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Editor's Note

Michael J. Horacki

There are many people I’d like to thank personally for their
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

I Drunken bohemian waxwings in Whitehorse Yukon
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

II Construction cramps the darkening downtown 
Toronto street as snow begins 
Sewer grate snagsandmangles
rips from mycar 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

“Sawed logs within the spit indicate that the portion of the Siletz Spit on
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

As I rake, I watch coyotes hunt for mice.
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

dragons of neon,
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

Cradled in sepia, nameless, perhaps five
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

remember that night we sat up late cracking dice with the cosmos? you
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

There are two types of people: those who don’t mention their past, and
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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Learn to Care

Derek Mascarenhas

Vito was the biggest kid in my class. Parker was the smallest. They
fought on a spring day after we went for confession. The priest used to
come to our school, but he was getting old, so that morning our class
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.

I tried not to step on the earthworms that had been forced from their flooded homes;
they littered the sidewalks and driveways. I’d heard that if a worm gets cut in half,
the two pieces both survive, and each becomes a whole new worm. Vito had already
squashed five worms, and, to the disgust of the girls, picked one up with his bare
fingers. He ran up behind Parker and placed it on the shoulder of his yellow rain
coat. Even though it wasn’t raining Parker had his hood up, hiding his red hair. He
must have felt Vito’s hand because he brushed the worm off his shoulder, and onto
someone’s soggy lawn. Vito shoved him from behind and he landed on the lawn as
well.

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

“I’m sure you have plenty already.” Parker got up and tried to wipe away the mud
from his coat with his sleeve, but it just smeared down the front.

“You’ll have to tell your daddy to buy you a new one.” Vito saw Miss Allen
approaching, and before she arrived he rejoined the line of students walking two-by-
two.

“What happened, Parker?” asked Miss Allen.

“Nothing. I just tripped.”

“You’ve gotten your nice coat dirty.”

Our real teacher, Mrs. May, would have found out what had happened and
disciplined Vito, but she was off having a baby. Miss Allen was covering for the rest
of our grade-eight year. She believed almost anything we told her. Vito once told her
he hadn’t finished a project because he was out with his mom fundraising for cancer
– everyone else knew Vito didn’t have a mother.

Parker stuck beside Miss Allen for the rest of the walk to the church.

The first thing I noticed on the old building was the large wooden cross at the front.
It was tilted, hung like an ‘X’ with one long leg. The storm must have loosened a few
bolts. My mom had hung crucifixes outside of mine and my sister Ally’s bedroom
doors. There wasn’t enough space to nail them directly above the door, so she just
slid them against one corner of the frame, so that the corner nestled into Jesus’
armpit. Occasionally, if we slammed our doors, the crucifixes came crashing down.
Mom always put them back in their place. Although, last week after we all returned
home from the hospital, Dad told us not to do anything to upset her for the next little
while.

~ ~ ~ ~

Our whole class went for confession one by one in the little booth with the soft red
curtains. It took forever. I stood in line waiting – wanting to escape, to cut myself in
two like a worm and be the half that got to wiggle away. I never knew what to say
after, “Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.” Father Baxter should have to confess his
sins to me, too; then it would be fair. I told him that I stole from my sister and lied to
my father. I hadn’t stolen anything from Ally but figured I’d be covered for lying
because I’d said I lied to my Father. With his raspy voice, he gave me three Hail
Marys. Even though I’d made up my sins, I felt better as I walked out of the
confessional – it felt good to be forgiven.

~ ~ ~ ~

Father Baxter’s face looked tired as he held Mass for us. I could hardly hear his voice
as he read from a Letter to the Corinthians. Our class knelt in the two glossy wooden
pews at the front. The rest of the church was empty. Two thick candles with crosses
printed on them sat on top of the altar. I watched their flames flicker as Father
Baxter coughed. It sounded like the type of cough that came with a bad flu, one that
might cause something sticky and oddly coloured to be spat up. We waited for him to
catch his breath.

Parker sat with his hands together at the end of the front row. He had his eyes
closed. There was something about the way he prayed that I both admired and pitied.
When we were younger, Ally and I used to pray like that. Goodnight, God. I’m going
to bed with my sleepy head. Thank you for the work and play, thank you for this
beautiful day. We spoke to God like He was in the room with us, and yet when we
told Him about our day we acted as if He hadn’t seen it Himself. It had been so much
easier to believe then. I never questioned anything about religion – God was a given,
and, as Ally used to say, we were “Cat-licks.”

When Mom lost her baby last week, my faith flickered like those candles. I couldn’t
understand why God had done nothing to save my second sister. Why He took such a
small life before it had even lived. Some people said God wanted the baby for
Himself, but that didn’t make sense to me. It seemed selfish, considering how much
it hurt everyone else. I’d never seen Mom cry like that before; it was impossible not
to join her.

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

Vito was kneeling one student over from me, directly behind Parker. I watched as he
pulled a bible from the wooden slot. He held it by its spine, reached out and poked
the corners into Parker’s hunched back like a fork.

Parker’s posture straightened immediately, but he managed not to make a sound.

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."

I thought of my mother again. I 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.”

Vito’s jabs with the bible continued. I could tell Parker was trying to ignore him.

I wanted Father Baxter to hurry up so we could go up for communion, but he was
taking his time wiping the inside of a gold chalice with a neatly folded white cloth.

Vito, annoyed that he was no longer getting a response, raised the book above
Parker’s head and brought it down with force; it was a solid hit, making a loud and
hollow knock. Parker let out an agonizing, “Ahhh!”

Vito returned the bible to its slot before everyone’s eyes 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.

I wanted to tell Miss Allen what had happened, but Vito was much bigger than me,
too, and I was afraid he’d start picking on me if I did.

Father Baxter finally shuffled to the top of the centre aisle with his shiny chalice.

My class stood and filed into a single line to receive communion.

With hands folded in front of me, I took a half-step forward in the line every few
seconds and stared up at the cross at the front of the church. The longer my eyes
were on the cross the angrier I became – angry at Vito, angry at Miss Allen for not
knowing it was Vito, and at Father Baxter for not even noticing. Most of all, I was
angry at God for not doing anything, again.

I almost didn’t realize that I’d reached the front of the line. Father Baxter held the
round host in front of him. I raised my hands and he placed it into my palm. The
light wafer melted on my tongue, tasteless, as always.

When I returned to my seat I put my head down and prayed. I tried to pray from the
same place I did when I was younger. After a few moments I knew it wouldn’t be the
same. So instead, I just told God what I wanted. Stop Vito from hurting Parker. I
knew we weren’t supposed to test God, but He tests us every day. I asked Him to stop
it, and if He didn’t, I decided right there and then that I’d stop believing in Him. It
was a thought that had never come to me before, a thought both satisfying and
frightening. I had the power to kill God, by simply not believing.

~ ~ ~ ~

When we got back to school it was already lunch hour. As soon as Parker came back
outside, Vito went after him. Vito chased him down and cornered him by the
portable classrooms. It was like Vito only had room in his head for one idea at a time.
Or maybe he was just encouraged by the fact that nothing had stopped him. Most of
the boys gathered around, wanting to see how far he would go.

Vito grabbed Parker by his yellow coat and lifted him up against the portable wall so
that his feet dangled. Parker squirmed, but couldn’t get free. Vito was so much taller
and heavier that it was hard to believe they were the same age.

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 hands and shoved his back against the wall two times.

“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.

The tears rolled down Parker’s face like wax down the side of a candle. “It’s not fair!”
he screamed.

For a second it I felt like I might cry too, but I held it back. God wasn’t going do
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?”

Vito looked at me over his shoulder, gave Parker a last shake and threw 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.

I heard someone shout, “Principal!”

The other boys scattered, but Vito held his ground.

In those last few moments, I knew why I was the only one who saw it all. I saw
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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Beyond the Cucumbers

Clarissa P. Green

“Here’s the image,” I say to my sister Nancy. I am sitting on the side of
her bed, holding her left hand a little too tightly. Under the covers, eyes
closed, she takes a deep breath. “We are at a spa, lying side-by-side,
slathered in mud. Our eyes peek out.” She nods. Smiles weakly.

My stomach twists into a knot. Mud. Side by side. Sounds like a joint burial. Nancy
nestles deeper into the pillows. Her eyes open, look at me, disappear again under
eyelashes that drift up, down.

When I stand up, Nancy squeezes my hand. Eyes still closed, she says, “Our eyes are
covered by cucumber slices. We’ll meet – beyond the cucumbers.” She chuckles
softly.

Nancy and I have been talking about how to celebrate, should she survive this
medical crisis. She wants to go to a spa, which for her would be a special treat. I find
spas frivolous, even silly. But my sister is teetering on a thin edge, and if she lives I
will take her anywhere she wants to go, no complaints.

Since I arrived at Nancy’s, I sense Madame Death everywhere. Just now her gauzy
presence breezed by. I imagine her in the leather bucket chair by the end of the bed,
chin in hand. I turn away, close my eyes, but even then I feel her swimming in my
protoplasm.

In the next room, younger sisters Casey and Suzie wait for my report.

We three rushed here when everyone – her son, doctors and palliative care nurses –
thought it was the end. We’ve been here for eight days.

But she’s still alive.

This surprising fact leaves everyone in limbo. We want to take care of her, and feel
pressured to return to our lives hundreds of miles away. It’s impossible to talk about
this without feeling a ragged guilt.

~ ~ ~ ~

It is Nancy’s blood cells that cause the trouble. Her bone marrow, which produces a
stream of life-giving bits, has shut down – again. It is a consequence of the
chemotherapy she received to treat ovarian cancer several years ago. Even though
the chemo drenched her in chemicals that blasted the ovarian cancer out of her, it
rearranged her body’s relationship with its bone marrow. She ended up with aplastic
anemia, which means she has times when her white and red blood cells and platelets
disappear. Then, she is consumed by a voracious fatigue. She needs treatment to
kick-start her bone marrow. There is no guarantee it will work. At some point, we
have been told, it won’t and she will die.

She had a treatment several weeks ago. So far it doesn’t look good.

The last time this happened, as Nancy seemed to slide toward death we endured
weeks of hoping her bone marrow would respond. She consumed a dazzling
pharmacopoeia and spent most days connected to bags of intravenous blood
products. She became our own Sleeping Beauty. While she slept, we – her son,
daughter-in-law, grandchildren and sisters – tended, talked, prayed there would be a
“bump” in the statistics about her blood. We knew that a change in numbers
indicates a chance at more life.

During that time I also felt Madame Death swish around. I touched the icy pool of
life-without-Nancy, felt myself slip into cold water that crushed my heart. I cried and
cried, said over and over, “Don’t die don’t die, don’t leave, don’t don’t. Please.
Please.” Daily, I begged all forces to give me a few more days with my sister.

No one imagined how she could live.

But one morning at 2:00AM Nancy awakened from a semi-coma and began to sing.
She called. My heart tap dancing, I grabbed the phone on the first ring.

Her voice: “I’m going to be OK. I’ve been singing every song I know.”

Then, her hearty laugh, a sound I’d thought I would never hear again. How could this
be? For weeks she’d been inert, unwilling to eat, puffed up like a blowfish. Palliative
care nurses orchestrated every routine.

“What? For weeks you’ve been dying and now you’re making music?”

I sat up, turned on the lamp. She told me she’d been at her keyboard singing her way
through her huge black binder. I was speechless. My sister, a musical India rubber
ball, bouncing forward.

Music. Of course. It’s the music.

In a hospital examining room days after that call, Nancy’s doctors told her the
treatment had kicked in. She called me to report: “Isn’t this great! It worked!” How
deeply she believed their medical analysis of why she had survived. But I had other
thoughts. Although I didn’t tell her, I knew her intimate relationship with music was
as powerful as any pharmaceutical.

What I did say was, “Sounds like you’ve had a spiritual transfusion.”

“Spiritual transfusion? What’s that? You and your wild ass ideas. It’s the meds.” A
laugh.

This time, since receiving the kick-start serum, there’s been no “bump” in her blood
count. Instead, bleeding. When that started, Nancy called, described blood flowing
from her mouth and nose at night.

“It won’t stop. I don’t know how to make it stop.”

Her voice was that of a child, the little girl sister I once knew. To avoid imagining
what she was telling me, I covered my eyes.

Then, a whisper: “I’m not ready to die. I don’t want to bleed to death.”

I thought about how blatantly the body bleeds when it has too few clot-forming
platelets.

“OK, OK,” I soothed, “no matter what, it’s going to be all right.” But images of her
blanketed in blood flooded my mind. Despair, cloying as a wet wool coat, settled in.
Although it was midnight, I called Casey, then Suzie. We talked about work
schedules and coordinating arrival times.

~ ~ ~ ~

Nancy and I are the fourth and fifth in a family of eight children, seven of whom are
still alive. All of us are over fifty-five years old. She and I occupy the middle of the
lineup: three older brothers lead and three younger sisters, one deceased, follow us.
Casey, who is five years younger than me, is an artist married to another artist. Suzie,
seven years my junior, is a mother and music teacher married to a businessman. I
am a divorced mother, university teacher, therapist, and writer. Nancy, our lead sled
dog, is a mother; and she has had more careers that the three of us put together, and
has been married the most times.

Only sixteen months apart in age, Nancy and I wore identical smock dresses when
we were little girls. We slept in matching twin beds, received the same dolls for
Christmas and turned in unison when Mother’s called, “Girls!” Raised as if we were
one child, we acted like two halves of the same cookie. Together we braved our
brothers’ torments, played piano duets and shared swimming lessons.

When our bodies and personalities took shape, our differences emerged. Then,
sparky and angry, we pushed away from one another. There stood Nancy: petite,
curvy, sensuous, musical, popular. I was tall, straight, studious, drawn to perplexing
questions about life and love. Both of us, we later discovered when we talked about
those years, felt abandoned by the other.

It took until our mid-thirties to find one another again, but when we did we again
became each other’s biggest fan and ever-ready confidante. For over sixty years, no
matter where we have lived, we have talked about life’s journey. We touch base
several times a week, swap stories of children, family members and friends. We visit
each other whenever we can. When she is ill we talk several times a day. I go to take
care of her as often as I can.

We have a vibrant bond with our younger sisters. When our mother was at the end of
her life, to fulfill a promise we made to her, we four left our families and moved into
her house to care for her while she died. There, for the first time since we were
teenagers, we lived together and provided a gentle embrace for Mother until she
died.

That summer, our familiarity and routines shattered, we four discovered a deep
reservoir of ways to be present with Mother and to care about each other, too. That
summer, we say, was the most intimate experience of our lives.

And then Nancy got sick.

~ ~ ~ ~

Not long into this recent medical crisis, I helped Nancy get to the chair in front of her
vanity. Standing behind her, I brushed her silver hair. In the mirror: her closed eyes,
her wan smile, my face twisted with sadness. When I asked her what she needed to
happen while all four sisters were together, her eyes popped open. Looked into mine.
I could see she thought I believed she would die soon.

“I don’t want to think about that,” she said.

But a few days later she said, “OK, you asked, so here it is: I want us to sing.”

My eyebrows shot up. Sing? Sing? Nancy could barely manage to talk. But then I
remembered the previous year’s nocturnal songfest.

“You want to sing?” I said, “OK. Sure. Let’s do that.”

She nodded. When I told Casey and Suzie what Nancy wanted to do, their faces
registered the same amazement. We huddled into a knot, silenced, sad.

Since childhood, we four have sung together. Our father promoted singing – not
shower songs, but close harmony, preferably a capella. A musician with a sincere
appreciation for close chords and tricky key shifts, Dad made sure parties revolved
around music: group singing, people playing instruments, jamming. We got stirred
into the musical mêlée. All seven children took lessons, played instruments, and
sang.

We daughters still make music. Casey’s cello music touches places in me nothing else
can. I sing in a choir that focuses on Broadway musicals and plunk a guitar. Suzie,
the youngest, makes her living with music. Her passion is only matched by Nancy’s,
who for decades has sung barbershop harmony with groups and quartets. It is the
sky in which her personal star shines brilliantly. There she has lived and breathed
music. I have always thought Nancy’s veins are filled not with blood but with the
sound of music.

We all knew what her request to sing meant. She chooses a barbershop arrangement.
She sings bass, I melody, Casey baritone and Suzie tenor. We proceed slowly, note by
note, chord by chord, singing words and lines over and over until our voices are a
precise blend. Until our sound causes goose bumps. Because we focus on every
aspect of the music, this process typically takes hours.

~ ~ ~ ~

The afternoon of our singing took place in Nancy’s bedroom. Barely able to keep her
eyes open, she lay back against pillows. Suzie set the keyboard on the end of the bed.
Casey and I pulled chairs up close. Nancy passed Suzie the music she’d chosen and
Suzie plunked out the melody to “Me and My Shadow,” a tune by Billy Rose, Al
Jolson, and Dave Dreyer. Then, under Nancy’s direction, we began.

All alone, I’m feeling oh so blue,

Me and my shadow, strolling down the avenue,

Me and my shadow,

Not a soul to tell our troubles to…

We found our parts and began to sing. Every minute or so, Suzie held her hand up,
played one of our parts and waited for it to be sung. Nancy lifted her head off the
pillow to listen, nodded when the sound was right. Then, on to the next chord. Over
and over, one phrase then the next. Then a whole line in harmony – all four parts.

After an hour Nancy propped herself into a sitting position. Soon after she said she
wanted to stand, so I helped her get on her feet. She wobbled, lay back down.

Minutes later she said, “OK. Singers stand. We can’t get the sound unless we’re all on
our feet.” She stood up again, grabbed onto me and the window sill and nodded to
Suzie to begin.

And when it’s twelve o’clock

We climb the stair

We never knock

For no one is there…

As we sang, Casey’s, Suzie’s, and my eyes were trained on Nancy. In the next half
hour, her eyes lost their far-away veil. Her cheeks went from pale to pink. Her fingers
began to pulse with each note, her hands to wave with shifts in tone. I remembered
the scene from the movie ET, in which the extra-terrestrial, saddened about a dead
flower, touches the dead blossom with a glowing fingertip. His energy flows into the
flower and restores it to its former golden brilliance.

Standing by her bed, now infused with sound, my sister did the same thing. From
beneath drugs and death she unfolded, stood upright and alive. She recreated
herself. The changes in her swept us, hang gliders in her updraft, into her universe
where we four became one sound.

Just me and my shadow

All alone and feelin’ blue.

After four hours she said, “I’m tired now. We’ll polish it off tomorrow.” A full smile
on her lips, she eased herself underneath the comforter and closed her eyes. Seconds
later she was asleep.

Suzie, Casey and I closed her door quietly and walked into the living room. We sank
into the sofa and sat there, wordless. Suzie reached out and pulled all six of our
hands into bouquet.

“I can’t stand this. It’s just too hard,” I whispered. “I’m going to grab a beer; anyone
else want one?”

~ ~ ~ ~

We didn’t sing the next day. Nancy was too exhausted. She needed a transfusion.
Nothing about her looked good. But when we bundled her up and took her to the
clinic, there it was – a “bump”; her platelets had doubled. Nancy nodded, smiling, as
if she knew the treatment was working. I smiled back, knowing the music was again
working its magic.

The “bump” only lasted one day.

“Let’s just wait and see what happens,” said her physician the next day, his hand
resting on her shoulder. Nancy nodded.

~ ~ ~ ~

“So,” I say, continuing our conversation about the spa, “tell me – what kind of a spa
do you want?”

Late afternoon light sneaks through her blinds, turns the room golden. The glow
invites tears. Nancy adjusts her pile of pillows and pulls the comforter under her
chin, closes her eyes.

“Ocean,” she says.

“You want the spa to be on the ocean?”

“Yes.” Silence. “Walking.” More silence. “Yes, we need to walk. On a beach.” Her eyes
open, meet mine. “Small, intimate.” She touches a tear on my cheek.

“Where?”

“West Coast… wind, rain.” Silence. “Rubber boots. Slickers. I’ll have to buy one.
Yellow. Maybe purple.” She grins.

“Who will be there?”

“All four of us. We have to sing.”
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The Power of Drums

Fraser Sunderland

In the few weeks that passed after Jake’s funeral, I wasn’t so interested
in making a lot of noise at home. I wasn’t in a mood for playing music –
alone or with anyone. This was due at least in part to the fact that my drums were
still in Montreal, nestled in a pile behind Topher’s dining table. That was right where
I’d left them in a mild panic as we scrambled to take the train home to Toronto.

I spent a lot of time listening to the recordings of our band practices and our
Montreal gig. An active listening, down in my room with the warm lamp light. I’d sit
in the red rocking chair with my headphones on, eyes closed as the sounds flowed
through me.

I could hear us playing on the tape. I could hear Jake picking individual notes or
thumping lines out with his thumb; yet now he wasn’t around. What had occurred
that took him away? How can he be there then, but not here now? I was clueless.
Perhaps I was looking for answers on the tapes. Maybe if I listened very carefully, or
if I played it backwards, I might be able to hear the meaning behind why events
occurred as they had. If American politicians can hear Ozzy Osbourne encouraging
kids to shoot themselves, maybe I could hear the Universe’s explanation as to why
Jake was no more.

Nothing.

The nights in my room passed and I continued to study our tapes. I started feeling
locked in: locked in my room, locked in the false reality of our recordings. It was like
I was expecting to burst through into a new understanding of things, but had yet to
find a pin to pop the bubble. I needed to release something forceful and primitive.
Maybe I needed to bash the skins again.

Flash backward.

Before Sweet Untasted’s very first gig, I was looking to upgrade my little red kit. As
luck would have it, Jake’s mom, Leanne, called one evening with some cool news.

“The thing is, I work with a guy – he’s older than you – who plays drums, and he’s
selling his old set,” she told me over the phone.

“Uh-huh…”

“He’s all excited about the new set he’s just ordered. He says it’s top of the line and
all that. Anyway, he’s selling his old set, and he’s heard me talking about you guys a
million times, and he asked if you’d be interested in his old set.”

“Uh-huh…”

“He brought it to work today, packed it in my trunk, and it’s in our basement right
now. He says you can play with it for a while, to see if you want it.”

My shoes were tied and I was out the door before another word was uttered. I tore up
to the Vernon house on my bike, arriving as the sun set. Jake greeted me at the door,
as excited as I was.

“Fraser, you gotta check out these babies,” he whispered to me. “Some serious shit
goin’ on.”

I kicked my shoes off, and the two of us ran towards the basement door.

Jake and I tumbled down the stairs and turned the corner into the main space.
There, in front of me, sat a truly beautiful sight. A magnificent set – British racing
green, accented with golden platters and silver shafts, stood proud and sturdy like a
mountain. The whole shebang, a concert of visual harmony. They were perfect, and I
hadn’t even played them yet.

A snare, two toms, and a floor tom sat around the big kick drum. The high-hat, two
crashes, two rides, and a Chinese cymbal floated above. And to top it all off, three
rotary-toms (like three upside down hubcaps with skins stretched over their backs)
sat above the high-hat, looking like something Alex Van Halen might play.

Feeling giddy with pleasure, I sat at the drum throne and further examined the kit.
The hardware (all the chromed stands and supports that hold the drums and
cymbals in place) was strong and brawny, noticeably more so than that of my little
novice kit back home. Everything about these green monsters promised robust
strength and rich, professional quality. They were built to last.

I launched into a beat, and shuddered in rhythmical orgasm. Oh, I wanted them!
Sold! I’ll take ‘em! Gimme, gimme, gimme!

“Dude, you have to buy these,” said Jake with a knowing look.

“I know. I know.” I bit my lip. “Any idea what the guy is asking?”

“Eight hundred.”

“Eight hundred bucks,” I said with a gasp. “Dammit! That’s a great price!”

“Totally reasonable.”

“If you were to buy these new, in a shop, you’d pay that much for the hardware
alone! Oh, I gotta talk to Mum and Dad about this. Maybe they can make it my
Christmas or birthday present – and I’ll pay half – or something like that.”

And that’s what happened. I paid half and the drums were mine – set up in my room
downstairs by the following weekend.

Flash forward.

Now they sat, neglected, in a pile behind Topher’s dining table in his apartment in
Montreal. If they were to be any good to me now, I’d have to go get them. Yet I
dreaded the idea of having to go back to Topher’s. The memories were still too fresh.

Our red Nissan Sentra was in the shop for a tune up so my dad had a rental car for a
few days. We left before the sun was up on Saturday morning. Dad drove like a
demon, chewing up asphalt with the borrowed blue chariot. The journey was
surprisingly straightforward, due in part to the snow having melted away in the four
weeks since I was last there. We pulled up to a parking meter outside of Topher’s
apartment as Dad’s wristwatch beeped noon.

I pointed at the tiled floor where we laid Jake down. Dad did his best to show
compassionate interest, while not allowing me to dwell on each little detail that was
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 up to the buzzer.

Topher came down to greet us. He was very accommodating and tried his best to
make us feel welcome. On the drive up, I had been thinking about him, and trying to
put myself in his situation. Did he feel a little isolated here in Montreal? Did he relive
that horrible night every time he walked through the lobby of his building? At least I
was surrounded all day, every day, by people who were aware of the situation, even if
they didn’t know Jake. Maybe Topher was lonely and without a support group to
turn to. But what did I know about how he lived? Not that much. In fact, I didn’t
know Topher very well at all.

I really wanted to grab my precious drums and split, but we let Topher take us for a
quick walk around town. The sun shone, and although it was still a little cool, the city
was alive with people and activity. It was inviting. All the same, my drums were
packed into the car and we were shaking Topher’s hand goodbye before the sun went
down.

“You don’t have to go immediately, you know,” Topher said as I closed the trunk shut
over a pile of drum stands and cymbals. “I can put you guys up for the night if you
want to hang out. It’s no problem.”

“Nah, I really just want to get home tonight.” I felt rude and guilty for saying it, as if I
knew in my heart that I owed him some bonding time. The truth was, though, that I
didn’t feel comfortable there. Every detail in every square of sidewalk spoke to me
about Jake’s death – the wonderful highs that preceded it, the utter suddenness of its
occurrence and then the sting that followed. I wanted to collect my treasure and get
home to my own, safe, bed.

I gather he was a little disappointed, but he quietly accepted my wishes and let my
Dad and me get into the car without pressing any further.

As I drew my seat belt around me, he leaned his head towards the open door. “Hey,
I’ll be back in Mississauga in a month. We’ll get together then.”

“You bet! I’ve got your number.” Dad turned the key and the car came alive. I
motioned with my thumb to the pile of drums in the back seat. “Thanks for keeping
these things safe. I’ll talk to you soon, Topher.”

We drove away, down the narrow one-way street, waving goodbye to him as we
turned the corner. I felt bad for not being able to give him more time, but at that
particular moment, I needed to take care of myself, and that meant getting me, my
Dad, and my drums back home safe and sound as quickly as possible.

As Dad drove on, I was free to relax a little, knowing that my drums were now back
in my possession. The gentle rhythm of the car moving along the highway rocked me
into near sleep. I remembered way back to how drumming had become so important
to me, and felt a smile spread across my face as I remembered the unexpected
journey that led me to it. Mitchell Peach was a prolific little kid when I met him at
grade school years ago. We were not particularly close friends, but as it turns out I
owe my entire drumming history to him.

We teamed up to work on the grade eight science fair project. He introduced me to
his very welcoming family, and walked me through their beautiful home. When we
got down into his basement, he pointed out his latest hobby. He was taking drum
lessons and his dad recently acquired a kit for him to practice with. They were old. In
fact, they were ancient. Even I, with no previous exposure to drums, could tell that
this assemblage of wooden hoops and stretched animal skins had seen many, many
seasons. In an era when everything is mass produced, these drums almost looked
handmade. The very wood of the drums was dried and splitting, painted a faded,
tomato red. The yellowed skins were actual skins of goat – some mangy, once-live yet
long-dead barnyard animal. Each skin was hardened and stiff, almost brittle, yet still
strong enough to withstand being hit by an amateur player.

I appreciated the charm, and the character. I loved the suggested history as it
compelled me to imagine how this drum set had come to be in Mitchell’s basement.
What stories could they tell me? Who had loved them? Who blistered his fingers in
moments of musical release? Who crafted them, and from which sacred tree? My
imagination slipped away into all the past lives, into the minds of the past owners,
past musicians.

To look at them fascinated me, but when Mitchell took a seat behind them, picked up
the sticks and began to play a rhythm, I was transfixed. I don’t know for how long,
but I was compelled to watch and to listen with much consideration, paying close
attention to the sound, and to Mitchell’s movements and postures and the physical
theory behind creating the rhythm. It made me shiver to hear the sound.

I was impressed. Mitchell was kind enough to indulge me for a moment. I sat down
to play the same rhythm that he’d just played, and I know that I was able to
reproduce the beat in a relative sense. Sitting there, behind those large, round
objects that made such an incredible sound under my control, was very exciting. It
all made sense to me. I immediately knew that I could play drums. I knew that I was
a drummer, and that I was a good drummer. I needed to investigate these instincts
by playing more.

There was an instant connection made between me and the instrument. I didn’t need
to be shown anything else. I knew that the rest was all just differing combinations of
the same four or five skins being struck in different patterns to a constant beat. In
mere moments, I discovered a very primal current that rippled under my skin. I was
empowered.

That same power flowed through me whenever I played throughout the years that
followed. It was a kind of natural addiction – being addicted to the joy that playing
drums produces. As Dad pulled into our driveway with my drums packed in the
trunk, I hoped that my journey with drumming was not yet over. I didn’t know what
was going to happen, where they were going to take me, but I was hoping they would
speak to me again when the time was right.

We unpacked the drums in a heap on the floor of my bedroom. After a late dinner, I
went down to set them up properly. I’ve never had a more awkward moment with
them. A whole lot of the magic that they contained seemed hushed. Perhaps in an
effort to clean their wounds, I wiped them all down with a damp cloth and stood
back to observe them. For a second, I considered playing, but I stopped short. I
needed to leave that aspect of getting reacquainted for another day. There was still
some healing to do before I could whale on them again.
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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

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 Guelph-
Humber 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

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
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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

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

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

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

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 --
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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 middle-
readers, 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
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