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Editor's Note
Michael J. Horacki

next
contents
There are many people I'd like to thank personally for their DR
contributions to the 2015 edition of the Fieldstone Review. I would like,

first, to thank all the authors who submitted works for consideration, including those
appearing in this issue (Elizabeth Andrews, j tate barlow, Chelsea Eckert, Shauntay
Grant, Clarissa P. Green, Meaghan Hackinen, Cyndi MacMillan, Derek Mascarenhas,

Scott T. Starbuck, and Fraser Sunderland).

I would also like to thank our section editors, Tara Chambers (poetry), Sheheryar B.
Sheikh (fiction), and Adar Charlton and Martin Winquist (creative nonfiction), as
well as our readers, Kyle Dase, Jade McDougall, Patrick O'Reilly, Claire Peacock,
Jessica Ratcliffe, Brendan Swalm, and Aaron Thacker. In addition, I'd like to thank
Shakti Brazier-Tompkins, both for her work as copy editor and for generously
sharing her experiences as a past general editor of the Fieldstone.

Finally, I'd like to thank Jon Bath of The Humanities and Fine Arts Digital Research
Centre, who has continued to support the Fieldstone over the years by, among other
things, using his technical expertise to provide us with a way to share these works
with the world at large.

Sincerely,
Michael J. Horacki
Editor-in-Chief
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slight epics

j. tate barlow next

previous
I Drunken bohemian waxwings in Whitehorse Yukon ;??;f;tfriendly
their beaks redstained
tumble out of trees in november are rescued
recover in hamster cages til
sober enough to navigate
A number of each year’s flock will carouse
in frozen fermented berries
risking fatal intoxication
by fruitof rowan

IT Construction cramps the darkening downtown
Toronto street as snow begins

Sewer grate snagsandmangles

rips from myecar its exhaust system

Impaled in hesitation’s din

forward?orback?

i’'m quizzed by a wearied

constituent of the hardhatted crew

“What’re you try’n t’do?”
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Houses on Siletz Spitz

Scott T. Starbuck —_—

previous
“Sawed logs within the spit indicate that the portion of the Siletz Spit on Eﬁirﬁte;tziendly
which the houses had been built must have suffered previous erosion,
sometime after 1895. After that early erosion the dunes must have built
back out and become re-established.”

- Paul D. Komar and C. Cary Rea, The Causes of Erosion to Siletz Spit, Oregon

Every hundred years or so
the river swells like a sea
and crazy happens —

driftwood in living rooms,
underwater saltwater kitchens,
docks and moorages swept away.

Old ones’ homes are dry
on upriver stilts
while new construction is gone

as if it never existed
until the next owners
and those who would cheat them

arrive from the east.
Gary at Coyote Rock told me
this would happen

to anyone who didn’t listen
to men who have dwelled here
ten thousand years.
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Gathering
Elizabeth Andrews

nex‘t_

previous

As I rake, I watch coyotes hunt for mice. f)‘gﬁfe]:‘t friendly
They chase the grey blades,

run behind the hum of the grind,

and dive between rows

of dry, spun yellow.

The hay falls sideways, like stacked
skeletal arms collapsed

under the sun. The rays spread out

in front of me, turning the whole field
smoke’s-end red.

The tractor’s vibrations run

between my legs and last night rolls back.
The girl from homeroom I showed

the cows to, then brought to the loft above
the milking machines.

Behind the barn door slats moonlight
filtered white strips over shadows

and yellowed cat skulls sat

near bins of cow corn

and moulded straw.

I readjust the throttle and

recall the sound of the floorboards
cracking, the way our feet got

wrapped in blue twine while calves

bawled from their stalls. I can feel

my lips, chapped and burned, but last night
they were soft with spit and pressed

on hers against the echo

of a coyote’s dry cry.

I turn to check the rows

and watch one of them pause,
jump and fall out of sight
into all that shifted hay.
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The Best Place for Solitude is an Abandoned Mall
Chelsea Eckert

next'

previous
dragons of neon, ;?-irg?enrt?riendly
exhibitionist noise:

visions that went and tickled her

when the sky got too wide and she

crawled into a shell long outgrown

by its well-intentioned

bottom-feeders.

the escalator exhaled

with the weight of her. the wine was
good and did not ask for her money.
how tight (thought she) how quaint

the world is between a

few weeping walls,

between the macy’s, and

the gamestop, and the sephora, signs
askew and asleep, limbs left to sigh
in their decomposition. how can you
even stand up in this town

(said a boyfriend)

it’s too goddamn small

but as she fell asleep against the lip
of a fountain she thought of all the
shops laid out in the same place day
by day and, longing for a map,

unknotted with wonder
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Cabinet Card, 1884
Cyndi MacMillan

next.
previous
Cradled in sepia, nameless, perhaps five ;ﬂgfgt?riendly
with surreal eyes fixed into infernos.

Her pout holds a last breath, camera shy.

A girl on a deathbed, a casualty posed

on pale satin. Unseen, someone mourns

outside the frame, blisters their knees

so dimples again deepen, cheeks warm.

The loss bleeds into this century,

but there is something about her chin,

a resolve, as if a nursed will has outlasted

yellowing lace, sermons on fatherly sins,

and each staunch infirmity of the past.

An unbearable promise warps the print,

stares down pity with undying resentment.
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passing

Shauntay Grant next

previous
contents

remember that night we sat up late cracking dice with the cosmos? you  printer friendly
were shifting — eyes resolved to study sky and star.

there in the wood i poured over you, an eclipse: black, mute, sure. disrobed and we
were both vulnerable. brushed for pulse (lips, neck...). drained two vials of lavender
sealing your pores. tasted ‘til the moon dropped, and you were fixed on Vega. tried to
fool the dawn.

but flames fell before the cinders. and violet struck, threatening fire.

you were cold. and calm while i gave my hands to murdering rodents, pests, all i
might crunch above the storm. and it came. radiant surge colour. shades of anguish.
brooding whispers. our senses gone rogue.

and from the creek, coyotes catching scent. then paws, flattening moss.

and selfish for time, i gave up gathering stones. so morning came — certain, and
without remorse (a sly, swift clench). and all i could, with these blind palms, is rally
two salvaged stones.

and so we went out, firing craps at the gods.
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Shingle Spit Road
Meaghan Hackinen

e
There are two types of people: those who don’t mention their past, and  jvinter fiendly
those who won’t shut up about it. My father’s brother Vincent fell in with

the first, so I'll just tell you what I know.

Uncle Vincent, never Vince, traded college for the army and shipped out at twenty-
one on peacekeeping missions in Croatia, Bosnia, and Herzegovina. “It was hard on
him,” my father said. After a brief stint hitching though Argentina, Uncle Vincent
returned to his homeland. With the commercial vehicle licence he earned in the
military, Uncle became a school bus driver on Hornby Island, British Columbia.
About as far as you could get from anywhere.

Every summer vacation we’d drive up for Labour Day weekend. Uncle Vincent’s blue
trim trailer, parked on an overgrown quarter-acre off Shingle Spit Road, felt
cramped and dingy, the countertops and cupboards stained a sad, sallow yellow. A
single shelf of books lined the dim, wood-panelled hallway. I once witnessed mother
half tuck an envelope under one of the owl-shaped bookends: five hundred dollar
bills.

“Vincent’s marriage collapsed,” said my father. It was a warning. We were on the
ferry to Hornby Island, leaning against the upper deck guardrail with the sun on our
backs, waiting for the horn to sound.

I think my father, in his reserved way, was trying to remind me to behave myself.
Uncle Vincent didn’t cope well with additional sources of stress. But I took the
statement as evidence of how fragile and hinging on disintegration everything was.
There were no genuine failsafes, all of us just a guardrail away from toppling
headfirst into the roaring blue abyss. A classmate had recently introduced me to the
activist magazine Adbusters, and I had begun to view the world a shade or two
darker than I used to, those foaming whirlpools of big pharma, corporation, and
greed now visible just below the surface. I wondered if finances had factored into
Uncle Vincent’s divorce.

My older cousins, Luce and Aimée, named by their Quebecois mother, visited
intermittently, and even as teenagers they slept in bunk beds. We played Scrabble
together, Uncle Vincent the arbitrator of recurrent disputes. I remember how Luce
and Aimée would smirk after he penalized me, it was always me, for slipping in
bogus words.

Uncle got by, even in the dry season, on a well out back. He took military showers
and flushed the toilet with a red plastic pail. I remember clogging it once, real bad.
Panicked, I poured down another pail, while Uncle bellowed at the door, “Amelia,
we're havin’ a water shortage, case you didn’t know!”

My turds swirled ‘round in circles like shameful carousel horses until the toilet bowl
finally drained.

One visit, just after I'd aced my ninth grade exams, we were lolling round the picnic
table beneath two ancient maples, their leaves a bold, bright green and big as your
face. The adults drank pinot grigio that my mother had brought and chatted, only
half-listening, about the lesser-off folks on the island.

“It’s because of capitalism,” I cut in. “Communist countries, like Cuba—"

“You don’t know about communism,” Uncle interrupted from across the table. “You
don’t know a thing.”

The skin under his stubbly beard burned the same rouge that his ex-wife painted her
lips. His eyes, cold, locked on to mine like an enemy target.

“What they teach you in school — well, what do they teach you?”

My parents — where were they? The two of them must have been present, but my
memory of this moment is like a spotlight in the night sky. Only Uncle Vincent and I
are illuminated.

I swallowed. “We’ve got to look out for each other. Look out for—"

“Listen,” Uncle interrupted, “you figure out what’s what.” His voice cut like a rusty ax
that’s kept its edge. “And don’t ever let no one talk bullshit to you.”

Don’t trust me here on the details. My parents must have rematerialized, maybe my
father topped up their glasses while I sulked away. I remember lying back in Luce’s
top bunk, ceiling close overhead, reading Archie comics. With every page I turned,
the contents of the previous faded, so I had to flip back in order to catch the
punchline. Back and forth. Again, again. But I couldn’t grasp a word of it.
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Derek Mascarenhas

ke bl

i i i class. ‘They
fought on a spring day after we went for confession. The priest used to

walked to the church instead. The air was still damp from the rain that had fallen
earlier in the morning — it had come down hard for a few hours, but nothing like the
storm we had last week.

1 tried not to step on the earthworms that had been forced from their flooded homes;
Td cutin half,

the two pices both survive, and each becor
, and,

fingers Horanup behind Parker and placed it on the shoulder of his yellow min,
coa. Bven though ¢ wast aining Parkerhad s hood up,hiding s red har.
Vito's R
someone's sogg/lawn i hove i o bt e o o i o
well

“Ineeded something to confess today,” Vito said, and a few boys laughed.

“I'm sure you
o his ot it i slceve but st suneared down thefrontt

“You'll have to tell your daddy to buy you a new one.” Vito saw Miss Allen
e ° an i g

two.
“What happened, Parker?” asked Miss Allen.
“Nothing, 1 just tripped.”
“You've gotten your nice coat dirty.”
1dh st dand

d:mphnzd Vito, B off having a baby. Miss Allen was covering for the rest
R Seba erid ey Vo ar s e

our
e hadn't finished
~ everyone else knew Vito didn't have a mother.

the rest of the walk to the church.

The it thing Lnoiced on the ld bulding was the large wooden crossa he front.
Tt was tilted, hung like an X

bolts. My mom had hung crucifixes outside of mine et bedroom
doors. There

slid f the frame, s
Srmpit Occasionally, f e sammed out doors, th eraciives came crashing down.
in thei Ithough,

returne
‘home from the hospital, Dad told us not to do anything to upset her for the next lttle
while.

Our whole lass went for confession one by onein the l.m.le booth with the soft red

v oo o b et gatmwlgdeum e say.
after, “Bless me, Father, for [ have sinned.” Father Baxter should have to confess his
sins to me, too; then it would be fair. T told him that I stole from my sister and lied to
my father. T hadn't stolen anything from Ally but figured I'd be covered for lying

ecuse Td said el tomy ather Wi e sy vois, e gave e three Hal
i b e e e e e
confessional it felt good to be forgive

Father Bater' face looked tired as he held Mass for us. 1 could hardly hear his voice

pews a the front. The rest of the church was empty. Two thik candles e

Father
Bastereoughed. It sounded ke the type of coughthat came wih  bad fl, onetht |
might cause something sticky and oddly coloured to be spat up. We waited for him
catch his breath.

Parker sat with hi
closed. There was .wmethmg abmn &he v he prly!d dm Thoth admired and pit
1 T use

When Goodnight, God. I'm going
0 bed with, epy

T vith us,and et when we
told Him about it Himself. It had
easier o beleve then. I never qmnumd anything about religion — God was a given,
and, as Ally used to say, we were “Cat-licks."

like couldn’t
undc(nand sy God had done nothmg to save my second sister. Why He eia
sma s or

Hlm.self weh
it hurt weryune else. I'd never seen Mom cry like that before; it was lmpnsslble ot
to join her.

Father Baster finished coughing and went back to blessing the bread and wine.

Vito i (nm\ me, ind Parker. T watched as h
pulleda slot. He held n\ry ts spis poked
the comners into Parker’s hunched back ke a fork.

iately, but h ed d

Vito poked him again. Parker turned this time, and whispered, “I'm going to tell Miss
Allen”

Vito smiled, and mouthed, “I don't care.”

1thought of my mother again. 1 don't care was like a swear word in our house. Any
time Ally or I said this, Mom immediately gave us a stern look and replied, “Learn to
care.”

Teould tell

p jon, but he was.
‘aneatly folded white cloth.

head and brought t down with force; It was a solid hit, making a loud and
allor kel Parkeris oot agonizing, “Ahhht"

it i were on them. Miss Allen
came over right away.

“We're in church,” she said to Parker. He was holding his head, but she didn't take
any notice.

T wanted to tell Miss Allen what had happened, but Vito was much bigger than me,
t00, and I was afraid he'd start picking on me if I did..

Father Baxt

With in front of me, I took a p

e on the cros theangrer | became — angry o Vit,angry a MissAlen or not
‘noticing. Most of all, T was

e G e e

Talmost didn't realize that ld reached the front of the line. Father Baxter held the.
‘palm. The

light wafer melted on my |nngue, tasteless, as always.

Iput my head down and prayed. T
same place 1idwhen 1 vasyounger: Afer a few moments [ knew i wouldntbe the
1wanted. Stop rker.
R
II und if He didn't, I decided ngh( there md then that I'd stop behzvmg in Him. It

before,
Fightening, T had the power to Kl God, by simply ot beleing.

i came back
outside, Vito went after him. Vito chased him. e and comered himby the
It was like Vito only. one i
just encouraged by the i stopped him. Mostar
E

Vito grabbed y his lifted him
i Parker squirmed, i taller

and
Vito punched the space next to Parker’s head on purpose; the metal wall rattled.
Parker swung his legs, kicking as hard as he could.

Vito held him with both i inst the
“Stop,” Parker pleaded, tears pooling in his eyes. “That hurts.”
“You think I care?”

‘Mom’s voice came to me again and I almost blurted out her words.

Vito shoved him again, with even more force than before.

d i the side of a candle. “I's not fair!”
he sereamed.

Ifeltlike I might cry t0o, but T held it back. God
anything. He didn't care, because He didn't exist ~ if He did, He wouldn't allow such
things to happen.

“Vito,” I said, surprised by my own voice. “You made him cry. What more do you
want?”

Parker him to the

ground.
Vito turned to me. “You want to be next?”

Vito's gaze sent a chill through my body. “No,” I said, and held my breath. I wanted
to turn and run, but stayed standing there.

Theard someone shout, “Principalt”
‘The other boys scattered, but Vito held his ground.
why T was

Tkn itall. Tsaw
Parker's clenched jaw, and how quickly he was breathing, I saw the rock in his hand,
and how tightly he gripped it. I saw the fire in his eyes as he raised his arm back.
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The Power of Drums
Fraser Sunderland i

Toronto.

1
Montreal gi ive listenis i i lamp light, Id sit
> an active list he

through me.

Teould.

i Twas cluless.
Perhaps | i Jor

ipes. I started feeling
ings. It was like.

but had yet to

i i
‘Maybe I needed to bash the skins again.
Flash backward.

Before Sweet
Iuck would have it, Jake’s L

thingis, i
selling his old set,” she told me over the phone.

“Uh-huh...”

il that,
llon i

“Uh-huh...”

Ked itin my trunk,
it for a whil i

tothe
as excited as [ was.
"

goin’on.”

.

Jake and i i
W i iful sig Britsh racing

a1

mountain.
hadn't even played them yet.

A i ki “The high-hat, two
crashes,tworides, and a Chinese cymbal loated above. And to top tll of,three

ling giddy

cymbals inp

strength and rich,

1 intoa beat, E
Sold! Il ake ‘em! Gimme,gimme, gimme!

“Dude, you have to buy these,” said Jake with a knowing look.
“Tknow. T know.” I bit my lip. “Any idea what the guy is asking?"
“Bight hundred.”

. “Dammit!
“Totally reasonable.”

e
alone! Oh, 1 gotta talk to Mum and Dad about ths. Maybe they can make it my
i present — and Il pay hal b

1paid
‘downstairs by the following weekend.
Flash forward.

Now they sat, neglected, i
Montreal.

Our red Ni
few days.
&

. “Topher's
apartment as Dad's wristwatch beeped noon.

1 ike down. Dad did his

still burning in my mind. With a hand on my shoulder, he nudged me out of my
internal play-by-play, past the front steps p to the buzzer.

o " )

‘make us feel welcome. On the drive up, T had been thinking about him, and trying to

‘put myselfin his situation. Did he feel a ltle isolated here in Montreai? Did he relive
ible ni i is building? At least I
i

day, by peopl
Jake. Maybe Topher was i
turn to. But what did I know about how he ived? Not that much. In fact, 1 didn't
Know Topher very well at all

1

the city

down.

“You don't have to go immediately, you know,” Topher said as I closed the trunk shut
i

want to hang out. It's no problem.”

“Nah, I really J ight” I ing it as if T
Knew in my heart that I owed him some bonding time. The truth was, though, that I

about Jake's death —

‘home to my own, safe, bed.

1
Dad and me get nto the car without pressing any further.

as
Tl be backii

“Youbet! I've got

these things safe. 1l talk to you soon, Topher.”

&
Dad,

As Dad drove on,
in my possession.

it. Mitchell ifclttle ki Tmet him at
. ! |

= ago. i
‘owe my entire drumming history to him.

When we
ith, They were old.
1 tell that

In

live et
Tong-de Amostbrittl, yet still

« ¢ ! x
strong enough to withstand being hit by an amateur player.

1 1

i loved them? 2 i i
‘moments of musical release? Who crafted them, and from which sacred tree? My
oomments of A P e K

‘past musicians.

butlw

Tvas i i i i Lsatde
t0 play the same rhythm that he'd just played, and I know that I was able to
i i iting th i d

y 1
Timmed . I knew that I was

a
by playing more.

1didn't need

empowered.

followed. It was.

trunk, T journey

‘speak to me again when the time was right.
: e

them.

e
For a second,

some healing to do before 1 could whale on them again.
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