Review, etc. A Yale grad and stage director by profession, his book Playing the
Audience won a Choice Award. A first full-length collection, Manhattan Plaza, is
scheduled for release in 2014.
Contributions:
Context and Perspective -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Melanie Oberg
Melanie is first year English Master’s student at the University of Victoria. She
obtained her Bachelor’s degree, with Honours, at UBCO. She was born and raised in
Trail B.C.
Contributions:
Michelangelo -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Nicole Pakan
Nicole Pakan is an active member of the Edmonton (Canada) literary community,
performing and organizing events around the city. She is the Co-Editor for the
international online and print literary journal DailyHaiku. Her recent publication
credits include poems in Filling Station, The Prairie Journal, Other Voices,
Notebook magazine, Misunderstandings Magazine, The Toronto Quarterly and
Blue Skies Poetry. She was short-listed for the CV2 2-day poem contest for 2008 and
was the winner of the 2009 Edmonton CBC Poetry Faceoff.
Contributions:
Bullets or Glass -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Jared Pearce
Jared Pearce teaches writing and literature at William Penn University. Some of his
poems will soon be or have recently been shared in DIAGRAM, Asymptote,
Harbinger Asylum, Corvus, East Coast Ink, and Dark Matter.
Contributions:
Is Just a Dream, Dream, Dream -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Charlie Peters
Charlie Peters is a writer from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. He is currently completing
a Bachelors of Fine Arts in Acting at the University of Saskatchewan. His work has
been published in In Medias Res and Windscript (a publication of the Saskatchewan
Writers' Guild).
Contributions:
Pigeon on a London Street -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Nick Pincumbe
Nick Pincumbe, 25, is currently an MFA candidate at the University of Alabama. "Q
and A" is his first creative nonfiction publication and despite its exploration of the
uncomfortable state of modern male bonding, hopefully it shows he loves his parents
very much.
Contributions:
QandA -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Kenneth Pobo
Kenneth Pobo has a new chapbook out from Eastern Point Press called Placemats.
His work has appeared in Grain, Windsor Review, Indiana Review, Nimrod,
Dalhousie Review, and elsewhere.
Contributions:
Wandawoowoo Learns to Skate -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Michael Prior
I am a writer living in British Columbia where I work at a bookstore and attend the
University of British Columbia. I have just recently started to submit my work. My
poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Qwerty, The Antigonish Review and
Contemporary Verse 2.
Contributions:
The Four Humours -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Paula Jane Remlinger
Paula Jane Remlinger graduated from the M.A. program in the U of S English
Department; her thesis was on the poetry of Saskatchewan author John V. Hicks.
She has been previously published in In Medias Res and Backyard Ashes, and is the
author of two teacher guides published by Thistledown Press. She also has work
forthcoming in the Hagios Press anthology Fast Forward: New Saskatchewan
Poets. She lives in Saskatoon with her husband Trent and her diabolical black cat,
Dickens.
Contributions:
Burnt Sienna -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Autumn Richardson
Autumn Richardson is from northwestern Ontario. Her writing draws upon
landscape, ritual, and memory. She lives in Cumbria, England, and is the co-founder
of Corbel Stone Press, publishing texts, music, and art informed by landscape,
folklore, ecology, history, and animism. Recent publications can be found in
Contemporary Verse 2, Room, Carte Blanche, Reliquiae, and Earthlines Magazine.
Contributions:
Aperture -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Jael Richardson
Contributions:
Stone Walls and Molassess -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Anthony Rintala
Anthony Rintala, nerd, recently returned from a three-decade tour of the American
South and is currently hiding out in southern Indiana, where he teaches, grooms his
beard, and waits for the signal. He will know the signal. His work has most recently
been published in New Plains Review, Kudzu Magazine, Muse: A Quarterly
Journal, Ishaan Literary Review, Oklahoma Review, Copperfield Review, A Few
Lines Magazine, Mad Hatter’s Review, Foundling Review, Muddy River, Penwood
Review, St. Ann’s Review, and Sakura Review.
Contributions:
The Tree -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Kim Roberts
Kim Roberts is the author of two books of poems, most recently The Kimnama
(Vrzhu Press, 2007). She edits the acclaimed online journal Beltway Poetry
Quarterly, and lives in Washington, DC.
Contributions:
IUDs -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
James Romanow
Contributions:
The Hack's Progress -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Michael C. Rush
Michael C. Rush currently splits his time between northern Arizona and upstate New
York, and has most recently published poems in Blue Fifth Review (forthcoming),
The Istanbul Review, Penumbra Magazine, Four and Twenty, Scholars & Rogues
Literary Review, and Picayune Magazine.
Contributions:
Elegy for Edges -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jenny Ryan
Originally from Ontario, Jenny Ryan is currently finding her way in Saskatoon as a
writer caught up in the career of a Children's Librarian. A longtime fan of Dorothy
Parker's, Miss Ryan recently purchased her first cloche hat.
Contributions:
Mrs. Parker Has Accidents -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer
Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer is a writer and artist living in Saskatoon, SK. She's attracted
to narrative, which she expresses through her drawings and paintings, as well as her
writing. She's currently enrolled in the new Master's of Fine Arts in Writing program
at the University of Saskatchewan and hopes to graduate in the fall of 2013.
Contributions:
Mindful -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Mindful -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Richard Scarsbrook
I am the author of the books Cheeseburger Subversive, Featherless Bipeds, Destiny's
Telescope, and The Monkeyface Chronicles, which have been short-listed for the
CLA Book of the Year Award (twice), the Stellar Book Prize, and ReLit Award, and
the OLA White Pine Award (twice), which I won in 2011 for The Monkeyface
Chronicles. My prize-winning poems and short stories have been published widely. I
teach creative writing courses at George Brown College and The Humber School for
Writers.
Contributions:
These are not Metaphors (These were not Dreams) -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Ole Schenk
Ole Schenk lives in Saskatoon and works on completing his M.A. thesis in English,
on historical fiction and hermeneutics. He is passionate about literature in all its
genres. Ole enjoys animated dialogue, continental philosophy, jogging by the river,
playing guitar with friends who will sing with him, and preaching occasionally in
church.
Contributions:
John Livingstone Clark — "Man Reading 'Woman Reading in Bath'" -- Issue
Number 4, May 2010
Jeff Schiff
In addition to Mixed Diction (Mammoth books, 2009) Jeff Schiff is author of
Anywhere in this Country (Mammoth Press), The Homily of Infinitude
(Pennsylvania Review Press), The Rats of Patzcuaro (Poetry Link), Resources for
Writing About Literature (HarperCollins), and Burro Heart (Mammoth Books). His
work has appeared internationally in more than seventy periodicals, including
Grand Street, The Ohio Review, Poet & Critic, The Louisville Review, Tendril,
Pembroke Magazine, Carolina Review, Chicago Review, Hawaii Review, Southern
Humanities Review, River City, Indiana Review, and The Southwest Review. He
has taught at Columbia College Chicago since 1987.
Contributions:
Self Portrait with Forecast -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Jonathan Sherman
Jonathan Sherman is a recent graduate of the Master's program at the U of S. His
areas of study include hip-hop aesthetics, visual poetry, and internment literature.
He currently resides in Saskatoon.
Contributions:
Breaking the Cycle of Innocence in Michael Kenyon's The Beautiful Children --

Issue Number 4, May 2010
Hilary Sideris
I have an MFA from The University of Iowa Writers' Workshop. My work has
appeared or is forthcoming in journals such as Arts & Letters, Cimarron Review,
Confrontation, Connecticut Review, The Evansville Review, Green Mountains
Review, Grey Sparrow, Gulf Coast, Mid-American Review, The Normal School
Magazine, Poet Lore, Tar River Poetry, Willow Review, and Women's Studies
Quarterly, among many others. My first and third chapbooks, The Orange Juice is
Over and Gold & Other Fish, have been published by Finishing Line Press, and my
second chapbook, Baby, was published by Pudding House Press. I live in Brooklyn
and work for The City University of New York, where I'm responsible for creating
and coordinating programs for English language learners and nontraditional college
students.
Contributions:
Dandelion -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Heather -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Shauna Singh Baldwin
Shauna Singh Baldwin's first novel What the Body Remembers, the story of two
women in a polygamous marriage in occupied India, received the Commonwealth
Prize for Best Book (Canada-Caribbean). English Lessons and Other Stories received
the Friends of American Writers prize. Her second novel, The Tiger Claw, was a
finalist for Canada's Giller Prize. Shauna's awards include the 1995 Writer's Union of
Canada Award for short prose and the 1997 Canadian Literary Award. We Are Not in
Pakistan, her second collection of short stories, was a Quill and Quire Book of the
Year 2007. She is currently working on a novel.
Website: www.shaunasinghbaldwin.com
Contributions:
I Never Knew When I Arrived in this Country -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Glen Sorestad
Glen Sorestad is a well known Saskatoon poet, a Life Member of The League of
Canadian Poets and was Saskatchewan's first Poet Laureate (2000-2004). He is the
author of more than 15 books of poetry, the most recent Blood & Bone, Ice & Stone
(Thistledown, 2005). His poems have been translated into several languages,
including Finnish and Slovene; his poetry has appeared in over 40 anthologies and
textbooks, as well as literary magazines and e-zines all over North America and in
Europe.
Contributions:
Morning Declaration -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Presences/Absences -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Michael Spring
Michael Spring lives and works in London. He is a director of a design and marketing
company and an award-winning copywriter. For some years now, he has been
writing short fiction, a gesture of admiration to some of the masters of story-telling.
His work has been broadcast on BBC radio, and has appeared in magazines in the US
and Canada as well as in the UK.
Contributions:
Finding Julie -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Greg Stacey
Originally from Edmonton, Greg is a neuroscience grad student living in Montreal.
He enjoys losing at chess, trips back to Edmonton, and watching good movies.
Contributions:
enough -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
The new place -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Scott T. Starbuck
Thomas Rain Crowe wrote about Scott T. Starbuck’s latest book, forthcoming from
Fomite Press, “Industrial Oz may just be the most cogent and sustained collection of
quality eco-activist poetry ever written in this culture, this country.” Activist Bill
McKibben wrote, “Industrial Oz is . . . rousing, needling, haunting.” Starbuck was a
2014 Friends of William Stafford Scholar at the “Speak Truth to Power” FOR
Seabeck Conference, and will be a 2015 writer-in-residence at Playa near Summer
Lake, Oregon. He blogs at riverseek.blogspot.com.
Website: riverseek.blogspot.com
Contributions:
Houses on Siletz Spitz -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
J.J. Steinfeld
Poet, fiction writer, and playwright J. J. Steinfeld lives on Prince Edward Island,
where he is patiently waiting for Godot's arrival and a phone call from Kafka. While
waiting, he has published fourteen books, including Should the Word Hell Be
Capitalized? (Stories, Gaspereau Press), Would You Hide Me?(Stories, Gaspereau
Press), An Affection for Precipices (Poetry, Serengeti Press), Misshapenness (Poetry,
Ekstasis Editions), and A Glass Shard and Memory (Stories, Recliner Books). His
short stories and poems have appeared in numerous anthologies and periodicals
internationally, and over forty of his one-act plays and a handful of full-length plays
have been performed in Canada and the United States.
Contributions:
Other Skies in Other Places -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Susan Stenson
Susan Stenson is a poet living in Victoria.
Contributions:
Still Life -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Francine Sterle
Francine Sterle lives in northeastern Minnesota and is the author of a chapbook, The
White Bridge (Poetry Harbor, 1999), as well as two full-length collections: Every
Bird is One Bird (Tupelo Press, 2001) and Nude in Winter (forthcoming from Tupelo
Press in 2006).
Contributions:
Self-Portrait -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Jennifer Still
Jennifer Still's first book of poetry, Saltations, was nominated for three
Saskatchewan Book Awards in 2006. Her poetry has appeared in numerous
Canadian literary journals and anthologies including Fast Forward: Saskatchewan's
New Poets. Jennifer is the regional winner of the 2008 CBC Poetry Face-Off and is
currently writing up a flurry in Eastend, SK, with her family.
Contributions:
Writing 'the gaps between what really happens:' Phobic, by Triny Finlay -- Issue
Number 2, April 2007
Boathouse -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Dream Room -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Reed Stirling
Reed Stirling lives in Cowichan Bay, BC, and writes when not painting landscapes, or
travelling, or taking coffee at Bo's, a local caf where physics and metaphysics clash
daily. Recent work has appeared in a variety of publications including The
Nashwaak Review, The Valley Voice, Senior Living, Island Writer, Maple Tree
Literary Supplement, and Out Of The Warm Land II and III, StepAway Magazine,
The Eloquent Atheist, PaperPlates, and The Danforth Review.
Contributions:
Song of the Cicadas -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Fraser Sunderland
I was born in Glasgow in 1975 and raised in Mississauga. I graduated from Sheridan
College’s animation program in 1998, which led me to live and work in Salt Lake
City, Halifax, Toronto, Sudbury, and Hamilton. I’ve worked in the video-game and
television industries for companies both mammoth and minuscule. My favourite way
to play hard will always be behind a drum kit.
Contributions:
The Power of Drums -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Margaret Thompson
Margaret Thompson came to Canada in 1967 and taught English at secondary and
post-secondary levels until 1998. Her publishing credits include Squaring the
Round, a collection of prose and poetry on the early history of Fort St. James; Hide
and Seek (Caitlin, 1996); Eyewitness(Ronsdale, 2000), a YA novel that won a
BC2000 Book Award; Fox Winter (Hodgepog, 2003); and two essay collections,
Knocking on the Moonlit Door (NeWest, 2004), and Adrift on the Ark (Brindle &
Glass, 2009) as well as contributions to literary magazines and four anthologies. She
is a Past President of the Federation of BC Writers, and lives in Victoria, BC.
Contributions:
Patience, Hope, and Other Deadly Virtues -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Will Tinkham
Will Tinkham has published short fiction most recently in D-Day 68th Anniversary
Anthology (mgversion2>datura press), Skive Magazine: Americana, mgv2_69:
Fifty Stars and A Maple Leaf, Wilderness House Literary Review, A Small Good
Magazine, and Talkin' Blues (2010 B.J. Rolfzen Award). "The Only Good Indian" is
an excerpt from an as-yet-unpublished novel.
Website: willtinkham.blogspot.com
Contributions:
The Only Good Indian -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Tom Tracey
Contributions:
A Smiling Phiz for Hindlegs -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Yi-Mei Tsiang
Yi-Mei Tsiang lives in Kingston, Ontario. She has previously published poetry in The
New Quarterly, Room of One's Own, Qwerty, and Echolocation.
Contributions:
Sutemi Waza -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
James Tyner
James Tyner has been writing for only a few years, and still considers himself new to
poetry. In that short time, he has won the Andres Montoya Scholarship, the Larry
Levis Prize, the Ernesto Trejo Poetry Prize, and the Coal Hill Review Chapbook
contest. His thesis, a book of poetry titled Baptized in Dirt, was voted most
outstanding thesis of 2009 from California State University, Fresno. His writing
takes place in Los Angeles and the California Central Valley, the two places that
made him who he is. A struggling pacifist, Tyner writes poetry about the violentgang
world he came from and the effects of violence around him in order to help him
make sense of the world he lives in.
Contributions:
On Writing -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Jessica Van de Kemp
My work is forthcoming in Vallum Magazine. I am a member of the Ontario College
of Teachers and am currently pursuing an MA in Rhetoric and Communication
Design from the University of Waterloo.
Contributions:
Indigo Child -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
April Vázquez
I am a native of North Carolina and have a B.A. in Literature and Language from
UNC-Asheville and an M.A. in the Teaching of English from UNC-Charlotte. I
currently live in León, Guanajuato, Mexico, where I dedicate my time to
homeschooling my daughters.
Contributions:
Old Juan -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Dylan Wagman
My name is Dylan Wagman and I am a fifth year Creative Writing major at York
University. "The Skyline Circus" is part of a manuscript in progress that explores life
and death in the modern world. I have been published in The Flying Walrus and
won second prize in the Robbie Burns Poetry Contest 2011.
Contributions:
The Skyline Circus -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Matthew Walsh
Matthew Walsh is currently studying Creative Writing in UBC’S MFA program. His
work has been or will be featured in The Found Poetry Review, Carousel, Descant,
Existere, and Carte Blanche, and as part of the Halifax Commons Poetry Anthology.
His long poem “Cloud Grape” won the York University President’s Prize for poetry.
He is currently a member of Prism magazine’s editorial board.
Contributions:
Coelacanth -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Lesley Washington
Lesley Washington lives and writes in Saskatoon. She is a member of the Saskatoon
Writers' Coop and the Saskatchewan Writers' Guild, and her poetry has been
published in Room and Spring.
Contributions:
Trace -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Jennifer Wynne Webber
Jennifer Wynne Webber is a novelist, playwright, former CBC journalist, and
sometime actor (Shakespeare on the Sask.; Arts Club Theatre, Vancouver; Centaur
Theatre, Montreal). She is the author of two books, a play, Beside Myself (2001), and
a novel, Defying Gravity (2000), which was nominated for three Saskatchewan
Book Awards including Book of the Year. A graduate in history from the U of S,
Jennifer is currently working on her MFA in Creative Writing through the University
of British Columbia.
Website: www.jenniferwebber.com
Contributions:
Criatura -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Christine Wessel
I am a thirty-something-year-old mother and teacher. My roles, and experiences,
inspire me to write. I am an avid reader who believes in the power of words, and in
the importance of chasing dreams. I reside in Peterborough with my daughter,
husband, and two cats.
Contributions:
Controlling the Masses -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Learning in spite -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Joanna M. Weston
Joanna M. Weston is married with three sons and two cats. She is a full-time writer
of poetry, short-stories, and poetry reviews. Her work has been published
internationally in journals, print and online, and anthologies. She has two middlereaders, The Willow Tree Girl and Those Blue Shoes, as well as a collection of poetry,
A Summer Father, published by Frontenac House of Calgary, all in print.
Contributions:
The Shell Collection -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Linda WhiteI am a retired teacher living in central east Alberta. I enjoy reading,
photography, and my dogs. I have published work in Transition Magazine, The
Edmonton Journal, Halcyon Magazine, and Twisted Tales.
Contributions:
As Good a Day as Any -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Anne Whitehouse
Anne Whitehouse is the author of poetry collections: The Surveyorâ€™s Hand,
Blessings and Curses, Bear in Mind, One Sunday Morning, and the forthcoming,
The Refrain. Her novel Fall Love is now available free as an ebook from Smashwords
and Feedbooks.
Website: www.annewhitehouse.com
Contributions:
Desecration -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Meagan Wohlberg
Meagan Wohlberg is an undergraduate student at the University of Saskatchewan,
pursuing a Double Honours B.A. in Philosophy and English. She is co-organizer of
the Saskatoon Anarchist Bookfair and many other free art and activist events. She
loves to give workshops on zine-making and self-publishing. One day, she will
complete a graphic novel on metaphysics. This is the first time her poetry has been
published anywhere.
Contributions:
Submerging -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Michele Yeager
Michele Yeager lives south of Moose Jaw on the second townsite of an alphabet line.
She shares the mayoralty of Buttress with her husband, assuming office in the even
years and serving a citizenry that consists of three horses, two dogs, twelve turtles,
an undetermined amount of cats and bats and birds, and a welcome but itinerant
population of relatives and friends. Michele and Bob enjoy riding, rock-hounding,
hunting, fishing, gardening, and watching the Riders and Vikings. Michele also
teaches, runs, and is proud to be a small part of organizing the annual Festival of
Words in Moose Jaw.
Contributions:
Hard Water Fishing -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Daniel Yetman
Daniel Yetman is currently an English teacher in South Korea and graduated from
Dalhousie University in 2014. His short story “Mascara and Other Pretty Things” was
published earlier this year in Straylight magazine, and “Pieces of Beijing” will be
published in the spring edition of the Red Rock Review. He is enrolled in the MFA at
the University of Saskatchewan for 2016.
Contributions:
A Crow Named Ceres -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Jason Young
Jason Young is an undergraduate student at the University of Saskatchewan,
pursuing a degree in Civil Engineering. A Vancouver Film School trained
screenwriter, his first produced film, the award-winning "How to Disappear
Completely", premiered at the Cannes film festival in 2004.
Contributions:
Before the Gravity Stopped -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Changming Yuan
Changming Yuan, (co-)author of Chansons of a Chinaman (2009) and Three Poets
(2011) as well as a four-time Pushcart nominee, grew up in rural China and
published several monographs before moving to Canada. With a Ph.D. in English
from the University of Saskatchewan, Yuan teaches independently in Vancouver and
has poetry appearing in 420 literary publications across 18 countries, including
Barrow Street, Best Canadian Poetry, BestNewPoemsOnline, CanLit, Grain,
London Magazine, LRC, Poetry Salzburg, Poetry Kanto, Queenâ€™s Quarterly and
Taj Mahal Review.
Contributions:
Worldy Affairs (6): Today's Special -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Nicole A. Yurcaba
Nicole Yurcaba is a Ukrainian-American writer, an internationally recognized poet,
and an English instructor at Bridgewater College. She has been published in venues
such as The Atlanta Review, The Bluestone Review, the Philomathean Society,
Midway Journal, Still: The Journal, The Tishman Review, Vox Poetica, and many
others. Yurcaba is also the 2nd place winner of Australia’s Sans Frontieres
Hemingway Contest and a finalist for Salem College’s International Poetry Rita Dove
Award. Her chapbook Hollow Bottles is forthcoming from Red Dashboard Press in
Fall 2016.
Contributions:
The Forest, 24 October 2015 -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Kevin Ziegler
Kevin Ziegler is a recent graduate of Queen's University's Master's Program. Before
moving to Kingston he spent four years in Saskatoon completing his undergraduate
degree in English at the University of Saskatchewan. His primary areas of interest
are graphic narrative, cultural studies, and contemporary Canadian short stories.
Contributions:
'An Unromantic Story' Once in a Blue Moon: An Artist's Life by Marie Elyse St.
George -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Lindsay Zier-Vogel
Lindsay Zier-Vogel is a poet, choreographer and arts-educator in Toronto. Her work
has been recently published in Room of One's Own, Grain and filling Station, among
other literary journals. She is the co-coordinator of the Toronto Small Press Book
Fair and also a founding member of Tuesday, a Toronto-based writing collective
involved in collaborative and multidisciplinary projects. Zier-Vogel is also the
founding editor of Puddle Press, an independent press that focuses on the intimate
and invested experience between relationship between reader and book and
author/creator. Zier-Vogel is a Master's Student in the University of Toronto's
Creative Writing program.
Contributions:
Postures, 5 -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
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